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The incessant squeak from a
loose grocery cart wheel heralds the arrival of a middle-aged
brunette as she pushes her load of necessities under the harsh
fluorescent lights. By all outward appearances, she seems like your
average fifty-something, still strikingly pretty, but a victim of
age nonetheless. She strolls through the store in blissful
anonymity, not a single soul that passes her could even guess the
places she had been and the things she had done. The only clue to
her past was the faded concert tee shirt that she proudly wore like
a badge of honor. People that pass her in the store assume she was
a fan, but Cherry Lynn Brown was more than a fan, she was THE fan.

Cherry was the number one
groupie in the country, if not the world, in the 80’s and 90’s.
Numerous songs have been written about her “skills”, and many an
interview alluded to the special brand of fan worship only Cherry
could give. Ms. Brown had knelt before more rock bands than all the
other groupies combined. It was her calling, and no one was better
than Cherry.

Within the walls of her
modest New Jersey home, Cherry kept mementos of every band she
partied with. For twenty years, she never missed an act that passed
through Newark, especially in the late 80’s when the hair bands
rolled through town. The bookcases lining her cozy living room were
bursting at the seams with overstuffed photo albums chronicling her
time as a groupie. Cherry often spent quiet nights pouring over her
albums and remembering some of the best, sometimes, wildest nights
of her life.

Cherry Lynn was born in the
middle of the night in the basement of her Grandparent’s home in
suburban New Jersey. In 1962, her teenage mother found herself in
the precarious position of being pregnant in an extremely
oppressive time in an extremely strict household. She had
successfully hidden her pregnancy until the fateful night when
Cherry made her appearance. Her grandparents made the decision to
adopt the tiny newborn surprise to try and avoid the shame that a
teenage mother would have brought to their family name. Little
Cherry Lynn grew up completely oblivious that her big sister was
actually her Mother. It wasn’t until her deathbed did Cherry’s
Grandmother tell her the truth. The realization that her life had
been a lie hit her like a ton of bricks. Her mind reeled with the
elaborate web of deception her Grandparents and her Mother had spun
to keep up appearances. The summer of her Grandmother’s death,
Cherry turned 18 and promptly left home. She needed to break free
from the mold that her family had built around her and discover who
the true Cherry was.

At the time, there was
nothing more freeing to Cherry than music. She could lose herself
in an album like other people could lose themselves in a book. Song
after song she would listen, moving farther and farther away from
her farse of a life. In the fall of her 18th year, her favorite
band was coming to Newark for one night only. Their music had
practically become a religion to Cherry. She proudly worshipped her
favorite band, Devil’s Den, every night in her tiny studio
apartment tucked away behind the diner she waitressed for. She
saved every penny she made for a ticket to the show. To her, this
concert would be a rebirth, the old Cherry would walk in, and a
reborn woman would walk out. In her teenage mind, that night was
going to be transformative, but she had no idea just how
life-changing it was actually going to become.

The searchlights outside
the arena pierced through the dark crisp October air. Cherry
hurried to the huge glass arena doors clutching her ticket in her
sweaty palm. Flinging the heavy door open, she bounded into the
venue positively vibrating with anticipation. She thrust her wadded
ticket at the first usher she crossed paths with anxious to find
her seat. The usher shined his flashlight along the floor of the
arena foraging a path of light down to the front of the house.
Cherry’s seat was right in the middle of the third row in the
center. She squeezed past the other concertgoers on the way to her
roost for the next few hours. Cherry sat in her bright red
upholstered seat fidgeting with her micro mini skirt waiting for
the concert to start. Just when she thought she couldn’t take the
anticipation one more second, the lights dimmed, and pyrotechnics
exploded on either side of the stage. The crowd jumped to their
feet as the band glided across the stage taking their places.
Cherry stood in awe at the sight of her beloved band merely feet in
front of her. She was so close she could see the beads of sweat
forming on the lead singer’s skin from the hot stage lights. She
swayed to the music belting out the lyrics along with the band.
Cherry felt like they were singing only for her, and at some points
in the concert, she could have sworn the lead singer Jason was
doing just that. She saw his eyes blue searching the crowd and
landing on her. She smiled and waved hoping that he noticed. Song
after song she kept her eyes glued to Jason, and his eyes
inevitably found their way back to her. By the end of the concert
she knew it wasn’t an accident or her imagination, he was indeed
looking at her as he sang.

At the end of their set,
the band thanked the crowd and Jason winked in Cherry’s direction.
She was so stunned that a gentle breeze would have knocked her
over. The massive swarm of people shuffled past her toward the
exits, but Cherry stayed in her spot soaking up the experience for
as long as she could. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw a
security guard letting a small group of scantily clad girls pass
through a door at the far end of the stage. She knew exactly where
those girls were going, and what they were going to do, and Cherry
was determined to go too.

Her stomach swarmed with
butterflies as she approached the massive man blocking the side
door. Without saying a word, he looked her up and down and opened
the door behind him. She crept past him groping inside her purse
for her camera. Cherry couldn’t believe she was steps away from her
idols, and she wanted to capture the moment for eternity. She
snapped pictures of everything and everyone she came across on her
way to the band’s dressing room. The roadies were more than happy
to pose and smile for the beautiful buxom brunette. Finally, she
had reached her destination at the end of the long equipment lined
hall. Cherry peeked her head around the corner of the doorway and
was greeted by none other than Jason.

“Hey there sweetheart, come
on in and join the party,” Jason said with a wink. The dimly lit
room was blanketed in a haze of smoke from cigarettes and
everything else being smoked within its four concrete walls. Cherry
coughed quietly as she passed through the murky space, and over to
the couch where Jason was enjoying a beer. His smooth shirtless
chest glistened from post-concert perspiration making Cherry swoon.
She found herself staring at the impressive bulge beneath his black
leather pants. Countless nights Cherry had relieved her sexual ache
to the band poster on her wall. She rubbed herself to completion
while staring at Jason’s poster, and now that same bulge that was
inches away from her live and in person.

“Hi, my name is Cherry,”
She blurted out nervously, sticking her hand out for Jason to
shake. He wrapped his hand around her trembling digits and kissed
the back of her hand. Cherry nearly fainted from his touch. The
warmth of his kiss sent electric shocks of desire racing throughout
her body.

“I remember you, I saw you
out there in the crowd,” Jason added, handing Cherry a beer. She
stood stunned that Jason, the Jason
Emmerson, had remembered her.

“Oh my God! Really? You saw
me? Oh. My. God!” She stammered, groping for her camera.

“Do you mind if I take a
picture?”

“Sure, that would be fine.
Come here and sit next to me, we will take one together.” Jason
said, patting the open space next to him on the couch. Cherry
wasted no time rushing to the seat next to Jason. She cuddled in
close as the drummer Collin obliged her in a picture. Sitting so
close to Jason made Cherry tingle all over as she smiled for the
picture. She reached down pinching her thigh to make sure she
wasn’t dreaming. The tiny jolt of pain assured her that this was
indeed reality. Cherry
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