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Our First Concert

What an interesting evening this was. Nikki and I went to our first concert together, after her dad surprised us with tickets and two backstage passes. 

But let us start at the beginning.
It was a sunny day, on which Nikki's dad asked me to help him install a new garage door at their house. After we finished work and cleaned up the mess, I went looking for Nikki. I found her in the garden behind the house, taking a sunbath. The cheetah wore only a small thong and offered me a magnificent sight of her body. My eyes wandered over her long legs, her slender hips up to her wonderful, firm breasts with their sweet nipples. Luckily, the Kofis had set up two loungers, so I could join her until it was time for dinner. Since mom was still at work, Mrs. Kofi had invited me for steak and fries. It all was so delicious.
After dinner, her father called Nikki and me into the living room. We sat down on the big couch, before Mr. Kofi addressed me:
“Balto, first I want to thank you again. You helped me a lot today.”

In my eyes, I didn't do much worth thanking me for, so I answered:
“But all I did was giving you the tools and then help you clean out the garage.”
He only smiled at me.
“Yes, and that is an important part of the job. That way I was able to focus on the installation of the new garage door. You did a good job.”

I wagged my tail, while Nikki caressed my back. It felt good that Mr. Kofi seemed to like me.
“Thanks, Mr. Kofi. I am happy that I could help you at least a bit.”
He nodded at me, then his gaze wandered over to his daughter. In a soft voice, he spoke:
“Ok, now to the reason why I wanted to talk with you. Nicole, I know you like Rock and Pop Music. There is a big concert with several bands in the Thunderdome Stadium on Saturday.”

Nikki looked a bit confused, like she wasn't sure what her father was trying to tell her.

“I know about this concert, Dad. I tried everything to get tickets, but it was sold out in minutes.”
A big smile appeared on Mr. Kofi's face, as he heard that.
“Yes, I have heard that. But as chance would have it, one of the main organizers of this event is a good friend of mine. We served together in Afghanistan, and he owed me a favor. That way I got two tickets and backstage passes. What means that you two can visit the concert and maybe even meet some stars afterward.”

Nikki jumped off the sofa and fell around her father's neck when she heard that. She shouted happily:
“Oh my God! Thank you, dad!” She turned her head to me. “Balto, this will be so awesome!”
Mr. Kofi gave Nikki an envelope with the tickets. While my girl was happily bouncing around the room with cards in hand, I wasn't so sure. I gulped before stating my concerns to my cheetah:
“Nikki, I've never been to a concert before. Isn't that very loud and crowded? Maybe you should take Trish with you.”

Nikki came over to me, giving me a tight hug, before she looked me in the eye.
“I want to go there with you, doggy. Don’t worry, I will always be close to you and keep you safe.”
We sat back down on the sofa, where Nikki pulled the tickets out of the envelope.

“Oh, wow. Our places are in the golden circle, I was never so close to a stage before. Oh, and about the volume, we will wear earplugs.”
Nikki carefully stored away the tickets, as Mr. Kofi asked curiously:

“Balto, you have never visited a concert before? What about a theater, or something like that?”

I was feeling a little ashamed. Mom was always doing her best to provide me with everything I needed for getting a good education, but visits to theaters or concerts were never on the list. Simply too expensive. It took me a bit until I could give Nikki’s father an answer to his question. While I shook my head, I said:
“No, Mr. Kofi. But Mom once took me to see a free performance of 'The Magic Flute'. I loved the music in it. Just the story was a bit weird.”

Mrs. Kofi, who was sitting silently in one of their wing chairs up to this point, said:
“The Magic Flute? I always loved that one. Did you know that it was written in the year 1791 by Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart? He was one of the biggest composers of all time.”

Mr. Kofi added in a slightly surprised voice:

“Not many boys your age like music like that. I am impressed, Balto.”

I felt like this was a chance for me to score some points with Nikki's parents. So, I continued talking about music:
“I mostly listen to country music, rock, pop, and musicals. I love songs with good, meaningful lyrics.”

Nikki placed her hand on my shoulder, as she added a few more details to my taste in music:
“Balto is such a thoughtful little wolf. You should see him while he listens to his music while wearing headphones. Ones I caught him listening to Beethoven’s 9th Symphony. He was acting like a conductor. He also sings along a lot, if he thinks that no one can hear him.”
That she was telling them about those little secrets was a bit awkward for me. A little angry, I looked at my girl and spoke:

“Nikki, not everyone has to know about this. It’s embarrassing for me.”

My protest caused everyone to laugh. Nikki then replied to me:

“What should be embarrassing about this? I think it is adorable.”

Mrs. Kofi returned to the theme of classic music, as she made me an offer with a smile on her face:
“I must say that I am really happy about this, Balto. Nowadays, young people rarely listen to classical music and musicals. If you're interested, I have plenty of CDs of classical music and musicals like Dance of the Vampires or Bat out of Hell that you can borrow.”
Of course, I accepted this great and generous offer of Nikki’s mother.
“That sounds great, Mrs. Kofi, thank you.”

Since this was the first time I heard about them, I asked Nikki’s father about those special passes he had given to us:
“Mr. Kofi, may I ask what exactly backstage passes are?”

He answered me with a smile on his face:

“These special passes allow you to go behind the stage after the show. Back there you have the chance to meet some of the stars, get autographs, signed CDs and other merch. You surely will have a lot of fun there.”
His words somehow worried me about the costs of all this. Just like my mom, I don’t like to get such expensive gifts for nothing.
“That sounds way too costly, Mr. Kofi. We can’t afford that.”
Mr. Kofi came close and put his hand on my shoulder while he looked down on me.
“Don’t worry about money Balto. It is a gift. Enjoy the time there, listen to the music and meet some people. This could also help you to overcome your shyness.”

His arguments were solid, yes. But I was still hoping to get out of this somehow: 

“Maybe, but I still have to ask my mom first.”
Mr. Kofi chuckled before he responded: 

“I've already talked with your mother. She is okay with it, we only will activate the tracking function on your phone, so we always know where you are.”
Then he turned his head towards his daughter. His tone became sterner, more serious, as he gave Nikki a warning: 
“And even if that should be clear, Nicole. No alcohol. I don’t want to see you drunk ever again.”

Nikki was clearly a bit annoyed by this not entirely groundless warning:

“Dad, I have told you a hundred times that I'm sorry for stealing your beer after I got accepted at Stark. It was a mistake, and I'll never drink so much again. Especially not when I have Balto with me.”
This debate went on for a little longer. They mostly talked about Nikki’s past drinking escapades, as the one she mentioned herself wasn’t her first one. Legendary is the evening of the Thunderdome’s big opening party, as Nikki came home drunk like a skunk. 

Not only that, but she was also only wearing a short dress with no panties underneath. Her father's voice could be heard throughout the street as he rebuked her. 

Just as a short note, Nikki attended this party with Trish, one of their favorite bands performed on stage, the girls both threw their panties on the stage during their performance, which is why Nikki came home without them.
At the end of this whole discussion, all was set. Nikki and I were about to visit our first concert together. I still had a slightly uneasy feeling about this, but Nikki was so happy about this opportunity that I decided to swallow my concerns.

The next day, Friday, to be exact, Nikki helped me find an outfit for me. All bedrooms in our house have a walk-in closet, what is pretty cool. There is a lot of space, which I often use to put away things I don’t need. As a result, chaos usually reigns there. After Nikki and I took care of this little problem, and after Nikki joked about me having a chaotic side, my cheetah looked at my clothes:
“Ok, Fluffy, now that we have cleaned out your mess, let us see what clothes you have in here. Hm, these hoodies are nice and warm, they are good. That one here with the Wolf print fits perfectly. Ah, those jeans here are good, even if they don’t have holes in them. For a concert like this worn-out jeans with holes would be better, but I doubt you have something like that. Ok, and which shirts do you have. Comic heroes, Dinosaurs, is this a closet or a comic store? Oh, this one here is cool.”

She showed me a T-shirt that my mother had given me last Christmas. 

“School of the Wolf? I love this design.”

I smiled as I saw the T-shirt.

“Mom bought it for me. It is one of my favorites, I don’t want it to get dirty.”

Nikki chuckled.

“Doggy, it is a T-shirt. It's supposed to be worn. Ok, I guess we have your outfit together, Balto.”

We were in the middle of summer, so I had a question about her choice:

“Do I really need a hoodie in the Thunderdome? And are you sure about the collar? I have never worn one of these.”

Nikki chuckled.

“Believe me, you will be happy to have it with you. Those big halls can be chilly, especially in the evening.”
I became curious about what my girl wanted to wear.

“What about you, Nikki? What will you wear?”
My cheetah grinned.

“Oh, I will wear a collar, a black mini-skirt, and a very sexy top. And my Sabaton leather jacket. Oh, that reminds me, I have something for you. I hope you will like it”
I got excited. About getting a gift from my kitty.
“What is it, Nikki? What is it?”

She handed me a small, black box. When I opened it, I could see a black collar with a heart-shaped tag attached to it. On this tag, you can read the inscription: 

Nikki + Balto

4 now and 4 ever

On the backside, you can see our phone numbers, in case one of us gets lost.
Such a lovely gift. I gave Nikki a tight hug, then we shared a long kiss. Right at this intimate moment, mom came into my room. Her sudden voice startled me, what made Nikki laugh.
“If you could keep your hands off each other for a moment, dinner's ready.”
Nikki still chuckled, as she answered:

“We'll be there in a minute, Christa. We just picked an outfit for the concert.”
After I released Nikki from my hug, I ran to my mother, with my new collar in hand. 

“Mom, look what Nikki just gave to me.”
Mom didn’t say anything. She only looked at the tag. While she read the inscription, I could see her eyes getting wet. Of course, this worried me, so I asked:

“Is everything ok, mom?”

She sighed, while she caressed my check with a smile on her face.  

“Yes Balto, everything is ok. I just remembered how your father gave me something similar during our first date. A very lovely gift.”
She took me into her arms, held me tight, while Nikki smiled at us.

Mom turned her head towards her. With a wave, she invited her to join us in a nice, long hug. I was in the middle between them, and if one of those girls hadn't been my mom, it would have been a really hot situation. And I don’t talk about the temperature.
Following this family moment, and after I put the collar on my desk, we had a delightful little dinner together. Mom made something she calls, and I hope I denounce this right, Fleischpflanzerl, which are basically big, flat meat balls. I love the taste of those I really should ask her about this strange, German name. After dinner, Nikki and I cleaned up the kitchen, then we watched “The Interview” with Mom. A funny movie about a not so funny man. We had a lot of joy watching it.

Well, for me, it was joyful. Nikki fell asleep in the middle of the movie. She laid down, her head on my lap, and her legs stretched out on the sofa. At the end, Mom had my girl’s paws on her lap. Is it odd that my mother stroked the lovely paws of my girlfriend? Please tell me what you think in the comments.

Part 2: The Big Day
Saturday. The concert was set to begin at 6 pm, so Nikki and used the time to sleep a bit longer. Mom woke us up at about noon, so we had enough time for a shower and a cozy breakfast. As she doesn’t have any spare clothes at our home, Nikki had to leave afterward to get dressed properly for the concert. And man, did she look hot as she came back. I mean, she looked like the personification of sin. The short top in combination with her tight jeans, the collar around her neck, she simply looked hot as hell. At the time she came over, was already wearing the outfit Nikki chose for me. Nikki only helped me with the final touches, she styled my hair with a high amount of hair gel, and after she was done, only one more thing was missing. My new collar with this special tag on it. With a smile, she picked it up from my desk, where I had placed it the evening before. While she was standing behind me, she carefully placed the collar around my neck. A gentle kiss later, she pushed me out of my room into the hallway, where we have a big mirror on the wall. She asked, after she let me look at myself for a minute: 
“So, what do you think?”
The way Nikki had styled my hair looked really sharp.

“I look like one of these boys in Grease.”

Nikki had to giggle.

“True, you look just like Danny. I have to watch out so that no other girl tries to steal you from me.”
Her mobile rang before I could respond. The ringtone “Danger Zone” revealed the caller. Even if it wasn’t necessary to mention it, Nikki said:
“Oh, it’s Dad, he is waiting for us outside.”

On our way to the front door, we ran into mom, who was standing on our porch. After she gave both of us a hug, she said:

“Have fun, you two.” 

Nikki was already down on the stairs, as mom stopped us: 

“Oh, wait a second, I want to take a picture before you go.”
Mom took a picture of us with her mobile, which I later made my desktop background. Mom printed it out and now has it in a frame on her bedside table.

After the photo was taken, we took our seats in the back of Mr. Kofi’s car. He drives a really cool pick-up truck. A large one with a plenty of space for cargo. He mostly uses it for his carpentry business.
Mr. Kofi drove us to the Thunderdome in the Dawkins District. After a half-an-hour drive we arrived at the Dome’s parking lot. Nikki’s father parked the car, but before he let us go, he had a few more words for us:

“Ok, you two. I hope you will have a lot of fun tonight. Don’t forget to stay together. Balto, should you lose Nicole, go to a security, and ask for help. They are here to help people, so don’t be afraid of them.”

He then looked at his daughter.
“Nicole, you have the tickets, backstage passes and the earplugs?”

Nikki nodded.

“Yes dad, I have everything here. Can we go?”
My girl seemed impatient, but her father still had some things to say.

“Just a minute. The concert will take about 3 hours. After that, you can go to the backstage area. I will pick you up here at, let’s say, 10 o’clock. The concert will last about two or two and a half hours, so you will have more than enough time to go backstage. Balto, since this is your first concert. Don't accept anything from strangers, no drinks, and no food. Do you understand?”
I nodded. Mr. Kofi’s words weren’t new for me. Mom had already given me this speech several times. “Yes, Mr. Kofi. Mom always tells me not to accept anything from anyone I didn't know.”
He smiled at me, then he looked back at Nikki. The expression in his face became very serious.
“Nicole, just to make sure you don’t forget this. No alcohol. Not a single drop.”

Nikki sighed. She was obviously annoyed.
“Dad, we already had this at home. Countless times. I won't drink anything alcoholic, especially since I have Balto with me. Can you please just trust me?”
Mr. Kofi’s voice became slightly louder.
“Nicole, remember the last concert you visited here. You were 15, and so drunk that we can call ourselves lucky that no one called the cops, as they saw you staggering home. This is something I don’t want to see ever again. Our family has a name in this city. Such things a spread like wildfire. Think about this before you do anything stupid, Nicole. Especially now. What do you think would happen if someone sees you drunk, with Balto, a minor, on your side? That you lose your spot at college would be our smallest problem then. Nicole, don’t forget the reasons why I tell you this again and again.”

Nikki indeed has a history of drunken accidents in the past. But since that evening on which she celebrated her successful college application with her father’s beer, she hasn’t touched a drop of alcohol again. Mr. Kofi knew that, but he understandably was concerned. And Nikki knew at this point that she had to prove herself. Her voice now had an almost submissive tone.

“Yes, dad. I know all that. I promise it won’t happen again. I am sorry.” 

Her father reached for Nikki’s face, which he gently caressed. My girl closed her eyes and purred, as she rubbed her head against her father’s hand. Mr. Kofi spoke in a gentle voice:

“I only want the best for you, Nicole. I couldn’t bare if something would happen to you.”

Nikki smiled at her father. The two definitely have a strong bond. Mr. Kofi added a few more words:
“Now before I let you go, one last thing. You both have your phones with you?”

Nikki and I checked our mobiles and showed them to Mr. Kofi.

“Good. Now have fun. We see us later.”

We left the car, walked the few meters to the entrance and showed our IDs to the security people. I have never seen such big and muscular Anthros. Well, except for Mr. Kofi, of course.
One of them looked suspiciously at our cards and backstage passes. As he lifted his head to look at us, he asked:
“Wait. Aren’t you two a little young for backstage passes?”

The second guy interfered:
“This is Idrissa Kofi’s daughter. The boss told me that she and a friend will come tonight. Let them through.” 

After the ticket control, we walked into the so-called VIP area right in front of the stage. We were so close to it that only a few barrier grids were standing between us and the stage. As I looked around, I saw that the whole Stadium was already full of people. Nikki dragged me as far forward as we could possibly go, directly to those grids. She said that it would be a bit safer there, as we couldn’t get entirely encircled by other visitors. They already made a last soundcheck, as Nikki took something out of her pocket. She turned to me and explained:
“Balto, those are our earplugs. I will help you with yours. Hold still.”

She carefully put these things in my ears. For a moment, I thought I was deaf because I couldn't hear anything anymore. I shook my head a bit, then asked my giggling cheetah:
“Nikki, I can’t hear anything. Is that how it is supposed to be?”

She only made an “ok” sign, before she put in her own earplugs.

Soon after that, the concert started with the first song, performed by a Holly Rhoads-Hunter and the Silver Fangs. I have heard that name before but didn’t know that she would be here tonight.
The music was so damn loud that even with the earplugs I heard every single beat. Three more bands followed with pop songs, also a few ballads, which for me were the best songs of the evening. Then they began to play love songs. During those, Nikki held me close to herself. I love this girl so much.
Next came rock songs, and one more, Holly Rhoads-Hunter came on stage. Most of the surrounding people jumped up and down to the beats. I tried it myself, but it’s really not my thing. Nikki must have really liked one of the guitar players, at least she lifted her top for him to show off her perfect breasts. What I could also see were a few guys next to us who stared at Nikki with their lusty eyes. Well, I can't blame them for that. Time flew by, the concert ended after two encores. Now it was time to see how this backstage area looked like. Nikki took my hand, so she wouldn't lose me in the crowd, and we walked toward a closed area. After we showed our passes to the security, they let us enter the backstage area.

Back there Nikki looked at me, she said something, but since I still had the earplugs in, I

couldn’t hear her. She recognized that after a few moments and removed them.

“I said wait here. I need to visit the restroom over there.”
A little unhappily, I nodded to Nikki and stood on the opposite side of the toilet. 

My cheetah quickly went inside the restroom. While I was waiting for her, I had time to take a look at the other people who were passing by there. Some of them had quite a strange appearance, with their piercings and hairstyles. Even a few humans walked through the hallway. A strange race. So naked and furless. They must really freeze during winter. I mean, Nikki has fur, and yet she often freezes half to death when she enters our house during cold times while we have the windows open.
Two guys passed by. Canines, Doberman, I would say. But with floppy ears. I remembered them, they were standing next to us during the concert. Both of them got pretty wide-eyed when Nikki lifted her top earlier. To my surprise, they stopped in front of me. After a second, they stepped closer and were now standing right in front of me. The nasty smell of beer reached my nose. These guys must have been pretty drunk, which was further confirmed to me by their slurred way of speaking.
“Hey Robert, isn’t that the kid, which was standing next to that hot cheetah girl, who showed her tits before?”
This Robert eyed me.

“Yeah, I think so”
Now the first guy chuckled. He came closer with his head, the stern smell from out of his mouth almost made me puke.

“Hey kid, have you seen that pussycat? We want to have some fun with her.”

I thought they would go away if I just play dumb. While holding my nose, I answered:
“No, I haven’t seen her. Sorry, guys. Maybe she already left.”

At the same moment I said this, Nikki came out of the restroom. Very bad timing. She walked over to me, passed those two horny guys, and said while reaching for my hand:
“Balto, come. I heard that some of the performers are giving autographs. But we have to hurry.”

Unfortunately, the two canines recognized her.
“There is she! Come here kitty, show your tits again! We have something for you to play with, too.”
Without even looking at them Nikki answered:

“Go away guys. I have a boyfriend.”
But that didn't stop the two dogs from trying to hit on Nikki. The bigger one, this Robert, said:
“But he isn’t here. Now lift that top for us, kitty!”

Nikki made a few steps back, until she was standing with her back against the wall. Robert saw this as his chance. He groped Nikki’s top roughly. Naturally, my cheetah became angry. She shouted so loud that everyone around could hear it:

“Stop that, you creep. I am not interested in you, so let me go!”
They didn’t stop. Now their tone turned a bit more aggressive.
“Come on Kitty, I know you want it. Stop resisting.”

Once more, Nikki told him:
“I said, go away.”

I wanted to help my girl somehow. I stepped between them and Nikki before I shouted:

“Take your hands away from Nikki! She didn’t allow you to touch her.”
The two big guys laughed at me.

“Shut up, cub. That’s none of your business.”

They pushed me aside, then this Robert placed his hand on Nikki’s chest and pressed her against the wall. He nearly ripped her top apart in the process. 

Again, I wanted to get between them to protect my girl. I squeezed myself between Robert and Nikki, then tried to push him away. But that only made him laugh. His friend grabbed me by my bandana and pulled so hard that he choked me with it. As soon as I was out in the open, he pushed me, so I fell hard to the ground.
Now Nikki finally had enough. She hissed angrily:

“Keep your hands off him, you jerk!”

Robert somehow got his wish fulfilled. Nikki touched him, but in a different way than he wanted. My cheetah kicked him in his balls, what made him kneel in pain. 
Nikki then wanted to help me, but the second guy was still standing between us. He shouted: 

“You stupid bitch will pay for that!”

He raised his hand, but before he could hit Nikki, a group of three securities stopped him by shouting:
“Enough, back off! What happened here?” 

I was back on my paws by now, as I answered the big lion, who seemed to be the boss of the securities: 

“They wanted to hurt Nikki.” 

The three looked at my girl. My cheetah didn’t say anything. She only nodded at them.
For the secs, this was enough, and two of them took these drunken creeps away. The remaining one was this lion with his impressive mane. In a calm voice, he asked Nikki:

“Ok, now I need to know exactly what happened here.”

Nikki told him everything in detail, gave him her phone number, then her look wandered over to me. This whole situation was too much for me to handle. I sat on the floor and cried my eyes out, as she sat next to me. Gently, she first put her arm around my shoulder, then she pulled me closer to her. Her calming voice stopped my crying. 

“Don’t cry, my little wolf. All is good now.”
I could hear the lions’ voice:

“Are you two ok? Should I call someone for you?”

I only shook my head, same for Nikki. Somehow, I felt the urge to apologize:
“I am sorry, Nikki.”
My girl seemed to be a bit irritated by this. In a questioning voice, she asked:

“Sorry for what, Balto? You tried to help me, you confronted much bigger guys, my big, brave wolf.”

She whipped away my tears.

“Don’t cry. You know, dad showed me some tricks to deal with such guys. A kick in the nuts brings most men down. Now let us stand up, the floor is cold and dirty.”

The lion, who had watched this entire scene, helped us to get up, before he gave us his number. 

“Should you two need something, call me. I am sorry for all this.”

He then left with fast steps while talking something into his radio.

Nikki seemed not to be bothered much by all this, maybe she simply didn’t want to put more thoughts into it. Perhaps this wasn’t even the first time she was in a situation like that. We walked through the hallway, as she spoke to me in her sweet voice:
“Please, Balto. Don’t let these creeps ruin the whole evening. I was in situations like this before, which is why dad showed me how I can defend myself. This one idiot will surely feel his mistake for a few days. Can we still try to get some autographs? I buy you a T-shirt, if you want. Or perhaps something to eat?”
My tail wagged a little, as I heard that that last part. Food makes sad wolves happy, and Nikki knows that far too well.
We followed some signs to a room with two more guards in front. There were only a few other people waiting in line, so it didn’t take long until we were allowed to enter the room.

Inside, Nikki bought a few CDs, two T-shirts, and she got her autographs. I also got one from Holly Rhoads-Hunter on a CD Nikki bought for me. She was by far my favorite singer at this concert. 

With our booty in hands, we left the room. I turned my head towards Nikki. She smiled at me, so I smiled back. A silent yawn escaped my mouth. As was tired, and my butt hurt from my fall before, I asked my girl:

“Can we call your dad and go home now, Nikki?”

She looked me deep in my eyes, before she gave me a gentle kiss on my snout.
“Just a little longer, ok? I met someone earlier in the restroom, who invited us to a little crew party. Dad will pick us up in about 45 minutes, so we could at least visit it until then. I heard that some of the background dancers will be there. What do you say? There will be food there, too.”

The chance to meet those sexy dancer girl made my tail was wildly. Yes, I admit it. They were hot. And I was hungry.

“Well; if there is food, ok. And do you really think those girls will be there?”
She laughed and tousled my hair.

“I know you would like that, doggy. Maybe they'll let you take a picture with them.”
I smirked. I wouldn’t say no to a photo with sexy girls. Don’t judge me, I am just a boy.

“That would be cool, Nikki. The other boys at school would be so jealous.”
Nikki nodded, took my hand, then we ran through the Thunderdome’s corridors. While we ran, I could see how Nikki checked the numbers on the doors. Took us ten minutes till we reached the right one. Nikki knocked at the closed door, and while we waited, she looked at me:
“But behave, ok?”
As the door opened, we were welcomed by the girl Nikki met at the restroom. The room was a bigger one, there were tables with food and drinks on the side, people danced to music. It seemed like a nice little party, and I also saw the security lion from before. He spotted us too and came over.
“Hey there, Nice to see you two again. Just in case someone asks, you two are my guests. This party is usually only for crew and staff members. Enjoy your time.”

I looked up to him, with my tail wagging. 
“Thank you, Mr. Security. Do you know if they have some coke here? I am so thirsty.”

Nikki seemed to be a little surprised about my newly found courage.
“Look who can talk to others all of a sudden.”

The lion laughed, before he excused himself. He came back a few moments later, with some drinks in his hands. He reached me a big glass of coke, for which I thanked him happily. 
“Thank you!”
While Nikki and the lion talked a bit, I used the time to look around. Like Nikki said, some of the background dancers were here. The girls all looked so nice, plus they seemed to be very friendly. After some minutes, I went back to my cheetah. I grabbed her hand, while looking at the lion. Somehow, I guess I wanted to mark my “property.” He asked Nikki, after he saw that: 

“If I might ask, are you two a couple?”

Nikki became a little nervous but decided to tell him the truth. Maybe because she felt that we could trust this guy.

“Yes, we are.”

The big guy looked at me, then he placed his big hand on my shoulder. 

“Respect, little wolf. By the way, my name is Watumba. I hope you are enjoying your stay here. Especially after what happened before.”

Nikki nodded happily.

“It is really nice here, thank you. And well, we decided not to think too much about these creeps. We don’t want them to be able to ruin our fun.” 

Out of curiosity, I asked: 

“What did you do with those two guys?”
Watumba sighed.

“Well, we asked them a few things, took their names, addresses, made photos of them. We issued a house ban on them, so they will never be allowed to visit a concert from this Organizer again for a long time. Then we gave them the choice to leave in peace or with the police.”

This answer somehow disappointed me.

“You mean they don’t get a punishment for what they did to Nikki?”
Watumba shook his big head with his impressive mane.

“Balto, the worst thing that could happen to them would have been a fine. And since they were both drunk, I doubt that even that would have happened.”

In a louder voice, I protested:

“But that is unfair!”
The lion agreed to me.

“Yes, it is. But sadly, this is how it works. Hm, what would you say to a photo with the dancers?”

Watumba chuckled. 

“I have seen you watching them the whole time.” 

Once more, I happily wagged my tail.

“That would be cool, but would they do that?”

Our new friend smiled at me.
“Sure thing. Wait, I get the girls together.”

Nikki quickly fixed my hair, since it was still a little messed up after this evening.

Watumba came back just a minute later, while the dancers got into position for a group photo.

“Balto, Nikki, come, sit in front of the group. I will make the picture.”

The girls cheered:
“Come here, cuties! We don’t bite.”
We sat down in front of all those sweet girls, Watumba took a few photos from all of us. Those photos are my most beloved memory of this evening.
Shortly after this, Nikki’s mobile rang. She hastily said:
“Damn, Balto, we have to go. Dad will be here in a few minutes.”

It saddened me that we had to leave already.

“Ok Nikki, I just want to say goodbye to everyone.”
And that is what I did, Nikki also thanked Watumba again and gave him her email address for the photos. Afterward, we quickly left the Thunderdome. On our way to the parking lot, Nikki suddenly stopped me. Her voice sounded serious, as she looked me deep in the eye and said:
“Balto, I must ask you a favor. Please don’t mention these idiots to my parents or your mother, ok? They would go nuts if they knew about this.”
Nikki was right, so I agreed.

“Ok, I won’t say anything to anyone. I don’t want us to get any trouble. And Nikki, thank you for the evening. It was fun, and I got some cool photos with sexy girls to show my classmates.”
Nikki giggled, as she pressed me against her.

“I am delighted that you enjoyed the time. Oh shit, do you have our stuff?”

I showed her our bag with the goodies we bought.

“I have it right here, Nikki.”
She answered with a warm smile.

“Good boy, now let us go home. I need a shower. Do you want to help me wash my back?”

I shouted, with a big smile on my face: “Definitely!”

And that's how this little adventure ended. Nikki and I took a long shower together when we got home. Thanks for reading, and as always, 
Stay safe, my friends. 

Yours,

Balto and Nikki

