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Chapter One

The line zigzags way out into the parking lot and around the block and I’m buzzing with excitement as I hop onto the end. I look around at the other people waiting, clutching tickets in sweaty hands, and wonder if I really fit in.

It’s my very first music festival and I’ve got tickets for opening day. A lot of people are camping to experience all 3 days but I was a little nervous to do that all by myself.

I’ve chosen a strappy black crop top and a denim skirt with black boots stretching nearly up to my knees. My eyes are lined in bold black and my lip color pops. I’ve been told more than once that I have perfect dick-sucking lips, but I was never quite sure what that meant. I left my hair long and wild, reaching halfway down my back. I carefully applied body glitter, pink and gold sparkles in tasteful explosions of color on my face, shoulders, and chest. It’s a good look—but is it the right one?

Judging by the stares I’m getting, I didn’t do half bad. Gorgeous women in sundresses, skater skirts, or little more than bikini tops smile and wave. Men leer at me, eyes tracking my long, tan legs. Their stares make me feel good. It’s been a long time since I felt beautiful, or like I really belonged somewhere.

My ex, Connor, did everything in his power to make me feel like an outsider. He loved going to music festivals, but he never took me with him, no matter how much I begged. He always preferred to go with a group of his buddies, probably so that he could cheat on me with a bunch of raver girls in their tents at night. 

Now that we’ve broken up, I’m finally doing it all on my own. I bought my own ticket and showed up dressed to kill.

Just the thought of being free sends tingles of anticipation throughout my body. I can really do anything I want now.

I even have a little secret—I can feel every gust of breeze beneath my skirt because I have nothing underneath. Connor would’ve lost his shit if he’d known, but it makes me feel deliciously naughty. I’m not his good little girl anymore. I don’t belong to anyone.

I can see other women in similar tiny outfits, most of them are decked out in bright, colorful jewelry. I look down at my naked wrists and wonder where I can find some cute rainbow bracelets like that.

The butterflies tickle my stomach and I can feel the bass pounding through the speakers, vibrating through the ground as the line inches closer to the entrance.

I itch to get in there and see the crowds, the lights, the performers. I want to wander through the stages and vendors, maybe find a free water station. It will be a struggle to stay hydrated today with the sun beating down. A bead of sweat drips between my breasts and I sigh. I’ll have to be careful.

“You all right, there? You look thirsty.” The man in front of me turns around and smiles, though his eyes seem locked on that bead of sweat. I blush, looking shyly away and fan the air around my face.

“I’m fantastic. Just a little hot.”

“More than a little hot.” He grins and it makes me tingle. I can feel a different sort of heat beginning to build between my legs. “Want some water? I’ve got to finish this before we get up there.”

“Oh, sure! Thank you!” I smile.

“I’m a bit of a germaphobe, do you mind if I just pour it into your mouth?” he asks.

“Yeah, that’s fine.” I move closer and bend down a little, opening my mouth.

“Stick your tongue out a little?”

I do as he asks and look up at him with big eyes, waiting for him to start pouring the water. One of his friends turns around and watches, nudging another guy. Soon, four of them are surrounding me, watching as the man pours water onto my eagerly waiting tongue. It’s too much—it spills over the sides, dripping down my chin, and splashing my chest. It’s so cold and refreshing, I don’t mind at all.

I swallow it all and stand up, wiping my face with the back of my hand.

“Thanks, I needed that.”

“Of course, we’ve all got to look out for each other.” There’s a dangerous heat flickering behind his eyes.

“Calm down, Trent. She doesn’t even have any bracelets on.” One of his friends slaps a hand on his shoulder.

I frown down at my arms. Are the bracelets really that important? “I didn’t know…”

“Is this your first festival?”

Now I feel really awful. “How did you know? Do I stick out like a sore thumb?”

He laughs and the sound tightens something deep in my belly. I don’t find him that physically attractive, but I think the excitement of being here has me all wound up. Being surrounded by four big, sweaty men makes my nipples tighten into hard little points, and I know they can see them through my crocheted top.

“No, you’ve just got that look about you. Innocent.”

“Virginal.” The man next to him joins the conversation, raking his eyes over me slowly, like he’s feasting on the sight.

I can’t help the nervous giggle that squeaks out of my throat. I cover my face and hope they can’t see the blush surely tinging my cheeks.

“Definitely not a virgin,” I croak, my voice coming out strangely high-pitched. “But it is my first festival.”

“And you’re all alone?” The second man asks, scanning the area around me.

I cross my arms over my chest, then realize that makes my big tits nearly pop out of my shirt, and rest them anxiously at my sides. I should’ve bought pasties. I’m starting to feel a little too on-display.

“Yep.” I smile self-consciously. “I love Triple X and house music. I’ve been excited about this for months.”

It’s true. I bought the tickets for me and Connor, but when he turned out to be a lying, cheating scumbag, I sold one and kept the other for myself. I’ve been listening to all the headliners for weeks, preparing to sing every word at every show.

The line moves up a few paces until we’re nearly at security.

“Triple X is great,” says one of the guys. “We all look out for each other at these festivals, so if you need anything, don’t be afraid to ask for help.”

“A lot of the girls here wear bracelets. It’s kind of a game at these shows. Did you want some? We can hook you up with our friend Holly. She loves virgins.”

Trent’s voice is so sexy and I definitely get the vibe that he’s flirting with me. It’s turning me on despite myself, and I might’ve considered hooking up with him, but I’ve got other priorities today. Teaming up with another woman isn’t a bad idea, though. And I definitely want some bracelets if they’ll help me fit in more.

“That would be great, thank you.” I nod and hold his gaze. I wish these butterflies in my stomach would calm down. I hardly know him!

I haven’t even walked through the gates yet, and I’ve already made some festival friends. No wonder my ex loved coming to these shows. It makes me feel even worse that he never wanted to bring me. Did he think I wasn’t friendly enough? Or pretty enough? I was never enough of anything for him. But these guys accepted me right away.

“Stick with us and we’ll make sure you get in with the cool crowd.” Trent winks and wraps a sweaty arm around my waist, sliding over my bare skin.

I take a step forward and feel engulfed by his circle of friends. The heat pouring off their bodies puts my senses on high alert, but I’m comfortable here. I feel protected.

“What’s your name?” Trent asks as we approach security.

“Mindy.” I hand over my ticket and the broad-chested guard stares me down. I don’t know what’s getting into me today, but he looks incredibly sexy. It’s probably just the addictive feeling of being newly single.

“No bags?” he asks, sounding bored. “No hidden drugs or weapons?”

“Nope,” I smile. Other than some money and a tube of chapstick, I’ve got nothing in my pockets. “Sure you don’t want to do a strip search anyway?”

The corner of his lip twitches and Trent’s hand squeezes my hip. Is my new friend jealous already? Connor was always super possessive and it drove me wild. I refuse to be claimed so early in the day.

As we step through the gates, I pull out of his embrace and gawk at the frenzied activity. The energy is electrifying. Everywhere I look, there are vibrant colors and clashing sounds warring for attention.

People throng at various stages, or they wait in line at food trucks, or they sit under tents getting massages, body paint, or juggling poi.

It’s too much to take in at once, but I do notice that almost every woman is wearing a row of those colorful bracelets.

“You said you had some girl friends? With bracelets?” I turn back to Trent.

He chuckles and reaches out to cup the back of my neck. The scrape of his rough skin against my smooth flesh gives me pleasurable goosebumps as he digs his thumb into a knot in my shoulder. The music is loud, beats from different stages blending together, so I can barely hear him as he waves goodbye to his friends.

Then he steers me around with that big hand, and suddenly his face is only inches from mine. I instinctively tilt my head up and my lips part on a hot breath as my nipples start to tingle.

His fingers reach deep into my hair, tangling, and then he pulls sharply. It makes me gasp and my pussy is suddenly dripping as my neck arches back.

Trent just barely grazes his nose across my throat. The scrape of his stubble makes my legs weak with desire. I reach out to steady myself and my hands graze something solid and thick below his belt buckle. His hand tightens in my hair as my fingers follow the hard length of him.

Fuck. I swallow and my throat bobs beneath his lips.

“Are you going to be a good little slut for me, Mindy?” he asks, and it’s like I’ve forgotten where we are—surrounded by people and noise, but he’s the only thing I see, and I feel like I might die if he doesn’t touch me.

“Um—” My breath comes out shakily. I’m seconds away from humping his leg like a dog, desperate for relief from the aching in my core.

And then just as suddenly, he releases me. When he takes a step back, a cool breeze whips between us, fanning the flames of my desire, but cooling the insatiable need to get fucked there and then.

He chuckles, as if he can see it on my face, but his eyes are dark and glittering with lust.

“You’re trouble,” he says. The evidence of my desire is sticky between my thighs, so I can’t even argue. I can smell my arousal in the air and I’m sure that he can too. My eyes are drawn to the bulge in his pants and my mouth goes dry.

“Let’s go find Holly before you get us both in trouble for breaking the rules.”

He takes my hand and leads me into the crowd as I try to ignore the throbbing in my clit. What rules is he talking about?


Chapter Two

The energy of the festival is intoxicating. The bass pumps out of the speakers and vibrates through my chest as Trent leads me further into the throng. Sweaty bodies slide past me, hands and hips colliding.

No wonder my ex loved coming to these events solo. I’d chosen this particular festival for their “anything goes” mantra. As I pay closer attention, I can spot people making out, groping each other without a care in the world. It does nothing to calm the throbbing in my core.

If people are this brazen in the middle of the afternoon, how much more wild will it get tonight? And after hours, at those campsites? I bet it’s just a huge sexual free for all. The thought of it makes my heart pang. Connor probably fucked a dozen different girls behind my back. There’s beautiful women everywhere.

“Our little band of friends is just ahead,” Trent calls back to me. He hasn’t let go of my hand for a moment and I’m thankful for the contact. I feel a little like Alice lost in Wonderland. If he let me go, I fear I’d wander away and never find him again—and I want to meet Holly.

“Trent! You made it!” A short, buxom blonde jumps up on her tiptoes and throws her arms around his neck. I come up beside him, squeezing his hand as I take it all in.

Several blankets are stretched across the grassy lawn. Incense is burning, cold drinks are sweating, and several plates of food are getting passed around a group in between shared cigarettes.

A few feet away, a couple is rolling around another blanket. The people beside them smirk and avert their eyes, but it’s hard for me to look away—one of the woman’s breasts falls out the side of her shirt and I gasp, but the man wraps his lips around her pert nipple and she moans in pleasure.

Fuck, my body thrums with desire. I wrench my gaze away as the curvaceous blonde attacks me with a bear hug next.

“Who is this?” She presses a hot kiss to my cheek. “God you’re gorgeous. I love the glitter,” she whispers in my ear and I blush. So many competing sensations have made my body particularly sensitive, and I love how soft she feels in my arms.

“I’m Mindy.”

“She’s a virgin.” Trent raises his eyebrows, and I frown as the woman pulls out of my embrace, giggling.

“Fantastic! I’m Holly. Do you know about the bracelets already?” She links her arm in mine and leads me away to find a spot together on the blanket. Trent looks like he wants to follow, but he gives us some space.

“No, is there some special significance?” I ask, eyeing all the colors on her wrist.

“It’s not an official part of the festival, but since public sex is allowed within the gates—”

“Public sex?” My mouth drops open. My eyes flick back to the other blanket where the couple are still going at it. Sure enough, he’s got her shorts down around her ankles and his fingers are plunging into her bush. She looks happy and free—I’m suddenly buzzing all over.

“Mindy, don’t you know what kind of festival you’re at?”

“It’s my first one.” I bite my lip. “I bought the tickets for my boyfriend… well, my ex-boyfriend.”

Her eyes widen sympathetically and she reaches out to pat my shoulder. “Oh honey. Don’t waste another thought on him. You picked the perfect place to get over an asshole ex. You can be anyone you want to be here. And a pretty thing like you,” she fingers a lock of my hair, “you can fuck anyone you want. What kind of sex do you like?”

“Umm, what?” I’m so thrown off by the question, I blink in surprise.

“Do you like being fingered? Licked? Anal? DP?” She starts ticking them off on her fingers. “Open to any gender?”

“Umm.” Embarrassment is clawing up my chest and cheeks. I can’t stop glancing over my shoulder at the couple nearby. His cock is out, hard and straining as he lines it up with her opening. Her mouth falls open in ecstasy as he sinks into her. They’re right there, fucking in broad daylight. My brain turns to static. “I like it all, really.”

“Good girl.” Holly grins. “Then you can wear the whole rainbow.” She starts pulling bracelets out of a tackle box, rattling off the meaning behind the colors and I slip them on one by one, the ache inside me growing stronger. The woman’s moans are getting louder. My eyes start scanning the field around us, and I realize a lot of people are getting more brazen. Clothes are starting to get tangled up or removed entirely.

“Everyone here knows about this?” I ask, still hardly daring to believe it.

“Not everyone participates. Some people just like to watch, and of course some just come for the music. There’s no pressure at all. Everyone is free here to have a good time, however that looks to them. And you can always use your safe word to stop things. But you look like you deserve a good fuck.” She winks as she pulls out a final bracelet.

“Now this one is pretty special,” she says. It’s black and sparkly, glittering in the sunlight. I suddenly want it very badly. “This one signals that you’re a free-use slut. Do you know what that means?”

I swallow and meet her steady gaze. Every particle of my body feels tense and alert. “I’ve heard of that before. Doesn’t it mean that… well, anyone can use you?”

“That’s right,” she says. “If you wear this one, it lets everyone know that you’re open to fooling around. The other colors you’re wearing tell them what you’re into, so you’re basically advertising an all-you-can-eat buffet. Does that sound like something you might like?”

I’ve never done anything close to this. I’ve never even had sex where I thought someone might hear me—let alone watch the whole thing. There has to be a few thousand people at this festival at least. The entire thing seems crazy.

I realize for the first time that Connor must have done this. He came to these festivals and he fucked girls with bracelets just like the ones I’m holding. All while I sat at home and waited for him like a perfect, obedient girlfriend.

Fuck that and fuck him. I want to be free. I want to be satisfied. And today, I think I really want to be used. I take the bracelet from Holly’s hand.

“Fair warning, Trent hasn’t stopped staring at you since we came over here. I think he almost came in his pants when he saw how many bracelets you took.” She shook her wrist where she wore almost every color as well. “If it ever gets to be too much, you can always take it off. Or you can keep it in your pocket and only wear it if you’re feeling really good.”

“Like during the Triple X set.” I smile and finger the glittery band, letting myself fantasize for just a moment before slipping it into my pocket. I slide the rest of them on my arm. I’m open to it all.

“Hell yeah. We’ll definitely be at the barricade for that one, so we can stick together.” She leans in and gives me a quick kiss on the lips. I’m startled for a moment, but she feels so good, I lean into it and pull her back.

Our lips part and the taste of cherries floods my mouth. I moan as Holly’s tongue touches mine. I’ve never kissed a girl before. I love how our tits are squashed together, how soft and sweet her lips are. I tilt my head to the side and deepen the kiss until it feels like we’re drinking each other.

She shifts her weight until I’m lying back on the blanket with her thick thighs straddling me. She tangles her hands in my hair and grinds against me. Anyone looking can see completely up my skirt to my bare cunt, and the realization floods me with heat and desire.

“Are you going to let me pop your festival cherry?” Holly asks, sinking her teeth into my bottom lip and making me hiss at the spark of pain that blooms into pleasure.

“I’d like that.” I’m practically gasping. I’ve never been so turned on. Trent is nearby, I can feel him watching. Who knows how many people are looking at us—I try to block them out and focus on Holly.

I squeeze her through her top until her big, pink areola pops free. For the first time, I take another woman’s nipple into my mouth and flick my tongue over her. The way she groans makes me sure I’m doing something right. I grope her other tit, massaging it and tugging on her nipple, loving the way she rocks her hips against me. I need more.

“I knew you were here to have fun.” She grins down at me. She pulls my head back by my hair and kisses me again, her tongue confident and exploratory. I love how her nubs feel under my fingers, but she pulls out of my grasp as she trails kisses down my front.

She smiles when she sees my bare, waxed cunt. I’m soaked with my desire. She barely grazes my lower lips with her thumb and my hips buck uncontrollably.

Trent has moved closer. I can see him just a few feet away, standing and rubbing at his crotch. He’s hot, and I know he wants me, which turns me on even more. I just don’t want him to swoop in and claim me before I even get the chance to explore the festival. I want this moment with Holly first to solidify my independence, even if he was the one to introduce us.

She follows my gaze and the smirk on her lips is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.

“Oh, he’s going to be so jealous that I get to taste your pussy first. Trent’s got a great cock, though. You won’t be disappointed if you decide to hook up with him.”

“Have you slept with him?” I ask, an eyebrow raised. I don’t know why it surprises me.

“Honey, I’ve probably fucked half the people here. But you’re the only one I’m thinking about right now.”

With those words, she spreads my thighs open and runs her tongue from my pussy to my clit.

“Fuck, you taste delicious,” she moans and buries her tongue inside me.

It’s so intense, I can barely stand it. I wriggle and writhe beneath her and she shows no mercy as she holds me open and fucks me with her tongue. She sucks on my clit, making my back arch off the ground. I nearly scream when she nibbles gently on my sensitive, swollen flesh but it almost sends me over the edge.

Trent’s cock is out. She wasn’t kidding, it’s magnificent. He strokes himself as Holly feasts on me. To my right, the other couple has finished fucking and the woman sits up, eating a slice of pizza with her tits out. On the other side of me, a man leers as he gets his cock sucked by an enthusiastic brunette.

Never in a million years could I have guessed that I’d end up here, getting my pussy eaten in public at a music festival. I haven’t even seen any bands yet, and this is already better than I ever imagined.

I look down at Holly, her pretty face buried between my legs, my denim skirt pushed up around my belly button. Her tiny dress is riding up, exposing her ass to everyone passing by. One man with a thick beard seems particularly entranced by the way her backside wiggles as she licks me clean.

“Mind if I slide in?” he asks, fingering the red bracelet she told me was for vaginal sex.

She turns around to see who’s asking, her face shining with my slick. “Oh baby, yes please.” She juts her ass out even further and returns to feasting on my folds.

My heart is racing. My entire body is throbbing. The man gets on his knees behind Holly, unzips, and wordlessly spears her with his cock. He holds my gaze as he starts to fuck her, rocking her into my pussy with each thrust.

This is intense. This is amazing. I can’t hold back anymore.

Holly slips two fingers into my soaked cunt and laps at my clit with her skilled tongue.

“Mm, Holly knows how to treat a lady.” The man grunts as I fall apart, trying to hold his gaze as I shudder through my orgasm. Holly’s getting fucked by a stranger while she eats my pussy and it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced.

“Holy shit,” I pant, shaking and clenching around Holly’s fingers. She licks, sucks, and slurps at me like she has no intention of ever stopping. She moans into my pussy as he increases the pace and depth of his thrusts and the vibrations send me into another peak.

I fall back as the man with the red beard shudders behind Holly. With three more cants of his hips, he’s done. He pulls out with a squelch and I see a wad of cum dripping out of her as he zips back up and shoots me a wink.

She looks happy, face red and shining as she crawls back over me and presses a sloppy kiss against my lips. I can taste myself on her. It’s musky and sweet and I think I could get addicted to it. I instinctively reach between her legs and my fingers slip through the warm, sticky liquid dripping out of her cunt.

I roll our bodies over until I’m on top of her, and fuck her with my fingers. Again and again, two fingers, then three. I stuff her full as she leaks sticky jizz.

I circle my thumb around her clit, taking direction from her breathy moans. I use the stranger’s cum as lube to slide my fingers through her folds and wring out as many of those pretty groans as I can.

Her shirt is all tangled up again. I pull it down with my teeth and latch onto her breast. That pushes her over the edge.

“Mindy, yes!” She shouts, drawing every eye toward us. She falls apart over my fingers, shuddering and bucking her hips. I keep stroking her until she stops moving, her eyes fluttering back open.

“Holy shit,” I say, hardly daring to believe that really happened. She laughs and sits up, grabbing a bottle of water and handing it to me. I guzzle it gratefully, and it reminds me of the way Trent poured it over me in line. I look back across the blanket and he’s still watching us, a fire in his eyes, and his dick back in his pants.

“That was amazing,” Holly presses another kiss to my cheek. “You’re going to fit in here perfectly. And now you’re not a festival virgin anymore!”

“I guess not,” I laugh shakily, adjusting my clothes a little self-consciously. I shake my arm, making the bracelets jingle on my wrist again.

“That was only the beginning.” Holly adjusts her top and then pulls us both to our feet. “Now that you’ve had your welcome orgasm, let me introduce you around.”


Chapter Three

I meet lots of beautiful people in Holly’s friend group in various states of undress. Most of them say hi and offer quick hugs, but I quickly grow used to being kissed on the mouth or having my curves fondled in greeting, thanks to the blue bracelet that says I’m open to getting groped.

“Another rainbow chick, far out,” one man says, reaching his arms around to squeeze my ass as he presses me against his chest.

“Behave, Jeffrey.” Holly rolls her eyes and links her arm with mine again, but I think she can tell I’m getting a little antsy. “This is our little area. You should get out and explore the festival, but come back and find us between sets! I definitely want to see Triple X together.”

“Definitely.” I kiss her cheek. She still smells like me and it makes my pussy throb. Now that I know about the festival’s rules, I’m even more eager to get out there with my bracelets. Connor would think I’m such a slut, but I’m not his problem anymore.

“I’ll distract Trent, but he’s not going to forget about a pretty thing like you any time soon.” I love the casual way she touches me, as if we’re best friends instead of strangers who just got each other off.

“Thank you, I’ll be back.” As she walks off to intercept my admirer, I slip away and wander across the lawn, fingering my bracelets nervously. Scattered across the property, I see more and more couples getting acquainted. More and more clothes are thrown haphazardly, more and more bodies are revealed and displayed.

I’m hyperaware of my thighs rubbing together with every step. I know the delicious friction is going to distract me all day, but I relish the feeling. The constant low thrum of arousal will keep me alert and in-tune with the intense sensations surrounding me.

I reach the first stage and push through the crowd, my body humming with excitement. The music is good, the beat makes my hips sway, and I can’t help but dance as I slide through gaps in between bodies to move closer to the stage.

Everywhere I look are nearly-nude bodies. People making out, rubbing each other, hands slipping beneath what little clothes they have left. The energy is infectious, but the music is somehow even more thrilling. The lead singer rocks his head as he belts into the microphone about love and sex and desire and it feels like coming home.

I finally push toward the front and what I see makes my heart nearly stop. My pussy drips as I observe a line of women, all on their knees, and the men using their mouths as they thrash to the beat. Glittering on each arm is the orange bracelet for oral and the black sparkly free-use band.

“You getting in on that?” A voice asks from behind me. I whirl around to find an intimidatingly gorgeous man looming over me. He’s practically a giant, blocking out the sun with his broad shoulders. I swallow as my eyes trace down his unbuttoned shirt, over chiseled abs, and a deep vee leading into his shorts.

“I’m not sure. You?” I ask, licking my lips. He takes a step closer and crowds my space, his thumb traces my lower lip and I tremble. He pushes it into my mouth and I suck obediently, swirling my tongue around the pad of his finger.

“Yeah, I think I’d like a taste of that,” he says, his eyes flickering like flames.

I reach a hand into my pocket and finger the sparkly black bracelet there, my heart racing. We’re surrounded by people. The singer is still wailing about relationships and sex. This is my moment.

“Then let’s do it.” I smile and slip the bracelet onto my wrist, pushing all but the orange one into my pocket, then lead him over to the line of people. I drop to my knees beside a stunning brunette with her mouth full of cock. She reaches out to squeeze my hand and smiles with her eyes as I join her.

The big man cradles my face, tipping my head back as if inspecting me, running his hand over my lips, my neck. “So beautiful,” he says, as he unzips his fly.

When his massive uncut tip springs from his boxers, my mouth starts to water. It isn’t until the salty taste of him bursts on my tongue that I realize I didn’t even get his name. It doesn’t matter. As he sinks back into my throat, I adjust my jaw, trying my best to take all of him. I’m rewarded with a groan I can hear over the crowd as the band takes a break between songs.

The woman next to me gasps as the guy fucking her mouth takes a step back and moves on to the next girl. She flashes me another sexdrunk grin, her face red and shiny with spit as another man takes his place. His dick is wet and he wastes no time before pressing it between her red lips.

I focus on what I’m doing, swirling my tongue around the big man’s head and stroking his shaft with my other hand. The band starts playing again as lust unfurls in my belly and my pussy aches. Kneeling in a line of ten or so girls all servicing the men in the crowd makes me feel sexy and powerful and free. More and more of them begin to line up, wanting a piece of the action. Now that I’m wearing the black bracelet, any one of them can use me. I’m so turned on, I can hardly think.

I don’t need to think when I’m sucking him. His cock is the perfect size and shape. When I cup his balls, his hands tighten on my shoulders, rocking me forward so that I can take every inch.

I don’t hear his words, but I see the grimace on his face as he starts to grow tense. The next second, he’s pumping my throat full of his hot sticky release. I swallow as much as I can, but he’s still going, wave after wave spurting in my mouth and it starts to drip down my face. When he finally drains his balls in my mouth, he slumps over me, brushing my hair out of my face.

“Perfect,” he mouths, before zipping up and disappearing into the crowd. I hardly have time to wipe my face before the next man steps up, cock jutting out and dripping with pre-cum, ready to go.

I smile up at him, then wrap my hand around his skinny prick and start sucking. It feels so dirty, so wrong, but it’s all good fun. Another girl has joined in on my other side, and there are now over a dozen of us on our knees. It makes me think about glory holes, but we’re out in the bright sunshine, surrounded by people who know how to be free.

Some guys take a turn with everyone in line, seeing who can go deeper, whose tits are the most fun to play with while they thrust, who they can cover in the most cum. It’s fun to see so many different cocks in all different sizes. I lose count of how many I fit in my mouth. At one point, I’ve got two stuffed between my lips and one in each hand. I feel stretched and used, hot and sticky, and sexy beyond belief.

But the set is ending soon.

“Give it up for this glorious fuckfest!” The singer cries into the mike. “These gorgeous ladies have been working hard since we got on stage. Any one of you is welcome in our dressing rooms. Come find me after the show.” I guess he must wink or something, because the crowd goes nuts. I’m not sure because I’m trying to swallow every last drop of the latest load.

“Come on, slip your bracelet off,” a cute female voice whispers in my ear. I feel gentle fingers tugging at my wrist and I slip the rubber circle back in my pocket. I finish stroking the last cock in front of me, using both hands to get him off until he erupts over my neck and tits. I’m so covered in cum, it’s mixing with my sweat and saliva and drying on my skin. Only as I slow down do I finally realize that my jaw aches, my knees are growing tired, and my desire is dripping down my thighs.

When I finally get up, I feel a hand at my elbow. The woman is helping me stand, I’m still a little wobbly on my feet, but I’ve never felt sexier.

“How are you feeling?” she asks. Her smile is gorgeous. As the last song winds down, she leads me out of the thick crowd and into the fresh air. It feels glorious.

“Amazing,” I sigh, looking back over my shoulder at the throng of people. How many guys just used my mouth for pleasure? How many dicks did I suck and swallow? I’ll never know.

“Make sure you rest and remember to drink water. You looked great out there.” She offers me a bottled water and the second the liquid touches my lips, I’m guzzling it down. I tilt my head back and pour it over my face and chest, washing away at least some of the evidence of my slutty show. “I’m Bianca.”

“Mindy,” I sigh, feeling much better now. “Are you like a sexy fairy godmother or something?”

She giggles and it makes me want to kiss her, but my lips are too swollen.

“Something like that. This is my eighth year coming to this festival and you just looked like you could use a friend.”

“You know what I could really use, Bianca?” I ask as we walk over the lawn hand in hand.

“What’s that?”

“An orgasm.” We both dissolve into laughter.


Chapter Four

Sucking off a crowd of men was more fun that I could’ve imagined, but at this point, I’m desperate to get fucked. I know I could probably just ask someone and they’d scratch my itch, but I’m not sure who I want. The choice is overwhelming.

Somehow it feels more intimate than anything I’ve done yet. I haven’t been with another man since my cheating ex. Suddenly I’m feeling a little…shy.

Bianca and I clean each other off with her trusty bag of wet wipes and hand sanitizer. I sit on her lap while she fixes my makeup, and then patiently wait for her to do it again after we make out and mess it all up. I never thought I could be this horny, this sexual, this free. It’s liberating.

But I still desperately need to get fucked. I’m definitely not ready for another free-use experience, but maybe I’m ready for something else.

Bianca’s familiar with Holly and her gang from other festivals so she follows me back to the blankets, hand in hand. I can’t find the pretty blonde, but Bianca wanders away when she spots some other people she knows. I do recognize someone else—Trent’s eyes seem to twinkle when he spots me.

In seconds, he’s beside me. His presence makes my heart pound. The intense way he watches me makes my nipples grow tight. Could he be the one?

“No bracelets, I see.” He lifts my hand gingerly and I let it rest on his chest. I turn toward him fully so our bodies are aligned.

“I was just taking a little break,” I sigh. Somehow, he still smells good. Like sweat and pine and something that calms my nerves.

“Big day?” he asks, cupping my face and stroking a thumb over my cheek. His eyes flare wide when I suck it between my lips and graze it with my teeth.

“It’s only just started,” I say, and his hand moves to my neck. He gives it a gentle squeeze and then takes a step back.

“Well, don’t let me disturb your rest.” He swallows and I see the bulge in his pants twitch. I don’t want him to leave. I don’t want him to move away. I hold his eyes as I dig through my pocket and pull out the red rubber bracelet for vaginal sex.

“I still haven’t gotten what I really want,” I say, twisting it between my fingers. “I need more. Can you give it to me?”

He nods jerkily and I wonder suddenly if he’s fooled around with anyone else today. Something tells me he’s been waiting for me. It makes me flush with power and pride. But he doesn’t move closer, his body stands rigid and taut. I admire the veiny muscles in his arms and wonder why he’s not taking what he so clearly wants.

His eyes fall to the bracelet in my hand. He’s waiting for clear consent. God, that shouldn’t be so hot. I slip it onto my wrist and it’s like he’s been unleashed. The world narrows down to just the two of us as he picks me up. I wrap my legs around his waist and he carries me away, finding a patch of shade under a tree with less people milling around.

A small part of me is deflated that we won’t have such a big audience. It turns out I like putting on a show. I never could’ve guessed I had such a wild side.

“The second I saw you in line, I knew I had to have a taste of this pussy,” he growls when he’s placed me gently on the grass. “May I?”

He settles himself between my thighs and hooks one of my legs over his shoulder. I feel exposed, the breeze blowing on my aching folds. He leans forward, his stubble grazing the tender flesh inside my legs and his hot breath making me tremble.

“No,” I say, relishing in how powerful it makes me feel. “I need cock. Now.”

He gives one last longing look at my dripping cunt and then nods. “Yes, ma’am.” He shuffles to release himself from his clothes, mostly keeping me out of sight from anyone who might wander by.

I hear the rip and tear of a condom and I squash down another tiny spark of disappointment. I know it’s the right thing to do—the safe thing—but I crave something raw and primal and real.

My leg is still hiked over his shoulder as he lines himself up. The stretch in my thighs is delicious, so is the burn of his thick head nudging against my tight hole.

“Yes, fuck. This is what I need,” I moan as he sinks inside. He’s thick and hard and it feels so good, finally filling me up after so long aching with lust. He’s looking at me like I’m beautiful, breakable, and when I rock my hips to encourage him to take me harder—deeper—he luxuriates in his slow, gentle rhythm.

“If you were my girl, I’d treat you like a queen,” he murmurs, moving with that infuriating, unhurried pace. His cock strokes my insides like he wants to spend all day buried inside me. I want more. I want fast. I want hard. I want to be used.

“Trent, please,” I whine, shifting underneath him until I can get both legs wrapped around his waist. With a grunt, I flip us over so that I can ride him at the pace I want.

“Fuck, look at you.” He trails his fingers down my sun-bronzed arms and clutches my waist. He tries to guide my movements, but I ignore him, taking all of his throbbing cock and bouncing on his wrapped dick. The few places where our skin comes into contact tingle with electricity. I can feel my release building and I clench down on him. “Yes baby, ride it.”

He’s practically breathless. I’m so turned on by how much he seems to like me.

“Have you been having fun too?” I ask, impaling myself on his cock.

“Of course,” he grins, watching my tits strain against my crop top.

“How many girls have you fucked today?” I tease, grinding against his crotch.

“None. It’s just you. I knew you’d come back.” His eyes are practically reverent as he paws at my waist.

“Aww, that’s so sweet,” I croon and guide his hand to my clit. “But you should get out there. Have a little fun. I know I am.” I don’t think he can hear me anymore. He rubs obediently at my clit but his eyes are narrowing and I can feel his balls tightening beneath me.

“Are you going to cum for me, Trent?” I ask, tilting back to take him just a little bit deeper. His voice is hoarse as he grunts. “Tell me I’m a good fucking slut,” I demand.

“You’re such a good girl,” he slurs as he loses control. It’s not what I wanted to hear, but it sends me over the edge anyway. My pussy flutters and contracts as I squirt all over his fingers, splashing onto his clothes. I watch him as he sputters and jerks beneath me. It feels good, but something is missing.

When he’s finished, a hand rubbing his face as he gives a tired groan, I wiggle off him, expecting the pleasant drip of a job well done—but the mess is contained in the wrinkly latex condom. He pulls it off his dick and ties it in the middle and I try not to whimper—it just seems like such a waste after swallowing so much at the last show.

I adjust my skirt and scan the area, trying to figure out where he’s taken me. We’re high up on a grassy hill overlooking the grounds. It’s a madhouse out there, bodies thrashing and gyrating to music and lust. The orgasm was fine, but there’s still an aching deep inside me that hasn’t been fulfilled. I reach into my pocket and start slipping more bracelets on.

“You know, if you were my girl, you’d have anything you want. You’d never have to come to a place like this. I’d keep you satisfied.”

I groan, but not in a sexy way. Trent sounds just like my ex. He doesn’t think I fit in here. But he’s wrong—they’re both wrong. I can be slutty and nasty and free.

Like a lifeline, I hear the heavy bass beat of a really good song by Triple X from the closest stage.

“Thanks Trent,” I say, running my hands over my face and hair, but I’m disgustingly clean. It’s time to change that. “That was really sweet. I’ll catch you later?”

I don’t wait for his answer before running off to follow the music and find more of what I need.


Chapter Five

The flashing crescendo of a brilliant light show draws me in. I follow the path of two barrel-chested guys as they effortlessly part the crowd. Sensual music pumps through the late afternoon and makes my blood sing, my hips dance. Before I realize what’s happened, I find myself at the barricade, surrounded by a mass of writhing bodies, looking up at the stage.

“You made it!” Holly cries, wrapping me in a warm embrace. She kisses my cheek and it feels like she’s branded me with fire. “You look like you’ve had fun today.” I get goosebumps when our breasts brush.

“I did. Thank you so much for the bracelets.”

“You still thinking about going all in?” She holds up her black sparkly free-use bracelet. Her arm is decked out in a rainbow of other colors like mine.

“I think so,” I smile dreamily. Maybe after this song.”

I don’t recognize this one, but as I press up against the railing, only feet away from a DJ who looks like a God, I feel myself getting swept up in the moment. The neon lights wave and flash. The bass vibrates throughout my body and mimics the beat of my heart. I feel alive. I feel like one with the crowd. This is the feeling I came for—to belong somewhere. And all at once, I am maddeningly, ferociously, achingly horny again.

I catch Holly’s eye and slip the bracelet on. I’m instantly aware of how closely I’m pressed against the people around me. My skin buzzes with the contact and the friction of their skin against my arms and back, my nipples turn to hard nubs. I don’t know how it’s supposed to start. Do I ask someone to fuck me, or just wait for them to appear? I suddenly feel shy again. I surreptitiously lean over and rub my aching tits against the barricade to relieve some of the tension in my body.

A laugh rings out beneath the pulse of the music as a man’s rough hand caresses the curve of my ass. His fingertips graze the skin beneath my tiny skirt and send a jolt of sensation right to my core.

“Do these need a little attention?” he asks, slipping a hand around my waist and pinching my nipple between his fingers. “You’re grinding like a dog in heat.”

My face flushes with embarrassment but I melt into his touch, arching my chest to give him better access. My ass wiggles against his crotch and the steel rod I feel there makes my pussy throb.

I don’t care who this stranger is. All I care about is this great fucking song and how much it makes me want to get pounded. I want to be used and filled by anyone, left stuffed and dripping, just to satisfy the growing hunger inside me. The man moves even closer, and I make a small sound of excitement low in my throat as I feel the thick slap of his bare cock against my ass.

A few inches further and he’ll be touching my hot, wet pussy. I need so much more.

He has permission to do almost anything he wants to me, but he continues to tease. He pulls me into his arms, his velvety shaft between my legs as we dance. He pulls my breasts out of my shirt and kneads them with his hands as we sway. He twirls me around, exposing me to the crowd, encouraging men and women both to suckle my tits and pinch my nipples. I can’t stop moaning or pawing at his dick. I need it so badly.

The sound is swallowed by the music, but my lips part in a gasp as his fingers find my slit and spread me open. My pussy is gushing with desire. What Trent gave me wasn’t nearly enough. I don’t want to be loved or admired. I want to be used.

The stranger swipes his cock down my center of pleasure and hums appreciatively. I want this so desperately and now he can see just how much.

“You like this, don’t you? Letting everyone touch you. Letting strange men use you. You like being a free-use festival slut.” He growls in my ear.

“Yes!” I shout over the music. I can’t deny it. My knuckles are white on the barricade as he teases my entrance. To my right, Holly is getting fucked hard from behind as she gazes up at the stage, a blissful smile on her face. God, I’m jealous.

Then he finally spears me with his cock—one fluid motion, stretching and filling me, just like I’ve been craving. There’s no barrier there. No condom. I don’t even know his name, but he takes me bare, and it’s everything.

There are people all around us, pressing close on either side, but no one pays us any special attention. We’re just another couple in the crowd. I’m just another free-use toy at a festival where anything goes.

My moans are swallowed up by the thrumming music and the shouts of the fans. The stranger holds me close, keeping his movements small as he thrusts in and out of me, bringing me close to orgasm already.

He grabs my hips and uses them for leverage as he pumps in and out of me. My pussy wraps so tight around his cock, and I meet him thrust for thrust.

He slips one of his hands lower and gropes my ass, nudging a finger at my puckered hole as I let out a moan that rips through my whole body—as deep as the bass blasting from the stage.

“Have you let anybody fuck you here, dirty girl?” I hadn’t taken a yellow bracelet for anal, sure that would be too much for my first public sex experience, but I’m suddenly wishing desperately that I had. If I’d known that such a delicious cock would offer to fill even more of my holes, I would’ve taken every single one.

Without warning, he stiffens, crushing my body into his and holding me steady as he unleashes, filling me up with his hot load. Fuck, already? I’m nowhere near done getting fucked.

“Ugh, that was hot,” he says to no one in particular as he loosens his grip on me and steps back to straighten his clothes.

He takes a last appreciative look at my ass before pulling my little skirt back down, as if to protect my modesty—as if he hadn’t just shown me off and passed me around like a party favor.

I turn back to him with a pout. “More.”

“I’m all tapped out,” he laughs. I wiggle my ass and bite my lip, but he nudges the friend at his side. He’s cute, with spiky dark hair and a menacing smile. He’d been watching Holly take turns on multiple cocks, but he steps up eagerly to claim me next.

I smile and turn back to the stage as he spreads my cheeks apart and watches my hole drip with cum. I’m so glad I didn’t wear panties today. What a waste that would’ve been.

For a moment he seems unsure, but he’s so hard that it strains against his pants and looks painful. Finally, the chance to fuck a beautiful girl, covered in paint and glitter, in broad daylight at a great show is too much temptation. Who cares that his buddy hit that first?

Being passed around and shared is turning me on even more. Holly reaches out and grabs my hand as we both get bent over the barricade. The man teases my opening with the blunt head of his cock. I push back against him, silently begging for it. Slick with another man’s seed, he slides right in.

My tits are still out. He reaches around and rolls one of my swollen nipples between his fingers. When I throw my head back with a groan, he slams his dick home again, making me clench and squeeze him deep inside my cunt.

This little display draws the attention of another man. He has thick, black-framed glasses and he’s not shy about staring at my exposed tits while I’m getting railed from behind. Noticing him, the man pumping into me jiggles one of my breasts in offering.

The man with the glasses holds intense eye contact as he leans in and draws my nipple into his mouth. I whimper loudly as his teeth sink into my flesh and the man fucking me roars in approval. He can feel how much I love having two strangers use my body. He could be standing perfectly still and I’d wriggle and milk him until I got my fill. Instead, he pulls me closer, rutting deeper inside me with every movement, desperate for more, filling me completely.

My tits swing free of the other man’s mouth as I’m pounded from behind. In a pause between songs, all the women moaning around me are audible even over the blaring speakers, and it’s music to my ears. We’re a symphony of pleasure.

He lifts me off the ground, impaling me on his cock over and over until I’ve milked every last drop from his twitching member. When I can finally stand on my own wobbly legs again, he places me back on the ground and turns my head forcefully towards him.

His tongue in my mouth leaves me breathless, but before I can fully lose myself in the kiss, he pulls out, zips up, and walks away. He disappears into the crowd almost instantly, done with me, as my cunt leaks cum down my sticky thighs.

With a sigh, I turn back to the stage and adjust my top. I never imagined a music festival could be this much fun. I feel the eyes of people around me, but I don’t care what they think. The sun is shining, I’m sweaty and dancing, and I’m having the time of my life. I throw my hands up, close my eyes, and shake my ass to the beat.

I’m ready for another cock, but I don’t want to seem greedy.

I try to focus on the DJ, but there’s one person’s gaze I just can’t seem to escape. I feel it burning through me, giving me goosebumps, even through my closed eyelids. When I open them, the man in the glasses is right beside me, shaking to the beat and undressing me with his eyes.

Does he want more? His intense stare sets my core on fire and the answer seems obvious. I smile at him and he draws closer without a word. His arm wraps protectively around my waist and I sink comfortably back in his embrace. He shimmies behind me and gradually leads me off to the side, out of the crushing swarm of people where there’s a little more room to move and breathe.

The volume is less intense here, and I can actually hear people talk. It makes me nervous and I giggle as he pulls me in for a kiss.

“I’m Albert,” he says, “and this is the Prince.” He takes my hand and puts it down the waistband of his shorts where I find his hard cock waiting for me. I stroke his shaft and hiss as my fingers tug gently at the metal bar pierced through the head. I tighten my grip and jerk him a few times. I have to know what that would feel like inside of me.

Still dripping with the cum of two other strangers, I turn to face away from him and press myself against his body. “Please,” I moan, grinding against him.

“You’ll let anyone fuck your needy little holes, won’t you?” he asks, sliding one hand around to massage my clit. I nearly explode at the contact, his warm hands rubbing against me in delicious circles that wind me up with bliss.

“Do you like getting used by strangers? Doesn’t your boyfriend pay you enough attention? Or do you just like knowing everyone’s watching you?”

I wriggle in his embrace as if embarrassed by his taunting words, but I wouldn’t move away from that point of contact for anything in the world. His cruelty strikes right at my ego and my pussy drools as his fingers continue to swirl around my aching bundle of nerves.

Besides, it’s true. I never imagined I could feel this way—but being here is like falling in love. I feel buzzed and electric and beautiful. The sun is just beginning to set on the first night of a festival and thousands of people are moving to the same throbbing beat.

I didn’t know what to expect when I came here. My only regret is getting a one day ticket. Most people book the full three day experience and camp on-site. I can only imagine what kind of wild parties will go on all through the night. If this is my one and only chance to experience a free-use music festival, then I want it all.

I feel young, and wild, and free.

And right now, I feel free to cum on this guy’s cock piercing. But not before I get a little taste.

As if reading my mind, Albert wraps a hand around my throat as he pinches my clit between his fingers. “Tell me you want to be used,” he says.

“I want you to use me,” I whisper, and he brings me to ruin with his expert fingers, wringing every last bit of pleasure out of my body as semen continues to drip between my legs. Finally he releases me, and I catch my breath as he unbuttons his shorts and presses up against my back.

I drop to my knees and turn toward his beautiful cock. The piercing is shiny and thick, going right through the head. I lick it, loving the way the metal feels against my tongue, then take him into my mouth. Some people start cheering as I deepthroat, but it’s nothing like the wild dick-sucking frenzy of this morning. I swear I can taste pussy on his dick. I guess Albert has been getting around. It makes me flush with pleasure to be just one of many who get to share him today.

“Has anyone ever told you, you have perfect dick-sucking lips,” he asks, pulling out and tracing my mouth with the head of his cock.The smooth piercing slides over my skin and his pre-cum sticks to my face until I lick it off. He slaps me with his cock and it sends a shiver of pleasure down my spine. How many people are watching this? “On your hands and knees.”

I scramble to obey, the small clearing has just enough space for him to kneel down behind me. I feel the warm heat of him, the heavy weight of his cock against my ass, and the smooth piercing rubbing my skin. He flips up my skirt, and slowly pushes into my soaking slit.

My eyes roll back in my head. The silver bar travels inside me and I tremble in pleasure at the new sensation. As he begins thrusting into me, the heat of our bodies colliding changes the sensation into something less noticeable, but still wildly satisfying.

It’s unlike anything I’ve ever felt before, and I begin to lose myself in the feeling of gyrating against him. I feel like an animal, we’re both rutting on the ground as bodies sway around us, moving to the beat as the music plays on.

“That’s right, take another cock, baby,” he groans in my ear, and for a wicked moment, I think he’s about to share me with another man. Two cocks in my pussy? Or one in each hole? Don’t forget my mouth.

I regret all the bracelets I didn’t take. I was too nervous this morning—too unsure of myself—but now I’m certain. I’m a free-use slut and I want all the cocks I can get.

The thought sends a shiver down my spine. Pleasure is building up in my core like Jenga blocks. I’m about to topple over. I’m lost to the sound of his voice. The feeling of his hands trailing over my body. And his cock, filling and stretching my wet pussy.

When my eyes flutter open again, I see another man drinking me in. In fact, there are several of them watching me get fucked, waiting their turns. Heat pools throughout my body. I love the way they look at me. It makes me feel sexy and beautiful, even if I know in my heart that I can’t keep this up all day.

“Can you cum on my cock while everyone’s watching you?” My pussy flutters around him.

Fuck, I can’t help myself. My body lights up like a firework. Pleasure surges through all my senses as my toes curl and my back arches, pressing myself deeper into his embrace. My mind goes blank as I cry out, falling to pieces as he grunts his pleasure in my ear and finishes inside me.

I wilt beneath him as the set draws close to its end. The energy of the crowd is changing and people are starting to walk away. I’m not sure I can take another pounding right now and I quietly slip my free-use bracelet back into my pocket, to a chorus of disappointed groans.

“Thank you, Albert,” I breathe, nuzzling into his neck as he shifts to support my weight. “And the Prince.”

He laughs as his dick falls out of me, releasing another thick wad of cum. My legs are smeared and coated in the sticky substance, but I don’t mind. “Any time,” he grins, rubbing my arms and coaxing life back into my limbs. “Go on, get out of here. I’ll watch your back.”


Chapter Six

I weave my way out of the crowd and back into the fresh air and Holly’s group. I’m sweaty, smelly, and thoroughly ravished, but I’ve had the time of my life today. No wonder Connor never wanted me to come with him. That lying dog.

I think of him and for a moment I burn with humiliation. He cheated on me several times over, probably with an orgy of these festival girls—but I’m finally free of him. And now that I’m single, I can do whatever I want.

And what I want is to keep meeting new guys on the dance floor.

“Hey, you made it back!” Holly and Bianca are cuddling on the blanket with a giant water bottle and several plates of food.

“Did you love it?” Holly raises an eyebrow, looking mischievous. Bianca starts wiping tenderly at my legs with a wet towel.

“I fucked loved it,” I sigh, laying back on the blanket and stuffing a fry into my mouth.

“I knew you would!” She punches the air as if she’s just won a bet. “You’ll stay at our campsite tonight, right? You’re one of us now.”

“I’m not staying.” Are those tears I feel prickling at the corner of my eyes? “I’ve only got a day pass.”

“Oh hell no, you can’t leave yet! You’ll miss the Inky Potholes show! If you thought today was wild, just wait until Day 3 when everyone really lets loose. And the after parties at the campsite? Mindy, you have to stay!”

“Wait here, I think I have an idea.”

I’m so depleted, I can’t even let myself hope. When Holly runs back grinning, dragging Trent by the hand, I don’t know what to think.

“I know somebody who’s got the hots for you, and just so happens to have a spare ticket.” She gestures to Trent like he’s a grand prize.

I blush and look away as he drinks me in. I ran away from our last encounter looking pretty put together, but I’m a wreck after the Triple X show. Getting fucked by three strangers and passed around for a crowd to lick and tease will do that to you. My pussy twitches when I see the bulge in his pants again.

“You don’t have to do that, Trent.”

He shrugs. “It’s not going to any use. My friend couldn’t make it.”

“Well…” My heart starts to race at the possibilities. Could I really stay for two more days? Can I keep exploring this new side of myself? “I guess, if there were no strings attached…”

“Fuck that, it comes covered in strings. I want you in my tent tonight, no complaints—” He directs that toward Holly who opened her mouth to protest.

“You don’t own me.” I narrow my eyes. “I’ll do what I want.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” he says, sitting down beside me. “You can have the ticket. But give me tonight. Let me show you a good time.”

“You drive a hard bargain,” I say, desire starting to bubble up in my chest again. “I agree on one condition.”

“What’s that?” he asks, a lusty glint to his smile.

“I’ll take you up on that offer to eat me out now.” I spread my legs and show him my pussy, stuffed with the cum of three random men, looking pretty and pink and used. “Do we have a deal?”

His eyes are locked on my messy cunt. I can feel his hesitation, but his baser instincts win. “You, in my tent, all night long. And I clean that pretty pussy out for you.”

“Deal.” I put out my hand to shake.

“Get that bracelet back on,” he says, and I fish out the orange for oral. He takes it from me and slips it onto my wrist with all the gravity of a wedding ring, then he pushes me back onto the blanket and buries his face between my legs.

I just earned two more days at this wild festival, with no limit to the trouble I can get into before it’s over. Bianca and Holly cheer and run their fingers over my chest and hair as Trent gets to work.

A tall, shirtless man in a cowboy hat catches my eye and winks, tilting his hat in my direction. I grin and sigh as I settle into the intense waves of pleasure.

This is going to be the best weekend ever. I’m going to need a bracelet in every color.
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