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​“Stop worrying
about the shorts, Trish! Your ass looks amazing in
them!”

Trish frowned at her boyfriend’s enthusiasm,
craning her neck to see how the neon booty-shorts fit in her
reflection.

“I mean hot damn girl!” Robert continued,
“you’ve got the nicest booty in the whole festival!”

“Do you have to be so loud, Robert?”
she scolded him.

They were at their campsite on the event
grounds, blocked in by rows of tents and cars, the hustle and
bustle of the third annual Dance to Forget EDM Music Festival all
around them. It was mid-morning and already droves of electronic
music fans were enroute to multiple stages set up around the
massive, sprawling property. The faint pulse of bass and drum music
simmered beneath everything, growing louder all the time.

“I don’t know about these,” Trish said under
her breath, “they are so tight.”

“Which is exactly why you should wear them,
babe! You don’t know how sexy you look in those, I promise you!”
Robert, tall and gangly, pale skin and bones without a shirt,
couldn’t take his eyes off his girlfriend as she checked her
reflection against the back window of the car.

“You know I’m insecure about it, Robert,” she
rolled her eyes, “why do you have to pressure me?” Even as the
words left her mouth, she found herself distracted by the body in
the window. Her body. Petite but not too short, thick thighs with a
round, fat ass. The top she wore exposed her entire back, tanned
and lithe and defined. She swung around to check her front;
exposed, flat belly and voluptuous, heavy breasts. Her flowing red
hair hung about her shoulders like a superhero from a Marvel movie.
It occurred to Trish that very little of her body was covered, and
that never in a million years would she have dared to wear
something like that back home.

But they weren’t back home. They were at
music festival a thousand miles away, their very first music
festival to be exact. She found an immense, strange comfort in
knowing that no one they knew would be there. It was the only
reason she’d even considered Robert’s pleas of “dressing more
provocatively.”

“My girlfriend is so fucking hot,”
Robert’s silly laugh in her ear, wrapping his arms about her bare
waist and hugging close. “I might not be able to wait until after
the show with you dressed like this. We might need to find a
porta-potty –“

“Disgusting, Robert, OK?” she shook him off
and walked to the beer cooler stationed just outside their tent.
She snagged a White Claw, blackberry, and cracked it open.

“Don’t be salty, babe,” his skeleton-frame
and dull smile approached her, “I’m just saying you have nothing to
be insecure about. Flaunt it because you got it!”

She smiled, a little.

“There she he is,” he crooned, “you know it’s
true. Every guy in this place is going to be staring at you!”

“And you like that?” she raised her eyebrows.
“What happened to the jealous, possessive Robert from Omaha?”

“He’s in Omaha, duh,” Robert tapped her bare
waist with clicking fingers, “and besides, they can look but they
sure as hell can’t touch. They can see what a hot piece you are and
then they can see the lucky guy who gets to enjoy it.”

“Big talk for somebody who can’t keep it up
after a little coke,” she poked.

“Oh come on that was one time. And besides,
that coke was shit. If we find some good stuff you better watch out
because I will go all night long!”

“Joy,” she breathed. “When does Zedd go on
anyway?

“He plays tonight at midnight for the late
show it’s going to be so bomb!”

“I can’t fucking wait,” the first hint of
excitement showing through in her voice, “we got these tickets so
long ago. I can’t believe it’s finally here. Oh Robert, this is
going to be the best night ever!”

“You’re damn right it is,” Robert peered into
Trish’s hazelnut eyes, “and we get to share it together. I
love you, Trish.”

“I love you, too,” she softened up, her third
white claw beginning to ease her anxieties about tight clothes and
revealing skin. She looked around the campgrounds and saw other
couples just like them; young and good-looking, lots of skin, lots
of muscles…or bones, if you were Robert.

A knot of excitement tightened in Trish’s
stomach. She polished off her White Claw and opened another, intent
now on getting a good buzz on. Robert did the same and the young,
loving couple drifted into the afternoon drunk and stoned and
infatuated.

The early shows were no less rowdy than the
late-night sets, there was just more sun and more sweat. Trish and
Robert made their way to the stages, part of a throng of people,
herds of twenty-somethings covered in glitter and body paint,
halter-tops and short-shorts, sunglasses and fuck-boy haircuts. And
even though Trish and Robert fit this look to a T, there was one
thing separating them from so many of the other young couples
attending the festival that year: Trish’s fat, scene-stealing
ass.

Even on the short walk to see Louis the
Child, unbeknownst to either Trish or her boyfriend, three men had
been slapped by their girlfriends for failing to hide their
blatant, longing stares at Trish’s juicy, thick cheeks.

“I feel really good,” Trish said with glee.
They laid a blanket out on the wide, sprawling green space in front
of the stage and waited for Louis the Child to start his set.

“You look really good,” Robert stood next to
her, his hands constantly roaming her body, finding those
show-stopping cheeks, and squeezing.

“You stop it right now, Mr.,” she giggled.
“You’ll get what’s coming to you later. Right now, I want to
dance!”

Louis the Child took the stage, and the green
went wild. The music began with a simmering high-hat rhythm, a bass
drum slamming on two and four. Trish closed her eyes and moved to
the music, her cute, flushed face smiling in sunlight. Robert
danced beside her but always he scanned the area, searching for the
eyes of the men who couldn’t help but stare at his girlfriend’s ass
in those bright, skin-tight neon shorts.

There were many of them. Even those with
sunglasses standing nearby seemed to have their head inclined in
the direction of the couple. Robert grew fidgety, using his dance
moves to cover any view of Trish’s ass that he could.

“What are you up to back there,” she slurred,
twisting the top off a tequila mini she’d snuck in.

“Just dancing with my girl,” he whispered in
her ear.

She could feel him grinding on her from the
back, his half-chub alive in his shorts and rubbing along the crack
of her butt. The music blared and all around them, hula-hoopers and
fire-dancers lined the periphery, sweaty bodies closed in as the DJ
ripped into another song. Trish tilted her head back and slammed
the tequila mini, a rabble of approval going up all around them in
their little dance space.

“Get it girl!” yelled a shirtless stranger
beside them.

“Party party!” yelled another, eyes glued to
Trish’s backside.

Trish lifted her hands overhead and screamed
with delight, swaying in time with the music, heavy breasts
jiggling and bouncing with each hop.

To Robert, the swarm of sweating bodies
around them looked like hyenas; white teeth showing through
shark-smiles. He knew what they were looking at, and suddenly he
was no longer sure about the outfit his girlfriend wore.

“Maybe we should head back to camp,” he
whispered in her ear, pulling Trish’s petite frame closer. “It’s
going to cool down tonight…maybe we could put more clothes on.”

“Fuck that!” Trish squealed with glee as
Louis the Child ripped into another burner. “Who needs clothes when
you’ve got tequila!”

The men surrounding them clapped and hooted
in approval, more than ten of them now peering down at the petite
party-girl in their midst. Her eyes were alive with a young
vitality, and the alcohol had turned her into some sort of
lithesome, prancing fairy with curves like perfect clouds on a hot
day.

Robert grew desperate, the eyes of those
horny men like hot coals laid across his pride. He tried to wrap
his arms about her again and pull her tight, but Trish’s thick
dancing ass bucked into him and sent him stumbling backwards. She
was oblivious to it…but the men around them all laughed, watching
the skinny weakling fail to control his blossoming girlfriend.

“You need to calm down a little,” Robert
panted, trying to keep his voice quiet enough that the gawkers
nearby wouldn’t hear.

“Why the hell would I do that?” she looked up
at him, the intoxication written across her face. “Do you know how
long I’ve been looking forward to this? I’m not holding back
anymore, Robert. This weekend we let it all loose!”

She didn’t wait for his response. Instead,
she reached her arms to the sky and moved her hips with seduction,
her body a writhing, heated sensualness.

“That girl got a fat fucking ass…” a
stranger’s voice came from behind, “ain’t no way that skinny wimp
knows what to do with all that.”

Robert swallowed his pride and pretended he
didn’t hear it. Eyes forward, he watched the show in jilted,
stationary silence.
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​“Where to next,
baby?” Trish’s face was a giddy delight of passion and
adventure.

“I’ve got go to the bathroom,” Robert said
somewhat distracted. The crowd was filing out all around them but
some of the gawkers lingered nearby, playing off their stares as
loitering.

The two of them walked hand in hand to a line
of porto-johns lined along the west end of the field where a
multitude of other festival goers were either waiting in line or
chatting with like-minded strangers.

“Wait here,” Robert told her, “and if anybody
tries to talk to you tell them you have a boyfriend!”

“Sure, whatever you say,” Trish replied. Too
drunk to notice her boyfriend’s obvious insecurity she looked
around, taking in the sites, the different people, the distant din
of another electronic set starting up somewhere across the
field.

Robert lingered a moment longer, trying to
assess just how drunk his girlfriend was. He knew he was positively
buzzed, and at much less body weight he was certain Trish was
feeling the effects more than he was. Determined not to leave her
alone for too long, Robert rushed to the porto-john nearby to take
care of business.

As he opened the plastic door into the hot,
muggy restroom, he glimpsed two men standing about twenty yards
out, talking to each other, both black, both shirtless.

He frowned. It was an odd sight at music
festival with so many white people. They stood out. And not just
because of the color of their skin (which made him instantly more
nervous), but their height, too. They had a rough look about them,
bare torsos lined with muscle and sweat. Robert glanced back at
Trish who stood alone in the field of green, swaying at the hips,
skin tanning in the bright afternoon.

He entered the bathroom, nervous hands
fumbling a loose belt-buckle. In the dim light of the privy, he
pulled his flaccid penis out, most of it covered in a thick bush of
wiry pubic hair. He closed his eyes and tried to relax. Things
never worked out well for him when he got jealous, and he knew it.
Trish knew it, too. He thought it would be easy to walk around a
festival where nobody knew who they were, his girlfriend dressed
skimpy in a way she never would normally, enjoying the feeling of
having her while everyone else could only look. But as usual, it
wasn’t that easy for him. The jealousy made him angry, and the
anger made him impotent. He thought of the time he’d done coke at
the behest of a good friend who told him it would “make you fuck
like superman.” And it almost did, too. But his average white cock
failed him that day…and it had nothing to do with the drugs. Just
before he’d taken Trish into the back room at that party to try and
get it on, one of their acquaintances had pinched
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