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The hallway smelled like sweat and leather and something sharp underneath, like ozone from the lights still buzzing overhead. I could still hear the final echoes of the set ending banger vibrating through the arena walls. My pulse pounded with them, hot and wild in my throat.

We’d slipped past security at the loading dock. My friend veered left toward the dressing rooms, giggling and out of breath. I went right, following the sound, the thrill, the hope that maybe I’d get lucky. I didn’t know what I was hoping for. A glimpse of him, maybe. A signature. A smile.

I turned the corner too fast and slammed straight into a wall of bare, inked chest.

He caught me by the shoulders. Huge hands. Hot. Wet from the stage. His eyes met mine, dark and furious.

“You’re not supposed to be here,” he growled.

I stared up at him, too stunned to move. He was taller than I expected, broader too. Shirtless, with sweat slicking down his chest and arms, catching the low yellow hallway lights. The tattoos curled over his shoulders and down his ribs, sharp and brutal and beautiful. His jaw clenched.

“I—I just wanted to meet you,” I stammered.

His nostrils flared. “You’re shaking.”

“I’m sorry, I’ll go—”

“No.” He stepped closer. I backed into the wall without thinking. He didn’t stop until his chest almost touched mine. “You came all this way. You might as well get something out of it.”

My heart flipped. I could barely breathe. The heat coming off him drowned out every thought I had.

“What’s your name?”

“Casey.”

He looked me up and down, slow and dirty, like he was already deciding how to wreck me. His lip curled.

“Well, Casey...” His voice dropped. “You ever been fucked on a guitar case?”

My breath caught. My thighs pressed together instinctively.

“No.”

“You’re about to be.”

He grinned, hungry and mean, and curled his fingers around my wrist. His grip made my knees go soft. He didn’t ask again. Just started walking, pulling me with him down the corridor like I belonged to him already.

My legs worked on instinct, my chest tight. My mouth was dry and wet all at once. I wasn’t sure if I was walking or floating. Every part of me felt too awake. Too sensitive.

The crowd upstairs was still screaming. The lights flickered. His sweat stained the waistband of his low-slung jeans, belt unbuckled like he hadn’t even stopped to change. He didn’t look back. He didn’t need to.

He knew I was going to follow.

I wanted to follow.
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He yanked open a side door and pulled me in. The room was small, low-lit, cluttered with crates, cases, cables. A single yellow bulb hung overhead, humming faintly. It smelled like wood, sweat, and something raw beneath it—something dirty.

He let go of my wrist and strode straight to a tall stack of gear boxes. Reached up, grabbed a beat-up black guitar case, and yanked it down with one arm. The thing hit the ground with a dull thump. He popped the latches, opened it, and shoved the guitar aside like it was nothing.

“Lie back,” he said, looking at me like he was already inside me.

My throat dried. My knees went weak. I stepped forward, heart crashing against my ribs, and climbed onto the velvet-lined interior. The case wobbled slightly under me. I perched on the edge, my skirt riding up my thighs, hands braced behind me.

“No panties?” His eyes burned through me.

“I didn’t think I’d get this far.”

He grinned, dark and feral. “You thought right.”

He dropped to his knees between my legs, big hands spreading them wide. The press of his palms made my pulse explode. His breath hit my inner thighs, then his mouth was on me.

Rough. Fast. Greedy.

I gasped, head falling back, thighs twitching around his shoulders.

“God—someone could walk in—”

“Let ’em,” he growled against my pussy, tongue driving deeper.

The stubble on his jaw scraped me raw in the best way. I grabbed his hair, twisting tight, grinding myself against his face. His nose pressed to my clit, tongue fucking me so hard my eyes rolled back.

I didn’t know it could feel like that. Like heat pouring down my spine. Like lightning cracking behind my ribs.

He sucked hard, pulled back just enough to speak, chin soaked.

“You want my cock?”

“Yes.”

“Say it louder.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “I want your cock.”

He stood fast, fingers going to his belt. The clink of metal made my stomach flip. He dragged his zipper down, pulled out the thickest cock I’d ever seen, already hard, slick at the tip. My mouth dropped open.

He stroked it once, slow and mean.

“You’re gonna feel this for days.”

I nodded, desperate. I was already soaked, thighs slick where he’d left me dripping.

He grabbed my hips, jerked me closer on the case, and lined himself up.

“Keep your eyes open,” he said. “I want to see your face when I stretch you.”
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He gripped my hips and dragged me to the edge of the guitar case until my ass was right at the lip. His cock pressed against my entrance, thick and hot, and I sucked in a sharp breath.

“You feel that?” he growled, staring down as he pushed just the head inside me.

My body clenched around it instinctively. Too big. Too much. The stretch made my thighs shake.

“That’s the tip.”

I whimpered, jaw going slack. “It’s so much.”

“You can take it.”

He shoved in another inch, then another, each one opening me more than I thought I could handle. I gripped the sides of the guitar case, digging my fingers into the velvet lining, trying not to slide back.

The pressure was blinding. The burn, the fullness, the throb. My pussy clenched hard, wet and aching.

“F-fuck, Daddy—”

His eyes snapped up to mine. Something dark lit behind them. Possessive. Wild.

“Say that again.”

“Daddy,” I gasped. “Please.”

“Yeah. That’s right.”

He slammed forward, bottoming out in one brutal thrust. I cried out, my body arching as he filled me to the hilt. My walls spasmed around him, my breath stuttering.

He didn’t pull back. Just held there, deep, grinding slow to make sure I felt every inch. My pussy fluttered, helpless to stop the way it clenched around him.

“You feel that?” he said, voice rough in my ear. “That’s me claiming this pussy.”

My legs wrapped around his waist before I even realized I’d moved. I needed him to keep going. I needed it deeper, harder, now.

He started pounding, no hesitation, no mercy. Each thrust knocked the breath out of me, shoved the case a few inches across the floor. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoed in the room, louder than the distant roar of the crowd outside.

He fucked me like I was already his. Like I was bought and branded.

“You ever been filled before?” he asked, teeth gritted.

“Not like this,” I moaned. “Fuck, you’re so deep.”

“You will be.” His grip tightened on my hips. “I’m gonna fill this tight little pussy so full of cum, you’ll feel it dripping out for hours.”

My cunt clenched hard at his
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