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White Girl Blackout: The Festival


Chapter One – The Tent

The Coachstone Valley Music Festival sprawled across forty acres of sun-bleached desert like a neon mirage – stages rising from the dust, art installations twisting toward a cloudless sky, and ten thousand bodies moving to bass that you felt in your molars before you heard it in your ears. Kaylee Harper dragged her rolling cooler across the cracked earth of Campsite Row J, sweat already pooling in the small of her back, her cropped white tank top damp and translucent against her skin. Her two best friends trailed behind her – Britt Novak, a curvy blonde in cutoff denim and a bikini top that barely contained her, and Sierra Reeves, lean and tan with auburn hair twisted into a messy bun, her long legs golden beneath a sheer sarong. They were three days from real life, three days from content calendars and nine-to-fives, and Kaylee intended to make every hour count.

"J-14, J-15 – here," Kaylee said, stopping between two dusty squares marked with spray-painted numbers on wooden stakes. Their neighbor site, J-16, was already occupied. A matte-black RV sat at the back of the plot, and in front of it four men were assembling a shade canopy with the easy coordination of people who'd done this a hundred times. Kaylee noticed them immediately – tall, dark-skinned, laughing, arms and shoulders cut with the kind of lean muscle you didn't get from a gym but from loading gear and playing three-hour sets. One of them – the tallest, with locs pulled back from his face and a silver ring through his septum – caught her staring and smiled. It was the kind of smile that made her stomach drop two inches.

"Need a hand?" he called.

"We're good," Kaylee said, then watched Britt fumble the tent poles onto the ground in a spectacular clatter. She sighed. "Actually – maybe."

His name was Zion. Lead guitarist for a band called Pressure Drop. He introduced the others as he helped stake the girls' tent into the hardpan – Keon, the drummer, broad-shouldered and quiet with a shaved head that gleamed in the sun; Malik, the bassist, dark as espresso with a gap-toothed grin and forearms roped with veins; and Darius, the keyboardist, the shortest of the four but still over six feet, with wire-rimmed glasses and a voice like warm honey. They had a set on the secondary stage the next evening, and they were here to party until then.

By midafternoon the two campsites had merged into one. Coolers were combined. Britt mixed vodka lemonades in a collapsible bucket. Sierra passed around SPF 50, her small hands rubbing lotion across Malik's broad back while he pretended not to notice how her fingers lingered on the dark swell of his shoulders. Kaylee sat in a camp chair next to Zion, their knees touching, sharing a joint he'd rolled with the precision of a jeweler. She studied his hands – long fingers, calloused tips, a silver thumb ring. Guitarist hands.

I came to this festival for the music, she thought, watching him exhale a slow stream of smoke, his jaw sharp enough to cut glass. I might be staying for something else.

The sun sank behind the mountains in a bruise of orange and purple, and the bass from the main stage swelled like a second heartbeat across the valley. The group walked to the festival grounds together, danced together, drank together. By midnight Kaylee's body was humming – from the music, the heat, the way Zion's hand had found the small of her back an hour ago and never left. When they drifted back toward camp, the others peeled off in ones and twos. Britt and Keon vanished toward the RV. Sierra and Malik sat by the remnants of a campfire, her head on his shoulder. Darius waved goodnight and climbed into the RV's loft bunk.

Kaylee unzipped her tent. The interior was small – just her sleeping bag, a battery lantern, a duffel. She looked back at Zion, standing in the blue-white glow of the string lights they'd hung between the canopy poles. "You want to come in?"

Say yes. Please say yes.

He smiled that stomach-dropping smile again. "Thought you'd never ask."

Inside the tent the air was warm and close, fragrant with canvas and dust and the faint sweetness of the joint still clinging to their clothes. Kaylee turned on the lantern – low, amber, just enough to see by. Zion zipped the flap behind them and the world shrank to six feet by six feet of nylon and desire. She could feel the bass from a distant stage vibrating through the ground beneath her knees, a steady pulse that matched the rhythm building between her hips.

Zion reached for her. His hand cupped the side of her face, thumb tracing her cheekbone, and he kissed her – slow at first, tasting, his lips full and soft against hers. She opened her mouth and his tongue found hers and the kiss deepened, turned urgent. Her hands went to his chest, feeling the hard plane of muscle beneath his tank top, and she pulled the fabric up and off. His torso was a sculpture – dark skin stretched over defined abs, a trail of hair descending from his navel into his waistband. She ran her palms down his stomach and felt him shiver.

"You're gorgeous," she whispered.

"Look who's talking." He tugged her tank top over her head. She hadn't worn a bra all day – the festival heat made it unbearable – and her breasts spilled free, pale and full, her pink nipples already stiff. His dark hands covered them and the contrast made her breath catch – his fingers so dark against her white skin, thumbs circling her nipples, rolling them gently. God, the way his hands look on me. She arched into his palms.

He kissed her throat, her collarbone, the swell of each breast. Then he eased her onto her back, onto the unzipped sleeping bag, and kissed down her stomach with a deliberateness that made her toes curl inside her boots. He unlaced them, pulled them off, then hooked his fingers into the waistband of her festival shorts – frayed denim so short the pockets hung below the hem – and tugged. She lifted her hips. The shorts slid down her thighs and off, taking her underwear with them, and she lay beneath him completely bare.

Zion sat back on his heels and looked at her. The lantern painted her body in amber and shadow – the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips, the neat strip of blonde hair between her thighs. His gaze was unhurried, appreciative, and openly hungry.

"Spread your legs for me," he said. Not a command – a request, voiced low and warm.

Yes. Anything. She let her knees fall apart.

He lowered himself between her thighs, hands sliding under her ass to tilt her hips upward, and pressed his mouth to her pussy. Kaylee gasped. His lips were soft, his tongue wide and flat, and he licked her from entrance to clit in one long, slow stroke that made her spine arch off the sleeping bag. He did it again – and again – each pass ending with a swirl around her clit that sent sparks racing up her belly. The bass from the distant stage pulsed through the ground beneath her shoulders, and it felt as if the earth itself were vibrating in time with his tongue.

"Oh – fuck –" She grabbed a fistful of his locs and held on.

He ate her like he had all night and nowhere else to be. Long licks, short flicks, his lips closing around her clit and sucking gently while two thick fingers slid inside her. She was wet – embarrassingly, audibly wet – and the sound of his fingers working in and out of her filled the tent alongside her moans. His dark face buried between her pale thighs, his hands gripping the round of her ass, the silver ring in his septum cold against her mound – every detail imprinted itself behind her eyelids.

I came to this festival for the music. I'm staying for him.

He curled his fingers upward, found the spot that made her vision blur, and pressed. His tongue flattened against her clit and vibrated – a guitarist's trick, fast micro-movements that no one else's mouth had ever managed – and Kaylee broke. The orgasm crested like a wave, lifting her hips off the ground, her thighs clamping around his head, her cry muffled by her own forearm pressed against her mouth. He didn't stop. He licked her through it, fingers still moving, coaxing a second peak from the aftershock of the first, and she came again with a strangled moan that she was sure the neighboring campsites heard.

When she finally pushed his head away, gasping, he rose onto his knees and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. His lips were shining. His eyes were dark and steady.

"Your turn," she breathed.

She sat up and reached for his belt – a worn leather thing with a brass buckle – and undid it with clumsy, eager hands. His jeans were tented obscenely, and when she pulled them down his cock sprang free, heavy and thick, curving slightly upward. She wrapped both hands around the shaft and there was still length to spare. The skin was dark, darker than the rest of him, smooth and hot to the touch, the head swollen and glossy with pre-cum. She stroked him slowly, watching her pale fingers glide up and down that dark length, mesmerized by the contrast.

He's so thick. I can barely get my hand around him.

She leaned forward and took the head into her mouth. He tasted like salt and skin, warm and clean, and she swirled her tongue around the ridge before sinking deeper. His hand settled on the back of her head – not pushing, just resting – and a low groan rumbled from his chest. She bobbed, slow and wet, taking more of him each time until his tip nudged the back of her throat. Her eyes watered. She breathed through her nose and pushed further, swallowing around him, and felt his fingers tighten in her hair.

"Damn, Kaylee – " His voice was strained. "You keep that up, I'm not gonna last."

She pulled off with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting her lower lip to his cock, and looked up at him. "Then get inside me."

He fished a condom from his jeans pocket – gold foil, large – and rolled it on with practiced speed. She lay back, legs open, and he settled between them, the thick head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He paused there, one hand braced beside her head, his face close to hers.

"You sure?" he murmured.

More sure than I've ever been about anything. "Yes," she said aloud. "Please."

He pushed in. Slowly, inch by inch, stretching her open. Kaylee's mouth fell into a silent O as he filled her – so thick it bordered on too much, the pressure exquisite, her inner walls gripping him and yielding in turns. When he bottomed out his hips were flush against hers and she could feel him in her stomach, deep and solid and utterly consuming.

"Oh my God," she whimpered. "You're so – you're so deep – "

He drew back and thrust in again, a slow, rolling stroke that dragged his shaft along every nerve inside her. The bass from the stage vibrated the ground beneath the sleeping bag and his rhythm matched it unconsciously – musician's timing, deep and measured, each stroke a beat. His dark body moved above her pale one like a shadow come to life, muscle flexing, sweat beginning to gleam on his chest. She hooked her ankles behind his back and pulled him deeper.

This is what I've been missing. This – this right here. Her thoughts dissolved into sensation as his pace quickened. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the tent, punctuated by her gasps and his low grunts. He shifted his angle, propping one of her legs over his shoulder, and the next thrust hit so deep she saw stars. She cried out – loud, unashamed – and he did it again, driving into her with controlled power, his dark hips slamming against her pale thighs.

"Fuck – right there – don't stop –" She clawed at his back, her nails leaving pale trails on his dark skin.

He didn't stop. He fucked her with a steady, relentless intensity that built the pressure inside her like water behind a dam. The tent shook with each impact. The lantern swung on its hook. She came for the third time with his name on her lips, her pussy clenching around him so tight he groaned through his teeth. He followed her moments later, burying himself to the hilt and holding there, his cock pulsing inside her, his forehead pressed to her shoulder, breathing her name like a prayer.

They lay tangled in the sleeping bag afterward, his dark arm draped across her white stomach, her head on his chest. Through the thin tent wall she could hear distant music, distant laughter, the murmur of a festival that never slept. She traced the veins on his forearm with her fingertip.

Three more days, she thought. I'm going to need every one of them.


Chapter Two – The RV

Britt Novak had never been called subtle. She was the friend who said the thing everyone was thinking, the one who danced on tables at brunch, the one whose laugh could be heard across a crowded bar. So when Keon – quiet, broad, built like a drum kit made flesh – caught her eye across the shared cooler that first afternoon, she didn't play coy. She held his gaze, licked salt from the rim of her drink, and let her smile say everything her mouth hadn't yet.

By the time the sun set she'd learned three things about him: he'd been drumming since he was twelve, he had a degree in mechanical engineering he'd never used, and his hands were enormous. She kept circling back to the third fact every time she looked at him – the width of his palms, the thickness of his fingers wrapped around a beer can, the casual power in the way he cracked his knuckles. I want those hands on me. I want those hands all over me.

They walked to the festival together but kept drifting away from the group – drawn to the same stages, the same rhythms, their bodies gravitating toward each other in the crowd. During a deep house set on the east stage, the press of bodies pushed her back against his chest. His hands found her hips, steadying her, and she felt the heat of him through her thin sarong. She rolled her hips – once, testing – and felt him harden against the swell of her ass. Neither of them said a word. She just kept moving, grinding against him in time with the beat, his fingers tightening on her waist, his breath warm against her ear.

When the set ended she turned around, looked up at him – he was nearly a foot taller – and said, "Take me somewhere."

He took her to the RV.

The inside was cramped and cluttered – a narrow galley kitchen, a fold-down table covered in cables and guitar picks, a bench seat that doubled as a bed. Empty water bottles lined the counter from the day's heat. Keon closed the door and the festival sounds dampened to a muffled pulse. The overhead light was busted; only a string of cheap LEDs along the ceiling worked, casting everything in cool blue.

Britt hopped up onto the narrow kitchen counter, her ass on the cool laminate, her legs dangling. Keon stepped between them and her thighs parted automatically, her knees gripping his waist. They were eye to eye now – her blue to his brown – and the smallness of the space made everything intimate, compressed, electric.

He kissed her. Where Zion had been slow and exploratory, Keon was direct – firm lips, strong jaw, his tongue claiming her mouth without hesitation. His huge hands spanned her waist, thumbs pressing into the soft flesh of her belly, and she moaned into the kiss. She could feel the counter's edge biting into her thighs, the cool metal of the sink faucet against her hip, and none of it mattered because his hands were sliding up her ribs, pushing her bikini top aside, and her heavy breasts spilled into his palms.

Oh God – his hands are even bigger than I thought. He cupped her fully, his dark fingers kneading the pale, pliant flesh, thumbs rolling over her nipples until they stood stiff and aching. She was a D-cup and his hands made her feel delicate. He bent his head and took one nipple into his mouth, sucking hard, and she gasped and grabbed his shoulders – solid as oak, the muscles beneath his shirt like carved wood.

"Take this off," she demanded, tugging his shirt.

He obliged. Bare-chested, he was a wall of dark muscle – thick pecs, a solid core, arms that could fold her in half. A tattoo of a snare drum wrapped around his left bicep. She ran her hands over his chest, feeling the heat radiating from his skin, and pulled him back into her. Her legs locked around his waist. Through his jeans she could feel his erection pressing against the thin fabric of her shorts, thick and insistent, and she ground against it shamelessly.

"I want you," she said. No games, no coyness. "I've been thinking about it all day."

Since the moment I saw those hands.

"Been thinking about you too," he said, his voice a low rumble that she felt in her sternum. "Couldn't stop looking at you."

He unhooked her bikini top and let it drop. Then his hands went to her shorts – unbuttoning, unzipping, pulling them down her thighs. She lifted her hips to help and they dropped to the floor. Her underwear was white lace – already damp, clinging to her – and he peeled it away with a slowness that made her squirm. She sat naked on the counter, pale and flushed, her thick thighs spread around his dark waist, and the contrast between their skin in the blue LED light was obscene and beautiful.

He undid his belt. Dropped his jeans. His cock strained against black boxer briefs, the outline absurd – long and thick and curving to the left. When he pulled the briefs down it swung free, heavy, the shaft dark and veined, the head broad and smooth. Britt's breath hitched.

Jesus Christ. That's – that's going to ruin me.

She reached for him, wrapping her small white hand around the base, barely able to close her fingers. She stroked him slowly, feeling the weight, the heat, the throb of his pulse against her palm. Pre-cum beaded at the tip and she swiped it with her thumb, spreading it over the head until it gleamed.

"Condom," she breathed.

He grabbed one from the glove compartment – he had to stretch past her to reach it, his body pressing against hers, his cock trapped between her stomach and his – and rolled it on. Then his hands were under her thighs, lifting her slightly off the counter, and the head of his cock pressed against her slick entrance.

"Look at me," he said.

She did. Blue eyes locked on brown.

He slid inside her.

Britt's mouth opened but no sound came out. He was thick – thicker than anyone she'd had – and the stretch was a bright, exquisite ache that radiated from her center to her fingertips. He pushed in slowly, inch after impossible inch, filling her so completely she could feel him in her chest. Her walls clung to him, wet and tight, and the sensation of being split open on the kitchen counter of a cramped RV by this beautiful, dark-skinned man was so filthy and so perfect she wanted to cry.

"Oh – oh fuck – " she finally managed.

"You okay?" His voice was strained but controlled.

More than okay. Don't you dare stop. "Don't stop," she whispered. "Go slow."

He went slow. He fucked her with long, measured strokes – pulling almost all the way out and then pressing back in to the hilt – and each stroke shifted the entire RV on its suspension. A gentle rocking, like a boat on calm water. The empty water bottles on the floor rolled and clinked against each other. A guitar pick vibrated off the table and pinged onto the linoleum. The blue LEDs swayed overhead, making shadows dance across their entwined bodies.

Britt wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs tighter around his waist, pulling him into her with each thrust. His hands gripped her hips, his dark fingers sinking into the soft white flesh of her ass, holding her exactly where he wanted her. The counter creaked beneath them. She could feel every ridge and vein of his cock dragging along her inner walls, and the slow pace was maddening – building sensation in layers, each stroke stoking a fire that burned hotter and brighter.

"Deeper," she moaned. "I can take it."

He adjusted his grip, pulling her hips forward to the very edge of the counter, and the next stroke drove so deep she felt the blunt pressure of his head against her cervix. She cried out – sharp, electric – and her nails raked down his back. He held there, buried to the root, and rolled his hips in a slow circle that made her vision swim.

He's so deep inside me I can feel him in my throat.

The RV rocked. The water bottles rattled. Outside, festival-goers passed within feet of the vehicle, their laughter and chatter a surreal soundtrack to the obscene, wet sounds coming from inside – the slap of his hips against the counter's edge, the slick rhythmic noise of his cock working in and out of her soaked pussy, her moans rising in pitch as the pace gradually, inevitably quickened.

His slow strokes became longer, harder. Each thrust shoved her back on the counter and he'd pull her forward again by the hips, impaling her, the clap of dark skin against pale skin echoing off the RV's metal walls. Britt's tits bounced with every impact, heavy and swaying, and he watched them – watched the way her whole body reacted to him – with a focused intensity that made her feel like the only woman in the desert.

"You feel incredible," he grunted. "So tight – so fucking wet – "

"It's you – it's all for you – " She was barely coherent, words dissolving into gasps. The orgasm was building at the base of her spine, a coiling tightness that wound with every stroke. She reached between them and rubbed her clit in fast circles, her pale fingers a blur against her pink, swollen flesh, and the dual sensation – his thickness filling her, her own fingers working her clit – was too much, not enough, everything.

She came with a scream that she buried in his shoulder, her teeth sinking into the hard muscle, her pussy clamping down on his cock in rhythmic waves. He groaned – deep, guttural – and his hips stuttered, his rhythm breaking for the first time. He thrust once more, twice, and then ground into her with a finality that made the entire RV shudder. She felt his cock pulse inside her, felt the condom swell with the force of his release, and she held him there with her legs and her arms and everything she had.

They stayed like that – her sitting on the counter, him standing between her legs, both breathing hard, foreheads pressed together – for what felt like minutes. The RV settled on its suspension. The water bottles stopped rolling. Somewhere outside, a drum circle started up, and Keon laughed softly against her lips.

"Professional interest?" she murmured.

"They're off tempo," he said.

She laughed – bright, breathless – and kissed him again.


Chapter Three – The Shower Tent

Day two hit like a furnace. By noon the thermometer on the band's canopy read 107 degrees, and the communal shower tents at the end of Row J had a line thirty people deep. Sierra waited until late afternoon, when the worst of the heat had broken and most festival-goers were migrating toward the stages for the evening sets. She grabbed her towel and her caddy of travel-sized bottles and walked the dusty path toward the shower block.

Malik fell into step beside her.

"Heading to the showers?" he asked, as if it weren't obvious, his grin wide enough to show the charming gap between his front teeth.

"No, I just like carrying soap around the desert for fun."

He laughed. It was a good laugh – deep and easy, the kind that made you want to say something funny again just to hear it. He'd been like that all day – warm, effortless, attentive without being pushy. He'd refilled her water bottle twice without being asked. He'd rubbed sunscreen between her shoulder blades and let his fingers linger just long enough to make the point without making a scene. Sierra appreciated directness, but she also appreciated patience, and Malik seemed to have an unlimited supply of both.

The shower tent was a large canvas structure divided into individual stalls by hanging tarps. A communal water tank on a raised platform fed gravity-fed showerheads – not much pressure, but the water was sun-warmed and blissful against dust-caked skin. At this hour only a few stalls were occupied, steam curling above the tarp dividers like lazy ghosts.

Sierra chose the stall at the far end. She hung her towel on the hook outside, set her caddy on the wooden pallet that served as a floor, and pulled the tarp closed. She peeled off her clothes – tank top stiff with dried sweat, shorts gritty with desert dust, underwear damp from a day of Malik's proximity – and stood naked beneath the showerhead. She pulled the chain and water cascaded over her, warm and wonderful, turning the dust on her skin to muddy rivulets that ran down her lean body and pooled between her feet.

She was rinsing shampoo from her auburn hair when she heard his voice from outside the tarp.

"Room for one more?"

Her heart kicked. She thought about it for exactly half a second. I've been wanting this all day. I've been wanting this since he rubbed sunscreen on my back and I felt his fingers and imagined them everywhere else.

"Get in here," she said.

The tarp rustled and Malik stepped inside. The stall was barely four feet square, and with both of them in it there was no room that wasn't touching distance. He was already undressed – he must have stripped in the adjacent stall – and the sight of him hit Sierra like a physical force. He was lean and cut, his dark skin beaded with water, every muscle defined – shoulders, chest, the V of his hips pointing downward to a cock that hung heavy between his thighs, thick and half-hard and glistening with water.

My God. She stared. She didn't pretend not to.

He stepped under the showerhead with her, the water streaming over both of them now, and put his hands on her waist. The warmth of his palms against her wet skin made her breath quicken. Water ran in rivulets between them – down his dark chest, across her pale stomach, mingling where their bodies nearly touched.

"I've wanted to do this since yesterday," he said, his voice low beneath the hiss of the water.

"Then do it."

He kissed her. The water poured over their faces and she tasted it on his lips – warm, faintly mineral – mixed with the taste of him. His hands roamed her body with an explorer's curiosity, sliding over her slick skin, cupping her small breasts, thumbs circling her hard nipples. She pressed against him and felt his cock stiffen fully against her stomach, hot even through the warm water, the length of it reaching nearly to her navel.

He's huge. They're all huge. What is this band eating? She almost laughed, but then his hand slid between her thighs and his fingers found her clit and the laughter died in her throat, replaced by a soft moan.

He worked her with his fingers while the water streamed over them – two fingers sliding inside her while his thumb circled her clit in slow, steady loops. She leaned back against the canvas wall, the wet fabric cool against her shoulders, and let her head fall back. Steam rose around them, blurring the edges of everything, making the stall feel like a world unto itself.

"I need you inside me," she panted. "Do you have – "

He produced a condom from somewhere – she didn't ask where he'd kept it; she didn't care – and rolled it on with one hand, the other still between her legs. Then he gripped the backs of her thighs and lifted her.

Sierra gasped as her feet left the wooden pallet. He was strong – deceptively strong for his lean frame – and he held her against the canvas wall as if she weighed nothing. Her back pressed into the wet fabric, her legs wrapped around his waist, and the head of his cock nudged her entrance. She could feel her own wetness mixing with the shower water, slick and warm, and she tilted her hips toward him.

He slid inside her.

The angle – gravity pulling her down, his hands holding her up, the wall supporting her back – drove him deep on the first stroke. Sierra's moan echoed off the canvas walls, and she clamped her hand over her own mouth, then thought better of it and let it drop. Let them hear. I don't care. The shower tent was mostly empty, and the hiss of water covered most of the sound, but not all of it – not the wet, rhythmic slap of their bodies, not the creak of the wooden frame as he thrust up into her, not her gasps as his thick cock filled her again and again.

He fucked her standing, his dark hands gripping her pale thighs, water streaming over them both in silver sheets. She wrapped her arms around his neck and held on, her face buried in his shoulder, feeling every inch of him as he drove upward with a steady, powerful rhythm. The contrast of their skin was stark and beautiful in the dim, steamy light – her slender white legs around his dark waist, her pink nipples pressed against his black chest, her auburn hair plastered to both their shoulders.

"You're so tight," he groaned against her ear. "Goddamn, Sierra – "

"Harder – " She bit his earlobe. "Fuck me harder – "

He obliged. His grip tightened on her thighs, fingers sinking deep into the flesh, and his strokes shortened and quickened – sharp, upward thrusts that pinned her against the wall with each impact. The canvas billowed behind her. Water sprayed between their bodies. She could feel the head of his cock hitting deep, nudging a spot inside her that made white light flash behind her eyes, and she rode him – using her arms around his neck for leverage, lifting and dropping her hips to meet his thrusts, grinding her clit against his pelvis every time he bottomed out.

The orgasm ambushed her. One moment she was climbing, and the next she was falling – her entire body seizing, her pussy clenching around his cock in violent pulses, a cry torn from her throat that bounced off every canvas wall in the shower tent. He held her through it, his arms like steel, and when her spasms subsided he was still hard inside her, still thrusting, chasing his own end.

"Come for me," she whispered, her voice raw. "I want to feel you come – "

His rhythm faltered. His hips drove upward once, twice – deep, desperate – and then he pressed her into the wall and held, his whole body rigid, a groan dragged from somewhere primal as his cock throbbed inside her. She felt every pulse through the condom, felt the heat of his release, and tightened her legs around him as if she could pull him deeper still.

The water ran on, indifferent, washing the sweat and dust and spent desire down the drain beneath their feet. Malik lowered her gently until her toes touched the pallet, his cock slipping from her with a wet sound that made them both shiver. They stood under the showerhead together, foreheads touching, breathing hard, grinning like idiots.

"I think we used all the hot water," she said.

"Worth it."


Chapter Four – The VIP Section

Pressure Drop's set on the secondary stage was – by any measure – a revelation. The crowd that started at two hundred swelled to over a thousand by the second song. Zion's guitar wailed like a living thing, Keon's drums shook the dust from the speaker stacks, Malik's bass was a physical force you felt in your chest, and Darius's keys wove through it all like silk through steel. Kaylee, Britt, and Sierra watched from the wings, VIP lanyards bouncing on their chests, and by the time the set ended they were sweating, vibrating, and running on pure adrenaline.

Backstage was a maze of road cases, cable coils, and equipment draped in black fabric. A single bare bulb hung from a temporary rigging pole, casting everything in stark yellow light. The band came off stage electric – drenched in sweat, grinning, riding the high of a set that had just changed their career trajectory. A festival promoter was already texting about a main-stage slot next year. But right now, right here, the only audience that mattered was the three women waiting behind the amp stacks.

Kaylee met Zion with a kiss that tasted like salt and triumph. "You were incredible," she breathed.

"Night's not over," he said, his hands already on her hips.

The energy backstage was thick enough to chew. The post-show high mixed with the sexual tension that had been building between all seven of them for two days, and what happened next was less a decision than an inevitability – a mutual, unspoken agreement that the boundaries between couples were dissolving.

I want more, Kaylee thought, looking around at the dim backstage space, the equipment cases, the amps still warm from the set. I want all of it. I want tonight to be something I remember forever.

She caught Darius watching her from where he leaned against a road case, still toweling sweat from his face. She smiled at him. He smiled back. Then she looked at Zion.

"I want both of you," she said. Clear. Simple. True.

Zion's gaze shifted to Darius, then back to her. A slow nod. "If that's what you want."

"It's what I want."

Darius set down his towel and walked over. He was shorter than Zion but wider through the chest, his dark skin gleaming with post-show sweat, his glasses catching the light. He stood in front of Kaylee and tilted her chin up with one finger.

"You sure about this?" he asked, his voice that warm honey.

I've never been more sure of anything. She answered by pulling his face down to hers and kissing him, hard, while Zion's hands worked the button of her shorts from behind.

To Kaylee's left, Britt was already in motion. She'd pushed Keon down onto a road case – a heavy black trunk the size of a coffee table – and was climbing on top of him, her skirt hiked to her waist, her bikini top abandoned somewhere in the dust. His jeans were around his thighs, his cock standing straight up, thick and dark and wrapped in a fresh condom. She sank onto him with a moan that echoed off the metal rigging, her pale body arching backward, her heavy breasts swaying as she took him to the hilt.

"Oh fuck – yes – " Britt began to ride him, her hips rolling in slow, deep circles, her hands braced on his dark chest. The road case creaked beneath their combined weight. Keon's huge hands gripped her hips, guiding her rhythm, his eyes fixed on the place where their bodies joined – his dark cock disappearing into her pale, swollen pussy with each downward roll.

To Kaylee's right, Sierra was bent over a dormant amplifier, her sarong pulled aside, her ass in the air. Malik stood behind her, one hand on the small of her back, the other guiding his cock to her entrance. He slid inside her in one smooth stroke and Sierra gasped, her fingers curling around the amp's edges, her knuckles white. He began to fuck her from behind – deep, steady, his dark hips slapping against her pale ass with a metronome's precision.

Kaylee was between two men. Zion behind her, Darius in front. Her shorts were gone, her top was gone, and she knelt on a folded equipment blanket, naked and trembling with anticipation. Darius stood before her, his cock at the level of her lips – dark, thick, the head swollen and leaking. She took him into her mouth, lips stretching around his girth, tongue swirling, and heard his sharp intake of breath above her. Behind her, Zion rolled on a condom and positioned himself at her entrance, the blunt head pressing against her slick folds.

He pushed in, and the sensation of being filled from behind while her mouth was full drove every coherent thought from Kaylee's head. She was suspended between them – Zion's cock deep in her pussy, Darius's cock deep in her throat – and the two of them found a rhythm that was unconscious and devastating. As Zion thrust forward, Darius pulled back; as Darius pushed into her mouth, Zion withdrew. She was a vessel, a conduit, a bridge between two dark bodies, and the pleasure was so intense it bordered on obliteration.

*This is – this is everything – God, I can feel them both – *

She moaned around Darius's cock and the vibration made him groan. Her saliva coated his shaft, dripping from her chin, mixing with the tears that streaked from her watering eyes. Behind her, Zion gripped her hips and fucked her harder, each thrust driving her forward onto Darius, and she braced herself with one hand on Darius's thigh while the other reached between her own legs to rub her clit.

The backstage area was a symphony of sex – wet, rhythmic, unashamed. Britt's cries as she rode Keon, her tits bouncing, her blonde hair swinging. Sierra's muffled moans into her folded arms as Malik pounded her from behind, her toes curling in her sandals. Kaylee's gagged sounds around Darius's cock, the slap of Zion's hips against her ass. The bare bulb swung slightly in a breeze that found its way through the rigging, and the shadows danced like voyeurs.

Kaylee came first – a shattering orgasm that locked her jaw around Darius and clenched her pussy around Zion so tight he gasped. Britt followed, screaming Keon's name with her head thrown back, her body shaking. Sierra's orgasm was quieter but no less intense – a long, shuddering moan that went on and on while Malik held himself deep inside her.

The men finished in close succession – Darius in Kaylee's mouth, his cum hot and thick on her tongue; Zion inside her from behind, his hips grinding as he emptied himself; Keon beneath Britt, his hands bruising her hips; Malik deep in Sierra, his forehead pressed to her spine.

Seven bodies. One backstage area. The amp Sierra was bent over was still warm from the set. The distant sound of the headliner's opening act drifted through the rigging. Nobody spoke for a long time. Then Britt laughed – that unmistakable Britt Novak laugh – and the spell broke into something warm and easy and shared.


Chapter Five – The Last Night

The final night of Coachstone Valley arrived with a sunset that looked like the sky was hemorrhaging beauty – bands of crimson and gold stretching across the desert horizon, painting the tent canvas in shades of fire. The largest tent in the camp – a ten-person dome that Darius had been using as a storage space – was cleared and transformed. String lights were hung in lazy loops from the ceiling, casting everything in a warm amber glow. Sleeping bags were unzipped and layered into a nest of fabric. Pillows appeared from the RV, from backpacks, from neighboring campsites whose owners were already gone. It looked, Kaylee thought, like a den built for exactly what it was about to be used for.

All seven of them gathered as the last headliner's set thumped in the distance. Water was passed around. Drinks were sipped. There was laughter, there was eye contact, there were hands finding thighs and lips finding necks in the amber glow. The unspoken agreement from the backstage had solidified into something spoken – discussed, consented to, anticipated.

Last night, Kaylee thought. No holding back. Not tonight.

She sat in the center of the tent, cross-legged, wearing nothing but a sheer white kimono that hung open in the front. Around her, the others undressed with the unselfconscious ease of people who'd spent three days learning each other's bodies. Britt pulled her sundress over her head and let it drop, standing bare and golden-lit, her full curves unapologetic. Sierra stepped out of her shorts and peeled off her tank top, lean and lovely, her auburn hair loose around her shoulders. The four men shed their clothes with less ceremony and more anticipation – dark skin emerging from fabric, muscles catching the string-light glow, four cocks in various states of hardness.

Kaylee let the kimono slide from her shoulders. She was the center, and she knew it, and she wanted it. The amber light turned her pale skin to honey, her blonde hair to gold, her body to something luminous and willing.

Zion came to her first. He knelt in front of her and kissed her – deep, possessive, familiar after three nights – while Darius knelt behind her, his hands sliding the kimono fully off her arms, his lips finding the nape of her neck. To her left, Keon and Malik were already attending to Britt and Sierra – Keon pulling Britt onto his lap, her back to his chest, while Malik laid Sierra down on the sleeping-bag nest and settled between her thighs.

Kaylee reached out with both hands. Her left found Keon's cock where it stood at attention beside her – thick, hard, pulsing in her grip. Her right found Malik's, equally imposing, and she stroked them both while Zion kissed down her body and Darius pressed against her from behind. Four men, two in her hands, one at her front, one at her back, and the tent filled with the sound of heavy breathing and the rustle of fabric and the wet sound of mouths on skin.

Zion rolled a condom on and lay back, pulling Kaylee on top of him. She straddled him, sinking onto his cock with a sigh that came from the base of her soul – deep, familiar, perfect. She braced her hands on his chest and began to ride him, her hips rolling in slow waves, her pale body undulating above his dark one. Behind her, Darius rolled on his own condom and pressed a slicked finger against her other entrance – gentle, questioning.

Yes. God, yes. All of it. Everything. She reached back and pulled him toward her.

He entered her slowly – so slowly – the stretch of accommodating him alongside Zion's fullness an intensity that existed beyond pleasure and pain in some new territory entirely. When he was fully seated she was so full she could barely breathe, pinned between two dark bodies, impaled on two thick cocks that she could feel pressing against each other through the thin wall of flesh inside her.

"Oh – oh my God – " she whimpered.

"You okay?" Zion murmured from beneath her.

I'm dying. I'm ascending. I'm never leaving this tent. "Don't stop," she breathed. "Either of you. Don't stop."

They found their rhythm – an alternating cadence, one pushing in as the other pulled out – and Kaylee existed in the center of it like the eye of a storm. Each stroke from either direction sent shockwaves through her entire body. She moaned, cried, babbled – words that weren't words, sounds that were pure sensation given voice.

In her left hand, Keon's cock throbbed. She stroked him in time with the rhythm inside her, her grip tight and wet with the lube Britt had thoughtfully provided. In her right hand, Malik pulsed, equally thick, equally hard, and she worked him with the same desperate rhythm. Britt had moved beside her – the blonde was on all fours next to Kaylee, and Keon shifted from Kaylee's hand to position himself behind Britt, sliding into her with a groan that she answered with her own. Sierra was on her back nearby, Malik between her legs now, his mouth on her pussy, eating her with the same thoroughness he'd shown in the shower tent.

The tent was a tableau of intertwined bodies – pale and dark, tangled and thrusting, lit in amber string-light glow like a Renaissance painting reimagined in flesh. Kaylee was the center axis around which it all turned. Zion beneath her, filling her pussy with deep, upward thrusts. Darius behind her, his hands on her hips, his cock thick in her ass. Britt beside her on all fours, Keon driving into her from behind, his huge hands on her white hips, the clap of their bodies echoing. Sierra on her back, Malik now inside her, her legs over his dark shoulders, her moans rising in pitch.

Every nerve in my body is alive. I can feel all of them – through the sleeping bags, through the air, through whatever connection we've built in three insane days.

Kaylee leaned forward and kissed Zion, tasting his sweat, his tongue. Then she turned her head and kissed Britt – soft and quick and sisterly and filthy – and Britt grinned against her mouth before another thrust from Keon erased her expression entirely. The sounds in the tent were obscene and orchestral – moans, grunts, the wet percussion of sex, the creak of the tent poles, the rattle of the string lights.

Zion's hands found Kaylee's breasts, squeezing, rolling her nipples between his fingers while his hips drove upward. Darius's hand snaked around to her clit, rubbing in fast circles while he thrust from behind. The dual stimulation – inside and out, front and back – built the orgasm not like a wave but like an earthquake, starting deep and shaking outward until her entire body was trembling.

She came undone.

The orgasm ripped through her like lightning through a dry desert sky – white-hot, violent, total. Her pussy and her ass clenched simultaneously around the two cocks inside her, and both men groaned in unison, their rhythms shattered by the force of her contraction. She screamed – actually screamed, the sound raw and animal – and her vision went white at the edges. She felt Zion come inside her first, his hips slamming upward, his cock pulsing deep. Then Darius, a heartbeat later, his grip bruising on her hips, his groan guttural against her ear.

Beside her, Britt was slamming back against Keon's thrusts, her heavy breasts swinging, her pale ass rippling with each impact of his dark hips. She came with a wail that could have been heard three campsites away, her body arching like a bow, and Keon followed with a final, devastating thrust that lifted her knees off the sleeping bag.

Sierra came quietly, as was her way – eyes squeezed shut, lips parted, a long, trembling exhalation as Malik drove into her one last time and held, his dark forehead pressed to her pale shoulder, his body shuddering with release.

Silence.

Then the distant thump of the festival's closing set, still going, still vibrating the desert floor. Then breathing – seven sets of lungs, seven heartbeats, gradually slowing. Then the rustle of bodies rearranging – limbs untangling, cocks softening, condoms dealt with, water bottles found and shared. The amber string lights glowed on. The tent smelled like sex and sweat and canvas and sunscreen and the faint, sweet smoke of someone's campfire.

Kaylee lay in the center of the nest, Zion on one side, Darius on the other. Britt curled against Keon's broad chest nearby, his arm around her, his hand idly stroking her hair. Sierra lay with her head on Malik's stomach, tracing the muscles of his abdomen with her fingertip, the same way she'd traced them with sunscreen two days ago. Nobody spoke. Nobody needed to.

The festival's closing set ended. The bass faded. The desert reclaimed its silence – vast, humming, ancient. The string lights in the tent glowed amber until their batteries died, and then there was only darkness and warmth and the sound of seven people breathing in the still desert air.

Nobody slept until sunrise.

When the light came – pale and golden through the tent canvas – Kaylee opened her eyes and looked at the bodies around her. Dark and pale, tangled together, beautiful in the morning light. She felt sore and spent and alive in every cell.

I came to this festival for the music, she thought one last time.

She smiled against Zion's sleeping shoulder.

I'll come back for everything else.
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