
        
            
                
            
        

    
FreeUse Backstage Pass

an exhibitionist music festival fantasy

Ivy Vixen


Contents

Title Page

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Craving more?

Other books by Ivy Vixen


© 2026 Ivy Vixen. All rights reserved.




Cover Art © 2026 Ivy Vixen 

Images from depositphotos.com




No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher.




This is a work of fiction. The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.


Chapter One

I crack my eyelids open, taking a moment to adjust to the unfamiliar rays of sunlight peering through the green canvas ceiling. Where am I?

I roll over and spy the slender but strong form of a man and it all comes back to me. Trent gave me his extra ticket to Days 2 and 3 of the exhibitionist music festival, and we shared his tent.

My body is pleasantly sore after the wild events of the previous day, but the thought of doing it all again makes excitement build in my belly, soothing away the aches.

In fact, my eyes drip over Trent’s bare bottom peeking out of the sleeping bag, and I consider waking him up to thank him again. There must be some festival guardian angel looking out for me because I showed up here yesterday completely alone, and the universe led me toward the exact people I needed to meet.

On that note, I tell my pussy to cool it and wiggle as quietly as possible out of the squeaky nylon/polyester blend to search for Holly.

Miraculously, Trent doesn’t stir as I pull on my outfit from yesterday and run my fingers through my hair. The excitement of my first day at the festival left its mark on me. My thighs grow warm as I remember the line of women on their knees getting their faces fucked by strangers. I was one of them, letting myself be reduced to a hole for men’s pleasure while the band played on.

I have to find Holly because I want more of those rainbow bracelets. One of every color. I have two more days here with likeminded sex positive people, and I want to experience everything.

I push out of the tent and find her pretty blonde hair bobbing around across the clearing.

“Good morning,” she whispers, her smirk full of innuendo. “How was your night?”

“Great.” I match her volume so we don’t disturb anyone still sleeping.

“And Trent?” She waggles her eyebrows hopefully.

I try to stifle my giggle with my hand. “He’s a perfect gentleman, honestly.”

“But you want a bad boy.” It’s not a question. She must see it written all over my face.

My ex, Connor, was a jealous and possessive prick even though he cheated on me for basically our entire relationship. He would die if he found out I came to a festival like this on my own.

Getting used and passed around by strangers at the show yesterday awakened something inside me. No more Good Mindy searching for one man’s permission or approval. I’m ready to explore all my limits and desires with whoever happens to come my way.

Since I can’t deny the truth of what she said, I move the conversation along. “What I really want are some more bracelets. Can you remind me what all the colors mean?”

Holly’s eyes glitter and she squeezes my arms before running back inside her tent and fishing out her tackle box.

It’s not an official part of the festival, but a lot of the attendees use colored gel bracelets to signal what sex acts they’re open to. Holly opens her box with all the drama of revealing an ancient artifact or buried treasure.

I already have most of them. There’s pink for vaginal sex, purple for oral, blue for public groping, and a multi-colored one that means I’m open to all genders.

The most naughty of all is the glittery black one that indicates the wearer is available for freeuse. I wore it when I joined the lineup of women at the barricade, and while three men took turns on me at the headlining show last night. Being able to slip it on and off made me feel sexy and powerful. That power made it safe to truly give in and surrender to the moment, knowing that even when I submit, I’m still the one in control.

There are two that I shied away from yesterday that I’m ready to add to my arsenal. I can always keep them in my pocket if I’m not ready, but I want to have the option. People can obviously negotiate other consensual acts in the moment, it just gives me a little thrill to proudly display my desires and availability to everyone who looks my way. That’s what this festival is all about. Being proud of who you are.

I grab a yellow bracelet for anal as my cheeks turn pink. I’m not ashamed of who I am, but I’m still a little shy. I slip it on my wrist beside a red one that Holly affectionately calls the “gangbang” bracelet. It means I’m open to having multiple holes filled at the same time. It’s so naughty. Just thinking about it makes me wet.

I’m wearing all of them but the black, sparkly Freeuse one. That one I’m saving for special occasions. I wiggle my wrist and grin at the splash of color. Today is going to be so exciting!

“Thank you for this. I’m so glad I met you!” I throw my arms around Holly and love the way our bodies feel together. Her big pillowy breasts are so soft against my chest. Her skin and hair are so silky. She even smells delicious after a night of camping! I never want to let her go.

“You two better not be out here playing without me.” Bianca pops her head out of the tent and I pull back to arch one eyebrow at Holly.

She shrugs, tucking a lock of hair behind her ear. “We had a sleepover.”

“Good morning, Mindy. You look gorgeous today!” Bianca hugs me and presses a kiss to my cheek. Her lips are sticky with gloss and I feel the imprint of them even after she moves away. My body gets all tingly, the hair on my arms standing up.

“Don’t lie. I need a shower and a change of clothes like nobody’s business.”

“We all need a shower,” Holly laughs. “But you can look through my clothes for something to wear.”

“Mine too!” Bianca leads me by the hand into their tent. We dig through their bags to find an outfit that might fit me, and we all start stripping to try things on.

The other women are stunning. I try to play it cool, but my eyes keep drifting back toward their beautiful breasts and the dark patch of hair between their thighs.

The tent is small and there’s hardly enough room for all three of us without ending up in a tangle of limbs and torsos. They’re both so soft. The air grows warm with our combined breaths and my nostrils flare as I detect the smell of arousal. Is it mine?

I look in their eyes and it’s clear all three of us are on the same page. Bianca leans in for a kiss and I part my lips beneath hers, moaning when her tongue makes contact with mine.

Holly refuses to be left out. She pushes between us, placing each of our hands on her breasts and licking the seam of our mouths. I turn toward her, deepening the kiss, as Bianca bows her head to suck on Holly’s tits. Holly’s tongue probes my mouth as Bianca turns her attention to my hard nipples, nibbling them between her teeth.

I break the kiss and Holly and I both drag our lips down either side of Bianca’s neck. I hold her gaze as we suckle on her breasts, running my hands over each woman’s hips and ass.

The tent already smells like sex. I want to taste them both. I want to explore their folds with my mouth. I part Bianca’s lips with my fingers and heat pours between her legs. She’s so wet for us.

Holly and I move as one down her body, kissing a trail past her belly and down to her soft thighs. I nip at the sensitive skin there and I’m rewarded with her sharp gasp. Inches from Bianca’s dripping pussy, Holly and I make out again, luxuriating in the taste of each other before she spreads Bianca open with her fingers and gives me room to dive in.

The first slide of my tongue through her slit is heaven. I love the way she wriggles and writhes beneath me. I suck her swelling clit and swipe my lips through her folds. Holly moans with lust as she shifts around to straddle Bianca’s face. I slide my tongue down to explore her folds, giving Holly access to her clit so as we both lap at her quivering mound.

Bianca licks Holly’s pussy the best she can while being pleasured by two tongues. I’m rocking forward and back on my hands and knees, feeling my pussy clench over empty air. I want to be fucked too.

Like an answer to my prayers, the tent door unzips just an inch or two and we all freeze, mouths glued to each other’s cunts like kids caught with their hand in the cookie jar.

“You girls got room for one more?” I don’t recognize the Southern drawl but the other women’s eyes go wide.

“It’s Marco,” Holly whispers. “He’s fantastic in bed. It’s up to you. Bianca and I both know him.”

My tight, empty pussy is aching for attention so it’s a no brainer.

“Come on in!” I wiggle my butt in anticipation as a blonde, curly-haired guy with a big mustache appears in the entrance.

“Ain’t that a fucking gorgeous sight to wake up to. I need me an alarm clock that sounds just like you three angels.” We all giggle and shuffle around a little to make room.

“Slide right in,” I say, spreading my legs wide to make the invitation clear. “We’re just getting started.”

“Don’t mind if I do.” He winks as he unbuckles his belt and I turn back to the pretty pink pussy in front of me. Holly sits up and rides Bianca’s face while she watches Marco line himself up with my entrance.

I groan into Bianca’s cunt as he fills me up. My first cock of the day and it’s big and girthy, stretching me in the most delicious way.

“Oh fuck yes,” I grunt, meeting him thrust for thrust as I fuck Bianca with my tongue.

“Mm, fuck that pussy. Doesn’t she feel good wrapped around your hard cock?” Holly grinds against Bianca’s lips and nose as she watches Marco hungrily.

“Hell yes. She’s so tight and wet.” He holds my ass open as he rocks in and out of me. I want him to take me so much harder. I need more.

As if reading my mind, Holly commands him: “Spit on it.”

Without missing a beat, Marco drips a wad of warm spit on my tight little asshole. I shiver at the sensation as it drips down my crack.

“Finger her ass. She wants it, don’t you?” Holly lifts my chin with her finger, interrupting my feast on Bianca’s folds. I hold her blazing eyes as I nod. She watched me take the yellow bracelet today. She knows just how naughty I want to be. “Say it.” She swipes her thumb over my bottom lip affectionately as she waits.

“Yes, please finger my asshole.”

She drops my chin and I tighten my grip on Bianca’s thighs as I eat her pussy, trying to muffle my deep, hoarse moaning as Marco’s thumb penetrates the tight ring of muscle that no one’s ever explored before.

Just the tip has me nearly catapulting over the edge. Combined with his thick cock thrusting in and out of me, I feel so deliciously full. I lash at Bianca’s clit with my tongue, lost in a frenzy, and she starts to quake beneath me.

Holly lifts her butt and lets Bianca breathe as she shatters. I suck on her folds, licking up every last drop of her release as I tumble into my own freefall.

Marco’s thumb violates my backdoor, sinking up to the knuckle and making me gasp. It feels so delightfully sinful to be filled back there. I’m such a dirty girl. I cum instantly, squeezing his cock and his finger in a death grip as I pulse around him.

“My turn,” Holly grins, and Marco pulls out of me with a wet pop. We shuffle around the tent until Marco is on his back and Holly straddles him in reverse cowgirl.

Bianca and I kneel toward his feet, wrapping our arms around each other’s necks and tasting the pussy on each other’s breath. Our tits squish against each other, our wet pussies grinding on the other’s thigh. Holly bounces on Marco’s cock as the two of them watch us. I’m so close again already. Her thick thigh between my legs scrapes my clit and lights me up like a Christmas tree.

“Fuck,” I gasp as my release coats her thigh.

“Mindy!” Her voice breaks as she lies back. I stuff her full with three fingers, pumping in and out, curling, coaxing her to cum for me again. It doesn’t take much. I’m not very experienced with women so I just do what feels good to me, and it must be working. I groan as her pussy flutters around my hand, then lick the taste of her off my fingers.

I turn my attention back to Holly, sucking her clit while I watch Bianca play with her tits.

“Like a good girl.” Holly grabs her by the throat and spits in her mouth. My pussy gushes when she swallows, then two of Marco’s fingers slam into my cunt and my eyes roll back.

God, is there any better way to start the morning than this?

Since it seems to be her kink, I spit on Holly’s pussy and start rubbing my hand across her clit like I’m scratching a record.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she chants as she grinds her pussy against Marco’s pubic bone, slamming that perfect ass down again and again.

“Get it, Holly.” Bianca bounces Holly’s butt cheeks, helping her reach her peak. When her neck tilts back and her mouth falls open, it’s gorgeous. Her body goes taut and her voice stutters as she rides out the waves of pleasure. The next moment she’s panting, curled over and climbing off his cock, leaving it sticky and glistening with her juices.

“Who wants my cum?” Marco asks, choking his cock in a tight grip.

“Yes please!” The three of us laugh as we play fight, wrestling for a position on the sleeping bags. We end up lying side by side, pushing our breasts together and waiting to be showered.

Marco towers over us, beating his meat and dragging his eyes over our eager, willing bodies. It’s not even 9 AM and I’m already about to be painted in jizz after a pre-breakfast orgy.

“Here it comes,” he warns, jerking his big cock with strong movements. I hold my breath as the first warm load splashes over me. He does his best to paint us all evenly, coating our tits and necks in his sticky release.

“Mmm,” the girls and I take turns licking each other clean and making out, passing the salty fluid between us.

“Fuck, that might’ve been the hottest sex of my life.” Marco pushes his hair out of his face in disbelief. “Am I still dreaming?”

“No, but it’s time to wake up.” Holly laughs, throwing his jeans at him. “Thanks for stopping by, but we have to finish getting ready.”

“Yes ma’am. A gentleman never overstays his welcome.” He tips an imaginary hat and crawls out of the tent in just his shirt and boxers, jeans thrown proudly over his shoulder.

“Good morning!” He shouts brightly to whoever is on the other side. I hope we didn’t wake anybody up with all the noise. I might’ve gotten a little carried away.

But no, I shouldn’t be ashamed. I try to shake off the feeling of doing something bad. This is exactly what an exhibitionist music festival is for and there’s only going to be more where that came from.


Chapter Two

When the three of us are finally dressed (barely—I end up borrowing a purple bikini top and Daisy Dukes that hardly cover my cheeks), we emerge from the tent to the eyes of everyone in camp.

In my skimpy outfit, still tingling from this morning’s group orgasm, I feel hot and available. Mere seconds away from being nude and used at any possible moment. It turns me on more than I can say.

But when I see Trent watching me from back at our tent, my stomach twists guiltily. His eyes narrow with jealousy as he cooks something on a jet boil.

“Good morning.” His smile is self-pitying as he gestures to the cup. “Want some breakfast?”

As nice as Trent is, he’s got a strong possessive streak. Not even a great lay is worth that. I’ve had more than my fair share of a suffocating relationship with my ex and I’m never putting up with that behavior again. The festival has taught me I deserve so much more than that.

So I smile sweetly, but turn him down. I’ll find something to eat out on the event grounds.

“I think I’m going to go see some of the early bands. I’ll catch up with you later!” I press a kiss to his temple then walk on by, butterflies tickling my insides.

It’s my first full day at the festival with my eyes wide open. I can’t believe how innocent and naive I was when I got here yesterday afternoon. Now that I know how much pleasure and fun can be had, I just have to decide where to focus my attention.

I join a line for food as I admire the bracelets lining my arm. Between all the colors and my outfit, it shouldn’t be long before someone wants to take a bite. Just the anticipation makes me a little wet.

Just as I’m about to order, I realize my mistake. These tiny little shorts don’t have room for so much as a tube of chapstick, let alone my wallet. I don’t have any money. I sigh and prepare to sulk back to camp to beg Trent for some scraps after all, but the man behind the grill calls me back.

“What’s the matter, sweet cheeks?” His mustache twitches as he drinks in the tiny bikini top stretched across my breasts and the strip of denim I’m calling shorts.

“I just forgot my wallet. I’ll go back and get it.” The intoxicating smell of sausage, peppers, and onions washes over me, making my stomach gurgle loudly.

“Nah. Can’t have you starving to death. What do you say we make a deal?” He scrapes the spatula over the grill and the sizzle makes my legs weak. I really am hungry suddenly. I think I know where this may be headed and I find that I have two kinds of cravings.

“What kind of deal?” I flutter my eyelashes and subtly squeeze my arms to my sides to accentuate my breasts.

“Let me have a good long look at those melons and I’ll hook you up with some sausage, sweetheart. Easy as that. What do you say?” He raises one bushy eyebrow, daring me to take him up on the challenge. I’m so grateful, I decide to do him one better.

“Deal,” I grin, then step around the foldout table and enter his tent.

“What’s this?” he asks, taking a step back, tracking me nervously with his eyes.

“Just giving you a little tip to show my appreciation.” I wink and turn my body so I’m standing next to him, facing away from the small crowd lined up at the counter.

I grab my top and lift it up, letting my big tits bounce out and giving a little shake. The man groans.

“May I?”

“Please.” His hands are big, hot and greasy as he manhandles me. He gropes and squeezes, rubbing my nipples with his thumbs until they grow hard and pointy.

“Shit that’s nice.” He leans in and gives them a short suck, stroking me with his tongue pressing a bristly kiss to each wet nub. “You’re a real doll.”

My pussy is gushing wet and I’m a little disappointed when he turns back to the grill and shoos me out of the tent with a swat to my backside.

“Wait right there, I’ll have your order up in a jiff.”

The eyes of other men in the queue follow me as I lean against a pole and adjust my clothes. I’m so horny, but I really need to eat and keep my strength up before going another round. I remind myself it’s still early and I have all day as my stomach gives another pathetic growl.

A few minutes later he whistles for my attention and hands me a plate overflowing with sausage, veggies, fries, and onion rings.

“Enjoy, sweetheart. Come back and see me later!”

I blow him a kiss and disappear with my feast, thinking about all the new cravings this festival has unlocked in me. Before yesterday, I’d never had sex in public, or with strangers, and I’d definitely never sucked and fucked multiple people on the same day.

I’ve also never had anal sex before, but now I have two new bracelets practically screaming that I’m open to being stuffed in multiple holes at the same time. Am I really ready for that?

The deep, pleasurable pang from my core suggests that maybe I am.

But I still need to pace myself. I finish my food and wander around the festival for a while, just listening to the music and watching people surrender to their deepest desires. Why couldn’t the rest of the world celebrate love and sex so freely? Why have I gone through life believing so many slut-shaming lies?

Meeting the group back at the campsite was so lucky, but even wandering around the festival solo feels safe and fun. There’s still so much to explore before we all meet up for the Inky Potholes show tonight.

Like the band playing now—it’s one of the smaller stages, and I don’t recognize the name on the screen, but the beat is funky and it makes me want to dance.

I join the crowd, shaking my hips, and making my way through the throng of bodies for a better view of the stage.

The energy is intoxicating. The music flows through my body, vibrating in my core. My pussy seems to hum with contentment, like she knows where this is going. Will I ever hear music the same way after this weekend? I’m going to be like Pavlov’s dogs—drooling from my cunt whenever I hear a great bass lick.

“You’re so beautiful,” someone whisper-shouts near my ear. I smile and lean back into him, pressing the bare skin of my back against his sweaty chest as we writhe to the beat.

I’m grinding on everyone—man, woman, it doesn’t matter. Around us, people are dancing, making out, and a few of them are clearly letting their hands get busy.

The little purple triangles of my bikini top are barely doing their job of covering my nipples. So many hands and bodies are sliding over my skin. All my nerves stand at attention, craving more, and I feel so free and immersed in this shared moment with the crowd. It’s like we’re all one sexy, lust-filled, grooving mass.

But then my eyes lock on the lead singer of the band and my heart pounds in recognition. It’s too hard to see. I push closer, sliding through the slick bodies, trying to stand on my tiptoes to see the man’s face.

I don’t know him, but God do I want to. He has long dark hair curling around his ears, smeared eyeliner like he got ready during an earthquake. His black jeans are tight, ripped at the knees, and he holds onto the mic like it’s the only thing keeping him upright as he sings in a hoarse voice about heartbreak and lust.

“Do you want a boost?”

The intensity of our eye contact is broken when a tall man taps my shoulder. He cups his hands and offers them like a human stepstool.

“Thank you,” I murmur, barely daring to pull my eyes from the stage. I swing my leg around the beefcake’s thick neck and settle onto his shoulders.

A cool breeze wraps around me. It’s a different world up here, at least 10 degrees cooler and easier to hear the lyrics. I can see everything now. The singer gyrates his hips and I get goosebumps during the bridge. I raise my hands to the sky and throw my head back. This is fucking incredible.

The big man beneath me strokes my calves and I squeeze my thighs around his neck, enjoying the contact. I turn my attention back to the stage and the singer is staring at me so intently, it’s like he can see straight to my soul. I gasp, taken aback by the intensity of the moment. His gravelly voice scrapes against my insides and I wiggle on the spot as he finishes the song.

The connection between us feels undeniable, but maybe this is just part of his act? My heart is racing. The song fades out and the artist steps to the edge of the stage, shielding his eyes from the sun.

“You.”

I inhale sharply, sure I must be kidding myself.

“Yes. You. In the bikini top.” I cover my mouth with my hands, stomach flipping and fluttering. “Get up here. This last one’s for you.”

I’m so excited, I can hardly think. The crowd whoops and cheers, moving en masse to surround me. I have no idea how I’m supposed to get out of the throng of people to reach the stage, but I have to know what this sexy man wants from me.

The audience seems to know exactly what to do, though.

“You ready?” someone asks, and before I can figure out what I need to be ready for, hands are lifting my ass off the stranger’s shoulders and I fall back, only to be caught by even more hands.

I’m pushed up on the rising tide of arms, riding the crowd like a wave. I’m being touched all over my body, strangers lifting and moving, but also squeezing and groping. It’s absolutely exhilarating.

My body moves slowly toward the stage as fingers slide between my ass cheeks, some probing at my hot and throbbing entrance. Some slip around my rib cage to jiggle my tits, pinching my nipples through the thin fabric until it’s pushed to the side, leaving me exposed.

I love every second of it. The crowd is like a hungry animal, devouring me. Anonymous hands feeling me up, stealing a taste. Even the Daisy Dukes feel like too much coverage—I wish I was fully nude, being shared and admired. All the attention makes my nipples hard and my pussy soaked.

When my body finally floats to the barricade, I’m placed gently down on my feet on the other side and instantly swarmed by security.

“I’ll have to pat you down,” the man says with a roguish grin. I adjust my top to protect the last scraps of my modesty and hold my arms out to the side for his very thorough search.

He sniffs his fingers when he’s done, and it normally would’ve turned me on, but I can’t focus on much else besides the lead singer, impatiently waving me on stage as he sings about crazy, brutal sex with the most beautiful woman he’s ever seen.

The crowd goes wild when I’m finally lifted on stage by security, probably not least because my ass cheeks are eating the tiny denim shorts, giving them all a great view.

The dark-haired man smiles like a devil as he threads his fingers through mine, leading me into a twirl. He serenades me, crooning into the mic about filthy sex like it’s a private moment between us, even as he feels me up on stage in front of hundreds of people. It’s such a rush, I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to top it.

As the song winds down, he steps behind me, pulling me back against his chest then thrusting against me. I feel the long, hard steel of his erection trapped in those tight jeans and I can’t help but gasp. He chuckles as he wraps a hand lightly around my throat. Away from the mic he whispers, “Think you can handle it?”

I swallow hard, feeling it against the pressure of his palm, but I nod.

“What’s your name, angel?”

“Mindy.” My voice is hoarse and my face is sore from smiling, but I can’t get enough.

“Everybody give it up for Mindy!” He announces, stepping back to let me have my moment. I miss the heat of his body instantly and I’m glad no one can hear the little whimper that leaves my throat over the thunderous applause.

I give my tits a little jiggle and smack my ass, and the crowd goes wild again. I could get used to all this attention. It feels fucking amazing.

“You’re coming backstage with us, right? I’ll introduce you to the band.”

“What? Oh, yeah! That would be amazing!” My mind is spinning. I just danced on stage. This man is intoxicating and the connection between us is crackling with energy. I’m much more interested in getting him alone somewhere and peeling off those skinny jeans, but I can’t turn down the chance to tour the backstage of a music festival. I don’t want to be rude.

“Let’s go.” He wraps his hand in mine and leads the way.


Chapter Three

The singer’s name is Ash and he wastes no time shoving his tongue down my throat by way of introduction.

I moan, deepening the kiss as he backs me up against an amp and I nearly trip over some cords. He’s stolen my breath and it takes a second to clear my head.

“That’s Dread, Luke, and Stunner.” He gestures lazily over his shoulder at his bandmates, all packing up their gear and grumbling mutinously. “They’re all jealous as fuck that I claimed you first, but that’s just the perk of holding the mic.”

His grin is devilish and playful and I want to lick it off his face.

Backstage is a flurry of activity. Stagehands run back and forth carrying big pieces of equipment and arranging instruments for the next set. Any other time, it might be interesting, but I can’t focus on anything but his warm hands and my throbbing clit.

“I’d love to meet them too,” I say, my thumbs drawing little circles on Ash’s hips. I can see the deeply carved V lines on his stomach and I desperately want to follow where they lead. “But they look busy. Maybe there’s somewhere else we could go?” I flutter my eyelashes.

“You want to head back to our trailer?”

“Yes.” It comes out nearly breathless, my eyes gleaming. I dig my nails into the exposed flesh at his waist and he jerks me toward him for another punishing kiss, this one with teeth.

“You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you Mindy? I knew it the second I laid eyes on you.”

I let my hand fall to the tent in his pants, a thick, solid rod beneath the denim as my mouth starts to water. “I’m whatever you want me to be.”

I’ve never been so brazen with a man before, let alone a stranger who pulled me on stage. It’s a moment I’ll remember for the rest of my life, and I want to thank him for it. Now. So he better take me to his trailer before I drop to my knees right here and we get in the way of all these busy people.

The sound he makes is like a lion’s purr as he leads me back to his den.

“Welcome backstage little vixen,” Ash croons as he opens the door to the trailer and waves me in. It’s cramped quarters, and it reeks of pot and stale beer, but it’s still pretty nice. The cold AC is a welcome relief.

“Ashy baby, you’re back!” A buxom redhead appears from a door in the rear and Ash’s face twists with annoyance.

“Outta here. Room’s occupied.” He dodges her arms like killer tentacles and she pouts her lips before turning her eyes to me with disdain.

“Really, Ash? More whores?”

“Go suck a dick somewhere else, Tracy. Mindy and I need some time alone to get to know each other before the party starts.”

Maybe this interaction should turn me off, but after yesterday, I’m no stranger to swapping partners. Tracy should learn to share the love. Instead, she stomps out of the trailer and slams the door behind her. Ash flicks the lock on with a satisfying click then turns back to me with a smile filled with heat.

“Where were we?”

Giggles burst from my chest as he chases me into the back room, pinching my butt. On the other side of the door is a decent-sized bed that takes up the whole room. I fall back onto it and he climbs on top of me, sliding between my legs in a perfect fit.

One of my tits has slipped free of the bikini again and I hadn’t even noticed. Ash sucks it between his lips, lashing me with his tongue until I’m squirming with pleasure.

“Did you like everyone looking at you?” He rasps, pulling the fabric aside and rolling my other nipple between his fingers.

“Don’t you?” I tease, reaching for his belt buckle.

“Fuck yeah I do. I should’ve sucked these beautiful titties on stage, let everyone see that gorgeous face you make.” He demonstrated, sucking me back in his mouth as my jaw dropped, a tortured groan escaping my throat. “Now that’s fucking music.”

I’m too twisted up with lust and pleasure to reply. I want more.

“What are these for?” he asks, fingering the gel bracelets lining my arm. I bite down on my bottom lip, trying to tamp down the demanding ache of my pussy wanting to speed this along.

“A lot of women wear them. It’s an unofficial part of the festival to signal… what they’re open to.”

Why am I so embarrassed? I’ve been groped, fucked, and used in public, but locked away in this gorgeous man’s trailer I’m suddenly feeling shy?

His eyes darken, his pupils flaring wide.

“And what are you open to, Little Mindy?”

I walk him through the colors, leaving my newest additions for last. As my fingers close around the yellow for anal sex, his tongue floods my mouth again.

“Mindy. I’m going to fuck that tight little ass.”

Once again, his kiss has left me breathless and dazed.

“I—okay—it’s just—”

He’s already unbuckling himself, eager to get inside me now. Butterflies fill my stomach as my pussy starts to pulse. He cocks one eyebrow, waiting for me to explain, but my mouth has gone dry and my eyes are locked on that bulge in his pants he’s about to set free.

“It’s my first time,” I finally get the words out, my chest deflating with the confession.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” he growls, falling on top of me to kiss me again. His teeth scrape my bottom lip hard enough to draw blood. “I’ll be gentle, promise. At least until you beg me for more.”

Those words in his gravelly voice have my blood singing and my core pounding with desire. I knew what I was getting into when I grabbed the yellow bracelet, but I’m still bubbling over with nerves. At least my first time taking it up the ass is in this quiet, air-conditioned trailer rather than on my hands and knees in the dirt of a mosh pit. Though, that idea has its charms as well.

“Please,” I whisper. “I want you to be my first.”

The possessive growl that leaves him sounds almost painful. I hope he doesn’t ruin his singing voice.

“The guys used all the baby oil last night watching some girls wrestle, you’ll have to help me out.” He finally rolls his jeans down and reveals the thick, throbbing cock I’ve been dying to see.

“Mmm,” I lick my lips, eyeing his veiny shaft and the pearly drops of pre-cum leaking from his tip.

“Still think you can handle me?” he asks proudly, placing my small hand over his intimidating girth. My honest thought is that there’s no way this monster is going to fit in my ass, so I may not get to pop that cherry after all, but I’m definitely going to enjoy sucking him off.

“Gimme.” I grab his hips and pull him toward my face. He fluffs up some pillows behind me to support my back and shuffles closer on his knees, his throbbing member bobbing against my lips. Such a gentleman.

“Be a good girl and get it nice and wet, Mindy. I know you can do it. Just tap my chest if it gets to be too much, okay?” There’s genuine concern in his voice. I have a feeling he’s just buttering me up before he absolutely destroys me, and my body is begging to confirm that guess. I want that cock and I want it now.

I cup his ass cheeks with both hands and drop my jaw so he can slide right back into my throat.

He grunts with pleasure, hands curling around the headboard behind me.

“Fuck that’s nice,” he hisses, pulling his length out to the very tip of my lips, then plunging back in. My throat makes a wet, guttural sound and we both moan.

“How many cocks have you sucked at this festival, little Mindy?” he asks as he leisurely fucks my face. I’ve lost count and I can’t speak anyway, so I just mumble some garbled sounds around his cock and he seems satisfied as saliva flies from the corners of my mouth. “Such a dirty little slut, but you’ve been saving your tightest hole just for me.”

“Mmm.” My eyes flutter shut with the pleasure of that thought, but he taps my chin.

“Nuh-uh. Eyes on me, baby. Stay right here with me.” He holds my head in a gentle caress, smoothing my hair back with his thumbs, then tightens his grip. “You can take it.”

My pussy gushes, flaring with heat. The tiny shorts are feeling impossibly suffocating all of the sudden. His thrusts grow harder, deeper. It’s getting more difficult to breathe and swallow around all the saliva building in my mouth.

“Shh, shh. You’re doing such a good job, baby. Keep those eyes open.” I gag around his cock, slobber dripping down my chin. He’s buried so deep, his balls slap gently against my face. I stick out my tongue and try to lick them too.

He laughs, pulling out abruptly and lifting his cock. It slaps against my cheek as he pulls my face in and I suck his balls between my lips, coating them with spit.

“Fuck, such a good girl.” My pussy is steadily dripping down my leg with all his praise. It makes me want to do even more, to please him whatever way I can. “Open up.”

I drop my jaw again and he forces his cock back in my throat, deeper and rougher than before. “Get it nice and coated with your throat slime, baby. I promise not to bust right here, even though I really fucking want to. Your mouth feels like heaven, but I can’t wait to claim that tight little virgin ass.”

I whimper, and he uses that vulnerability to push even deeper. My throat closes around his length and I gag, coating him with thick, slimy fluid as I lose control of my slobber. My face is a mess.

When he pulls out again, I gasp for breath, my eyes leaking tears. He spits on his cock then pushes it back in. It’s sloppy and wet, disgusting but also irresistibly sexy. I spit on him too, combining our fluids, practically blowing spit bubbles around his dripping shaft.

“Good fucking girl, Mindy. You were born to suck cock.” My cheeks turn pink at the compliment. “Let me see that gorgeous ass.”

My chest grows tight with nerves again. He gives me space to turn around and I shimmy out of the shorts, clinging to my curves like a second skin. The second I peel them off my pussy lips, the smell of my arousal fills the room.

He swipes his thumb through my soaked folds. “Look at you. Choking on cock has you drenched. Where have you been hiding all my life?”

I bury my face in the pillow to hide my embarrassment. It smells like sex and another woman’s shampoo, but I don’t even care. This rockstar is about to claim my asshole and my entire body is buzzing with adrenaline and lust.

“Mindy?” His sexy voice drags me back out of the pillow. “You still want this cock in your ass?” His thumb plays with the tight ring of muscle, smearing some of my wet around the entrance.

“Mmhmm,” I mumble, the sound muffled by the pillow.

“I need to hear you say it.” His voice is almost reverent as he nudges my tight entry. The puckered skin squeezes around his fingertip and the intrusion feels huge and foreign.

“I want you to fuck my virgin ass. Please, Ash. I want it to be you.” Saying the words makes my pussy throb. I’m aching to be filled. I have no idea if a cock in my ass will feed the same hunger, but I’m dying to find out, even though a small tendril of fear licks at my belly. There’s no way his massive cock is going to fit.

He groans, spreading me open with both hands and drops a warm wad of spit on my asshole. He pushes it in with his thumb, stretching the entry, getting me ready for him.

“This might sting a bit. I’ll try to be gentle.” His voice is hoarse with the strain of holding back.

“I don’t care,” I say, thrusting my backside at him, throbbing painfully from the suspense and anticipation. “Just give me your cock.”

The room falls quiet as he lines himself up with my backdoor. I can hear the faint throb of a drum beat from a nearby stage, but the world seems to narrow down to just the points of contact between me and the sexy rockstar about to ravage my virgin hole.

“Oh fuck,” he grunts as he breaches my ass. The sting is powerful, almost overwhelming. My muscles all clamp down instinctively, my knees nearly buckling beneath me. “Try to relax, baby. Let me in.”

“Oh god, it’s too big,” I moan. He’s barely inside me and I already feel strangely full. It’s a sensation I’ve never felt before.

“You can do it, baby. Relax those muscles.” He strokes his hands over my back, surprisingly tender. When he reaches around to circle my clit, my body finally responds.

We both groan as he slides another inch inside.

“Holy fuck,” I gasp, feeling stretched to the limit. It doesn’t hurt, but it feels so full. I can’t possibly take all of him. He pushes another inch deeper and I hold my breath.

“You’re doing so, so good,” he coaxes, rubbing those tight circles against my swollen, aching clit. His cock slides out, and I sigh with relief, but then he’s pushing back in even deeper than before and my nerves light up like fireworks on the Fourth of July.

“Ash!” I cry out. He pulls out again, dragging his cock just to the tip of my tight ring of muscle, then plunges back in. Each thrust buries him deeper and deeper in my asshole. Every time I don’t think I can take him anymore, he proves me wrong, until his balls are lightly slapping my pussy lips.

“Mindyyyy,” he says my name like a chant, ripped from his lips like the sweetest sin.

“Don’t stop,” I beg him. I feel on the precipice of something more intense than anything I’ve ever known. Is this what I’ve been missing out on all this time? Ash is claiming my ass, picking up speed, stuffing me full of his giant cock, and I think I’m about to cry with mind-numbing pleasure.

“Cum for me, baby. Cum on this cock. I want to feel that tight ass squeeze me even harder.”

A sob breaks from my throat as I give in to his demands. I bury my face in the pillow and scream as my body clenches down, milking him with the force of my orgasm.

“Fucking hell,” he groans, pushing me down flat on the bed and drilling into my asshole. I swear, I cum again as he starts using me in earnest, no longer holding back now that I’ve surrendered to the pleasure of letting him fuck my virgin ass.

“Mindy, I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna fill up this tight little asshole.”

“Please, please, please.” The words are slurred, desperate, I’m not even sure he hears me. He presses me down into the bed with his full weight, his cock stretching so deep inside me, I don’t know where he ends and my body begins.

My nails find the headboard and splinter the wood as he buries his full length inside me and lets loose. I feel him shudder and spurt, a warm wet explosion deep inside me as he gasps for breath. His hips twitch, draining every last drop before he pulls out and a flood of his release drips from my abused hole.

“That was fucking heaven,” he groans dropping onto the pillow next to me. He claims my mouth with a possessive sweep of his tongue. “Was I really your first?”

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I laugh, slapping his chest and forcing a wad of warm jizz to squirt between my legs.

He chuckles, wrapping his arms around me and holding me to his chest, stopping my fight. I lick his neck, feeling satisfied and happy. It would be so easy to just fall asleep right here…

A loud pounding reverberates through the tiny trailer.

“You’ve had your fun, Ash. Let us in! I thought you’d never fucking finish.”

He looks at me apologetically, the corner of his mouth twisting into a smile that melts my heart. “I guess that’s the end of the private tour. For now.” He winks.

I can’t find it in me to be upset, even though I’d be happy to lay here pleasantly blissed out for hours. For a while there, I’d almost forgotten about the festival.

“I’ve got to let them in, but feel free to jump in the shower.” The way his eyes heat when they crawl over my face tells me I probably look as sloppy and slutty as I feel, but he definitely likes it.

The thought of cleaning off with soap and hot water instead of Holly’s quick wet wipe bath is nearly enough to make me cum again.

“Deal.” I press a swift kiss to his lips and run to the tiny bathroom cubicle before I drip too much cum around the band’s trailer.


Chapter Four

The pure joy of feeling clean is like finding fresh water in the desert. The shower is absolute luxury, even with a bottle of 3-in-1 man shampoo. I could’ve spent all day in there, running my soapy hands over my filthy body, sliding between my legs, nudging at my sore holes.

I don’t think I’ve ever felt so good. My ex would think I’m such a slut. I’m washing off layers of sweat and cum from more men than I can count—strangers, most of them I don’t even have a name for—but I’ve never been happier.

I almost can’t blame him for cheating on me. If I’d known there were music festivals like this where you could unleash your deepest desires, find like-minded people, and let go of all the constraints of society, would I have been content to sit at home alone, monogamous and oblivious for so long?

He’s still a lying prick, but I’m starting to understand how he could throw it all away for the chance to fuck some free festival pussy. This place is like a playground for adults. There’s always more to see and explore.

So eventually, I have to turn the heavenly hot water off and rejoin the chaos and fun. I dry off the best I can and slip back into my microscopic denim shorts and the tiny purple bikini. I swipe a clean circle on the mirror with a damp towel and check myself out.

I’m pink-cheeked, healthy, and smiling. I’ve never looked better. I needed this so badly.

When I re-enter the trailer, music is blaring, smoke clouds hang heavy in the air, and the band is sprawled out in various stages of undress. There are two women on their knees, sucking off the bass player. Another bounces on the lap of the guitarist. I see Tracy again, glaring at me as she massages the drummer’s shoulders, her tits spilling out of her top and grazing against his shaved head.

“Hey beautiful.” Ash appears, wrapping a hand around my waist and pressing a kiss to my cheek. “Want to stick around for a bit?”

“I’d love to, but I promised my friends we’d all meet up for the Inky Potholes set.” Just seeing him again makes my asshole twinge with pleasure.

“Those guys are great! You know, there’s a big wrap-up party tomorrow night for all the bands. Do you and your friends want to come?” His hand slips down to squeeze my booty meat. “If you’re not too sore, I’ve got a few more things to show you.”

My heart pounds and my pussy starts leaking like a faucet. I bite my lip, shifting on my feet. God, that sounds divine. His expert claiming of my asshole might’ve gotten me addicted to buttplay. I’m desperate to know what else he wants to show me.

“That sounds amazing. I’m sure they’d be up for it.”

“Women only. For obvious reasons.” He winks and it sends another flash of heat through my body. I’ve got to get out of here before I start tearing his clothes off again. I catch sight of the time on his watch and can’t believe it’s already so late.

“I’ll find you tomorrow. I’ve got to go!”

It breaks my heart a little to pull out of his embrace. Ash is so sexy and confident. He made me feel like a star on stage and his good girl in the bedroom. I didn’t even get his number, but I know I’ll find him again tomorrow somehow. My pulsing asshole will be the perfect reminder.

I find my way out of the labyrinth of backstage trailers and VIP sections and back to the main area of the festival. The smells of greasy food, the rumble of huge speakers, and the excited chatter of the crowd all welcomes me back and I feel a thrill of pleasure, like coming home.

I’m so excited to tell Holly and Bianca about the invite to the VIP party tomorrow, I practically sprint back to the grassy field where our group has staked out a place.

“You’re back! We missed you!”

“You dirty fucking whore—have you showered? Where? How?”

The women pull me into a tight hug, running their hands over my skin and sniffing my clean hair. I can’t believe I’d never kissed a girl before yesterday. Being flirty and affectionate with them comes so naturally. I tell them about my adventures with Ash and they squeal and giggle in all the right parts, making my excitement bloom all over again.

“Holy shit, we have to go to that party! All the headliners will be there!”

“Mindy, that’s amazing! I can’t believe he brought you on stage and we missed it!”

“It was kind of incredible.” I can feel my face turning pink as the enormity of it all crashes over me. “In fact, I might just take it easy tonight.” I slip the yellow bracelet for anal and the red one for gangbangs back into my pocket.

“Understandable.” Bianca nods sagely. “But I’m ready to get absolutely destroyed during the Inky Potholes set. Today has been kind of a dud.”

“Come dance with us at least?” Holly threads her fingers through mine and the three of us make our way to the stage. The band is about to start and the crowd grows quiet, everyone tense with anticipation.

As fog rolls over the stage, the screams and cheers reach a crescendo and the light show flickers and spins.

“God, imagine if we get to meet them at the party tomorrow. I think I’d drop to my knees and beg them to fuck me.” Holly’s eyes are wide with excitement and lust.

“I’d be right there with you. If all three of us team up, there’s no way they’d turn us down.”

I can just picture it—me, Holly, and Bianca offering ourselves up to the three guys in Inky Potholes. Six bodies writhing with pleasure in a tangle of limbs. It’s not a bad idea at all.

“I could definitely get behind that,” I say as the beat drops and we all start to move. The girls slip their sparkly black freeuse bracelets on as we all dance and before long, men start groping and tugging at their clothes.

I’d only intended to watch tonight, but as always, the high of the crowd and the sexual energy thrumming through my body threatens to overwhelm me. Seeing my friends’ faces as strangers start fingering their cunts makes my nipples tighten and my pussy start to gush. My shorts are suddenly feeling way too tight again.

“Oh, fuck it.” I feel so full and happy and content. These have been the best two days of my life. Why not give into it and keep the pleasure going? I fish the freeuse bracelet out of my pocket and slide it onto my wrist. The rainbow of colors makes me smile and I decide to let whatever happens, happen.

It doesn’t take long for two big, hairy arms to wrap around my shoulders, boxing me in. I lean into his embrace, rocking to the beat and rubbing up against his hard-on.

He kisses my neck, nipping at me with his teeth.

“You smell good enough to eat.” The deep, anonymous voice makes me shiver. I turn in his arms and make out with the strong stranger, fondling his cock through his jeans.

I won’t let this festival go to waste. I’ve never felt so happy or free.

I drop to my knees and unzip him. His big cock pops out and I suck him back quickly, just lubing him up so he’ll slide in without friction. My pussy has been sorely neglected today and this is just the man to fix it.

“Fuck yeah baby,” he grunts, tangling his hands in my damp hair as he thrusts into my mouth. It reminds me so much of Ash that my pussy is drooling. I need more. Now.

I stand up, turn around, and grind my ass against him. He takes the hint and peels my shorts down my peach, groping at my dripping cunt.

“Shit, she’s soaked,” he announces to no one in particular. It gives me a lusty little thrill to be talked about like I’m not here. The man holds my arms behind my back and impales me on his cock, taking my breath away with one deep thrust.

“Oh fuck,” I whimper as he fills me. My sore ass throbs, but the reminder of the earlier pleasure makes me even hornier.

My tits jut out with each brutal rock of his hips. Someone lifts my bikini top so my breasts bounce freely and several hands grope and pinch me. I groan as I’m fucked hard and deep. The music is thumping, the crowd is dancing around us, and I’m rocketing up toward my peak.

“Mindy!” Bianca appears beside me, getting fucked from behind too. She grabs my face and shoves her tongue in my mouth. I groan as I fly over the edge, lost in her sweetness and the throbbing pleasure of another thick cock.

The man behind me steps back, unleashing a flood of cum from between my legs. I whimper, nowhere near satisfied yet, but before I can even turn to look, someone else steps in his place.

I don’t even see the man before his cock is filling me up, stretching me open, using the other man’s jizz to slide right in.

I gasp when he accidentally nudges my asshole.

“Whoops. Too bad that one’s not open,” he says and I flush with pleasure and embarrassment. Now that I know how good it feels, I can’t wait to have my backdoor filled again—but not yet.

It still stings with the memory of this afternoon. What other things did Ash want to show me? What other trouble could I get into if I wear the red gangbang bracelet tomorrow?

There’s only one more day at the festival to find out.

Another orgasm starts building in my belly. I reach out for my friend’s breasts, sucking them between my lips as the tingles start to erupt.

If the three of us go to the VIP party tomorrow, we’ll be unstoppable. I imagine getting shared by all three guys on stage.

One for each hole. The thought is filthy and delicious.

Two days ago, I’d never considered anything like that. Now the very real possibility makes me cum hard on a stranger’s cock while I bury my face in a woman’s tits.

This exhibitionist music festival has changed me, and it’s only getting better. I can’t wait to see what tomorrow brings.
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