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Chapter One




The road to the festival was buzzing long before we got there. Even from the car, I could hear the faint thump of bass and cheering drifting on the warm air. Ben had the windows down, one hand on the wheel, the other tapping along to the stereo.

I was in the passenger seat, finishing my lipstick in the mirror and trying not to smudge it. My outfit was a bit ridiculous: a tiny yellow vest that my ample breasts were practically falling out of, tiny denim shorts that barely qualified as clothing, and thigh-high boots. I’d tied my wavy blonde hair up in a messy bun. Perfectly dressed for pulling pints… and attracting attention.

Ben glanced at me, a smile on his lips. “You do realize you’re supposed to be working behind the bar, right? Not causing erections every time someone walks past.”

I grinned. “Maybe both. Multitasking.”

He gave me that look, the one that said he was getting turned on by the idea of me with other men. “You love getting people all flustered, don’t you?” he said.

“Maybe,” I said, pretending to be innocent. “It’s not my fault, I’m friendly.”

He shook his head. “Every time you start a new free-use job, it drives me crazy. I’m getting hard right now.”

“You should be used to it by now.”

“Yeah,” he said, eyes flicking to my bare legs. “But somehow, each time is hotter than the last. What are you going to get up to this time? Sex in a tent? Behind the main stage? Do you think you’ll bag an actual rockstar?”

I laughed. “I don’t know, but I hope to get the whole band.”

Ben groaned deep in his throat. “Fuck, Molly, don’t. I’m already struggling to drive with this hard-on.”

I laughed and leaned back, resting my feet on the dashboard. I put my left hand on his thigh and then rubbed it slowly over the bulge in his pants.

The closer we got, the louder everything became: the crowds, the shouting, the clatter of tents and food trucks being set up. It already smelled like burgers and cheap beer. When we pulled up near the staff gate, I could see the big “Festival Crew” banner fluttering on the fence. A few vans were parked nearby where people were unloading crates of drinks.

Ben parked up and looked at me for a second. “You’ve got your pass?” he asked finally.

I held it up. “Right here.”

“Good. And try not to… you know. Cause chaos.”

I giggled. “There’s one bit of chaos I need to cause before I leave.” I reached over and unzipped his pants. Then I reached in and pulled out his hard cock. I leaned down, swirling my tongue around the head as I took him into my mouth.

“Fuck, Molly,” he moaned happily.

I took his dick out of my mouth for a second and looked up at him. “I couldn’t leave without saying goodbye,” I smirked. Then I put his cock back in my mouth and sank down all the way to the base, taking his throbbing erection deep into my throat.

I bobbed my head up and down, my hand working his balls as I deep-throated him. I’d done this enough times that I hardly gagged, just a few strangled choking noises. I could hear people walking past the car, oblivious. Ben threw his head back against the seat and murmured with pleasure.

Faster and faster I sucked him, working him closer to his climax. With my free hand, I popped the button on my shorts and slipped it inside. My panties were already damp, my arousal leaking out of my swollen slit. I pushed two fingers deep into my cunt, grinding my palm against my clit. I was soaked. I could hear the obscene wet sounds as I finger-fucked myself.

“Molly, fucking hell,” Ben groaned. “You’re so good at sucking dick. I can’t wait to hear about all the other lucky guys you suck off today.”

His cock was throbbing against my tongue, and I knew he was close. I pulled my fingers out of my dripping pussy and started frantically rubbing my clit. I wanted to time my orgasm for when he filled my mouth. Ben was squirming in his seat now, one hand gripping the door handle, while the other slipped inside my top and groped my breast.

“Fuck… I’m going to… come,” he gasped.

I felt his cock twitch, and then the flood of warm, salty cum filled my mouth. With a final flick of my fingers, I pushed myself over the edge. Waves of pleasurable relief flooded my body. I moaned around his cock, the vibrations milking load after load of cum onto my tongue. I swallowed it down as fast as I could, careful not to spill a drop, even as my body shuddered and shook with my own orgasm.

Finally, I sat up and kissed him, letting him taste himself on my tongue. Then I pulled my fingers out of my panties and forced them into his mouth. He licked my sticky arousal off of them, murmuring happily.

“Go on, fuck off,” he laughed. “You’re going to be late.”

I laughed, too, grabbed my bag, and climbed out. Outside the air-conditioned car, the heat hit me instantly. It was going to be a hot one. I waved to Ben as he pulled away, then turned toward the noise and color ahead. Another temp job, another mad day of strangers and noise and maybe a bit of mischief. I couldn’t wait.


Chapter Two




The path from the car park to the staff gate was already busy. I was halfway across the gravel when a security guard stopped me at the barrier. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and, despite the heat, he was wearing one of those black puffer jackets that made him look even bigger. His head was shaved completely bald, but he made up for it with a long, black beard. His name badge said that his name was Dave.

His sunglasses hid most of his face, but the smile that crept across his mouth when he saw me told me everything I needed to know. I didn’t need to be able to see his eyes to know he was looking right down my top.

“Morning,” he said, nodding at my lanyard. “Crew pass?”

I flashed it with a grin. “You bet. First day.”

“Mind if I check your bag, love?”

“Go ahead.” I handed it over, watching him rummage through the few bits inside: lip gloss, deodorant, a couple of vibrators, the usual. He zipped it back up and handed it to me with a smirk.

“You one of the free-use girls, then?”

“Sure am,” I giggled, fluttering my eyelashes at him. “So don’t I need a body search?”

He raised an eyebrow above his sunglasses. “You volunteering?”

“Depends how thorough you are.”

That got a laugh out of him. “You’re trouble already. Step over here then.”

I followed him into a side-tent, just out of sight of the barrier where other crew members were having their bags searched.

“Arms up,” he said.

I put my arms out to the side, and he frisked me down my sides, his hands brushing the edge of my breasts and making them bounce.

“I think you missed a bit,” I said, grabbing his wrists and guiding his big hands right onto the front of my tits. He smiled and gave them a squeeze. His fingers found my nipples through the thin fabric, and I felt them stiffen.

“What do we have here?” he grinned. “Trying to sneak in something hard and pointy?”

“Why don’t you check?” I said, pulling down the front of my top and exposing my breasts.

He traced the outline of my nipples, making them even harder. Then he teased each one between his finger and thumb, making me gasp and moan with pleasure.

“Everything seems to be in order,” he said.

I grabbed one of his wrists again and slid his hand down my body, over my stomach, to the top of my shorts.

“You’d better check in here, too.”

“You really are trouble,” he said. But it didn’t stop him from undoing the button on my shorts and tugging down the zip. He slipped his hand into my panties, running his fingers through my bush and between my folds. “Jesus, you’re soaking,” he said.

“That’s because I’m being felt up by a fucking hot security guard,” I purred.

His fingers found my clit, and he started to massage it. “Oh, god,” I murmured. One hand instinctively gripped his massive arm. The other moved to his pants, tracing the outline of his cock.

“You free-use sluts really are the best,” he muttered. He increased the speed and pressure on my clit, and I felt the pressure quickly start to rise inside me. I whimpered with pleasure, my legs suddenly feeling weak.

“Kiss me,” I whispered.

He claimed my lips with his, pushing his tongue into my mouth. I let out a loud groan into his mouth and came hard on his fingers. My whole body shook, and my legs buckled out from under me. But he held me tightly, keeping me upright as the waves of pleasure washed over me.

When I’d finally recovered, I unbuckled his belt and knelt in the dirt in front of him. I pulled out his cock. He was thick and long, and already hard. I licked all the way up his length, making him groan and twist his fingers in my hair. I took him in my mouth and started to bob my head back and forth.

“That’s it, little slut,” he groaned, gripping my hair and forcing his cock deeper into my mouth. He was a lot bigger than Ben, and his dick was already right in my throat. A few moments later, my lips were pressed tight against his body. He held me there, listening to the sounds of me coughing and choking around him as my eyes watered and saliva dripped down my chin. I looked up at him through the tears.

“Good girl,” he grinned. “Taking the whole thing like a proper little slut.”

Then he started to move his hips as he held my head in place, fucking my mouth with his big cock. It felt so good, I couldn’t resist slipping a hand into my panties and fingering myself.

“That’s it,” he grunted. “I’m going to come right down your throat.”

It only took a few more thrusts, and I felt his cock throb as he began to unload cum into my mouth and throat. I gagged on it, but didn’t stop sucking him until I’d swallowed every last drop.

Finally, he pulled me up. Spit was running down my chin and dripping onto my exposed tits. My shorts were still open, my bush peeking out over the top of my soaked panties.

“What do you have to say?” he smirked.

“Thank you, sir,” I whimpered, my voice rough from being throat-fucked.

“Good girl. You’ve cleared security screening, now fuck off to your job before you’re late.”

“Yes, sir,” I grinned, buttoning up my shorts and tucking my tits back into my top.

I turned to leave, but he put his hand on my arm. “Oh, if you swing by later, I’ll fuck you so hard you can’t walk.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said, feeling another rush of arousal.

As I walked through the gate, I could feel his eyes following me. The music was louder on the other side, the thump of bass rolling across the open field. Ahead, I could see the bar tent; massive, with bright banners and stacks of kegs lined up behind it.


Chapter Three




The bar tent was a hive of activity the moment I stepped inside. Kegs were being rolled in, taps hooked up, and it smelled of spilled beer and sweat. I knew it was going to be one of those mornings where you didn’t even get a chance to think, let alone rest.

My new manager was called Clive. He was tall, skinny, and not very friendly.

“Just because you’re a free-use employee, doesn’t mean you don’t have to pull your weight behind the bar,” he told me, glaring at me over the top of his glasses like I had already been slacking off.

“Of course,” I said, touching my lips with my finger and giving him a sexy look. I’d encountered his type before, but they were usually putty in my hands once I’d got their dick in my mouth.

“Don’t give me your whore face,” he laughed. “Unless you’ve got a massive cock in those shorts, I’m not interested.”

“Oh, right,” I said, frowning. Just my luck to get a gay boss.

“Oi, Freya,” he shouted at a passing barmaid. “Come here and show the new girl the ropes.”

I turned to see a short, petite girl grinning at me. Her tie-dye skirt swished around her legs as she moved, and her little cropped top showed off her bare, unshaven armpits. She had a messy, carefree energy, her hair was cut just above her ears, and she had a mischievous glint in her eye.

“I’m Freya,” she said, holding out a hand. “Looks like you’re in for a sweaty morning.”

I shook her hand, feeling instantly drawn in by her infectious energy. “Molly,” I said. “And yeah… I can already tell.”

She laughed, tugging me toward the line of taps. “Don’t listen to grumpy old Clive, follow me. First rule: never let anyone see you standing still. You’re either pouring, cleaning, or running like you’re on an urgent mission. Got it?”

I nodded, watching her move with a graceful efficiency. She grabbed a couple of glasses and filled them at a rapid pace, wiping down the counter in one smooth motion. “Keep your cool, keep your smile, and maybe… sneak a little fun in when no one’s looking,” she said, winking.

I grinned. “That’s my specialty.”

The morning passed in a blur of orders, shouting customers, and endless pouring. The heat was brutal, the air thick with the smell of beer and sweat. Freya was everywhere at once, slipping between the taps and the counter, dancing to the beat of the bass from the festival beyond.

She was also very flirty. I was sure she was taking every opportunity to brush her body past me or touch my arm. Her breasts were just small, firm mounds, but her top was so loose that every time she leaned over in front of me, I could see her puffy nipples. It was starting to get me hot and bothered, and not just from the heat in the tent.

“You know,” she said as she leaned close again to wipe a spill from the counter, “I’m planning to sneak off later and see if I can hook up with one of the musicians. You want to come?”

I felt my pulse quicken. “Sounds like my kind of plan.”

“You two!” Clive barked from right behind us, making me jump. “Stop talking, there’s a queue of customers right out of the tent.”

“Yes, boss!” Freya snapped back.

By the time the queue had started to die down, I was already exhausted. I could feel the sweat running down my back and between my breasts. I turned away from the bar to find Clive standing there with his arms folded.

“Okay, you two have done quite well this morning,” he said to us. “You can take a five-minute break.”

“Generous,” muttered Freya under her breath, but she grabbed me by the arm and pulled me out of the back of the tent. We ducked between the throng of food vans and scattered trailers. The air was a little bit cooler back here, the smell of fried food mixing with dust and sun-baked grass.

“Perfect spot,” she said, nudging me into a shadowed corner behind a stack of empty crates. She pulled a packet of cigarettes from her back pocket and fished one out before handing me the pack. I took it gratefully. I lit it and inhaled the sweet, sharp tang as the smoke curled around us.

We leaned against the crates, shoulders brushing. I could feel the heat between us, the tension growing.

“Are we going to find a rockstar to fuck now?” I asked, taking another long draw on the cigarette.

She shook her head. “Not yet. Clive will kill us if we aren’t back in five minutes. We’ll have to wait until he goes for lunch.”

“God, I’m so horny, though,” I groaned, closing my eyes and leaning my head on the stack of crates.

I felt Freya’s hand on my arm. She tilted her head, letting her short hair fall over one eye. “You’re sweating,” she teased, running a finger down the front of my chest as far as my cleavage. I shivered at the contact.

“So are you,” I grinned.

She lifted her arms up above her head, showing off the patches of damp hair under her arms. “I know. Do you like it?”

Her boldness was making my pussy ache. “I do,” I said, reaching out to stroke the soft hair. “It’s so fucking sexy.”

It started small, just brushing hands and lingering touches as we smoked. But soon our hands were exploring more boldly, fingers tangling in hair, tracing along arms and sides. Freya pressed herself against me, and I pressed back, feeling the heat of her skin. Her hand went to my ass, squeezing my cheeks through my shorts.

She took a final draw on her cigarette and threw it on the grass, squashing the butt under her sandal. Then she stood up on her tiptoes and kissed me. Her lips were soft and tasted of smoke. Her tongue found its way into my mouth, and she gripped my ass a bit tighter.

I grabbed a fistful of her tie-dye skirt, pulling her flush against my body. The crates behind me dug into my back, but I barely noticed, too caught up in the press of her hips against mine. Her small breasts felt incredible against my chest, and I couldn’t resist lifting up her top to get a closer look. They were small, firm, and wonderfully sweaty. Her nipples were already hard, little puffy peaks staring up at me.

I dropped my head and took one into my mouth, sucking hard. The taste of salt and sweat and a faint, sweet floral perfume was intoxicating. She let out a sharp cry and tangled her fingers in my hair, pressing me tighter to her. I moved to the other nipple, drawing it out with my tongue before taking it deep into my mouth, loving the feeling of her small body trembling against mine.

But she had other plans. She was already unbuttoning my shorts and tugging them down. The thick denim shorts and my damp underwear were pulled down just enough to expose my mound, and I felt the cool air hit my hot, wet slit. Fully exposed from the waist down, she spun me around and pushed me against the crates.

I stuck my ass out for her, and she knelt in the grass, parting my cheeks with her hands. She leaned in, and I felt her warm, wet tongue on my rear entrance. I gasped with delight as she firmly licked the tight muscles around my asshole. I groaned, my hands flying up to brace myself on the crates above me, knuckles white as I rode the shocking, incredible sensation. Freya's tongue was insistent, hot and wet, circling and darting over the sensitive ring of muscle.

I felt my cunt clench, a deep, thrilling ache forming in my pussy. She sensed what I needed and pushed two fingers deep inside me, pressing against that perfect spot.

"Oh, God," I moaned. “That feels so good.”

The feeling of her tongue in my ass, and her fingers in my cunt was overwhelming. I closed my eyes and let out a shriek of pleasure as an intense orgasm washed over me. I could feel my ass and pussy contracting as the waves of pleasure came thick and fast, and that wasn’t all. There was a sudden release of pressure, and I felt myself squirting all down my inner thighs.

“Fuuuck,” muttered Freya, her voice vibrating against my ass. She worked me harder with her fingers, pumping them up and down against my G-spot and making me squirt again and again. My panties and shorts were only just above my knees, and I soaked them as I came.

When I could finally breathe again, Freya stood up and looked at my soaked clothing. “Look at the state of you,” she laughed. “You’ll have to tell Clive that you spilt beer down yourself.”

My legs were still trembling. I wanted to get her off, too, but I couldn’t stand up at the moment. I sank to the grass and lay back. “Come and sit on my face,” I said, looking up at her.

Freya’s eyes went wide with approval. She slipped her panties off from under her skirt and crouched over my face. I found myself in a little cocoon, the sunlight glowing through the thin material of her skirt as it spread around me. And right in the center was her hairy pussy. Her thick, black hair was wild and untamed, spreading down her thighs and around her asshole. Her cunt was glistening with arousal, the hair matted and wet around her entrance.

As she crouched down further, her lips spread apart, and she gaped open. I let out a low groan of anticipation, reaching up to gently cup her sweaty, firm ass, pulling her down the final inch until her slick, hot slit rested right over my mouth.

Her hips bucked immediately as my tongue made contact, tracing the length of her slit. She tasted incredible; salty, sweet, and perfectly filthy.

Her body went rigid over mine, and I worked her hard, sucking and licking with urgency as I knew that time was severely limited. I could feel the thin material of her tie-dye skirt brushing against my ears, and the hot, sticky drip of her arousal on my chin.

"Molly! Don't stop!" she panted, her voice cracking. "I'm... right there!"

Suddenly, Freya began to tremble violently. She gave a thick, choked sob, and her cunt pulsed rapidly against my mouth, flooding my face with her hot, sweet release. She slumped forward, her weight pressing me into the cool grass. I continued to lick up her juices until her shaking subsided.

A moment later, she pushed herself up, pulling her panties back on and smoothing her skirt. She looked down at me, her eyes hazy with pleasure.

“Fuck, it’s been ten minutes already, we’re going to catch hell for this,” she said, offering a hand to help me up.

We stumbled back out from behind the trailers, flushed and disheveled. My shorts were soaking wet, and we both had grass sticking to our knees. But somehow we managed to sneak back inside and get back to work without Clive spotting us.


Chapter Four




Afew hours later, I spotted Clive shuffling toward the exit, tugging his satchel over one shoulder and perching his ridiculous hipster hat on his head. “Lunch,” he muttered, barely looking at us, “No slacking while I’m gone.” He disappeared into the throng of festival-goers.

Freya’s grin widened the moment he was out of sight. “Pfft, he’ll be hours,” she whispered, nudging me. “Last I heard, he’s planning to sneak off to the medic trailer to hook up with one of the doctors.”

Her hand brushed mine, a quick, playful touch that made my pulse spike. “You up for a little adventure with a rockstar?” she murmured.

“Always,” I said, letting her tug me toward the back of the bar tent.

We slipped between trailers, sidestepping food vans and festival staff. The music from the main stage thumped through the air, vibrating through the ground beneath our feet, making everything feel urgent and alive.

“Okay,” Freya whispered as we ducked behind a trailer for a moment, “artist area is that way.” She pointed toward a narrow path lined with security fences and staff-only signs. “We need to be careful, our passes don’t cover this area.”

As we neared the backstage area, the buzz of the crowd faded behind us. Freya squeezed my hand, her grin wicked. “Rockstars, here we come,” she whispered.

We’d almost made it through a narrow security gate when a shadow blocked our path. It was a female security guard. She was massive, broad-shouldered, and had enormous breasts that looked like they weighed as much as Freya. Her arms were crossed like she owned the world. A black tank top showed off strong, tattooed arms, and her fierce glare nearly made me pee my panties.

“Oi,” she barked, her voice low and dangerous. “Where do you think you’re going?”

Freya froze beside me. “Uh… just trying to get to the artist area,” she said, trying to sound casual.

The bouncer stepped closer, and suddenly I was very aware of just how small I was in comparison. “Yeah, right,” she said, her lips curling into a grin that didn’t reach her eyes. “A couple of little free-use bar whores, off to find a rockstar to fuck, are you?”

“Something like that,” I whimpered nervously.

“Not today, you aren’t. Proper men aren’t interested in skinny little wretches like you,” she growled. “I’ve just fucked the lead singer of Black Hurricane. His cock’s so big it would split a pathetic thing like you in two,” she glared at Freya.

“Yes, ma’am,” said Freya, looking at the security guard’s feet.

She smirked, her giant tits heaving as she folded her arms tighter under her chest. “Now… fuck off.”

We turned around and hurried back the way we’d come. “We’ll find another way,” Freya murmured, glancing around at the maze of trailers, tents, and food vans. Through a narrow gap between trailers, we spotted a couple of roadies struggling with a mountain of equipment. Amps, cables, and cases teetered precariously, threatening to topple over with every step.

“Looks like they could use some help,” Freya whispered, her eyes glinting.

We approached the two roadies. Just as we arrived, the top case slipped off the pile of equipment that one of them was carrying. Freya managed to grab hold of it and save it from hitting the ground.

“Thanks, ladies,” one roadie panted, clearly relieved. “That’s expensive equipment.”

The first was tall and broad-shouldered, with dark hair that stuck up in rebellious spikes and a five o’clock shadow. His arms were covered in tattoos, and he had an effortless confidence about him. He put his stack of equipment down on the grass and wiped his hands on his pants.

He gave us a crooked grin. “Name’s Pete,” he said, reaching out a hand.

The second was a little shorter, lean but wiry, with sun-bleached hair falling into his eyes, giving him a surfer vibe. He had a cheeky smile. “I’m Theo,” he said, brushing a strand of hair from his face.

“I’m Freya, and this is Molly,” she said. “We work in the beer tent. You look like you need a hand getting all of that backstage?”

The roadies glanced at each other, then grinned. “If you’re offering…” Theo said, wiping sweat from his forehead.

We both grabbed some cases and cables and followed them through the maze of trailers to another security gate.A friendly security guard waved us all through, without even checking our passes.

Finally, in the artist area, I looked around in awe. The food vans were of a higher quality here, and there were several nice-looking outdoor bars, not at all like our dingy beer tent. The music from the main stage thumped through the air as we wound our way toward the artist camping section. We passed several musicians that I recognized, and my heart started racing with excitement.

Eventually, we made it to where the roadies’ own tent was pitched. They set the last case down with a sigh of relief.

“Thanks, ladies,” Pete said. “Seriously, we couldn’t have done it without you.”

Freya leaned close to me, whispering loudly so they could hear. “I think they owe us a little reward for all that heavy lifting.”

The roadies exchanged a glance and grinned mischievously as they immediately picked up on her tone. “You two wanna come inside? We could use a little… company after that workout,” one of them said.

I glanced at Freya, and we both smirked. “Why not?” I said.

We all crawled inside. The tent was barely big enough for two, let alone four. It was even hotter inside. I lay back on a sleeping bag, and Pete climbed on top of me, pressing himself between my legs and kissing me. Theo and Freya were already making out, too. It was so cramped, she was touching me. Soon, the small space was filled with grunts and little moans as we all made out heavily.

Pete’s hands were all over me, groping my tits and then tugging down my shorts and panties. I pulled down his pants and wrapped my hand around his thick, hard cock, while we continued to kiss passionately.

Next to us, Theo had just pulled Freya’s panties to the side and slid his cock into her.

“Oh, god,” she moaned happily, right next to me. I broke away from kissing Pete and started kissing her instead. I reached over and put my hand up her top, squeezing her cute little breasts.

Pete’s cock was already pressing against my entrance. I opened my legs as wide as I could in the cramped tent, and he stretched my pussy deliciously as he pushed deep inside me in one hard movement.

The guys started fucking us enthusiastically, and the small tent instantly became a sauna, the humid air thick and heavy, smelling of plastic canvas and four deeply aroused, sweating bodies. The sound of the music outside felt distant, replaced by the immediate sounds of cocks pumping into wet cunts, and our moans of pleasure.

Pete was grinding on me, his thrusts frantic and deep. His shirt was still on, but it was plastered to his back with sweat, the damp fabric sticking to him as we moved.

"Fuck, you're tight," Pete gasped into my ear.

I wrapped my legs as tightly as I could around his waist, feeling the delicious, wet stretch as he pounded into me. “Fuck me harder,” I begged.

Next to us, Freya was making gasps and high-pitched moans. Theo was driving into her with a similar, relentless pace, and I could feel the vibration of his strokes through her body.

I reached out blindly, my hand finding hers just as Theo hit her sweet spot.

"Oh, god!" she cried out, her back arching slightly as she came hard. Her hand gripped mine painfully as she shook and squirmed next to me.

Freya’s climax subsided, and I pushed Pete away. “Let’s swap,” I said.

Theo was still breathing heavily, his erection thick and wet with Freya’s release as the men struggled to shuffle past each other in the tiny space. His surfer-boy smile flashed in the gloom of the tent, and then he slammed his cock deep up inside me, making me cry out.

Freya had managed to get on top of Pete and started riding him hard. She was drenched in sweat and tugged her top off over her head, letting her little breasts bounce free. Pete grabbed her ass and helped her bounce on him.

“Put your finger in my ass,” Freya gasped as she rode him.

I couldn’t see, but Pete must have done just that, judging by the way her eyes rolled up in her head, and she fucked him even harder.

Theo hooked his arms under my knees and pinned my legs back against my shoulders, giving himself a better angle to really pound me. It didn’t take long before I came, my fingers digging into his back as I clung to him and let the waves of pleasure wash over me.

Theo pulled out and looked down at me, holding his cock. He lowered it to my ass and rubbed the head around my tight rear entrance.

“You like it up the ass?” he asked.

“Mmm, yes, please,” I purred. I turned over, lying flat, face down on the sleeping bags. Freya copied me, lying face down next to me.

We both reached back, spreading our own cheeks with our hands.

“Come on then, boys,” giggled Freya. “Fuck us in the ass.”

Pete spread Freya open even more and spat in her ass. Our bodies were pressed together side by side, and I felt her tense as he pushed his thick cock into her tight entrance. But she quickly relaxed, moaning with pleasure as he started to fuck her.

“Oh my fucking god,” she groaned, fingers finding mine again and squeezing tightly.

Meanwhile, Theo was using my own slick release to massage my asshole with his fingers. He worked me open, pushing a couple of fingers in first, before guiding his cock there. He pushed between the tight muscles, stretching me in a way that made me gasp with pleasure, before burying his dick all the way in my ass.

The two guys started fucking us harder, face down in the hot tent. I could feel the sweat running down my back as they pounded us. I slipped a hand under myself and rubbed my clit in time to the thrusts.

“Fuck, her ass is too tight… I’m going to come,” Pete groaned.

“Same,” panted Theo, fucking me hard. “Gonna come in her tight ass.”

I felt his cock throb, and the wet warmth as his cum flooded my ass. With a final flick of my fingers over my clit, I came too, squirting hard as I bucked and squirmed under him. I felt myself soaking his sleeping bag. Wave after wave of release came out as he fucked me through it, until every last drop of cum was in my ass.

It was so hot in the tent that I had to get some air. I crawled out, cum leaking out and running down my thighs. I stood up in the field, naked from the waist down, as musicians and crew walked past. A few of them glanced at me, but most pretended I wasn’t there. Freya crawled out after me, topless and dripping with sweat.

“Fuck, it’s hot in there,” she giggled.

“I know, right?”

The guys came out after us, pulling up their pants and doing up their belts. I wasn’t in a hurry to put my shorts and panties back on; I was enjoying the cool breeze.

“We’ve got to get back to work,” said Pete.

“And thanks again for helping with the equipment,” added Theo.

“Hey,” said Freya. “Can you get us onto the main stage?”


Chapter Five




The area to the side of the stage was a different world altogether. A band called The Lightning were playing to a packed festival crowd. The air was thick with heat and adrenaline, and every crash of the drums sent a tremor through the stage beneath our feet. Freya and I stood tucked into the wings, hearts racing as we watched the band tear through their final song.

A woman with a clipboard and a headset stalked back and forth, barking instructions into her mic. Two other women, impossibly tall, all legs and lip gloss, stood a few feet away, the stage lights glinting off their sparkly bikinis and high heels. They looked like they’d stepped straight out of a music video or modeling shoot, all pouts and indifference.

The guitarist ripped into a solo, and the crowd went wild. Freya gripped my arm, shouting over the roar, “This is fucking mental!”

I couldn’t help but laugh; the energy was contagious. The bass thudded through my chest, and when the final note hit, the noise from the crowd was deafening. “More, more, more!” echoed out across the field.

The band left the stage one by one, drenched in sweat and raising their arms to the crowd. The singer lingered a moment, soaking it in, before finally stepping off, right where we were standing. He had long hair, longer than mine, and an open shirt showing his chest, hung with gold chains.

He caught sight of us instantly. “Well, hello, beautiful ladies,” he said, looking us up and down. I noticed that his eyes stayed fixed on my cleavage for several seconds. “Where did you come from?”

“I don’t think they’re supposed to be here,” interrupted one of the models, scowling at us.

He ignored her and reached out to lift up my lanyard, peering at the pass through the hair sticking to his face. He brushed it aside. “You work in the bar?”

“We sure do,” Freya said, subtly elbowing me out of the way and shaking his hand. “I’m Freya, and this is Molly.” She didn’t let go of his hand, just held it, staring up into his eyes and fluttering her eyelashes.

“Well, you’re wasted there,” he grinned. “Come to our trailer for the after-party.”

The drummer had re-taken his seat and was counting in the encore with his sticks. The lead singer gave us an ironic salute and then bounced back onto the stage to the roar of the crowd.

The two bikini-clad models exchanged a sharp glance. One crossed her arms, the other rolled her eyes dramatically. It was obvious they weren’t enjoying the competition.

We watched the encore unfold. The singer was even wilder this time; shirt hanging off one shoulder, hair flying, his body moving like he was possessed. The crowd lapped it up, thousands of people losing their minds for him.

Freya leaned close to me, her mouth at my ear so I could hear her over the music. “He’s fucking gorgeous, isn’t he?”

I nodded, unable to stop grinning. “And he invited us to the afterparty.”

“Are you going to fuck him?” she shouted.

“I hope so,” I shouted back. “You?”

Freya looked around at the rest of the band. “I’m going to fuck all of them.”

When the final chord rang out, the roar from the crowd hit us like a wave. The singer threw his arms up one last time, shouted something into the mic we couldn’t hear, and then marched past us, grabbing us both by the hand as he went, and dragging us off the stage.

The models were already moving too, tottering on their ridiculous heels, trying to keep up.

The woman with the clipboard tried to stop us. “Can I see your passes, please?”

The lead singer brushed her off. “They’re with me.”

We followed him across the backstage area to a trailer, one of the biggest, and we all piled inside. The lead singer ducked through the door first, grinning over his shoulder at us.

“Ladies, welcome to the chaos. You can call me Jay, by the way.”

The rest of the band followed and sprawled across the seats: the guitarist with wild curls and eyeliner smudged halfway down his face, the drummer still shirtless, towel around his neck, and the bassist cross-legged on the floor, quietly rolling a cigarette.

“Guys,” Jay said, gesturing at us, “this is Frieda and Mandy, hard-working bar crew who snuck their way into paradise.”

“Freya and Molly, actually,” said Freya, giving them all a little wave. “Nice to meet you.”

One of the models perched on the arm of the sofa, her expression sour as she glared at us. Her friend stood next to her, pretending to look at her nails, but secretly watching us instead.

There were a few other hangers-on around, too, a couple of groupies chatting on a beanbag with an attitude of girls who’d seen this all before. On one of the sofas, a sleepy-looking girl sat smoking a cigarette. She was wearing a bikini top and nothing else, her blonde bush and shapely legs on full display.

Jay clapped his hands once. “Drinks for our new friends! Someone sort that out.”

The guitarist laughed. “Translation: new girls get the VIP treatment.”

One of the groupies on the bean bag stood up and grabbed some champagne out of the fridge. She took a swig out of the bottle and passed it to me.

Jay flopped down on the central sofa, slinging his arms wide. “Come on, don’t be shy,” he said to me and Freya. She dropped onto the seat beside him without hesitation, legs tucked under her. I sat on his other side, and he put his arms around both of us. He turned to Freya and gave her a long, sloppy kiss with lots of tongue. Then he turned to me and did the same.

When we finally broke apart, I saw that Freya had undone his belt and was pulling out his hard cock. I gasped, it was fucking huge, thick and long. He was also uncut, and Freya stroked him slowly, letting him get fully hard in her hand. I put two hands around it and joined her wanking him.

“Fuck, look at the size of this thing,” purred Freya.

“That’s why I’m the lead singer, baby,” he smirked. He grabbed a packet of cigarettes off the table in front of him and sparked one up, relaxing back and smoking while the two of us stroked his enormous cock.

The guitarist, Mac, had already knelt down in front of the half-naked girl. He lifted her legs up and spread them open, diving in to eat her pussy like he’d missed his last meal. The drummer, meanwhile, had joined the two girls on the beanbag, and they were wasting no time getting his cock out, too. That just left the bassist. He was a big, hairy guy, covered in tattoos.

“Looks like you’re with me,” he grinned at the two models. They shrugged and started running their hands over his chest, kissing his neck.

Freya and I, on either side of Jay, worked his enormous, uncut cock. It felt like holding a solid, warm piece of wood, heavy and throbbing in our collective grip. We were both gazing at it, sharing a look of impressed, filthy delight.

"I’m not sure it’s going to fit in my pussy," Freya commented, her eyes dancing. She used her thumb to rub the slick, wet head, eliciting a low groan from Jay.

“I think it’s about time we found out,” he said, putting his half-smoked cigarette in the ashtray. “Kneel on the couch,” he ordered Freya.

She did as she was told, kneeling in front of him and wiggling her ass. He hiked up her skirt and pulled her panties down to her knees.

“Nice bush,” he said, admiring for a moment. “Hold her open,” he said to me.

I moved around and spread her pussy open with my hands. He pressed the blunt head of his cock against her slit and rubbed it up and down, collecting her arousal on the end and teasing her clit. Then he nestled it between her folds and applied a bit of pressure. Her pussy resisted, and I spread her wider for him.

When he finally slipped inside, she cried out, lurching forward on the couch and moaning like she was in heaven. He started to fuck her, still only able to get half his cock inside her. I watched closely as her tight, wet lips gripped him tightly around his shaft.

“Oh god, oh… god,” she moaned over and over.

Jay reached over and picked up his cigarette again, taking a few casual drags on it as his hips bucked back and forth and his massive dick completely destroyed my friend. My hands were still holding her open, feeling the heat and the wetness of her pussy gripping his enormous shaft. I could feel every ripple of muscle in her thighs and ass as she strained against him. Even half-buried, his cock looked impossibly huge compared to her petite ass.

Around the trailer, the other band members were also fucking. Mac had only pulled his pants down enough to expose half his ass and get his dick out. He was pumping up and down between the blonde girl’s thighs.

On the beanbag, the drummer had one naked groupie bouncing on his cock, and the other sitting on his face. The bassist had stripped off completely, his slightly chubby body covered in thick, black hair everywhere from his legs to his back. He had one of the models bent over the kitchen counter, slamming into her from behind, her bikini pulled to the side to reveal her shaved pussy. The other one held him, running her hands over his hairy back and kissing him on the neck.

As I watched, he pulled out of the first one, bent the second one over the counter, and entered her instead. I was the only one not getting fucked, and it was making my pussy physically ache.

Jay smirked around the cigarette dangling from his lips, taking a final deep drag before flicking the butt toward the overflowing ashtray. He grunted, slamming impossibly deep into Freya’s cunt one last time. She came so hard she actually screamed, her whole body shaking uncontrollably as she rolled off the couch onto the floor.

"My turn," I said. The sight of her completely wrecked by his cock made me ache even more.

I dropped my shorts and panties to the floor and pushed Jay onto the couch. I swung one leg over him and positioned myself with his big erection against my stomach. It came up past my belly button.

Jay's hands grabbed my ass. He lifted me up and helped me lower myself onto it. It stretched me open inch by inch as I pressed it deeper and deeper into my cunt. The stretch was more than I was used to, but it was delicious, sending bolts of electricity through my body. My pussy was throbbing with need and gripped him like a vice, absolutely soaking wet.

When I was halfway down, I started to fuck myself on it, working it deeper with every thrust. Soon, I had the whole thing inside me. I pulled off my top and took off my bra, riding him naked and letting my breasts bounce around freely.

Freya was still moaning on the floor, recovering from her orgasm. Mac knelt over her, sliding his cock into her swollen and wrecked pussy and starting to fuck her. Most of the others had swapped around, too, but I was too busy fucking myself on the biggest dick I’d ever had inside me.

It wasn’t long before I let out a feral howl and came hard, almost blacking out at the overwhelming sensations. My cunt spasmed around his shaft, milking his cock and making him groan. Waves of pleasure washed over me, so intense that I had to close my eyes and let it all run through me.

When I opened my eyes again, the drummer was standing behind me, holding his cock.

“How about a cock in that tight little ass?” he asked.

“Yes, please,” I managed to gasp.

I paused, my cunt still stretched tight around Jay’s cock. The drummer moved into position, pressing his dick against my tight rear entrance. It felt like I was already so stuffed full that he’d never be able to get it in, but he managed it somehow. Both of them started to thrust into me, stretching me even more and taking me to new levels of ecstasy. I could feel their cocks rubbing against each other through my walls, and it sent me spinning into another orgasm.

This time, I squirted, too, soaking Jay underneath me as my whole body spasmed and shook between them. They kept fucking me, faster and faster, until I came again. I could hear some of the others climaxing around me in the trailer, but my whole focus was on the intense waves of pleasure washing over me.

I felt the cock in my ass throb, and then he spilled into me. At the same moment, Jay grabbed my tits hard and held onto them as he pumped load after load of cum into my pussy.

Finally, we all collapsed into a sweaty, groaning heap on the couch. Freya was panting on the floor, cum dripping out of her pussy, too. Everyone had finished. Jay passed around the cigarettes, and we all sparked up.

Jay took a slow, deep drag from his cigarette, his chest still heaving. "That," he finally said, “Is a good after party.”

I gave him a satisfied smile, shifting my hips to let the last of his and the drummer's cum ooze out of me. Freya, looking equally wrecked and delighted, leaned back against the wall. Her skirt was hiked up, her panties still around one ankle, and her bush was damp and tangled. “We’re going to be fucking late back. Clive is going to fire us.”

"We should probably go," I agreed, finally gathering the energy to look for my clothes.

Jay reached out and squeezed my ass cheek, grinning. "Go on then, bar whores. But if your boss gives you any trouble, tell him to give me a call." He ripped part of the cigarette box off and scribbled his number on it.

Freya stood up, straightened her skirt, and pulled up her panties. She gave the band a casual, departing wave. "Thanks for the hospitality, boys."


Chapter Six




We ducked out of the trailer door and stumbled down the metal steps, blinking rapidly against the harsh, late-afternoon sun. The fresh air hit us like a wall; it was still hot, but the breeze felt glorious compared to the heat of the trailer.

We walked in silence for a moment, moving past the luxury catering trucks and toward the less glamorous back exit. We were almost there when we heard a shout from behind us.

“Oi, you two! What the fuck are you doing back here?” It was the scary female security guard with the enormous chest.

“Run,” Freya hissed.

She grabbed my hand, and we legged it. The security guard set off in pursuit, but she was bigger and slower, and her massive tits bounced so alarmingly that she soon gave up. We raced past the guard at the gate back into the festival. By the time we reached the beer tent again, both of us were breathless and giggling like maniacs.

But Clive was waiting for us with his arms folded.

“And where,” he said slowly, “have you two been?”

Freya straightened up, instantly switching to serious mode. “Jay Robinson from The Lightning needed our help,” she said, haughtily.

Clive laughed, sharp and disbelieving. “You expect me to believe that? Jay bloody Robinson needed your help?”

Freya didn’t blink. “I’ll call him if you like,” she said, pulling her phone from her pocket.

Clive folded his arms tighter. “Oh, this I’ve got to see.”

Freya smirked, tapped a few buttons, and a video call screen popped up. A second later, Jay’s face filled the display, still damp with sweat, hair a total mess, grinning into the camera.

“Hey, Freya! Hey, Molly!” he said. “You make it back to the beer tent?”

Freya held up the phone so Clive could see. “We made it back fine, thanks,” she said sweetly.

Clive blinked, clearly not expecting that. “Er… Mr Robinson,” he said, suddenly all politeness, “I’m so sorry to disturb you, sir. And can I say what an honor it is to speak to you? I’m a huge fan.”

Jay waved him off with a grin. “No worries, mate. I’m sorry I had to steal your staff, but these two were legends earlier. They helped us after the show. We couldn’t have done it without them.”

Freya’s grin widened; I had to bite my lip to stop myself laughing.

“Right, well… yes, thank you,” Clive stammered. “Sorry for the confusion. You can borrow them any time.”

Jay winked at us through the screen. “See you girls later, yeah? Don’t work too hard.” Then the call ended.

For a long moment, Clive just stood there, staring at us like he couldn’t decide whether to sack us or give us a pay rise.

Finally, he muttered, “Get back to work.”

“Yes, boss,” Freya said cheerfully, already turning toward the taps.

We worked hard for what was left of the afternoon, but finally, my shift was over. The sun was starting to dip, a golden, dusty light spreading across the festival site as I collected my bag and headed to the exit. The music on the main stage was still in full swing, but I was exhausted and ready to go home.

At the main gate, I spotted Ben’s car idling by the side of the road. When he saw me, he grinned and gave a little wave out the window. I was just about to walk over when a familiar voice called out.

“Hey! You again.”

It was the friendly security guard, Dave, from this morning.

“Hi, Dave,” I said. “Had a good day?”

“Started off with a great blowjob, so yeah, pretty good,” he smirked. “You want that hard fucking I promised you, before you go?”

I looked over at Ben, waiting in the car. A filthy idea began to form in my mind.

“Do you know what? I think I do,” I grinned at him. “Do you mind if my husband watches?”

Dave laughed. “You’re a wild one, aren’t you. Go on then.”

Ben had got out of the car by then, watching with a curious half-smile. I walked over, leaned up, and whispered in his ear. He gave a laugh, and a huge grin spread over his face.

“Come on then,” Dave said, jerking his thumb toward the cabins by the side of the car park.

The security cabins were small, temporary structures set up near the gate. Dave led us to the quietest one, furthest from the passing crowd. He unlocked the door and ushered us inside. The space was cramped, smelling of stale coffee and cheap disinfectant.

Dave flicked a switch, casting the small room in the dull, fluorescent glow of a single strip light. Ben stepped in behind me, his eyes bright with excitement. He leaned against the wall near the door and reached into his pocket to pull out his phone. He gave me a quick, mischievous wink as he set it to record.

Dave was already tearing off his belt, and his pants were soon around his ankles. He pushed his underwear down and his erection sprang out, thick and curved, already glistening with a bead of pre-cum.

"You like a man in uniform, eh?" he growled.

“I do,” I replied, “And I also want that hard fucking you promised me.”

I undid my own shorts. They were still damp and stained from my earlier encounters, but I shoved them and my underwear down in a rush. I turned my back to Dave and bent over the small, cluttered desk.

Dave didn't need any more encouragement. He stepped up behind me and shoved his cock into my pussy. I gasped, my knuckles white as I gripped the edge of the desk. He didn’t mess around; he got straight to fucking me hard, the sound of his hips slamming against my ass filling the cabin.

I met Ben's gaze over my shoulder. He was watching, his eyes dark with lust, his phone held steady. I could see the hard bulge in his pants. Dave’s hands were holding my hips tightly, his ass pumping back and forth as he fucked me relentlessly.

“Oh yeah, baby,” he grunted. “Take that cock, you little free-use slut.”

The desk scraped against the wall with every stroke, the whole cabin rocking with the force of his rhythm. I cried out, my moans of pleasure recorded on Ben’s phone. I knew we’d be watching it together later as Ben reclaimed me.

“Oh god, your cunt feels so good,” Dave groaned.

“Why don’t you try her ass?” Ben said, moving closer so he could film it even better.

Dave nodded and pulled out. He spat on my asshole and then roughly forced his cock inside. I let out a loud cry of pain, but it quickly turned to pleasure as he filled and stretched me. He started pumping into my ass as I clenched the edge of the desk even tighter.

Harder and harder he fucked me, chasing his own release.

“I’m gonna come,” he grunted, suddenly.

“Come on her face,” Ben suggested, the camera still capturing everything.

Dave pulled out, and I knelt on the filthy carpet in front of him. One firm stroke was all it took, and he came right across my face in a thick, white line. The second load went mostly into my mouth, and I swallowed it down. By the time he’d finished coming, I was covered in it.

“Right, then,” said Dave, pulling up his pants. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Night, mate,” said Ben, putting the phone away. He helped me to my feet. “Let’s get you home,” he said. He looked me up and down; I was filthy and completely wrecked. “I’ll run you a bath, and you can tell me all about your day.”
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