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The limo drives up the long winding drive of the secluded estate. I take a deep breath and try to calm myself. 

It all happened so fast. 

One day I am correcting typos on K-Pop gossip columns and when I am lucky writing the odd record review while fetching a shit ton of coffee and now I am en route to an interview with the most famous rockstar on the whole damn planet. 

My editor is mad as hell that I am the only one she will speak to, after all, I am just a junior reporter on the magazine but that is the way that Becca Wright wants it and I get the feeling it has been a long time since anyone has said no to her demands.

As the huge Gothic mansion complete with twin towers comes into view I remember the editor telling me I needed to get something dramatic. Something that would spin headlines across the world. A startling revelation about the most reclusive rockstar in the world.

The car pulls up by the huge wooden doors and I realize I am totally out of my depth.

I am pretty much one step away from a frothing fangirl when it comes to Becca. 

Last night after going through my pages and pages of dumb and obvious questions I decided I had done all I could and so lay on my couch and put on my headphones to listen to her four albums back to back.

Midway through the first, I cannot resist pulling down my sweatpants and stroking my cock. For as dark and bleak as a lot of her music is, there is also a strong thread of sensuality woven through so much of it. There is a yearning, a whispering need that sinks into me as she sings and as always, I become horny as fuck.

I lick my hand and start to stroke my cock which is already semi-hard. 

My mind swims with images of Becca.

Dressed head to toe in white leather. Her slim, but toned figure, her peachy ass. Her blue eyes staring out of me as she sings the secrets of my heart.

Too numb to feel

Too dumb to think

Another broken doll

I don't cry or blink

Another Broken Doll was the first song of hers that spoke to me. But not just in the tormented and broken lyrics but in the grinding guitar that overtook my body and started an ache between my legs.

I see Becca again in my mind. She is wearing a tight T-shirt and short shorts as she purrs into the camera, her large blue eyes staring definitely at the world as she sings her songs of hurt, loss and love.

The image switches to her In a long white dress with a smear of red across the mouth, her small breasts clearly visible through the material, as are her large, erect nipples.

As all these images swirl as the music plays and I stroke my cock to full hardness. I feel the familiar throb in my palm and an old ache between my legs. I pull out one of my trusty dildos from my coffee table drawer. 
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