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Festival Fling

Will straight up isn’t having a good time at the Wildernova music festival. It’s hot, he doesn’t really like any of the music, and his friends have all ditched him, so going home early seems like the much better option.

At least until he meets Josie. She lives for music festivals, and after he gives her a ride on his shoulders, she seems hellbent on teaching him how to enjoy a variety of new experiences and opening up more than just his mind.

But with only a day and a half left until the festival ends he knows that he shouldn’t like her as much as he should, and he especially shouldn’t be letting her work her way in any deeper.

Festival Fling is a fluffy, sexy, first time dickgirl on male erotic romance.


Chapter 1

The assholes ditched me.

I’d gone to the bathroom to take a quick piss, and when I’d returned to where my friends and I had been eating there’d just been a huge pile of trash left for me to throw away all on my own. It was only after I’d called them that I learned they had decided to leave and visit a brewery instead, and they’d apparently also decided that I didn’t need to join them.

The most annoying part was that I hadn’t even wanted to go to the stupid music festival in the first place. It was sweltering hot, none of the bands really interested me, and I felt completely out of place amongst the ridiculous amount of attractive young people. The festival grounds were teeming with tall, fit, shirtless guys and stunning girls in skimpy, colorful outfits that flaunted their barely covered tits and ass.

Despite only being in my mid-twenties, I already felt old and uncool. It probably didn’t help that I was wearing an ill-fitting t-shirt and khaki shorts, and while I regularly exercised a few times a week, I could maybe generously be called toned.

Scrawny would probably be a much better description.

I tore my eyes away from a girl sporting a black mesh bikini to focus on the stage again. The band I was watching—Wünderstruk, an all-female group I’d never heard of—launched into another song, and I sighed. I’d chosen to watch them solely because the name had sounded cool and because I’d literally had nothing better to do. Their music was slow and soulful, typical of indie folk rock, and while they sounded okay, I was already kind of over them.

Truth be told, I was over the whole festival. My friends had insisted it’d be the most amazing experience of my life, though so far it hadn’t been anywhere near being worth the three hundred dollars I’d dropped on the ticket. It’d be a huge waste of money if I left halfway through the three-day event, but walking around alone and watching other people have the time of their lives didn’t exactly seem like a good time either.

Someone bumped my shoulder, hard enough to make me drop the blue slushie I was holding, and right after that someone else stepped on it. I stared down at my seven dollar drink spilling out onto the grass and frowned.

Yeah, I was done.

I turned to find a route out of the crowd so that I could head home, and that’s when I noticed there was someone right behind me. She was so short that I’d almost overlooked her—at best she was a few inches over five feet—and she was pretty, too. Her dirty blonde hair was tied up in a sloppy bun to keep it off of her long neck, while her large, dark brown eyes strained to catch a glimpse of the stage.

She leaned over and stood up on her tiptoes, trying in vain to peer over the crowd, and I immediately felt guilty that I’d been one of the people blocking her view. I didn’t care about the band in the least, and since she was wearing a white t-shirt with Wünderstruk emblazoned across the chest in bright pink, I felt pretty safe in assuming that she was a fan.

It didn’t seem fair that I was spoiling the experience for her, and it was also clear that she wasn’t very happy about her predicament; even though the band she loved was playing, she was frowning.

“Do you want to sit on my shoulders?” I asked. I wasn’t tall by any means—painfully average was probably a good description of me in general—but she’d at least be able to see over almost everyone else.

The girl’s eyes snapped up to look at me, wide and astounded. “Really? Are you sure?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah, hop on.” I knelt down so that she could straddle my neck, and then making sure to lift with my legs, I slowly stood up again. She was much lighter than I’d expected and I didn’t have to struggle at all, though maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised since she looked so thin that a stiff breeze probably could’ve knocked her over.

Her warm thighs tightly squeezed my head as she tried to find her balance, but with the help of my hands holding onto her legs she was eventually able to get stable.

“I’m not too heavy, right?” she asked from above me, digging her slim fingers into my dark brown hair to better steady herself.

I shook my head. “Nah, I can barely even feel you.”

“Awesome! I really appreciate this,” she said.

I tilted my head back to look up at her, and even from my current angle I could see the huge smile on her face as she watched them play with rapt attention. If I hadn’t been sure that she was a fan already, listening to her enthusiastically sing along to each and every song removed all doubt.

Every now and then she’d lean forward to look down at me and ask if I was still okay, and each time the movement would press her small, soft breasts into the top of my head. Maybe it was because of the heat, or maybe it was just because her chest was small enough to not need it, but she definitely wasn’t wearing a bra.

After half an hour I was beginning to feel the strain, so when their set ended and the crowd begged for an encore I cringed. I was really glad when they decided to just leave the stage, and I quickly let her down with a sigh of relief and stretched my back and shoulders. She may have only been a hundred pounds soaking wet, but carrying a hundred pounds on your back for so long would tire anyone out.

“Fuck, Rhea shreds, right? She’s my absolute favorite,” the girl said, her dark eyes shining as she looked up at me with the biggest grin.

I slowly blinked back at her. At least now I know who their lead guitarist was.

“Yeah, she’s great,” I halfheartedly replied.

She obviously didn’t notice my tone because she just nodded along with my answer, still smiling so widely that her eyes were crinkling at their corners. “I really appreciate the lift, you don’t know how hard it is to be a short girl who loves live music. Half the reason I came to Wildernova this year was to see them, so it was bumming me out not being able to see the stage from where I was. Can I buy you a drink? As thanks?”

The offer was tempting and she was really cute, but I was tired and the thought of taking a nice hot shower in my apartment sounded much nicer. “That’s okay, I was just going to leave.”

“Oh, like, back to your tent?” she asked. There was a huge designated area for camping, which was a huge part of the appeal of Wildernova. Most people who attended set up a tent and hung out with each other in between music acts, and sometimes lifelong friendships or even relationships were formed as a result.

Or at least that’s what I’d read. On the first day my friends and I had shown up to the festival around noon, and we’d left right before it got dark. None of them had been very interested in talking to the ‘weird festival hippies’ as they’d called them, though after being on my own for the last couple of hours, I couldn’t figure out what made them so strange.

I shook my head. “I actually live nearby, so I’m not camping out.”

“What? So you’re going home? You can’t leave yet, it’s only like six o’clock and there are so many great bands tonight,” she said. She looked so genuinely disappointed that I was actually beginning to second guess my decision.

“I’m just kind of over this festival entirely.”

Her face fell further. “Don’t say that, it’s only day two. Hang out with me for a little while. Half an hour and I’ll leave you alone, I swear.” She looked up at me with such an eager and hopeful gaze that I found myself nodding, and the smile she gave me in return made it worth it. “Great! I saw you dropped your slushie earlier; I’ll buy you another one!”

She grabbed my wrist and dragged me with a surprising strength to the concession area, and as we walked she mostly gushed about Wünderstruk and how amazing their set had been. I still didn’t really care, but just listening to her speak excitedly about something she loved was entertaining enough. My friends tended to act like they were too cool to be excited about anything, and would sooner make fun of something than praise it.

Luckily there wasn’t much of a line when we reached the slushie stand. She was able to quickly order a couple of drinks and a basket of french fries for us to share, and then we found an empty spot beneath a nearby tree to sit.

With the fries between us we leaned back against the rough bark and slurped at our neon blue drinks. I’d been on my feet for hours already, so the break was extremely welcome.

“I’m Josie, by the way. I just realized I’ve been blabbering on about Wünderstruk for the last five minutes and haven’t even introduced myself.”

“Will. And I don’t mind, I like listening to you talk,” I said. I hadn’t meant it in a flirty way, and it was only after her expression became shy that I realized how it might have sounded.

“Great answer, because I talk a lot. So, Will, why did you even buy a ticket to Wildernova if you don’t seem to care about it?” she asked, chewing curiously on her straw.

I shrugged my shoulders. “My friends talked me into it. They said it was amazing and that we’d have so much fun, and then they ditched me to go to a brewery,” I said bitterly.

”Well, they’re right about it being amazing, but they’re total assholes for ditching you. If it makes you feel any better, my friend ditched me too. She walked off with a guy like ten seconds after we finished setting up camp,” she said.

“Oh, that sucks.”

Josie waved me off. “It literally always happens. Unlike me she’s super hot, so dudes swarm her. I swear she only comes to these festivals with me to hook up.”

My eyes raked over her, taking in her pretty face and long tan legs, and I wondered how she could believe that she was anything less than extremely attractive. “What? You’re plenty hot.”

“Thanks, but you don’t have to lie. I know I don’t have any ass or tits,” she said, rolling her eyes a little. She cupped them through her t-shirt, and though they really were small, she was still able to grab a pretty decent half handful.

It also fully confirmed that she wasn’t wearing a bra.

I shrugged again. “I’m personally a lot more into legs.”

A brief look of surprise flashed across her face, and then she smirked and stretched her legs out in front of her to rest them solidly in my lap. “So this does it for you, then? You can touch, if you want.”

I stared at her to make sure that she was serious, and when she nodded encouragingly I hesitantly placed one of my hands on her shin. The golden skin was smooth and warm beneath my palm, and it was also a little greasy from her sunscreen.

Wondering how far she’d let me go, I gently slid my hand halfway up her thigh. She was so slim that I was easily able to grab most of it, and then her breath hitched when I gently squeezed the flesh of her inner thigh.

“Just so you know, this is me bribing you into letting me use your shoulders again. It’s a really comfortable seat,” she joked. Her voice sounded thick and breathless, and I noticed that her cheeks were becoming more flushed too.

“I was actually thinking about a career change. Being a high chair for short girls seems like a pretty lucrative job,” I said before pointedly squeezing the inside of her thigh a little harder. I started to move my hand higher, inching it upwards towards the crotch of her short shorts, and that’s when she squished my hand between her thighs to trap it.

“So, still want to go home?” Josie asked.

The look she gave me was extremely unfair. With her eyes widened and her head tilted adorably, it felt impossible to deny her anything.

I sighed quietly. My poor feet.

“What are we doing next?”


Chapter 2

After we threw the trash from our snack away, Josie dragged me back to where all of the action was. I thought we’d be going back to the stages to listen to more music, but instead she wanted to visit all of the various installations scattered throughout the festival.

Now that it was nighttime, the venue was lit with colorful, glow-in-the-dark superstructures, all of which were clearly built for social media. Even the plants were infused with LEDs, completely transforming the environment to make it look like we were in a different world and lighting the way for us as we walked between exhibits.

She made me take a bunch of pictures of her at each stop—I didn’t know when I’d been upgraded from total stranger to Instagram boyfriend—and then to my surprise she wanted to take some with me too, sliding beneath my arm so that I could snap some selfies of the two of us.

The entire time she talked a mile a minute, telling me all about her favorite bands, the previous festivals she’d been to, and the interesting people she’d met at each one. Her gestures were broad and animated as she spoke, and while I liked listening to her, it was her beautiful, happy face lit up by the colorful lights around us that really captivated me.

At around eleven we headed back to the main stage to watch the day’s headliner perform—some metal band that I’d never heard of—and while the performance was good, it was the light show that really took my breath away.

She had no problem jumping around and dancing to the loud and fast rock music, but I found myself completely unable to move. I was too busy staring wide-eyed at the stage, watching the strobing lights perfectly sync with the music and the visuals on the screen behind the band. Thin beams of light projected out over the crowd to light up the smoke billowing from the smoke machines, making it look like roiling storm clouds were floating over our heads.

I didn’t know if I’d call it life-changing, but my heart felt full and I couldn’t stop myself from grinning. If my friends hadn’t ditched me, and if Josie hadn’t forced me to stay, I would’ve missed one of the coolest fucking things I’d ever seen in my life.

The band performed a final encore at the audience’s request, and then the floodlights came on and people began to disperse to either watch another band play or call it a night. I remained rooted to my spot until she grabbed my hand to coax me into moving, and still in a daze, I let her lead the way.

“That was amazing,” I said once I was able to find my voice again.

Josie laughed, looking truly delighted by my reaction. “If you thought that was great, tomorrow night’s headliner is going to blow your fucking mind. I’ve seen one of their shows before, and I swear I thought I was having an hour-long acid trip. In a good way.”

My eyebrows shot up, because I couldn’t imagine anything topping what I’d just seen. It sort of felt like she was only saying it so that I’d come back for the final day of the festival, but then she hadn’t been wrong so far either.

We were quickly reaching the point where we’d have to part ways; her to her campsite, and me to the parking lot so that I could drive home. As if sensing the same she rather abruptly stopped walking, and because she was still holding tightly onto my hand, I was forced to stop too.

“Do you want to see my tent? I have a really cool setup,” she said, staring up at me with an imploring gaze.

Truthfully, my first reaction was to decline. It was already after midnight and I’d been up since early that morning, and between being under the hot sun and standing on my feet all day, I was pretty wiped. But everything she’d shown me that day had also been completely worth it, and I couldn’t help feeling like I’d regret it if I went home.

“Sure,” I replied.

Josie’s smile returned, and then I found myself being led by the hand to a giant grassy area that was surrounded by trees. It looked like there were hundreds of cars parked there, with even more colorful tents set up between them.

She led me over to a white SUV in the far corner that had a bright blue tent next to it, and right in front of that was a white canopy that served as something of a living room and lounge area. She pulled back the canopy’s privacy screen and flipped a switch on her solar-powered battery pack, and it was immediately lit up by the bright fairy lights that she’d strung up across the top.

“Wow,” I said, genuinely impressed as I looked around. It seemed spacious enough for at least eight people to comfortably hang out in, with a large fluffy rug covering most of the ground. A couple of inflatable bean bag chairs were tucked into a corner along with a cooler serving as a makeshift coffee table, and in the other corner there was a small white folding table stacked with food and supplies.

At the far end of the canopy was the smaller tent she used for sleeping, and inside of that I could see a couple of air mattresses and a lava lamp casting a dim, beautiful red glow.

She was really taking glamping to a whole new level.

She tried to appear nonchalant, but she still couldn’t quite hide the pride on her face. “Thanks. This is like three years of careful accumulation and curation; everything here is important and serves a specific purpose.”

“Even the lava lamp?” I asked, glancing again at the device bubbling in her tent.

“It provides lighting, sets the mood, and also hey shut up.” She paused for a moment, her hands clasped anxiously in front of her, and then she sighed. “So, to be completely honest, I actually invited you here to try to convince you to stay the night.”

Shocked, I stared back at her. I could be a little slow on the uptake sometimes, but I wasn’t a complete idiot; her wanting me to sleep in her tent went far beyond just being thankful.

For some reason Josie liked me, and I certainly wasn’t about to turn her down.

With my heart pounding, I nodded. “If you’re sure.”

Josie grinned broadly. “Awesome! Then, I’m going to shower. My water jug only holds a few gallons, so if you want one too, we have to take it together,” she said, already moving to grab a tall, narrow privacy tent tucked into the corner. “And just so you’re not surprised, I’m trans.”

My eyebrows shot up. The idea of us showering together was surprising enough on its own, but combined with her telling me that she was trans, my brain needed a moment to catch up because she’d thrown a lot of information at me all at once.

While I already knew how I felt about it—I didn’t care, and was actually sort of happy that she felt comfortable enough to tell me—I also had no idea what to say. I was inarticulate at the best of times, and at the worst, well, my own foot had been in my mouth so many times that I knew exactly how my sneakers tasted.

I must have been silent for too long because she stopped what she was doing to look at me, her body tense and her expression guarded, so I quickly said the first thing that came to mind.

“Oh,” I ineloquently blurted out. “Okay.”

“Okay?” she repeated, still wary.

“Yeah.”

Her shoulders relaxed, and her smile finally returned. “Cool. So, you grab the water jug off the roof of the car, and I’ll get everything ready,” she said.

I left to do as she asked, leaving the lit-up canopy to go to her car. There was a clear jug sitting right where she said it would be, and it was still warm from being out in the sun all day.

When I returned she’d already stripped down to her underwear—just a pair of panties with small daisies on them—and on instinct I whirled around. With my back turned I took my clothes off to get down to my boxers, and then we both quickly stepped outside to slip into the shower tent she’d set up.

My heart pounded loudly in my ears, because not only was I about to take a shower with a half-naked girl who was basically a stranger, we were also outdoors. Luckily her campsite was on the edge of the grounds so the only people that might walk by would be the ones who had a tent on her row, but it still wasn’t exactly secluded. It was dark where we were too, with the only light coming from the half moon above us and the lamp she had clipped to the top of the shower.

Worse, the little shower stall definitely wasn’t built for two. There was barely any room to move around let alone wash ourselves, and more than that she was so close that I wasn’t quite sure where to look. Short of us closing our eyes or showering back to back, I didn’t see how it was possible to bathe without accidentally touching something or getting an eyeful.

“I don’t care if you look at me,” she said when she noticed that I was trying my best not to stare.

At first I hesitated, wondering if this was some sort of elaborate scheme. Maybe she purposely targeted newbies, and if I didn’t pay her a certain amount of money she’d scream and have me arrested. But then I realized I was being completely stupid and my curiosity got the better of me, so with greedy eyes, I slid my eyes over to look at her.

While her body was slender it was still very feminine, with soft curves and a delicately defined waist. Her breasts were tiny and cute just like I’d expected them to be, and her large, brown nipples were already hard and pointing straight at me.

She bent down to slide her underwear down her legs, and when she stood up again I lowered my gaze to her dick.

The only word I could use to describe it was cute. At best it was around four inches long and not very thick, but then she wasn’t fully hard yet either. There was a small patch of brown hairs grouped at the base of her shaft, and she had a pair of smooth, delicate-looking balls right below.

Since she seemed to have no problem at all being naked in front of me, I followed her lead and kicked off my boxer briefs. I hung them over the edge of the shower to keep them from getting wet just like she had, and when I straightened and glanced at Josie’s face again I noticed that she was staring intently at my body and more specifically my cock. Like her I wasn’t fully hard either, but I was well on my way.

Her face flushed red after realizing that she’d been caught, and then she quietly cleared her throat. “Um, so, since we have a limited amount of water, the best way to do this is to get ourselves wet, lather up, and then rinse after. Can you handle the water part? It’s pretty heavy.”

“Sure,” I said, hefting the jug with both hands. It really wasn’t that heavy—maybe only around twenty, or thirty pounds—but given the thinness of her arms, I could see how she might struggle with it.

Josie stepped closer until she was flush against me, and she wrapped her skinny arms around my back to press her hard nipples more fully into my stomach. Her skin was warm and smooth and soft, and with her standing so close to me, I also noticed that her heart was beating just as fast as mine. It made me feel a little glad that I wasn’t the only one who was nervous.

After I upended about a quarter of the water over our heads to get us soaking wet, Josie produced a small bottle of vanilla-scented shower gel and poured a large dollop into both of our hands. She reached up to cautiously press her palms to my neck, and with slow, firm motions, she began to wash me.

The sensation of her fingers massaging the stiff muscles at my nape made me groan. After a few seconds her hands dropped to my shoulders to soap them up with smooth, gliding circles, and then they slipped down to slide against the wiry muscles of my arms.

The entire time she carefully watched my face as though searching for any signs of unease or discomfort, but rather than feeling any kind of displeasure, I was mostly just surprised. It was such an intimate act, and certainly not one that I would have expected from someone I’d only met around five or six hours ago.

Once I got over the initial shock of what she was doing to me I returned the favor, sliding my soap slick fingers all over her slender body. Her flesh was supple and warm beneath my fingertips, and despite her leanness everything I touched felt soft and amazing.

I spent a lot more time than was necessary soaping up her chest, running my hands up the ridges of her ribcage to gently cup and squeeze her small, pert breasts. Each time my palms grazed over her hard nipples she’d suck in a quick breath of air, when I felt her hot breath on my wet skin I was suddenly much more aware of how close she was standing to me.

My playing with her chest seemed to have emboldened her, because soon enough she began to get pretty invasive with her ‘washing.’ Her hand first slid between my legs to play with my balls, and then the fingers of her other hand squirmed into the crack of my ass.

I jumped when one of her fingertips rubbed right up against my asshole, though after I thought about it a little I found that I actually kind of liked it. There was a pleasurable buzzing feeling every time she touched the sensitive skin of my rosebud, and it made my already hard cock fill with blood until it was extended to its full length.

Since she’d thoroughly molested my ass I felt safe in doing the same, sliding my hands around her body to grip her small but surprisingly round little butt. I squeezed and jiggled the cheeks, the springy flesh giving way beneath my fingers, and it had the added bonus of pulling her crotch more firmly into mine. Josie squealed cutely, and then I felt something hard and silky rubbing up against my hip.

When I glanced down my eyes widened. The dick that had been so cute when we’d first started showering was definitely not anymore. It now stood at a forty-five degree angle and pointed straight up at me. It wasn’t huge—maybe only around the size of mine, or a little smaller—but on her petite frame it looked enormous.

Save for one thick vein along the side the shaft was mostly smooth. It was as tan and golden as the rest of her skin, but it gradually gradated into a dark pink at the head. It throbbed and bounced in the air, waving around as though begging for my attention.

At first, I froze. I’d never seen another dick in person before, so I had absolutely no idea how to react. Even more strangely I really wanted to touch it, so I quickly abandoned playing with her ass and decided to do just that.

I reached a soapy hand down to wrap my fingers around the shaft, squeezing it gently until it expanded to fill my hand. It was strange to be holding a cock that wasn’t mine, and even stranger that it was attached to a really cute girl, but the longer I felt it throb and swell in my grip the more natural it became.

Growing more curious about how her parts differed from mine, I slipped my other hand between her legs to cup her smooth, hairless balls, rolling them around my fingers and feeling their warm weight in my palm. Her breaths gradually became heavier as I touched her, and then she began to hump herself into the soapy hole I’d made with my hand until I stroked her of my own accord.

Josie stared up at me with half-open eyes, and her face was so close to mine that I could feel her breath on my lips. I loved watching her expression change with each new thing that I tried; the small twitches of her brow when I gave it a gentle squeeze, or the way she’d bite her lip when the pad of my thumb swiped along the sensitive skin beneath the head.

She only let me fondle her for another minute before she abruptly turned around—forcing me to let go of her dick—but my disappointment was short-lived as she immediately backed herself into me to press our wet, soap-covered bodies together. My own dick ended up sandwiched between her soft golden cheeks, and I groaned at the warmth that enveloped it.

It wasn’t until she began to roll her hips in slow, delicious circles that I got the idea, and then I forcefully grabbed her hips to more firmly rub myself against her. The slippery friction of my shaft rubbing against her asshole sent sparks of pleasure from my cock to the rest of my body, and it had the added effect of drawing quiet little gasps from her throat.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” I murmured, the words spilling from my lips.

She briefly stopped what she was doing to look up at me with large, surprised eyes. “Really?”

When I nodded, she beamed and leaned back to kiss me—quickly, like it had been an accident. She pulled away to gauge my reaction, and even though I didn’t know what kind of face I was making, it apparently earned me a second kiss, and then a third, much longer one.

Her lips felt absolutely fantastic. They were soft and smooth and full, and as they slid hungrily against mine, there was a pleasant tingling sensation that shot straight from my brain to the base of my cock. She raised a hand to my cheek, drawing me deeper into the kiss until her lips were the only thing that I could focus on.

It was really difficult trying to hump her, kiss her, and jerk her off all at the same time, so she grabbed my hand to do it for me. My fingers made wet squishing sounds as they slid up and down her slippery shaft, joining the noises of our lips smacking together and her soft, pleasured sighs.

The nearby crunching of grass startled me enough to break the kiss, and then I heard a round of giggles as some other campers walked past. At first, I was confused as to why they were laughing; we weren’t being that loud, and the door of the shower tent was fully zipped closed. But then it occurred to me that because of the light Josie had set up, they could probably see exactly what our shadows were doing through the thin, polyester walls of the tent.

My face heated up—mortified at being caught—though Josie didn’t seem to have noticed them at all.

In fact she didn’t seem to be aware of much of anything, too focused on sliding her asshole against my dick to care. She panted through gently parted lips, her eyes squeezed shut and her brow slightly furrowed as she concentrated on her own pleasure.

Seeing how much she was enjoying herself immediately washed away any embarrassment I felt. I refocused my attention on what we were doing, grabbing her hips to rub myself more firmly against her slippery rosebud.

I knew that I was getting close when I felt the familiar tingling and tightening sensation building in the base of my cock. I mindlessly began to hump into her with shorter, faster strokes, the quiet slapping sound of skin on skin growing louder as I quickly lost control.

Josie opened her dark eyes to look up at me, her lips curling into a sexy, impish smile, and despite my best efforts to hold myself back, that was what pushed me over the edge. With a few final, erratic thrusts against her ass, I let out a guttural growl and exploded.

My cock pulsed hard as I blasted her with a thick rope of cum, and then another, and then another until her back was coated in my sticky seed. I squeezed her harder than I probably should’ve as I groaned through my orgasm, leaning my chin heavily on her shoulder to keep myself upright. In an attempt to swallow down my moans she captured my lips in another searing kiss, but I was far too out of it to really kiss her back.

When I fully came to she was still using my hand to jerk herself off, and once I was in full control of myself again, I brushed her hand aside and took over the job of making her cum.

I started by speeding up my hand, but as I grew more comfortable with touching her I began to experiment a bit, twisting my hand on each upstroke and delighting in the squeaky whimpers the movement drew from her lips. On each downstroke I tried twisting my fist in the opposite direction, and when she shuddered, I smirked.

It caused a long strand of precum to seep out and dangle from the tip of her cock, and in a fit of inspiration, I collected it on my fingertip to bring it up to her lips. She surprised me by sucking the whole thing into her mouth with a quiet moan, her slimy pink tongue swirling around my finger despite the soap.

I knew that she was close to cumming when she swelled in my grip. To help her along I leaned down and latched my lips onto the golden skin of her neck, and she gasped so loudly that she had to clamp a hand over her mouth to muffle the sound.

Somehow that really annoyed me, so I used the hand that wasn’t stroking her to play with her breasts. She arched her back when my fingers lightly pinched and pulled at the hard little teats, and I watched her eyes squeeze shut as the pleasure soon overwhelmed her.

With a final loud, gasping moan, Josie stiffened in my arms and jerked her hips forward, shooting four thick streams of white from her cock to splash powerfully against the polyester wall of the tent. The sharp tang of her arousal filled my nostrils, the intoxicating scent especially strong in the tiny space.

I kept mercilessly pumping her dick until three more half-hearted spurts followed to join the mess already sliding down the smooth surface, all while holding her warm, slippery body close as she thrashed and moaned in my grip.

From the way her legs shook and her body spasmed, her orgasm appeared far more intense than mine had been. I couldn’t help the large grin that spread across my face as she completely fell apart in my arms, and even when she tried to squirm away my now cum-slick fist worked to milk the last few drops from her slit.

It was only when she began to squeak and whimper that I finally took pity on her, moving my hands away from her more sensitive parts to wrap them around her stomach instead. Her pinched expression gradually smoothed until it became completely serene and relaxed, and I felt a rush of pride knowing that I was the one responsible.

We panted together in the low light of the tent, our chests rising and falling as we both struggled to get control of our breathing. In the background I could hear people talking and laughing in their tents around us, along with the faint music from one of the bands still playing in the distance.

After taking another minute to put herself back together Josie pulled away, her cheeks flushed and beautifully red. “I think we’re all clean now,” she mumbled.

Feeling cold without the warmth of her body, I frowned. Not having her in my arms anymore was more disappointing than I expected, and I’d felt calmer when I was holding her; like suddenly all of my problems didn’t matter so much. Something about Josie just relaxed me, which concerned me about as much as it comforted me.

At her instruction I dumped the rest of the water over our heads to rinse off the soap and cum I’d shot onto her, and then she used a big, fluffy towel to dry us both off. We redressed in our underwear, and after taking a quick peek outside to make sure that no one was around to see us, we scampered back to her tent.

The warm night air felt great on my freshly washed skin as I tiredly sank into one of the inflatable chairs. I watched her move around the tent, her dirty blonde hair dark with moisture and falling to the middle of her back.

At some point she disappeared into her sleeping tent to put on a fresh pair of panties and a huge black T-shirt, and it was really disappointing because I’d enjoyed watching her prance around topless.

“Are you hungry?” she asked while holding up a cup of instant ramen.

“After cumming like that? Starving,” I replied.

Josie rolled her eyes at my answer and turned back to the table to plug in her electric kettle, and when the water finished boiling she poured it into the foam cups. After a couple of minutes she came over to hand me a plastic fork and one of the steaming cups of soup, and then she stiffly perched herself on my lap.

“I love a woman that can cook,” I joked in an attempt to help her relax a little. She laughed, but it wasn’t her usual bright and unencumbered one; to my ears, it sounded much more forced than usual.

In fact she’d been strangely quiet ever since we’d finished showering, and it was especially noticeable because she’d been talking a mile a minute since we’d met. I immediately grew worried that maybe with a little post-nut clarity she was beginning to regret what we’d done, or that perhaps her feelings about me spending the night with her had changed.

I nudged her to draw her attention. “Everything okay?” I asked.

At first I thought she wasn’t going to answer, but then she released a heavy sigh. “Yeah, I just—I think I like you a little more than I should for someone I only met a few hours ago,” she mumbled while stirring her noodles and deliberately avoiding my gaze.

Rather than feel put off by her statement my heart swelled, and it was really hard not to grin. “Well, I know that I really like you. If you hadn’t forced me to stay, I probably would’ve been watching Netflix alone on my couch right now. Instead I had one of the best nights of my life, and not just because of the shower.”

“Yeah?” Josie asked, a smile creeping back onto her face.

I firmly nodded back. “One thousand percent.”

Her shoulders relaxed then, and she allowed herself to fully lean back against me. Her half-damp hair brushed against my nose, and because we’d both used her body wash she smelled exactly the same as I did.

I was relieved when Josie returned to her usual self, chatting away and sharing snippets of her life as we slurped down the noodles. She encouraged me to do the same, and as I opened up to her, It was hard not to notice how boring and absolutely mundane my life was compared to hers. I did the same shitty things with the same shitty people, and worse I’d believed that was how my life was supposed to be.

The more I listened to her, the more I realized I wanted to be just like her: adventurous, and open to new people and experiences. I wanted to create long-lasting memories and have exciting stories to share, ones that would perhaps inspire others just as Josie had inspired me.

Even if Josie and I never crossed paths again after this weekend, and even if the memories of our time together eventually faded, I knew that my life would be forever changed.


Chapter 3

I jolted awake to the sound of nearby voices and laughter, and for a brief moment, I panicked. It was far too bright for me to be in my bedroom, and for some reason I was really warm and could barely move.

But then I glanced down at the soft weight lying on my body, and everything came flooding back to me all at once.

Right. I was sleeping in the tent of a girl I’d met less than twenty-four hours ago.

Said girl had fully wrapped herself around me on the tiny air mattress, one smooth thigh thrown over my legs and an arm snaked around my stomach. She breathed quietly as she drooled all over my bare chest, and I thought that it was the cutest thing in the entire world.

I wasn’t in any particular rush to get up so I decided to let Josie sleep, instead using the opportunity to study her more closely. She really did have very delicate features, with thick dark eyebrows, long lashes, and a straight nose that was turned up a little at the tip. Her golden skin shone in the daylight, tanned by her time outdoors, and because of how close I was I could see a smattering of light brown freckles across her cheeks and the bridge of her nose.

Her breaths were steady and deep, with gentle exhalations escaping from between her pink, parted lips. She was normally so bright and animated that it felt strange to see her so still, and unable to help myself I gently traced her bottom lip with a fingertip.

Unfortunately that was enough to wake her up, and she let out a quiet moan of disappointment at being roused from her slumber. Her dark eyes squinted into the brightness of the tent, confused just like I’d been only a short while ago, and when she finally looked up at me they widened.

“I thought you were a dream,” Josie said, her voice thick with sleep.

My heart skipped a beat. It was by far the sweetest thing anyone had ever said to me.

It also felt completely undeserved, and because of that I had absolutely no idea how to respond. Luckily I didn’t have to because she sat up and yawned, raising her arms high above her head and stretching like a cat, and then she looked down at me with a tired, embarrassed smile.

“Sorry, I drooled all over you,” she said, leaning forward to wipe my chest with the bottom corner of her t-shirt.

“It’s okay, but if I have to be your chair and your bed, I’m going to need to raise my prices,” I joked.

Josie puffed her lips. “Would a good morning kiss work as payment?”

“It’d be a start.”

She leaned down to kiss me, her long, dirty blond hair forming a curtain around my head, but at the last moment she wrinkled her nose and backed away again. “Ew, morning breath.”

I tested my breath with my hand and winced, because it really was rank. It reminded me that I didn’t have a toothbrush, and when I thought about it a little more, I realized that I didn’t have anything besides the clothes I’d arrived in. I refused to attend the final day of the festival in the smelly clothes I’d worn the day before, so I really needed to grab some supplies if I was going to keep hanging out with her.

I started to get up to make my way home, and that’s when the pain hit me. Every muscle in my body seemed to seize all at once, and I immediately fell back onto the air mattress in complete, unbearable agony.

On the first day of the festival I’d only spent a few hours looking around, and a good amount of that time had been spent sitting with my friends as they made fun of festivalgoers. After meeting Josie though I’d barely stopped, and combined with carrying her on my shoulders for over half an hour, it was no wonder that my entire body felt stiff and achy.

“You’re sore, aren’t you?” Josie asked with a huge smirk on her face.

“That’s one word for it. It’s more like I’m in excruciating pain.”

“Aww,” she cooed, sounding distinctly unsympathetic. “Don’t worry, it happens to most festival virgins after their first night.” She grinned wider at her own joke, and I rolled my eyes.

“Funny. Since you’re such a seasoned vet, any ideas for me?” I asked.

“I could give you a massage. You’ll have to get naked, though,” she said while wriggling her eyebrows.

The look on her face made me suspicious but I couldn’t think of any better ideas, so I shrugged and nodded my head.

Since I was in far too much pain to do it on my own, Josie pulled my underwear down my legs and rolled me over onto my stomach. She’d already seen—and touched—everything the night before, but it was still embarrassing to be buck naked in front of her in broad daylight.

She crawled over to her bag to grab a bottle of sweet-smelling lotion, and after slickening up her hands, she got to work. She started at the bottom of my feet, digging her fingers into the tight muscles of my soles, and I clenched my teeth because it hurt.

A lot.

With each firm press and push of her hands I winced and squirmed, and it hurt so much that I was beginning to question if she actually knew what she was doing. I’d never received a real massage before, but I’d thought that they were supposed to be healing and relaxing, not agonizing torture.

After a few minutes though the pain began to lessen, and then eventually what she was doing even began to feel sort of good. When I stopped grimacing she moved her hands up to my calves to start the agonizing process of working out the knots all over again, and by the time she moved up to my thighs, I was much more used to the sharp jolts of discomfort that accompanied her movements.

Her small hands slid up to squeeze and knead my buttcheeks, and then I began to feel embarrassed all over again.

“Is it really necessary for you to grab my ass like that?” I asked.

“If you want to feel better, I have to target the glutes. Those are the biggest muscles of your body and one of the most important for walking and standing,” she said with a professional tone, and while her logic certainly seemed sound, it was really hard to believe that the way she groped and jiggled my ass cheeks was strictly for my benefit—especially when I felt what was definitely her hard cock brushing up against my thigh.

She spent a long time working over my butt and lower back, digging her palms into the muscles there until I was grunting in pain. I was relieved when she finally moved up to the much less sore muscles in my upper back and shoulders, but she only gave them a few short minutes of attention before nudging my side.

“You need to turn over so I can do the front,” she said when I resisted.

I shifted awkwardly, feeling my boner press into the air mattress. I hadn’t even been aware that I’d gotten hard until that very moment.

“Um, give me a second,” I mumbled.

Josie sighed above me. “I already saw your dick last night. Come on, flip.” She smacked my bare ass with the palm of her hand, and it stung just enough to make me reluctantly turn over and lie on my back.

My cock stood straight up in the air, needily waving around and throbbing as precum beaded at the slit, and my skin flushed. I felt a bit worried about what she might think of it in the daylight, but from the way her eyes widened and her little pink tongue darted out to lick her lips, I shouldn’t have been concerned at all.

She slowly reached a hand towards it, close enough for me to feel the warmth of her fingertips. It was only at the last second that she quickly shook her head and moved back down to my lower body, much to the disappointment of both me and my dick.

Like before she started massaging my feet first, painfully working them over with the greasy lotion, though I noticed that her eyes kept darting between her hands and my still hard cock. She moved much faster as she worked her way up my body, spending maybe a minute or two at most on each major muscle group of my legs, and the closer she got to my dick the heavier my breaths became.

So that’s why I was understandably annoyed when she skipped right over it to massage my chest and shoulders instead. The smile tugging at her lips told me that she knew exactly what she was doing, and I let out a frustrated grunt.

When she finally—mercifully—gripped my shaft in her small hand, I moaned. Her fingers were warm as they curled around the thin, silky skin, and when she squeezed it, a little more of the clear sticky fluid bubbled up from my slit to slide down the side.

“This muscle is really stiff. I’m going to need to spend a lot more time on it,” Josie said, not bothering to hide her smirk any longer.

“You’re just full of jokes this morning, aren’t you?”

“I’m full of jokes all the time,” she shot back.

I opened my mouth to respond, but my words promptly died in my throat when she once again squeezed my dick with her lotion-slick hand. I could only close my eyes and groan, letting my head fall back onto her pillow.

She moved her hand achingly slowly up and down my throbbing cock, her fingers forming a tight, warm seal that sent electric sparks from my dick to the rest of my body. Once I became fully hard she traced her fingertips over my glans, making me squirm and shiver beneath her teasing, delicate touch.

She smeared my own precum around the head, making it shiny and slick enough for her to increase the pace of her strokes until the relative quiet of the tent was filled with my soft grunts and the wet schlicking sounds of her hand sliding along my cock. It was without a doubt the best handjob I’d ever received, and unless something drastic happened, I’d be cumming very hard, very soon.

As though she’d read my mind, Josie’s grin suddenly became devious. She tightly squeezed the base of my dick when I swelled in her hand, waiting for me to soften so that she could start the process all over again, and after the fourth time she stopped me from cumming I groaned.

“You’re a fucking sadist,” I spat up at her.

She innocently widened her eyes, even as her wicked smile grew. “Who, me? That’s not very nice.” To punish me for my name-calling, Josie ramped up the torture. She twisted her palm around the slick head of my dick, and then giggled evilly at the way my hips jerked upwards and my eyes rolled back into my head.

I had to believe that both the massage and her ruthless handjob were revenge for what I’d done to her the night before, and worse, I could tell from the way her eyes lit up that she was getting off on watching me squirm.

After another couple of minutes of slow, delicious torment, she reached beneath her long t-shirt to peel off her panties. She straddled my legs to press our cocks tightly together, and when I glanced down at where we were joined my eyebrows rose.

Contrary to what I’d believed, she was actually a little larger than me. Not by much—maybe only half an inch or so—but it was noticeable. Despite that it still somehow managed to look cuter than mine, the shaft smoother and skinnier and pinker.

She only paused long enough to pour on a bit more lotion, and then she pumped both of our cocks between her clasped hands. Her soft, slippery palms and the feeling of my dick sliding against hers had me groaning again in no time, accompanying the soft sighs spilling from her own lips.

When I glanced up at her again the mischievous smile that had been on her face was long gone, replaced instead by an expression of clear, open desire. Her eyes were dark and piercing as they stared into mine, but in the bright morning light I could see little flecks of gold.

The excited voices and the crunching of dry grass were loud as people walked past our tent towards the festival, and somehow knowing that there was just a thin sheet of polyester separating us from the rest of the world made what we were doing even hotter; like any one of them could stop and poke their head inside to watch.

Before long the droplets of precum slowly oozing from our tips turned into a steady trickle, sliding down the sides of our cocks to mix together in Josie’s small, pumping hands. Her breaths became louder and deeper, and in a shocking turn of events, she was the first of us to orgasm.

Her hips jerked sharply as she shot her first few spurts onto my face, the viscous fluid landing on my lips and chin. She moaned with wanton abandon as she squeezed out the remnants of her orgasm, glazing my torso with her sticky seed.

Feeling her warm cum all over me made my cock surge. I could taste the salty bitterness of her cum on my lips, and I stuck my tongue out to lick up the spurts that I could reach.

She’d somehow managed to keep her hands moving through her orgasm, and as she gradually regained control of her senses she tightened her grip and increased the speed of her hands until they were a blur.

I shut my eyes to try to hold back the inevitable, but with a loud grunt, I joined her only moments later. My hips bucked so powerfully that she went up into the air, and the first couple of shots flew far enough to splash onto my face. The next few landed on my chest and stomach, joining the mess she’d already made there.

Through it all she kept stroking me, milking my deflating cock until my heavy spurts turned into a dribble. Her hands dripped and oozed with our combined cum when she was done, mirroring the sticky, shiny skin of our cocks.

“Feel better?” she asked when I managed to refocus my gaze. She’d pulled off her t-shirt and was using it to clean off her hands, and then she wiped my face, stomach, and our softening cocks until they were both dry.

At first I thought she was making another joke, acting smug after her torment and having made me cum again, but when I sat up I was surprised to find that I really did feel a lot less sore. Her massage had worked wonders.

“You’re amazing,” I replied, stretching my arms and back. I felt like a new man.

Josie smiled cheekily. “I know. So, breakfast and coffee? There’s a stand near the entrance that sells an amazing iced frappuccino. It’s a little expensive, but it’s totally worth it.”

I could admit that it sounded good, but remembering why I’d tried to get up in the first place, I shook my head. “Actually, I need to head home for a change of clothes. I feel gross wearing the same underwear two days in a row.” Her face fell, and I quickly moved to reassure her. “I’ll be right back though.”

“You’d better come right back. No side quests,” she warned.

“No side quests,” I repeated. “I promise.” She glared down at me for another few seconds, eyes narrowing as though she was trying to gauge whether or not I was being honest with her, and apparently deciding that I couldn’t be fully trusted, she leaned down and kissed me hard.

She shoved her tongue into my mouth, swiping it wetly against mine to send new sparks of pleasure to my tired cock, and because she was now topless I could feel her hard nipples scraping against my chest.

By the time she pulled away again I didn’t know what planet I was on, and I blinked up at her through bleary eyes.

“Just so you remember what you’re leaving behind,” she said; smugly, I thought.

I shakily nodded to show that I understood, and then she reluctantly got off of me so that I could throw on yesterday’s clothing and stumble my way home. Luckily I’d had the foresight to drive myself to the festival rather than risk catching a ride with my notoriously flaky friends, and the moment I was outside of the festival grounds I raced home to my apartment.

Having spent the past twelve hours in Josie’s tent, my own place seemed depressing. The furniture was dull and lifeless—mirroring the boring monotony of my existence—and nothing in my life possessed the vibrance and character that hers did.

I needed to get back to her as soon as possible, so the first thing I did when I walked in the door was take a quick shower to wash off the lotion and dried cum from what we’d gotten up to that morning. After that I threw some snacks and a change of clothes into the first bag that I could find, and once I felt sufficiently prepared, I drove like a madman all the way back to the festival.

Altogether I’d only been gone for a little over an hour, but when I stepped into her tent Josie launched herself at me like I’d been missing for a week.

“I half expected you to not come back,” she mumbled into my chest, thin arms wrapping around my back.

I stared down at her, incredulous, because I thought I’d been painfully obvious so far about how much I liked her. “Why?”

“I don’t know, I just felt that way. I did go a little hard on you this morning.” She held onto me for another few seconds, and then she took a deep breath and let me go. “Sorry, I swear I’m not usually so clingy.”

“That’s too bad, I like having you cling to me,” I said. I felt a little embarrassed saying something so cheesy, but the way she beamed up at me made it completely worth it.

She looked different than she had when I’d left her, the hair that had been hanging loose around her shoulders now tied up into a messy bun. She’d dusted her cheeks with some kind of gold glitter, and it made her already perfect skin glow magically in the mid-morning light.

She’d also put on a sleeveless, blue jean jumpsuit that buttoned up the front. The fabric was thin and light beneath my palms as I held her, perfect for the hot, humid weather, and the hem of the shorts came down to just below her ass. It took a Herculean effort to not grab a handful of smooth, fleshy thigh meat, even though I doubted she’d have minded if I did.

Since there weren’t any shows that Josie wanted to see until that afternoon, she made us a couple of peanut butter and jelly sandwiches for a late breakfast that we washed down with a large bottle of water each.

“Coffee now?” she asked. I shrugged and nodded, and then she grabbed my hand to lead me to the entrance for the final day of Wildernova.

We dropped ten dollars each on giant cups of iced coffee, and after chugging the sugary drinks down we joined a group of a dozen other festivalgoers for outdoor yoga. I wished I could say that I took it completely seriously, that I focused on my breathing to calm my mind like the instructor was telling us to do, but I mostly just stared greedily at Josie’s ass while I watched her be more flexible than I could ever hope to be.

When the session ended we looked around The Grand Bazaar at the various trinkets being sold, and it was there I bought her a golden necklace with a purple jewel that she thanked me for with a happy peck on the lips. While I was really glad she liked it, it felt like far too small of a thing to give her in exchange for all that she’d done for me in the twenty or so hours I’d known her.

By the time we finally made it over to the stages, the sun was high in the sky and beating down on our backs. Luckily the artists Josie wanted to see were playing on the covered stages, so we were able to find a shaded spot to rest in while the music played in the background.

Every now and then someone she knew would stop by to talk—friends from either online or the previous festivals she’d been to—and before I knew it, there were already a dozen people I’d never seen before sitting around us. They were from all over the country and all walks of life, and though I knew it was unreasonable of me since they’d known her for much longer than I had, I couldn’t quite stop the annoyance I felt whenever a guy wanted to talk to her.

Josie was a ball of positive energy, all sunshine and kittens and rainbows. She was a beautiful person inside and out, so it made complete sense why people tended to gravitate towards her.

“You’re pretty popular,” I said as I looked around at them all, something between envy and jealousy warring inside of me. I wrapped my hand around her hip, possessively pulling her into my side, and rather than get annoyed by my macho posturing she only snuggled herself closer with an amused little smile.

You know how I said seeing Wünderstruk was half the reason I came here?” she asked, leaning her head back to look up at me. “This community is the other half. I love seeing all of my friends and making new ones. Music festivals are about connections and transformation, and you never leave the same way you came.”

It all kind of sounded like woo-woo, new age, hippie bullshit to me, but at the same time, I couldn’t deny that she was right. I knew that I’d never be the same after this weekend; or, more accurately, after meeting her. I was talking to people I would’ve written off as strange only the day before, and already I liked them a lot more than the friends I’d known for over a decade.

Though they’d only just met me they were all so open and welcoming, and they made me feel like I belonged and that what I had to say mattered. If this was how friends were supposed to be with each other, then my current friends weren’t my friends at all.

They constantly made me feel as though I was boring and that they were doing me a favor by hanging out with me because no one else would. After meeting Josie and her friends, I now knew that that wasn’t true.

“They’re nothing like my friends,” I mumbled, more to myself than to her. It was only then that I realized that I hadn’t heard from them since yesterday, and that I hadn’t made any efforts to contact them either. I didn’t even know if they were planning on showing up for the final day, but I desperately hoped they’d decide to skip it.

“The nice thing about friends is that you can choose them,” she said, so matter-of-factly that I could only blink back at her. It was such an obvious and simple statement, yet somehow it completely blew my mind.

She was absolutely right. if I wanted better friends I just had to find them, and if I wanted to dump the ones I currently had, well, I just had to do that too.

Once the sun started to set we got up to grab some burritos from one of the stands, and then with all of her friends surrounding us, we made our way over to the main stage early to secure a good spot. As music played softly in the distance we sat on the grass, enjoying our food and chatting about everything and nothing in particular.

I’d never been very talkative, but now I suddenly seemed to have a lot to say—probably because they were actually listening to me. Not being ignored was a surprisingly nice feeling, and I was having more fun than I’d had in years.

It was nearly nine before the headliner started his set. The field that had been so empty only an hour earlier was now packed with thousands of other festivalgoers, all of them more excited than I was to see the artist perform.

The last day of Wildernova had mostly consisted of House and EDM so far—both genres that I wasn’t particularly into—and truthfully, I wasn’t excited for more. It all sounded exactly the same to me, so I didn’t think it’d be much different from what I’d heard already.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

The music was so loud that my entire body vibrated. Each beat echoed through me, syncing with the quickly pounding thump of my heart. My blood rushed beneath my skin, coursing through my veins to electrify every corner of my being until I felt more alive than I ever had. As I gradually lost myself to the music, swaying to its fast and mesmerizing rhythm, I suddenly found myself really wanting to dance.

The only problem was that I didn’t know how. The moves everyone else was doing seemed completely random to my eyes, and the self-consciousness of not knowing what to do began to overwhelm me.

It was then that Josie slid her hand into mine to get my attention. Feeling the warmth of her palm, I blinked and looked down at her.

“Just move!” she shouted over the music, already jumping around like a maniac.

Seeing her look so free and happy made me want to join in too, and so I did; slowly at first, and then faster and faster as I grew more comfortable. My movements felt stiff and awkward, but no one gave me a second glance because they were all dancing too.

Seeing this Josie beamed up at me, her grin wide and undeniably pleased. She screamed at the top of her lungs and I joined her, our voices drowned out by the loud music and the cheering crowd. Amongst all the sweaty bodies jumping around and into us I felt a real sense of connection and belonging, and it was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before.

For the final couple of songs the artist really leaned into the lasers and pyrotechnics, launching flames and fireworks that exploded in the night sky to light up the field. It was the most amazing thing I’d ever seen and felt like the perfect way to end what had already been a magical weekend, and I was more disappointed than I expected when he decided not to perform an encore despite the wishes of the crowd.

It wasn’t even midnight yet, and there were still a few bands who’d be playing into the early hours of the morning, but Josie and I both decided to head back to her tent early. Nothing would top such an amazing performance, and besides that, I was really eager to be alone with her. She’d be leaving early in the morning to head back home, and while her friends were great, I wanted to make the most of the small amount of time we had left together.

Unfortunately we ran into the people I least wanted to see at that moment. My friends—Mark, Henry, and Joe—were standing at the edge of the crowd like they’d been waiting for me to emerge. Their grins turned sharp when they saw me, and before my eyes, they seemed to grow horns.

“Where’ve you been, man?” Mark asked, arms crossed over his chest. He was the tallest, best-looking, and most charming of us, so he usually ended up as the de facto leader of our group and did a lot of the talking.

I raised my chin. “I’ve been here with Josie. She’s been showing me around since you guys left yesterday,” I said, unable to help making a jab at the way they’d ditched me. I was extremely glad that it’d happened, but it still annoyed me.

“Nice to meet you guys,” Josie said while giving them a bright smile and a little wave.

They all looked back at her with varying amounts of disinterest, and I felt my anger rise. I didn’t understand how they couldn’t want to get to know her, especially since she was someone that I clearly liked.

Mark in particular didn’t seem interested in her, his indifference obvious in his expression. “Hi,” he greeted briefly before turning back to me with a smarmy grin. “We saw you dancing. Or at least we think you were dancing. It kind of looked like you were having a seizure,” he joked.

I flushed warm with embarrassment, and suddenly it felt like everyone was looking at me. How many other people had seen me dancing like an idiot? How many of them were telling their friends about the rhythmless loser getting too caught up in the moment and making an ass of himself?

Josie squeezed my hand tighter—pulling me out of my self-conscious spiral—and when I glanced down at her, her smile was gone.

“Dancing isn’t about looking cool, it’s about having fun,” she said, her voice terse.

Mark snapped his head down to look at her with narrowed eyes, and despite the size difference between them, she defiantly glared right back. It was like watching David and Goliath square off, and knowing how that story ended, I had my money on Josie.

As though she hadn’t spoken at all he turned away from her. “We’re heading out to grab some beers. You in?” he asked. There was a smug little sneer on his face, like he fully expected me to drop everything—including Josie—and join them.

But my world was bigger now. I’d learned that I could make friends who were kind and generous and considerate, and to be frank, the idea of hanging out with them again and trying to seek their approval made my stomach curdle.

“No thanks. I’d rather stay with Josie for the rest of the night,” I said.

The surprise that flashed across Mark’s face was more satisfying than I cared to admit, and I understood why he looked so dumbfounded. I rarely turned down an opportunity to hang out with them, because for so long they’d been the only friends I had.

Eventually he was able to school his expression back into its usual too-cool-for-school indifference, and then he rolled his eyes.

“Whatever,” he scoffed. He turned to leave, and like the little lemmings that they were, my other two friends followed. Watching it from the outside it was kind of pathetic, and I couldn’t believe that for the last ten years, I’d done the same.

They’d barely gotten out of earshot before Josie looked up at me.

“I don’t like your friends,” she said bluntly.

My eyebrows shot up. I’d grown used to her relentless positivity and optimism, so seeing her get genuinely upset on my behalf made me laugh to the point of nauseousness. It took me a good minute to calm down enough to respond, but when I did, I felt like a weight had been lifted.

“You know what? Me neither. They’re total assholes,” I said.

She vehemently nodded, agreeing with her entire body. “You should only be with people who actually like you and make you feel good about yourself.”

“So you’re saying that I should hang out with you instead?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow.

Josie slid herself beneath my arm and beamed up at me. “That’s exactly what I’m saying.”

I laughed again, and then with her glued to my side, we headed back to the campgrounds. Like the night before we showered together, lathering each other up with more of her sweet-smelling soap, but this time we managed to wash each other without too much unnecessary touching.

She slipped on another T-shirt to sleep in, and after a quick midnight snack of peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, we crawled into her tent and lay down together on her little air mattress.

It soon became clear that neither of us could sleep with the adrenaline from the show still coursing through our veins, and after a few minutes of fidgeting, she sighed and propped herself up on one elbow to look down at me. The moon outside was so bright that I could just about make out her features enough to see that her lips were twisted into an annoyed frown.

“I can’t sleep. Wanna watch a movie?” she asked.

I smirked and tilted my head, considering. “Depends. Do you mean actually watch a movie? Or have a movie playing in the background while we make out?”

“It’s a yes or no question, Will,” Josie replied with an impatient roll of her eyes.

My lips quirked. “Then yes.”

A smile flitted onto her face, and she wasted no time crawling over me to get to her bag. With her round little ass swaying enticingly right in front of me—covered only by a pair of plain black panties—I couldn’t stop myself from giving it a hard squeeze. She looked over her shoulder and narrowed her eyes, and I innocently smiled back.

“You can’t blame me for that one,” I said, shrugging.

She scoffed and turned to continue rummaging around again, but I noticed that she also waved her butt more explicitly in front of my face.

After taking her sweet time digging through her backpack, she produced a laptop and a small mini-projector. She aimed it at a blank wall of her tent, and after hooking it up to her computer, she opened the lid. A video immediately started to play, and when I registered what I was seeing, my jaw dropped.

It was porn, and not just any porn either. The woman in the film had the biggest cock I’d ever seen, and she was using it to absolutely rail her partner.

Her male partner.

When I glanced down at Josie to see if she’d put it on intentionally she looked absolutely horrified, and then she squeaked and lunged forward to slam the lid of the laptop closed. Unfortunately for her the movie continued to play, the slapping of flesh and the actors’ moans so loud that I was certain it could be heard from the next tent over.

She desperately fumbled for the cable connecting the two devices together, and it wasn’t until she unplugged the projector from her laptop entirely that it finally stopped.

The tent seemed eerily silent without the background sounds of fucking, our soft breathing the only thing breaking the silence. Despite my gaze fixed on the side of her head she absolutely refused to meet my eyes, and her cheeks were bright red and embarrassed.

“Is that what you want to do to me?“ I asked when it became obvious that she wasn’t planning on speaking first.

“Just because I was watching it doesn’t mean I want to do it,” she mumbled.

I’d witnessed a lot of new emotions from her in the past couple of hours, each one of them cuter and more interesting than the last, but the one I was witnessing at that moment left me with the extremely strong urge to tease her.

“It’s a yes or no question, Josie,” I said with a mocking voice.

She scowled at having her own words thrown back in her face, though after hesitating for a long time, she slowly dipped her head down to her chest in an uneasy nod. She kept her gaze focused on her lap, far too terrified to see my reaction.

Rather than feel any kind of shock or disgust, my chest tightened. There was something really hot about knowing that she wanted to fuck me. “Then let’s try it.”

Josie’s head finally snapped up to stare at me, her eyes wide and astonished. “Really? Are you sure?”

“I’ve liked everything I’ve done with you so far,” I said, shrugging a shoulder.

She still looked wary and unsure, so I decided to take the initiative by leaning forward to kiss her. I kept my kisses light, pressing soft, gentle pecks to her lips. A rush of endorphins flooded my brain each time our lips met, and a pleasant little tingle shot up my spine.

It took her a long few seconds to begin kissing me back, though when she did, she immediately became aggressive. She kissed me hard and deep, her tongue forcing its way past my lips and slithering wetly into my mouth to lick hungrily against mine.

We fiercely made out for a little while, our lips smacking and hands wandering, but she eventually became impatient with just kissing and abruptly leaned back to break it. While I looked on she pulled her shirt off to reveal her small breasts and hard nipples to my greedy eyes, and right after she removed her panties to make herself nude and warm and soft on top of me.

There were no signs of her earlier trepidation as she pulled me out of my own t-shirt and boxers, stripping me with an efficiency that I could barely keep up with. Once I was naked she ran her hands down to squeeze my ass hard, her eyes so wild and eager that it honestly worried me.

“Don’t move,” she said, jumping off of me to crawl to the other side of the tent. She dug through a small plastic bag for a few seconds, and when she emerged with a roll of foil packages and a small bottle of lube my eyebrows shot up.

“You really are prepared for everything,” I said.

Josie puffed out her cheeks. “They belong to my friend. Now hush and get on your stomach.”

I reluctantly did as she demanded, and as soon as I was settled on her tiny air mattress she straddled the backs of my legs to keep me in place. From behind me I heard her snap open the bottle of lube and squeeze a bit of it out, and shortly after that, she rubbed my asshole with one of her slick, lube-covered fingers. The feeling of her massaging the sensitive skin felt kind of nice, though every time she tried to ease her fingertip into my puckered ring I’d instinctively freeze up.

“You need to relax,” she impatiently said after I’d resisted her for the third time.

I took a deep breath in an attempt to do just that, and the moment she felt my asshole loosen she popped the tip of her finger in up to the first joint, forcing a quiet grunt from between my lips. Though I immediately tensed up she didn’t let my tightening sphincter stop her, and in the span of only a few seconds she’d buried the rest of it as deep as it could go. A second finger soon followed, and while her fingers were slim, I still felt strangely full.

She gently pumped the digits in and out of me for a few minutes, stretching my rim and letting me get more used to the feeling of being penetrated. I sighed softly, gradually relaxing onto the mattress, and unfortunately, I made the grave mistake of letting my guard down.

The pace of her hand suddenly sped up as her fingers curled her downwards, and I jolted upwards when she brushed against something amazing inside of me. It was like a bolt of electricity had shot up my spine, the feeling traveling up from my asshole to drill itself straight into my brain.

Josie giggled softly to herself as she very firmly and deliberately rubbed that spot over and over again with the pads of her fingers. I could almost feel her grin of triumph at finally getting me right where she wanted me, and then she began to finger me even more roughly until both my mouth and my dick were drooling. She added more lube as it became necessary until my ass began to make lewd, wet slurping noises that were only drowned out by the sounds of me gasping and moaning into the quiet of the tent.

I was surprised by how disappointed I felt when she removed her fingers, but it was short-lived as the next thing I felt was her wet, spongy tip pressing against my ring. She applied a firm, steady pressure, and though my body instinctively tried to resist, the fat head popped inside of my slick tunnel anyway.

I grunted loudly, clenching my fists to fight against the pain of being penetrated by a cock for the first time. The rim of my asshole stung as it struggled to accommodate her girth, my insides gripping her shaft like a vice.

To my relief the pain was short-lived, replaced instead by a stretching feeling that I could only describe as overwhelming. It was strange and wonderful and intense, and like nothing I’d ever experienced before.

She didn’t give me any time at all to adjust, and instead used gravity to slowly slide herself the rest of the way home while I groaned and squirmed beneath her. She wriggled her hips a little to more snugly sheathe her cock inside of me, and then she let out a soft, satisfied moan.

“Fuck,” Josie gasped, the downy hairs of her pubes brushing against my ass. “It feels so fucking good.”

I could only grunt again in response. While she was feeling great, I on the other hand felt like I was being split in half. It wasn’t painful, but it didn’t exactly feel comfortable either. The most surprising part was that it was somehow still growing inside of me, filling me so completely that my hole was stretched taut around her shaft.

She took a minute to let her cock soak, flexing it every few seconds as if to remind me that yes, she was balls deep inside of me. She took a few calming breaths to slow her rapidly beating heart, and after swirling her hips a bit to adjust her position, she began to move.

In an attempt to be gentle she sawed herself in and out of me with slow, steady movements, but after only a few seconds her impatience and horniness won out and she increased her pace to hump me both harder and faster. My ass made wet sucking sounds whenever she pulled herself all the way out, and her cock forced a grunt from my throat each time she fully bottomed out again.

To quiet me down she pressed her chest into my back and put her hand over my mouth to muffle my moans, but it had the complete opposite effect. The change of angle ended up making her cock scrape firmly against that spot inside of me again, and I moaned loudly.

“Shhh,” Josie whispered into my ear, not slowing her hips at all. The feeling of her breath brushing against the sensitive skin inadvertently made me squeeze down on her, and the whimper that it pulled from her throat was even louder.

Now that she was flush against me I could feel her small sweaty breasts and hard nipples digging into my back as she plowed my ass. As if to further distract me from the feeling of having my insides rearranged she leaned down to sloppily lick and suck at the side of my neck.

A warm buzzing sensation gradually began to spread throughout my body, and it was so different from anything I knew that it honestly felt frightening. There was a strange pressure building in the deepest parts of me, and between her shaft filling me up and the friction of my cock rubbing against her sheets, the pleasure quickly became unbearable. My balls tightened as my whole body began to tingle, and then a moment later I was cumming hard.

Unlike when I came with my dick, there was an intense, full-body explosion that left me completely overwhelmed. Hot cum spurted onto the bed beneath me, and I felt the warmth and wetness of it sliding against my stomach. Each time she plunged into my ass it’d coax out a little bit more of my seed, and it was all I could do to clench my toes and groan.

My skin felt hot and tight all over as wave after wave of euphoria rippled through me, and I moaned loudly through the fingers clamped over my mouth. It was better than anything I’d ever felt in my life, and as my eyes rolled back into my head and my legs tensed, I honestly worried that I’d just become addicted to being fucked.

If Josie noticed that I’d cum she didn’t seem to give much of a shit. While I was still trying to catch my breath and come back down to Earth, her hips hadn’t slowed at all. Her sweat dripped onto my already sweaty back as she continued to mindlessly pound away at me with thrusts hard enough to make the flesh of my ass jiggle, the echoing thwaps so loud that I worried they could be heard from outside.

But feeling my asshole squeeze and flutter around her had pushed her too close to the edge, and she began to let out a series of progressively louder gasps. She started to take shorter, quicker pumps, and would leave herself buried deep inside of me for longer on each downstroke.

On her final thrust she drove her cock so far inside of me that I could almost taste it, and then her shaft expanded to stretch my asshole even wider. Her body went tight and rigid, and she groaned desperately through clenched teeth before letting herself go.

Her dick spasmed and pulsed as her cum spilled out of her like magma, the viscous fluid so incredibly hot that I could feel its liquid heat through the thin latex of the condom. It felt like someone had put a hot water bottle inside of my ass, warming me up from the inside.

I felt her smooth balls contract against mine, and through it all her hips never stopped grinding against me as she used my sucking hole to squeeze out every single drop of her cum.

It took a long time for Josie to finally relax, her sweaty body pressing its full weight onto me and forcing my semi-hard dick harder into the mattress. She kept her deflating cock inside of me for a long, long time, whimpering and shivering every time it pulsed and deposited another small spurt into her condom.

Even with her little solar-powered fan working overtime it was sweltering in the tent, so after taking another minute to catch her breath she slid off of me to lie by my side instead. Her now soft cock slipped out of me with a wet, quiet slurp, and though it was an embarrassing thing to admit, I missed it already.

Now that she was next to me I could see that a few tendrils of hair had come loose from her bun, sticking to the sweaty skin of her forehead. An exhausted smile lit up her face as she stared back at me, and I was certain that I’d never seen a more beautiful sight.


Chapter 4

The morning after our first coupling my ass still felt a bit raw, but the pain was manageable enough to let Josie fuck me for the second time.

Unlike our frantic mating the night before we engaged in a lazy missionary, the both of us lying on our sides as she slowly worked herself in and out of me. She kept her thrusts gentle and languid, wrapping her slender arms around my back while I wrapped my thighs around her waist.

For the most part we just explored each other’s mouths, our lips coming together over and over again for soft, unhurried kisses. The sex felt like more of an afterthought; a way to stay connected while we leisurely made out.

But all good things eventually had to come to an end, and after half an hour of stops and starts her orgasm refused to be ignored any longer. Once she got too horny she couldn’t focus enough to kiss me, so after that we just stared into each other’s eyes as she drove her cock up into my warm, slick hole.

The entire time her dark eyes never left mine, and then with a quiet, gasping sigh, she’d stiffened and filled her condom. Her small hands stroking my dick was enough to help me join her, and as the sun rose to gradually illuminate the tent, we tiredly basked in the afterglow of our orgasms.

Josie and I clung to each other for a long time afterwards, hiding in her little tent as if it would make time stand still. We knew that once we got up everything would be over, so neither of us was in any particular rush to move.

Unfortunately the decision was taken from us entirely by the zipper of her tent gliding open, and Josie just barely managed to cover our naked bodies with her blanket as the face of a beautiful young woman stared at the both of us with wide, surprised eyes. She was blonde-haired, blue-eyed, and had plump, pouty lips, and from what I could see of her body she had a nice figure too.

“Well, well, well. Look who had herself a little festival fling,” the woman said, her face softening into amusement. Her gaze fell to the empty wrappers and then the tied, cum-filled condoms on the ground, and her eyes widened again. “Oh, shit, you like hooked up hooked up with him? What about the purity of the Wildernova experience or whatever you were bitching about when I left?”

Josie flushed red. “But I really like him,” she mumbled, hiding her face in my chest.

While my heart swelled, the woman’s lips formed a large, surprised ‘O’, and then she snapped her head over to look at me with a lot more interest. Her eyes bore intensely into mine, and feeling like I was being dissected, I gulped.

I didn’t know what she’d seen on my face, but after a minute she smiled again. “I can tell. Take your time, I’ll start packing things up out here.” She disappeared as suddenly as she’d arrived, even considerately zipping the door of the tent back up for us.

An awkward silence settled over us after she left, the both of us feeling a little embarrassed even though we were enthusiastically consenting adults and had absolutely nothing to be ashamed of.

“So, that’s Becca,” Josie eventually muttered.

I slowly nodded my head. After everything that had happened in the past couple of days, the fact that she’d come to the festival with a friend had been pushed to the very back of my mind. I made a quick note to myself to compensate Becca for borrowing a few of her condoms and using up almost all of her lube.

“She seems nice,” I replied.

Josie squinted her eyes. “That’s it? Just nice?” she asked.

Unsure of what exactly she wanted me to say, I shrugged a shoulder. “Um, yeah? I just met her, so I don’t really have much of an opinion yet.”

Pleased, she grinned widely. “Great answer.” She pressed a teasing kiss to my neck and then another to my jaw, and when she got to my lips I rolled us both over and proceeded to kiss the air out of her.

As tempting as it was to continue making out with her, I reluctantly pulled away after a couple of minutes. They really did have to get on the road if they wanted to beat the thousands of other people who’d be trying to leave the campgrounds.

Becca had already packed away most of their belongings by the time we emerged, so between the three of us it didn’t take us long to deflate the furniture and dismantle the tents. All too soon we finished packing up the last of the items, and that’s when the dread really began to set in. She got into the car to give us some privacy, leaving us standing in the now empty spot where their home had been.

As I stared down at the girl who’d so thoroughly changed my life, I finally understood why people would willingly pay hundreds of dollars to camp outdoors for three days. It had been one of the best weekends of my life, and more than anything I wish I’d met Josie on the first day so that we could’ve started having fun sooner.

“Um, so, we’re actually going to Peachapalooza in Georgia in a couple of months, and if you want to go too, you can sleep in our tent again,” Josie offered. “I love Becca and all, but having someone to actually hang out with at these things is so much more fun. Especially someone I can fuck.” She flashed a smile as if to show that she was joking, though from the way it sharpened, I somehow got the feeling she wasn’t kidding at all.

“Really?” I asked, more than a little surprised by the invite. I’d been so sure that whatever we’d been doing would end here, and that once the weekend was over we’d go our separate ways and never see each other again. I’d expected to watch her having fun with other people from afar while wishing that I could be the one there next to her.

Josie nodded her head. “I don’t want this to be the last time I ever see you. Unless I’m reading into this too much?” she asked with worried eyes. She tightly held my hand as though she expected me to float away at any moment.

“What? Josie, you’re one of the coolest fucking people I’ve ever met, and I’d absolutely love to see you again. I’m actually still trying to figure out why you like me.”

She blinked up at me, appearing genuinely surprised. “Out of nowhere, a really cute guy generously offered to let me sit on his shoulders so that I could see my favorite band in the entire world. How could I not like you? It felt like something that would happen in a romance novel, or like a story you’d tell your grandkids about how you met.”

My eyebrows rose. To me it hadn’t been that big of a deal to offer her a lift, but from her perspective, it did make a bit more sense. I still wasn’t sure about the ‘really cute guy’ part though.

“Grandkids, huh?” I teased.

Her eyes widened and her expression became flustered, and for the hundredth time I thought that she was the most adorable person I’d ever met. It felt insane to be so infatuated with someone I barely knew, but I couldn’t have put a stop to my feelings if I had tried.

“I didn’t mean to say that we’d have grandkids, or even kids, but—you know what I mean,” she mumbled.

“I know,” I said, grinning. “I’ll buy a ticket as soon as I get home.”

Josie broke out into a wide smile and jumped forward to wrap her thin arms around my neck, kissing me all over my cheeks excitedly. When she pulled away her eyes were large and wet, and the expression on her face nearly broke my heart.

“I’ll miss you,” she said, her voice sad and small.

“You’ll see me again in two months.” I hugged her for a final time, crushing her to my chest and feeling her warm, slender body against mine, and after I let her go, I watched her climb into her car and drive away.


Chapter 5

The line to get into Peachapalooza was absolutely insane.

In an attempt to arrive right when the festival gates opened, I’d planned to wake up a couple of hours before dawn to start the four-hour drive to Georgia. Unfortunately I had been too nervous about seeing Josie again to relax, and because of that, I’d ended up oversleeping by a couple of hours.

The thing that worried me the most was that—in the end—we’d only spent a little under two days together. We didn’t really know each other in the real world, and outside of Wildernova we were almost strangers.

We had of course been texting, calling, and video chatting daily since we’d parted, and every time we spoke I took the chance to learn everything I could about her: what she liked, what she didn’t like, and even her dreams and hopes for the future. Even though I didn’t think it was possible, I ended up liking her more, Which was really frustrating because I already wanted to kiss her and touch her and see her bright sunny smile in person.

As if to keep me interested she’d send me pictures almost every day, and at first, they’d been relatively innocent: a mirror selfie of her smiling in her work uniform, her in a tasteful bikini at the beach, her snuggling up with her cat on the couch.

But as she grew more comfortable with me they’d gradually become bolder, and suddenly I was being bombarded with increasingly daring glimpses of her breasts or the large bulge in her panties. The last one I’d received had been of her lying naked in bed with a huge smile on her face and her hard cock in her hand, the fat pink head of it dripping precum and pointed straight at the camera.

I was aching to touch her again, and with my white knuckles gripping the steering wheel, I very seriously contemplated jumping out of my car and leaving it behind to find her.

After another fifteen minutes in bumper-to-bumper traffic I was finally directed to the parking lot, and the moment I parked, I grabbed my things and made a beeline for the camping area.

The open field buzzed with activity. There were hundreds of people chatting and laughing and putting together their campsites for the weekend, and I carefully picked my way through the rows of cars in search of Josie’s blue tent and white SUV amongst the dozens of other similar-looking tents and SUVs.

Unlike their spot at Wildernova, she and Becca were supposedly setting up their tent somewhere in the middle of the campgrounds, but it was hard to figure out what exactly ‘middle’ meant amongst all the chaos.

From the corner of my eye I spotted someone waving, and when I turned to fully look at them I saw that it was Becca who was trying to get my attention. Once she was sure that I’d noticed her she stuck her head into her tent, presumably to let Josie know that I’d arrived.

My assumption was proved correct when Josie’s head poked out a moment later. When her eyes landed on me she sprinted over to jump into my arms, wrapping her thin arms around my neck.

I dropped everything I was holding and laughed, squeezing her and feeling her small breasts squishing against my chest through her thin t-shirt. Her lips eagerly attacked mine, and while it started innocently enough, once she got her tongue involved things became very filthy very quickly.

“Don’t make me get the water hose,” Becca called.

Josie turned to glare at her. “You’re the last person I want to hear that from.”

Becca opened her mouth to respond, but then two tall, handsome guys walked by and she abruptly turned to smile lasciviously at them instead. They both stopped to talk to her, and then after a short conversation, she gave us a quick wave goodbye and walked off with them.

Josie rolled her eyes at me as if to say ‘See?’, but her large, bright smile belied how she truly felt. It made her eyes crinkle at their corners, and my heart flipped.

She was just as lovely as I remembered.

“Hi,” I said awkwardly. On the drive up I’d had a million things that I wanted to say to her, but now that she was standing right in front of me and I could smell the sweet vanilla of her soap, my mind had gone completely blank.

She took a small step closer, crowding me with her slim, petite body. “Hi.” Her eyes seemed to grow darker as they bore into mine, and her gaze promised pleasure. “I made some changes to my setup. Wanna see?”

I swallowed hard. “Okay.”

The word was barely out of my mouth before she grabbed my hand and all but dragged me beneath the canopy, and then her hands went to the hem of my t-shirt to impatiently push it up over my head. I whipped it into a corner and picked her up to carry her into her sleeping tent, because we were still very much visible to anyone that happened to be walking by.

She planted short, eager kisses to my lips as I lay her back against the floor of her makeshift bedroom. Unfortunately she hadn’t inflated her airbed yet, but the plush shag rug seemed like as good of a place as any to fuck.

I ripped her little running shorts and panties down her legs and then impatiently wrapped my fingers around her smooth pink shaft, drawing a quiet sigh from her lips. It felt warm and solid in my grip, and watching the way the head leaked and throbbed, my mouth watered.

At Wildernova I hadn’t gotten the chance to explore her the way I’d wanted to, and I’d been daydreaming about feeling her cock in my mouth. In the weeks leading up to Peachapalooza, I had even done a bit of research into how to make her feel as good as possible.

When I finally sucked the slick head into my mouth, I ended up moaning louder than she did. I slid my tongue all over it to collect her thick, sweet-tasting precum, finding the flavor to be a hundred times better than I’d expected.

I gently bobbed my head in her lap, slurping noisily on the meaty rod in hopes of more. With my other hand I carefully squeezed her hot, heavy balls, rolling them around in my fingers to help them produce more of her delicious nectar.

As I worked her over Josie moaned and writhed above me, and her slim fingers dug into my shaggy brown hair. “I’m going to cum if you keep sucking me like that,” she warned, her small chest heaving.

Disappointed, I immediately let her slip from my lips. As much as I eventually wanted to know what it would feel like to have her cum in my mouth, there would be plenty of time for that in the next few days and there was something else I wanted from her much more.

I moved up to kiss her again, and while I was distracted by her lips, she unbuttoned my shorts and rather dexterously used her feet to push them down my legs until I was naked on top of her. She pulled her own top off next to make herself naked too, and then she slipped her hand down between us to grip both our cocks.

“Wait,” I said, pulling away from her completely. “I have some new friends that I need to meet up with in a couple of hours, and there are some bands that I want to see too.” She stared up at me, incredulous, and I fought hard not to grin. “What? You didn’t think you were the only reason I came to Peachapalooza, did you?”

While I was mostly joking, I actually had been meeting a lot of new people lately after deciding that I needed some better friends.

A couple of weeks after Wildernova my old friends had invited me out for lunch, and since I’d known them for over a decade and they were a large part of the reason I had met Josie in the first place, I’d figured that it couldn’t hurt to see if they wanted to mend things.

But as soon as I’d arrived they’d started to make fun of Josie, making crude remarks about how she was anorexic, flat-chested and danced funny, and after that I’d walked out and decided to never speak to them again. The alternative was me ending up in jail for assault, and I couldn’t risk anything stopping me from seeing Josie at Peachapalooza.

Once I’d decided to ditch my asshole friends for good and opened myself up to find some better ones, I’d stumbled upon an entire community of festival enthusiasts nationwide. A few of the people even lived near me—people who were much kinder and much more interesting than the ones I’d surrounded myself with before—and while in the past I might’ve called them strange or weird, I’d learned over the past couple of months that ‘weird’ could be a very good thing.

Josie flipped us around and straddled me, using her skinny arms to hold down mine. “You’re not going anywhere. Not without me, anyway.”

My smile grew. I knew that I should probably stop teasing her, but her annoyed face was so cute that I couldn’t help pushing her just a little bit further.

“How are you going to stop me?”

Her dark eyes narrowed. “You can’t leave if I fuck you until you can’t walk.”

There was a tone to her voice that made me groan, and while I gazed up at her she removed her hair tie and allowed her long, dirty blonde locks to tumble over her shoulders. The glossy strands fell gracefully to the middle of her back, and my breath left me all at once.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I murmured, the words slipping out almost of their own accord.

Josie’s face flushed, even as she narrowed her eyes and pursed her lips. “It’s too late for compliments.” She leaned over me to grab something from her bag, and the movement almost perfectly aligned one of her breasts with my mouth.

Unable to help myself I wrapped my lips around her hard brown nipple and smirked when she sucked in a sharp breath. To my disappointment she only stayed still long enough for me to suck on it for a few seconds before she pulled it out of my mouth with a wet ‘pop’, and when she leaned back again I saw that she’d grabbed a huge bottle of lube.

She then climbed off of me to settle between my legs instead, and while I looked on she slickened up her cock with both hands to cover it in the greasy fluid until it was wet and shiny. It looked absolutely monstrous from where I was lying, even though in reality my own hard dick wasn’t that much smaller.

She only fingered my ass for a couple of minutes, sliding them inside of me long enough to coat my rim and insides with lube, and then she pressed her tip against my twitching butthole. That alone felt so much better without a condom, and I groaned. We weren’t in a relationship—not officially, anyway—but since neither of us was interested in anyone else nor very sexually active, we’d mutually agreed to be completely exclusive with each other.

In other words, we didn’t have to use protection anymore.

I was really looking forward to seeing what it felt like to have her raw cock inside of me; to feel her warmth filling me up without a latex barrier in the way.

Unfortunately for me, she seemed to know that. She teased my asshole by rubbing her fat mushroom tip against it, but rather than plunge herself deep like I’d hoped, she just continued to torment me. When I tried to push myself onto her she moved her hips away, and that’s when I finally understood what she wanted.

“Hurry up and fuck me,” I mumbled. Shame flooded me and my face grew hot, especially when her smile broadened.

Thankfully I didn’t have to feel embarrassed for long because she immediately obliged, shoving herself to the root in one smooth, powerful thrust of her hips. I wasn’t overly proud of the sound that left me—something between a gasp and a sniveling whine—and even less proud of the way my back arched when she roughly scraped against my prostate.

Without wasting a moment she began to fuck me in earnest, plowing me with a strength that seemed at odds with her petite frame. Her strokes were fast and hard and aggressive, and the wet squishing sounds her cock made as it drilled me were only drowned out by the loud slapping of her hips slamming into my ass cheeks.

All the while my dick throbbed with my heartbeat, bouncing eagerly in the air as if begging for attention. I reached down to touch it, but I barely got a few strokes in before she roughly pushed my hand away.

“I want you to cum with my cock only,” she growled. Her tone was fierce and demanding, and I felt a pleasant shiver go down my spine.

Most of the time Josie was sweet and cheerful, but when she was especially turned on, she’d sometimes get a little mean. Her words would become more selfish and cruel, and even though I’d never told her, she seemed to know that it made me cum even harder.

She adjusted her position for better leverage, rolling me forward so that my legs were in the air and my cock was pointed straight at my chest. Her hands rested on the backs of my thighs as she gritted her teeth and swung her hips with all the power she possessed, treating me like a hole whose only purpose was to get her off.

My body tensed up as Josie brutalized my ass, and eventually I couldn’t keep my desperate groans quiet even with the hundreds of people walking around right outside. The familiar tingling in my balls morphed into a full-body shockwave, and then just like she’d wanted, I exploded.

I moaned through my orgasm, squeezing my eyes shut as I doused my chest and stomach in my own cum. My ass squeezing down on her shaft tightened even more, and it was that additional silky friction that finally pushed her over the edge.

Her cock swelled, and then she whined through tightly clenched teeth as she was forced to expel her cum. Thick gushes of sticky semen shot straight into my asshole, quickly filling me to overflowing with warmth until it seeped out around the tight seal of her shaft.

It took her a long time to stop shivering on top of me, but then with a gasp and a shudder, she pulled her spent cock from my ass and let my legs fall back to the ground. It really seemed like she’d made good on her word, because I couldn’t feel anything below the waist besides her cum trickling out of me and onto her fluffy carpet.

All told our coupling had only lasted a short five minutes; less if I didn’t count the time she’d spent teasing and fingering me.

She kissed my neck and then tiredly dropped her head onto my shoulder, taking deep, gasping breaths of air as she struggled to get her breathing under control. A thin sheen of sweat covered her body, and it made her golden skin glow.

I idly played with the purple jewel of the necklace I’d bought her at Wildernova, feeling unreasonably happy that she was still wearing it. We’d been apart for far longer than we’d been together so I hadn’t been totally sure how she would react to seeing me again in person, but based on the way she’d pounded me into the ground, I felt reasonably sure that she was happy to see me.

Once she’d caught her breath, she shifted around and rested her folded arms on my chest to stare up at me with a little pout. “You really aren’t allowed to ditch me this weekend,” she mumbled.

I rolled my eyes. “I was joking, Josie. I want to do everything with you.” I shifted a bit to get more comfortable, and winced at the slight ache I felt in my ass. “In an hour or so, anyway.”

Her face finally relaxed into the smile I loved so much. “Good.” She stretched up to kiss me then, and as she did I felt her deflated dick rub against me. “You know, having you here is going to be dangerous for me. I don’t even want to leave the tent anymore.”

My chest tightened. Knowing how much going to music festivals meant to her, I felt more than a little flattered that she felt strongly enough about me to give up something that she really loved.

But that was the last thing that I wanted. I liked the Josie who danced as hard as she could until she became sweaty and exhausted, and who sang at the top of her lungs until her voice went hoarse. I liked the Josie who knew how to have fun, even if she was completely by herself.

Most of all I liked the Josie who opened her heart to strangers, and by doing so encouraged them to do the same.

“Oh, well in that case, I take back what I just said. I drove four hours and paid two hundred dollars to see live music, not hang out in a tent all weekend,” I said.

Josie scowled and climbed on top of me again, and then I felt her cock twitch and swell against my stomach. “It sounds like I took it too easy on you,” she nearly growled.

Despite the heat outside I felt a cold, tiny prickle of fear, and knowing what was about to happen next, I could only smile.
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