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  Chapter one
Freedom Starts With a Text


Linda Bartenstein wiped sweat from the back of her neck and stepped into the thick crowd at the Juneteenth festival. 
The bass from the main stage thumped through her chest like a second heartbeat. 
She had told Ben she was just going to walk around for an hour, maybe two, grab some food, and come home. 
He had kissed her forehead and said, "Enjoy yourself, babe." 
She had smiled and left him at the grill with a cold beer in his hand and the game on the TV. 
Now the sun was low, and the air smelled of barbecue smoke, fried dough, and something sharper like sweat and want. 
Her sundress clung to her fat tits and the soft bulge of her belly, the fabric damp with sweat and pressed tight enough to show the outline of her nipples.
She could feel men staring already, their eyes crawling over her tits and ass, hungry and shameless.
She told herself it was nothing. Just a night out. Just looking. 
Her phone buzzed in her hand. 
Ben. You make it okay? 
She typed back quickly. Yeah, it’s loud and hot but fun. Miss you already. 
She hit send and slipped the phone into her bra, where it nestled warm against her skin. 
The lie barely registered. Just a tiny thrill, nothing compared to the heat building between her legs.
She pushed deeper into the crowd. 
The music got louder. Bodies pressed close. 
A tall, dark-skinned man with a lanyard around his neck and a tight black shirt that showed every line of muscle stepped in front of her, blocking the path to the food trucks. 
His name tag read David Barnea, Organizer. 
He smiled slowly, like he already knew something about her she hadn’t admitted yet. 
“You look like you could use a cold drink,” he said, voice low enough to cut through the noise. 
Linda’s mouth went dry, her pussy already starting to ache.
She should have said, "No, thanks," and kept walking. 
Instead, she nodded. 
“That would be nice.” 
He led her off the main path toward a row of vendor tents. 
The noise dropped a little. 
He handed her a plastic cup of something sweet and strong. 
She sipped, and the rum hit her throat warm. 
“Thanks,” she said. “I’m Linda.” 
“David.” 
He didn’t offer a handshake. 
He looked her up and down, eyes lingering on her tits, her hips, her ass, not bothering to hide it.
“You here alone, Linda?” 
She laughed a little nervously. 
“My husband’s at home grilling.” 
“Smart man. Letting a woman like you out on a night like this.” 
Her cheeks flushed, nipples tightening under the thin dress.
“It’s just Juneteenth. Celebrating freedom, right?” 
David stepped closer. 
The air between them felt heavy, thick with sweat and the stink of want.
“Freedom’s a hell of a thing,” he said. 
“Sometimes you gotta take it for yourself.” 
Her phone buzzed again. 
She pulled it out. 
Ben. Having fun? 
She stared at the screen for a second, then typed without thinking. 
Yeah, I met a guy who runs the festival. He’s buying me a drink. 
She hit send before she could stop herself. 
The little whoosh sound made her stomach flip. 
David’s hand brushed her hip as he leaned in to be heard. 
“You texting him already? Telling him you’re talking to me?” 
Linda swallowed hard. 
Her nipples pressed hard against the thin dress, begging to be noticed.
“Maybe.” 
David’s grin widened. 
“Good. Tell him I said hello.” 
She looked up at him. 
Her heart hammered. 
The festival noise felt far away now. 
She typed another message, fingers shaking just a little. 
His name’s David. Tall. Nice smile. Says hello. 
She sent it. 
Ben’s reply came fast. 
Tell David I said what’s up. And have fun, babe. Really. 
Linda’s breath caught. 
She showed David the screen. 
He read it and chuckled low. 
“Your man’s got good instincts.” 
Linda’s cunt throbbed, a slow, needy ache that made her want to spread her legs right there.
She squeezed her thighs together, trying to hide the wetness already soaking her panties.
This was supposed to be innocent. Just a drink. Just talk. 
But the way David looked at her mouth made her think about other things. 
About how long it had been since someone looked at her like she was something to be devoured. 
She finished the drink in two swallows. 
The rum spread heat through her belly and lower. 
“Another one?” David asked. 
She nodded. 
He took her cup, and his fingers grazed hers. 
When he came back, he didn’t hand it over right away. 
Instead, he held it just out of reach. 
“You ever think about what freedom really feels like, Linda?” 
She licked her lips. 
Her phone was still in her hand. 
Ben had sent another text. You still there? 
She stared at the words, then looked back at David. 
Her thumb moved over the screen. 
Yeah. Still here. He’s asking if I want another drink. 
Ben replied almost instantly. Then have another. Send me a picture of you with it. 
Linda’s face burned. 
She lifted the cup. 
David stepped in close so his chest nearly touched her shoulder. 
She snapped the picture and sent it. 
The picture showed off her tits, the deep line of her cleavage, and how the dress hugged every curve and roll.
Ben’s response was a single fire emoji followed by damn, babe. 
Linda laughed softly, but it came out shaky. 
David watched her the whole time. 
“You two do this often?” he asked. 
“No,” she said honestly. “Never.” 
His hand settled on her lower back. 
His touch was barely there, but it shot straight to her cunt, making her clench and drip.
“First time for everything,” he said. 
“Especially on Juneteenth.” 
She felt the words settle in her chest. 
Freedom. The idea of it made her dizzy. 
She typed again. He’s got his hand on my back. Feels good. 
Ben answered right away. Good. Keep me posted. I want to know everything. 
Linda’s breath came faster. 
Her nipples were stiff, poking through the dress, begging for attention.
She could feel her panties getting soaked, cunt leaking for him.
David leaned down so his mouth was close to her ear. 
“You gonna keep telling him what I’m doing to you?” 
She nodded before she could stop herself. 
“Yeah. I think I am.” 
He smiled against her skin. 
“Then let’s give him something worth reading.” 
His fingers slid lower until they rested just above the curve of her ass. 
Linda didn’t pull away. 
She took another sip of the drink and let the heat spread. 
Her phone stayed in her hand, ready. 
The festival lights blinked around them, and the music kept pounding, but all she could feel was the weight of David’s touch and the buzz of her phone waiting for the next message. 
She was still Linda Bartenstein, Ben's wife. 
But right now, in this moment, with the rum in her blood and a stranger’s hand on her body, she felt something else starting to wake up. 
Something that had been sleeping for a long time. 
Something that wanted to be free. 
She typed one more line and hit send. 
He’s touching me lower now. And I haven’t told him to stop. 
Ben’s reply came back fast and simple. Don’t. 
Linda’s cunt spasmed, a hot pulse of need at the word.
She looked up at David. 
Her voice came out soft but steady. 
“What happens next?” 
David took the empty cup from her hand and set it aside. 
His palm settled fully on her ass and squeezed. 
“Next,” he said, “we find somewhere quieter. And you keep texting your husband every dirty little detail.” 
Linda’s knees felt weak, but she nodded. 
“Okay.” 
She followed him away from the crowd. 
The night air cooled her sweaty skin, but her cunt just got hotter, throbbing and wet as she followed him.
Her phone stayed warm in her grip. 
Every step she took felt like crossing another small line. 
And every line she crossed made her cunt wetter, her panties sticking to her pussy lips.
She didn’t know where this was going, but she knew she wasn’t turning back. 
Not tonight. Not when freedom already tastes this sweet.






  
  Chapter two
First Taste of Liberty


Linda’s legs still felt shaky as she followed David deeper behind the row of vendor tents. 
The festival noise was now a dull roar. 
Strings of colored lights swayed overhead, casting shifting shadows across the grass. 
Her sundress stuck to her sweaty skin, and David’s cum was still coating her tongue, thick and salty, every breath reminding her she’d just swallowed a load in public.
Every time she swallowed, she tasted the mess he’d dumped down her throat.
And what she’d sent to Ben—her husband, probably jerking off to the proof his wife was a cum-guzzling slut.
Her phone buzzed again in her hand. 
She hadn’t looked yet. 
Not until they stopped beside a stack of wooden crates that blocked most of the view from the main path. 
David turned to face her. 
His eyes moved slowly over her body, taking in the way her nipples poked hard against the thin fabric. 
“You okay?” he asked, voice low and rough. 
Linda nodded. 
Her face was on fire, humiliated and turned on at the same time.
“More than okay.” 
She finally checked her phone. 
Ben had sent three messages in a row. 
The last one read. 
My dick is so hard right now. 
Keep going if you want. 
No pressure, but fuck, I want every detail. 
Her pussy throbbed, a fresh gush soaking her panties.
She showed David the screen. 
He read it and let out a low chuckle. 
“Your husband is something else.” 
Linda licked her lips, tasting the last drops of David’s cum stuck in the corners of her mouth.
“He likes knowing.” 
David stepped closer until her back pressed against the crates. 
His big hand settled on her hip and squeezed. 
“Then let’s give him something better than knowing. 
Let’s give him sight.” 
His other hand slid up her side, cupped the heavy weight of her breast, and thumbed her nipple through the dress. 
Linda gasped. 
The touch shot straight to her clit, making her cunt twitch.
She fumbled with her phone. 
“He’s touching my tit now. 
Pinching my nipple. 
Feels so good.” 
She hit send. 
David’s fingers tightened. 
He rolled the stiff peak, making her whimper. 
“You like your husband reading this while I play with you?” 
“Yes,” she breathed. 
“Fuck yes.” 
He leaned down and kissed her neck. 
His mouth was hot and wet. 
Teeth scraped lightly. 
Linda’s head fell back. 
She typed again one-handed. 
“His mouth is on my neck. 
I’m so wet, David.” 
Ben replied fast. 
Good. 
Tell him to pull your dress down. 
Show him those tits. 
Linda moaned the words into David’s ear. 
“He wants you to pull my dress down.” 
David didn’t hesitate. 
He hooked his fingers in the thin straps and tugged them off her shoulders. 
The sundress slid down her arms and pooled at her waist, exposing her heavy, bare breasts. 
The night air hit her tits, making her nipples stand out even harder, begging to be sucked.
David groaned at the sight. 
Full and soft with dark, stiff peaks. 
He cupped both of them, lifted them, and lowered his head. 
His tongue swirled around one nipple, then the other, sucking hard enough to make her knees buckle. 
Linda’s phone nearly slipped from her grip. 
She managed to type. 
“Dress is down. 
He’s sucking my tits. 
Hard. 
Feels amazing.” 
Send. 
Ben’s answer came with a voice note this time. 
She played it low. 
His voice was thick with lust. 
“God damn Linda. 
I can hear how much you like it. 
Keep feeding him those tits. 
Tell him I said suck harder.” 
She relayed the message in a shaky whisper. 
David obeyed. 
He sucked harder, bit gently, and tugged until she cried out. 
Her free hand gripped the back of his head, pressing him closer. 
Her cunt was soaked, panties glued to her pussy lips, probably leaving a wet patch anyone could see.
She felt her pussy juice leaking down her thigh, sticky and hot.
David pulled back just enough to look at her flushed face. 
“You getting messy for me already?” 
She nodded, biting her lip. 
“So messy.” 
He dropped to one knee right there in the grass. 
His hands pushed her dress the rest of the way down until it puddled at her ankles. 
She stood there in just her sandals and panties, the crotch soaked and see-through, showing off her slutty little pussy to anyone who cared to
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