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  Backstage Tease


The bass thrummed through Becky's chest like a second heartbeat as she wove through the crowd. The main stage lights painted the night sky in electric blue and gold, and ten thousand bodies moved as one, lost in the same pulsing rhythm. Her crop top was soaked through, clinging to her skin from the heat of so many dancing bodies, but she barely noticed. She had a mission. 
She had been coming to this festival for three years. She knew every stage, every food vendor, every secret path between the tents. But she had never made it past the general admission wristband. Tonight was different. Tonight she had a plan.
Her friend Maya had told her about the gap in the fence near the portapotties, the one behind the sound booth where the security cameras didn't reach. Becky had laughed it off at the time, but now, with Tyler Brooks's set echoing through the valley, she couldn't stop thinking about it. She had followed his career for years. She had watched every livestream, studied every track, dreamed of being close enough to feel the energy he created. And he was here, just a few hundred feet away, separated by a strip of chain link and a security guard who was too busy watching the stage to notice a girl slipping through the shadows.
She found the gap. A rusted tear in the fence, just wide enough for her hips. She squeezed through, the metal scraping her bare thigh, and dropped into the VIP area on the other side. Her heart hammered so loud she was sure someone would hear it.
But no one noticed. The VIP section sprawled ahead of her, all leather couches and private bars and people who looked like they belonged. She kept her head down and walked toward the artist compound, a cluster of trailers and tents cordoned off with velvet ropes. The green room trailer sat at the far end, its windows dark, its door slightly ajar.
She took a breath. She could still turn back. She could find her friends in the campground and pretend this never happened. But her feet kept moving, carrying her forward until she was standing at the threshold.
She pushed the door open.
The air inside was cool and smelled of cologne and weed and something electric. Tyler sat on a leather couch, a drink in his hand, his legs spread wide. He was taller than she expected, with a lean build and dark hair that fell across his forehead. Tattoos snaked up both arms, disappearing under the sleeves of his black shirt. Two other men sat with him, one built like a fighter with a shaved head and piercing eyes, the other smaller with curly hair and an easy smile.
They all looked up as she entered.
Tyler's eyes traveled over her with slow appreciation, from her tangled hair to her sweat-slicked skin to the curve of her hips in her denim shorts. He didn't look surprised to see her. He looked like he had been expecting her.
"Lost, sweetheart?" he asked, a smile playing on his lips.
Becky's mouth went dry, but she forced her voice steady. "I don't think so. I've been following your work for years. I had to meet you."
Tyler set down his drink and stood, crossing the small space between them. He moved like he owned every room he walked into, and she supposed he did. "Well, you found me. What's your name?"
"Becky."
"Becky," he repeated, tasting the name like it was something sweet. "You've got some nerve sneaking in here. I like that." He glanced back at the other men. "Malik, Carlos. Come meet our guest."
The two men rose and approached. Malik, the one with the shaved head, moved with a quiet intensity that made her breath catch. He was built like he could lift her with one arm, and something in his gaze told her he might enjoy that. Carlos was softer, his smile warm, his eyes kind.
"Nice to meet you, Becky," Carlos said, his voice smooth as honey.
Malik just nodded, but his eyes stayed on her, dark and hungry.
Tyler stepped closer, close enough that she could smell the gin on his breath. "So you came all this way to meet me. What do you want, Becky?"
She had rehearsed this moment a hundred times in her head, but now that she was here, the words wouldn't come. "I just... I wanted to see what it's like back here. The real festival experience."
Tyler laughed softly, a sound that vibrated through her chest. "The real experience? That's not for everyone." He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. His fingers lingered on her cheek, tracing the line of her jaw. "You sure you can handle it?"
Her skin tingled where he touched her. She should have been nervous. She was alone in a trailer with three men she had never met, and no one knew where she was. But instead of fear, she felt alive. Electric. Like she was standing on the edge of something huge.
"I'm sure," she said.
Tyler's hand slid down to her shoulder, then to her waist. He pulled her closer, and she went willingly, her body pressing against his. His lips met hers, slow and deliberate, tasting of gin and something sweet she couldn't name. She melted into him, her hands finding his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath his shirt.
When he pulled back, his eyes were dark, his breathing slightly faster. "Let's see how sure you are."
He guided her to the couch, and she sat. The leather was cool against her bare thighs. Malik and Carlos moved to flank her, their bodies close, their heat pressing in from both sides. Tyler knelt in front of her, his hands on her knees, spreading them apart.
"Tell me if you want to stop," he said, his voice low. "But if you don't, let us show you what you have been missing."
Becky nodded, her heart pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat. She had never done anything like this before. She had hooked up with guys at parties, had fumbled in dark bedrooms with strangers. But this was different. This was deliberate, controlled, and she was the center of it.
Carlos knelt beside her, his hand sliding under her crop top. His fingers were warm against her stomach, tracing lazy circles that made her skin prickle with goosebumps. He pushed the fabric up, exposing her bra, and she let him. Malik stood behind the couch, his hands on her shoulders, massaging the tension away with firm pressure.
Tyler's fingers found the button of her shorts, undoing it slowly. "Lift your hips," he murmured.
She obeyed, and he slid the denim down her thighs, leaving her in just her panties. The cool air hit her damp skin, and she shivered.
"Beautiful," Tyler said, his voice rough. He pressed a kiss to her inner thigh, then another, higher. His lips were soft, his stubble scraping against her sensitive skin. Her breath hitched.
Carlos's hand moved up, cupping her breast through the lace of her bra. He squeezed gently, and she arched into his touch, a soft moan escaping her lips. Malik's hands tightened on her shoulders, holding her in place, grounding her.
Tyler reached up and unclasped her bra with practiced fingers. Carlos helped slide the straps down her arms, and the fabric fell away, leaving her chest bare to the cool air. Her nipples hardened instantly, and Carlos wasted no time, dipping his head to take one into his mouth. His tongue was warm and wet, swirling around the sensitive peak while his hand kneaded her other breast. She gasped at the sensation, her back arching off the couch.
Malik's hands slid from her shoulders down her arms, his rough palms tracing her skin with a tenderness that surprised her. He gathered her hair to one side, exposing her neck, and pressed his lips to the sensitive spot just below her ear. A shiver ran through her entire body.
Tyler hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties and pulled them down. She lifted her hips again, letting him strip her completely. She was exposed, open, the vulnerability of it making her pulse pound. But she didn't want to cover herself. She wanted them to see.
Tyler's mouth found her, and she gasped. His tongue was warm and skilled, tracing patterns that made her hips buck against his face. He worked her slowly, deliberately, drawing out every sensation. He started with long, broad strokes, tasting her, learning her. Then he focused his attention on her clit, circling it with just enough pressure to make her squirm.
Carlos continued his work on her breasts, switching sides, his teeth grazing her nipple in a way that sent jolts of pleasure straight to her core. His hand roamed her stomach, her sides, mapping every curve. Malik kissed her neck, her shoulder, his breath hot against her skin. One of his hands found her free breast, rolling the nipple between his fingers in rhythm with Carlos's mouth.
She was surrounded, overwhelmed, and it was perfect. Tyler's tongue moved faster, circling her clit with precision that made her see stars. He slipped a finger inside her, then two, curling them upward to find the spot that made her cry out. The pressure built in her core, coiling tight, and she felt herself climbing toward something huge.
"Let go," Tyler murmured against her skin. "Let us have it."
She came with a shudder, her body tensing and releasing under their hands. Her moans were muffled by Carlos's mouth as he captured her lips, her fingers gripping the leather of the couch. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, pulsing around Tyler's fingers, leaving her breathless and trembling. Tyler worked her through it, his tongue gentling as the aftershocks faded, drawing out every last tremor until she pushed his head away, too sensitive to take more.
Tyler pulled back, licking his lips. "That is just the beginning, Becky."
She was breathing hard, her skin flushed, her mind spinning. "I want more."
Malik stepped around the couch, his hands going to his belt. Tyler guided her head toward him. "Show us how much you want it."
She went to her knees on the floor, the carpet rough against her bare skin. Malik's pants dropped, and he was thick and hard, his length curving toward her. She opened her mouth, and he filled it.
He was bigger than she expected, and she had to relax her jaw to take him in. She found a rhythm, bobbing her head, using her tongue the way she had learned from late nights watching porn in her dorm room. She swirled her tongue around the tip, tasting the salt of him, then took him deeper, feeling him hit the back of her throat. She suppressed her gag reflex, breathing through her nose, and pushed further until her lips met the base of him.
Malik's hands fisted in her hair, guiding her pace, not rough but firm. "Fuck," he muttered, the first word he had spoken since she arrived. His hips moved in small thrusts, meeting her mouth, finding a rhythm that worked for both of them.
Carlos moved beside her, his hand wrapping around his own length. He was smaller, easier to take, and she reached up to stroke him while she worked Malik. Her hand moved up and down his shaft, her thumb circling the head, spreading the moisture that gathered there. Carlos groaned, his head falling back.
Tyler watched from the couch, his hand moving over his own crotch, his eyes hungry. "Switch," he commanded.
Becky turned her attention to Carlos, taking him into her mouth while her hand continued to work Malik. Carlos was gentler, his hands resting on her shoulders rather than gripping her hair. She bobbed her head, taking him deep, then pulled back to focus on the tip, sucking gently while her tongue worked the sensitive underside.
"God, your mouth," Carlos breathed, his hips twitching.
Tyler stood and moved behind her. She felt his hands on her hips, then his length pressing against her from behind, sliding through her wetness. He wasn't inside her yet, just rubbing against her, teasing. She moaned around Carlos, the vibration making him gasp.
"You want this?" Tyler asked, his voice rough.
She pulled off Carlos just long enough to answer. "Yes. Please."
Tyler positioned himself and pushed in slowly, inch by inch, stretching her open. She was so wet from her orgasm that he slid in easily, filling her completely. She groaned, her mouth returning to Carlos, taking him back in while Tyler began to move.
The sensation was overwhelming. Tyler behind her, deep and steady, his hands gripping her hips. Carlos in her mouth, his hands finally tangling in her hair. Malik standing beside them, her hand wrapped around him, stroking in time with Tyler's thrusts.
Tyler set a slow pace at first, pulling almost all the way out before pushing back in, making her feel every inch. Then he picked up speed, his thrusts harder, deeper, hitting that spot inside her that made her vision blur. She struggled to focus on Carlos, her rhythm faltering as pleasure built inside her again.
"Don't stop," Carlos said, his voice strained. "Just like that."
She did her best, sucking him with renewed focus, her tongue





OEBPS/cover.jpeg







