





Vacation Fantasy



Nina Sestina



Vacation Fantasy



Nina Sestina



All Rights Reserved ©2025 Nina Sestina. First Printing: 2025.







All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.







Author's Note: All characters in this story are fictional, and 18 years of age and older.











































































Table of Contents




Chapter 1 - Jenna





Chapter 2 - Jeremiah





Chapter 3 - Jenna





Chapter 4 - Tim





Chapter 5 - Jenna





Chapter 6 - Jenna




























































































 Chapter 1 - Jenna







There aren’t words to describe the relaxing feeling of finally laying down at the beach, soaking in the sun and letting my mind drift away to nowhere. It was a long drive, but well worth it considering the private beach and perfect weather. I needed an escape, and managed to scrape together just enough money for a weekend splurge.







I posted up on my elbows, looking up and down the sunny beach from behind my dark lenses. It was the first time in ages that I had a real chance to relax, and nothing to do. There were a few random couples, and a few singles walking along the beach, but it still felt very tucked away.







The rental house was gorgeous, with an open floor plan and big windows that directly overlooked the beach. It was a one bedroom place, but it could sleep seven. My favorite part was the huge, wraparound porch, and I had plans of taking full advantage of it.







I laid back down, and closed my eyes, basking in a rare moment of peace. I was freshly single, and coming off of a nightmare breakup with my ex, Colin. The relationship only lasted a year, but we made the mistake of moving in together right at the beginning. Looking back, I could have used more time to get to know him. Living with someone is tough no matter what, but especially so when you figure out that you don’t even like each other.







The problem was the lease, as neither of us could afford to live alone, and we’d already signed on for twelve months. I think we stuck with the relationship longer than we otherwise would have, trying to make it work for the sake of our living situation. It would have been much easier if he weren’t so emotionally avoidant, as we’d go days, sometimes weeks at a time without talking.







Anyway, our sex life diminished past the point of no return, and he started sneaking around and messaging Fans Only girls, which was a huge no-no for me, and something we’d discussed early on in our relationship. Any shred of potential attraction I had for him was obliterated, and our arguments started getting mean and nasty.







The resentment had set in for both of us, but we still pushed through the last six months of our lease. Absolutely brutal, and I didn’t realize how much of a toll it had taken on me until I moved out. It was like a big breath of fresh air, no longer walking on eggshells, or having to pretend that everything was cordial when it wasn’t.







I moved into my friend Sarah’s spare bedroom. It wasn’t much, but it was more than enough for me to get back on my feet. Still, I needed a getaway so that I could reset. I needed to be alone.







I’d entered a dreamy, sleeplike state while lying on the beach in my bikini. The slight breeze rolled over my warm skin, and I could hear the sound of waves and seagulls in the otherwise silent background. It was heaven.







And then the chatter appeared. Loud, rowdy men invading the beach. My eyes popped open, and I saw them walking across the beach, heading in my general direction carrying chairs, coolers, and backpacks.







“Of course.” I muttered, counting five guys in total. They were clearly good friends, full of excitement for their day of fun in the sun. At least they were handsome, but a group of party mode frat boys were the antithesis of what I had in my mind for my weekend escape.







They laid down their towels and set up their little camp about fifty yards away, and I considered heading back to the beach house right away. They settled in quickly, connecting to a bluetooth speaker and tossing around a football.







I rolled over onto my stomach, intent to at least hit both sides before sneaking away. The guys had decent taste in music, and seemed like a fun group, laughing and smiling. They also left me alone, which went a long way. While watching them tussle around and pass the football around, I realized how athletic and muscular they were. It made me wonder if they played together in college or something, because they were big dudes.







I’m not sure if it was the sun or what, but I found myself contemplating things I’d never really considered, like what it might be like to have a random one night stand with one of the guys. I tried choosing my favorite, but they all had a different flavor to them. I wasn’t used to intrusive fantasies, but when I saw one of their cocks bouncing up and down as they chased down an overthrown football, I couldn’t help taking notice.







The errant throw landed about ten yards from my towel, startling me because I was too busy watching his endowment flop around in his white trunks to notice its trajectory until it landed.







“I’m sorry about that.” he said, a tall, muscular black man with perfect teeth and a big smile.







“Oh, you’re fine.” I said, brushing it off. He picked up the ball, and stepped closer.







“So are you. I’m Jeremiah.” he said, approaching for a handshake.







“Thanks. I’m Jenna.” I said, feeling myself flush hot even though I was already sweating. The rest of the group ran up behind him, and the next thing I knew, I was meeting them all.







There was Jeremiah, Michael, Tim, Darrius, and Brent. All stood at least six foot two and were built like statues. While I didn’t go on vacation to socialize, I certainly wasn’t going to say no to such a desirable group of hot bodied men. I was freshly single after all.







I was immediately voted into the group, literally. It was unanimous, and they said that I was an honorary member of what they referred to as their Sausage-Fest.







“You are not calling it that.” I said, laughing at their juvenile sense of humor.







“Oh, definitely. That’s exactly what it is.” Tim said, his torso heavily tattooed.







“First annual. No girls allowed.” Michael said, chiming in.







“Except for you.” Tim quipped. “But only because you were voted in.”







“Well, I’m honored, I guess, to be a part of the first annual Sausage-Fest.” I said, rolling my eyes as I said it out loud.







“You should be, and don’t worry, there’s plenty of sausage to go around.” Brent said. I moved my towel over to their camp, and got swept up in the energy of socializing with new men. It had been a long time, and while mingling wasn’t originally a priority, it quickly became the new focus of my day.







They were staying in a big beach house, and like I guessed, they had played college football together at the same university. It was their five year reunion after graduating, and their first official Sausage-Fest, a joke they referenced many times throughout the day.







Despite the thinly veiled flirtation and testosterone overload, they were respectful guys, and I felt perfectly safe around them. When I asked about their plans for the weekend, they kind of just shrugged.







“Cookout, chill by the beach, have a nightcap, you know? We’re just chilling.” Jeremiah said, sitting down directly beside me. Any and all thoughts of Colin were nowhere to be found, as there were more pressing, engaging temptations than falling back into my own negative thought loops.







They were serious about me being their honorary Sausage-Fest-Ette, as they invited me back to their place. Our meetup went from the beach to the beach house, and I was so wrapped up in my new friends that I lost track of time. By the time the sun went down, I was smitten with the boys, and more comfortable in their presence than I could have ever imagined, especially considering we’d only met earlier in the day.







Throughout the day, I had a little bit of alone time with each of the guys, and learned their stories. Jeremiah was their quarterback, and went to high school in Newport News Virginia. Tim was a linebacker from Dayton Ohio, and in finance despite his array of tattoos. Michael was a tight end, an aptly named position considering his bubble butt. Brent was a defensive end, and the tallest of the guys at six foot seven. And then there was Darrius, their star running back.







I found it strange that they were all single, but most of them were fresh off of long term relationships. Michael explained that their girlfriends were the main reason they couldn’t make the trip happen before, as they were never single at the same time.







“Are you guys gonna go out and chase girls?” I asked, kind of looking for some insight into where their heads were at. He smiled, and shook his head.







“Probably not, but at the same time, Jeremiah is here, so you never know,” he said. “He told Darrius to overthrow that pass, by the way.”







“He did not.” I said, covering my mouth at the realization. I figured it was pure happenstance, but with a group of men, of course it wasn’t. The omission gave me a chuckle, and I couldn’t deny that I’d fallen right into Jeremiah’s trap. It felt so organic at the time.







“Yeah, he pointed you out right away. You did look good, though, laying out in your bikini.” he said.







“I’m pretty sure I was the only girl laying out.” I said.







“Maybe that worked in your favor, you’d have to ask Jeremiah.” he said, having a chuckle.







“In mine? I think it worked in your favor, because now it’s not technically a Sausage-Fest.”







“True. And we’re honored by your presence, my lady. The Smurfette to our Smurf.” he said. I felt a slight tingle in my spine, as the thought of how outnumbered I was popped into my head. I’d never even considered groupsex, but there was a playful element of vacation anonymity mixed with my unmet sexual needs that made the proposition all the more interesting.







I pushed the thought of my mind, and went back to mingling. As the night wore on, we moved to the living area, and I sat down on the couch between Jeremiah and Tim. Little did I know at the time, but my night was about to become infinitely more interesting.



















































































































 Chapter 2 - Jeremiah



The plan was going well, and I couldn't have picked a better woman. Jenna was as easy to talk to as she was on the eyes. There was something about her that I found magnetic, and the feeling only grew as I spent more time with her. Quick to laugh, able to banter with the boys, and stunningly beautiful.







It was Tim’s idea to go to the private beach, a decision I regretted as soon I saw the lack of women. We were all finally single at the same time, so naturally, I wanted to go hunting. 







Tim has a mean streak, kind of a leave-me-alone style introvert. He was an absolute problem on the football field, and the emotional leader of our defense even though he didn't say much. I should have booked the place myself, but I didn't realize the beach would be a ghost town.







And then I spotted her, like a wide receiver who was wide open on a go route, with no one around at all. Too easy, a guaranteed touchdown pass. My radar was heat seeking, and locked in on her juicy white ass the moment she came into view. I smiled to myself, and went over to Darrius. He chucked the ball in her direction, putting me in proximity with her. The rest was history.







I had no idea at that moment how lucky I’d gotten. Lots of women are attractive, but Jenna was cool as a cucumber, the exact type of person you’d want to spend a vacation with. And her ass, my goodness, God is great.







As the night winded down, I could tell the entire group had bonded with her to a point of familiarity. When I saw Tim laughing, totally relaxed and present, I knew something was going on. I didn’t have any particular plan for her, other than bringing her back to the place to hang out. Obviously, I’d have had a good time with her if that’s what she wanted, but my intention was simply to add a little feminine energy to the so-called sausage fest.







They’re a great group of guys, but sometimes I wonder, if they weren’t star football players, would they get any girls at all? I went along with the “Sausage Fest” thing because they all thought it was hilarious, but it wasn’t my cup of tea.







The television was on, but no one was watching. They were all enthralled by Jenna, and I couldn’t blame them. She seemed to be having a good time as well, and there were no signs of her taking off anytime soon. The party took on a playful tension, a flirtatious sort of tone once the sun went down. None of us were drinkers, but it had a sort of uninhibited feel. I wasn’t sure at first where it was heading, but I sensed something unfamiliar.







Maybe it was the way they were sitting on the couch, with Jenna’s legs laying across two pairs of thighs, and leaning back against Darrius while he rubbed her hair. Usually, I was the one who ran the offense, and made things happen in the girl department, but they seemed to have it under control. Tim wore a dumb, plastered grin, holding her ankle with one hand, and rubbing her foot with the other.







There’s no way this is going down like this. Right? I mean, damn, I could see it going down, but that would be wild. Is she trying to get a little gangbang thing going? She has to know what she’s doing, and how they’re going to take it. If this actually happens, I gotta participate. Have to. Fine ass little thing like her with a great personality, you know she’s amazing in the bedroom.







There wasn't room on the couch, so I took a seat on the armrest closest to Jenna.







“This isn't fair, y'all aren't sharing my girl.” I said, drawing a chuckle.







“Awh, is the little star quarterback jealous he's not getting all the attention?” She asked, looking directly into my eyes. The boys burst into laughter, howling that it was the truth.







“You nailed that one. We haven't played in five years, and he still thinks he's the damn quarterback of the group.” Tim said.







“Still thinks he has the red jersey on and can't get hit.” Brent said, adding to the dog pile.







“I think they're doing a fine job of sharing.” She said, her tone dripping with sensuality as she closed her eyes, being pampered from both ends.







“So you don't mind being shared then?” I asked, trying to bump things in the right direction.







“Not at all. There's plenty of room for you, too. I do have a second foot after all.” She said. I raised my eyebrows, as my instincts told me that she was down. I'd never been involved in something like that, I’d only had threesomes with two girls, but I'm an adventurous guy.







“There's not, though, that's the problem. Not to get too quarterbacky, but I say we audible out of this play and switch to the bedroom formation. There's a king sized bed.”







“I'm more of a queen myself, but that sounds lovely.” She quipped, offering me her hand.







“Y'all coming or what?” I asked, helping her to her feet, and then immediately sweeping her off of them.







“I hope so.” Michael said, the first to follow my lead. The rest of the guys filed into a line behind us, following as I walked her down the hallway to the master bedroom.







Jenna felt like a sack of feathers in my arms, and the blood flow had already kicked in by the time I laid her down on the bed.







The walls were a dark red, and the comforter was black. It didn't have the typical, beachy decor, and it felt more like a room where something like a gangbang might happen.







The guys kind of circled around, like a tribe of hunters surrounding their prey. Jenna had a certain look in her eyes, almost goading one of us to make the first move.







“Ten hands and only one little body to massage. I guess you should strip down, so we can get this pleasure train started.” I said.







“We should all strip down. I shouldn’t have to be the only one naked, besides, what kind of a sausage-fest would it be without any sausages?” she asked. I could feel a collective sigh of anticipation, and I made the first move by taking off my shirt. “There you go.”







“Anything for the guest of honor.” I said, watching as the guys followed my lead. Jenna removed her shirt, and then her shorts, leaving her on the bed wearing only her bikini.







“Any hard limits we should know about?” Tim asked, crossing his arms. Jenna put her index finger against her chin, her eyes looking up at the ceiling while she thought it over.







“Just take care of me. I don’t mind a little roughness, but I really like to be pampered, and worshipped.” she said.







“Noted.” Tim said.







“Like kiss me, and be sensual. Let it be all about me.” she said, smiling like a spoiled child. I shook my head, realizing that she was even more into it than I was, which made sense, because like she said, she was about to be the absolute center of attention.







Darrius was the first to step out of his shorts and underwear, followed by Tim, and then me. Once we were all standing there with our cocks out, the reality of the situation really hit me. We were about to fuck her senseless, all five of us.







“You’re the quarterback. You should probably start things off.” she said, motioning for me to approach the bed. I felt a jolt of electricity move down my spine, straight to my dick as I got on top of her.







“Yes ma am.” I said, looking down at her tight little body, suddenly wanting it all to myself. Jenna reached down between my legs, taking hold of my cock and stroking it several times while the bed was invaded by the rest of the guys.



































 Chapter 3 - Jenna







There was no massage, nor did I expect there to be. It was the naughtiest thing I’d ever engaged in, but there seemed to be no stopping my growing desire.







It helped that I was on vacation, freshly single with no responsibilities in the world. It’s also not an opportunity that presents itself often, or ever for that matter. And I wanted it, and the moment they slithered in around me, I needed it.







“So sexy.”







“Let’s get this off of her. It’s going to be wet, but you won’t be needing a swimsuit.” Brent said, untying my top while someone else removed my bottoms. I didn’t feel as exposed as I expected, because I was literally wrapped up in flesh from every angle.







Jeremiah’s lips were thick and full, and we kissed sensually while his cock searched for the hole. I hadn’t even considered protection, and when his juicy length invaded me, it was too late. I was too caught up in what was happening to even consider it.







Things moved quickly, and I’d never felt so overwhelmed during sex. It’s like I wasn’t even there, despite being the star of the show.







“Oh my God, oh my God…” I remember saying it over and over while Jeremiah’s black cock impaled me, turning my head and back and forth to receive two more swollen dicks on either side.







Nothing was required of me, except for my body. The guys knew what they wanted, and worked in tandem to get it. The positions were kind of a blur, as they were so big and strong, passing me around like a crowd surfer at a sold out show. There were dicks everywhere, in me, sometimes two at a time, and always in my hands and mouths. Whoever wasn’t inside wanted in my mouth, and I did my best to keep up with their constant offering.







“God damn, that makes me wanna cum.” Michael said, behind me while Brent thrust from the bottom. My butt was being pulled apart for better entry, and Michael was doing it hard.







“I love your tits, baby.” Brent said, admiring them with his lips and tongue. It’s really hard to remember, or even to process in the moment the mechanics of what happened. It was just a constant, steady flow of the most intense pleasure I’ve ever known.







“My balls, baby. Come on.” Darrius said, holding me by the hair and dangling them in front of my face. I did as I was told, taking them into my mouth while shaking uncontrollably.







There were so many novel sensations. I remember a warm tongue slipping between my toes while my face was buried in a pillow, with someone behind me fucking me to orgasm while two others held my arms at my sides.







“Please, yes! Don’t stop.”







“I won’t stop, baby. Just cum for my cock.” he said. It might have been Tim, I honestly don’t know. And I did, thrashing beneath him while his thickness filled me, hitting deep spots and triggering my arousal.







“Oh, fuck.”







“Me too, baby. I’m right there.” he said, holding my hips and emptying himself inside of me. His hot sticky cum felt incredible, oozing into me each time his cock flexed. I hadn’t thought about creampies, but I guess that’s why he asked about limits.







My head was still spinning when Darrius stroked himself to completion, shooting it across my ass while my head was still laying on the pillow. I turned my head, watching him glaze my cheeks while grunting with satisfaction. It felt powerful, bringing them to orgasm so easily.







Time wasn’t a thing, and the orgasms led to a tingling sensation that overtook my body, almost transporting me out of it. Things started a little rough and wild, but after I’d been thoroughly taken care of, the pace slowed down.







Still catching my breath, I poked my ass up in the air, daring the next suitor to take hold of me. I wasn’t even sure I couldn’t handle more, but my body was on autopilot. I felt so unhinged, and it made me almost slap happy.







“Turn over, sweetheart. I want to look at you.” Jeremiah said, claiming top missionary for a second time. He lifted my legs onto his shoulders, and I swallowed hard, knowing that he would feel enormous from that angle.







I don’t know if they sensed my fatigue, or if they’d all already cum or what, but the intensity lowered from all of them, shifting their focus to me over their pleasure. Not that I wasn’t already enjoying myself, but having my neck and breasts kissed and sucked on while Jeremiah grinded against me brought me to another level of heightened arousal.







“Such a good girl, I can’t believe we found you.” he whispered, looking into my eyes and rubbing his thumb over my cheek.







“She’s our little doll.” Michael said, reaching between my legs and rubbing my clit while Jeremiah watched his hard cock disappear inside of me.







“It’s so good.” I whimpered, closing my eyes. I wrapped my legs around Jeremiah’s waist, sucking on his thumb while he delivered me once more.







“Are you ready, baby? I’m so close.” he whispered. I could feel his hardness, pulsing as he slowly slid it in and out.







“Yes, daddy. I need it.” I said, arching against him. My body ached for rest, and he reached down and grabbed two handfuls of my ass while pinning me repeatedly to the mattress with hard, deep thrusts.







“Jenna, fuck. It’s so tight.” he said, grunting as he arrived. “Ughn!”







“Oh my God. It’s so hard.” I was seeing stars, and we made out with his hard cock still twitching inside me. There was cum leaking everywhere, but I didn’t care. I felt no shame or judgement about what we’d done, only pure bliss.







I thought back to the past few months of my life, the struggle, the breakup, finding a new place. It was all worth it, and it felt as if I released every ounce of pent up stress that my body was holding onto. No massage could have hit the spots they hit, or provided that level of release.





























 Chapter 4 - Tim



I took a shower afterwards, and went to my bed. It was a great way to start our weekend, but the mixture of sun and Jenna had taken it out of me.







At some point in the night, I woke up with an erection. I thought about handling it myself, but could only think of Jenna. It was two in the morning, so I figured she was sound asleep like the rest of the house, but I still had to go make sure.







We made a bit of a mess in the master bedroom, so there was no one in there. I went from room to room, until I finally found her laying in bed with Brent, still completely naked.







“God damn.” I said, looking her over and admiring her plump, round behind. Brent is six foot seven, but he was turned over on his side, facing away from the bed so he wasn’t in the way.







“Hey.” she said, her voice soft and faint.







“Hey.” I said, taking the opportunity to crawl into bed behind her. “I’m still hungry.”







“Me too.” she said, giggling.







“I didn’t think you’d be awake.” I said.







“Well, here I am.” she said. I pressed myself up against her, and she smelled incredible.







“I’m going to miss you, Jenna. We should make the most out of our time together.”







“I agree.” she said, turning over to face me. Right as we started kissing, Brent woke up, coughing and going into the bathroom. I figured he was giving us privacy, so I continued with Jenna, taking off my shorts and spreading her legs.







It was mostly dark in the room, but my eyes had adjusted enough to take in her beauty.







“I want you to put it in.” I said, letting her take hold of my cock. She rubbed it against herself, and I heard the toilet flushing in the background. The door opened, and light poured over us as his enormous frame appeared in the doorway.







“You too, huh?” She asked. He smiled, slapping his erection against his palm as he hopped back into bed to join us.







“What can I say? There's obviously something about you.” He said.







“How do you want me?” She asked, addressing us both with the question.







“How about on your hands and knees? I'll start from behind.”







“Works for me.” Tim said, as Jenna dutifully assumed the position. She was already wet, and opened wide to receive his thick member while I entered from behind. I still couldn’t believe how willing and eager she was, and had no intentions of not taking advantage of it.







“Mmm!” she squealed, throating on one end while I held her hips and gave it to her. Her ass was majestic, bouncing each time she threw it back on me. I’d never participated in a gangbang, or a threesome before, but I couldn’t seem to resist her.







“That’s a good little slut, take that dick.” I said, holding her ponytail and pushing her head down onto him.







“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!”







“You’re so wet, baby. Fuck.” I said, our bodies slapping rhythmically as I increased the pace.







“Ughn! You’re gonna make me cum, Tim. Don’t stop.” she said. Hearing her say those words was everything, and I found myself approaching the edge as she called out for me. Apparently, I wasn’t the only one turned on by her dirty talking.







“Here, my balls.” Tim said, taking hold of his own shaft and stroking himself toward completion. How we synced it up so perfectly, I’ll never know, but it was a simultaneous explosion from both ends.







“Fuck!” I held her hips like handles, emptying my balls and biting down on my bottom lip. It had been a while since I’d been laid, and Jenna was quickly becoming my new obsession.







“Open your mouth.” Tim said, arriving mere seconds later. He painted her face with heavy streaks, and she slurped it up before we all laid back down in bed for the night. I cuddled her from one side, and Tim claimed the other.







I thought about the riskiness of our decisions, and had the perverse thought that if she was pregnant, I wanted it to be mine. I figured she was on birth control, but thinking about her carrying my child following our night of absolute debauchery was oddly arousing. We’d only just met, but I know what I like, and Jenna was all of it.











 Chapter 5 - Jenna



I slept in until noon the following day, and it was the most restorative sleep imaginable. Between the rest and being fucked into oblivion, I felt like a new woman entirely.







Alone time was what I thought I wanted, but I received the intimate companionship of five men instead. At the same time, and oh boy, was it exactly what the doctor ordered. I’ve never felt like more of a princess in my entire life.







Jeremiah, Tim, and Brent had already left for the beach by the time I sauntered out into the living area. Michael prepared an omelette, butt naked and wearing only an apron. If that weren’t enough of a fantasy in itself, Darrius sliced up some fresh fruit, also shirtless. Princess might be an understatement.







“I really need to go home so I can change.” I said, still in the same swimsuit from the day before. Even though I’d showered, I felt dirty and wanted to freshen up.







“Nah, girl. You can’t leave.” Darrius said, his face completely straight.







“Yeah, you’re our little fuck doll now. Our sex slave. There’s no way we can let you leave the premises.” Michael said, removing his apron to reveal that he was halfway erect.







“Oh, is that what this is? A kidnapping?” I asked, feeling a tinge of danger despite knowing it was only in jest.







“It is. The only way you’re getting out is if you pay the ransom.” Michael said, narrowing his eyes.







“Whatever the cost, I’ll pay it. I just need to switch into my other bikini.” I said.







“Oh, you’ll pay it alright. Get down on your knees.” Darrius said, approaching me from behind. We were right beside the bar, and I dropped down on the white, faux fur rug as Michael presented himself.







“This is so bad.” I chuckled to myself, seeing Darrius’ thick black cock in my peripherals.







“It’s the only way off the island.” Michael said, continuing with the roleplay. I liked the idea of being captive, of paying with my body to receive my freedom. If only I’d thought to stop back at my place to grab a change of clothes, I’d have never wanted to leave.







“They’re so big.” I said, taking hold of their cocks in either hand. I wasn’t used to men of their size, and it made me feel like a pornstar down on her knees, giddy with glee at the enormous endowments I got to play with that day.







“They’re not going to suck themselves.” Darrius said. There was something aggressive about him, and I imagined they were the bodyguards tasked with making sure I didn’t escape. If only there were something I could do to short circuit their minds, a way to bring them to a more suggestible state, then maybe I could convince them to let me sneak away.







“Mmm…” I moaned, lubing up Darrius’ thick mushroom with my wet lips. It was so puffy, so reactive to every lick and suck.







“Kiss it, baby. Look up at daddy and kiss it.” he said, placing his hand on the back of my head. I raised my eyes to meet him, smirking as I carried out his orders.







I’d never been the most blowjob happy girl, especially with Collin. For some reason, this was different, and it brought out a side of myself I wasn’t familiar with. I went back and forth, greedily consuming their heavy rods without inhibition.







“Take your tits out, girl. You’re too fun to look at to be all covered up.” Darrius said, pulling my top out of the way to expose them. My heart fluttered, and I could hardly contain myself because of the arousal. I felt completely free, like I could finally express the entirety of my desires without stoking the insecurity of a man.







“Anything for you, sir. Please just let me go.” I said, giving him my best doe eyes as I played with my breasts for him.







“She’s too much, dude. I really wanna kidnap her, for real.”







“I know, right?” Michael asked, taking his turn on my mouth as slobber dripped down onto my chest. This went on for a while, me becoming more and more turned on while trying to suck the cum straight from their dicks.







I didn’t even hear the door open, as I was so lost in the carnal act. The other guys were home from the beach, and needless to say, they were eager to join. Just like that, our roleplay disintegrated into an all out blowbang. There were too many dicks for me to keep up with, and I was beyond relieved when they decided to lift me up into their strong arms, and carry me over to the couch to take things to the next level.







It was exactly like the day before, every bit as exhilarating and intense. Again, I was passed around, kissed and licked all over before being torn apart. I might as well have been wearing a blindfold, as the mixture of heavy breathing, grunts and dirty talk all blended together, as if I were fucking some kind of uber man.







“Oh, God. Right there, do it hard, daddy.” I said, completely unsure of who was behind me, feeding me their raw cock while others fought for their spot in my mouth. It was more than just the cocks, it was the hands, the mouths, they were everywhere all at once.







“Hold it open, Jenna. I have to lick it.” Jeremiah said. I was bent over the armrest, and as soon as I spread my cheeks for him, he began tonguing my asshole.







“Oh!” I squealed, shrieking as his warm tongue drew circles around my anus. I wasn’t self conscious, as I was far too enveloped in sensual desires to even consider my insecurities.







The men were relentless, each fighting in a coordinated way to insert themselves somewhere. I stayed as busy as I could, trying to please them while convulsing with my own pleasure.







“Make me cum, daddy.” I whimpered. Jeremiah pulled his face from between my ass, filling me from behind while the other men stroked their spit soaked cocks.







“Let’s cum together.” Jeremiah said, referring to the entire group. I closed my eyes, knowing my face was about to be glazed like never before, and focused on the deep internal pleasure his throbbing cock provided.







With Collin, it was always a battle to reach orgasm before he did. With five alpha men at my disposal, cumming wasn’t a problem or the goal. I couldn’t seem to stop cumming, and simply gave myself over to them completely. It was a level of submission I didn’t know I craved until it was given to me.







I remember the warmth, shooting over my face as I held my ass open for Jeremiah’s pounding. Hot rope after hot rope splashed over my face, and all I could do was beg for it to continue.







“Jenna, fuck. I’m gonna do it, baby. I’m not pulling out.” he said, announcing his arrival and extending his hips. I felt every pulse as he came in my pussy, and I started to hope they really would kidnap me. I felt spoiled, and couldn’t imagine going back to the way things were before.







Tim grabbed the kitchen towel, carefully wiping the cum from my face. I felt like taking a nap, and cuddled up to him when the others went about their business.







“Hell of a weekend, isn’t it?” he asked, nestling his cheek against mine. I felt so tiny in his big, tattooed arms.







“I love it.” I said.







“Don’t worry. We love you too.”



















































 Chapter 6 - Jenna







The drive home was bittersweet, like a nostalgic era coming to an end. It was only a weekend, but it felt so significant to me. It’s not everyday you connect with someone like that, let alone five guys at the same time. I knew it was something I’d never forget, but I still felt sad about it even though I got all of their numbers.







Life went back to normal for the most part. Tim and I kept in touch, and he informed me that the guys had made the decision to move in together. They closed on a big house in Florida, and I felt so happy for them, knowing how much fun they’d have together.







Slowly, the intensity of the memory faded like a dream. There were other guys who seemed interested, but I struggled staying stimulated with them.







And then it happened. I realized something was off, my energy levels, the foods I’d been in the mood for. It hit me in an instant, like a semi-truck I didn’t see coming. I was supposed to get the day after pill, but in my haze, it completely slipped my mind.







“I’m fucking pregnant.” I said. It’s hard to explain, but I just knew, and raced to the pharmacy to get a test. It was the worst possible scenario, because I had no way of knowing who the father was. It was like an episode of Maury, and I felt like such an idiot.







I called off of work, electing for a personal day to panic. After a few hours, I had to reach out to them. It felt so terrible creating a group chat just to announce that I was pregnant, and that one of them was the father.







As soon as I pressed send, my entire body started sweating. I went for a walk, leaving my phone behind because I couldn’t handle the anxiety. When I returned, I saw that the group chat had lit up and I had seventeen missed phone calls. Not exactly reassuring.







“Fuck.” I said, scrolling up to my original text on the groupchat. I couldn’t believe my eyes, they were ecstatic, sending tons of gifs and congratulations. Tim was most of my missed calls, so I immediately rang him back.







“Hey-O!” he said, answering the phone enthusiastically. Immediately, I heard the happy roar of the rest of the guys in the background, and I was overtaken by emotion. Of all the reactions, I just couldn’t believe it.







“You better get your ass down here! We ain’t having no long distance baby mama.” Jeremiah said, grabbing Tim’s phone and switching it over to video chat. I was crying at this point, completely taken back by the response. They were all so happy about it.







“Oh my gosh, you guys. I’m fucking sobbing.”







“Suck it up, stress isn’t good for the baby.” Darrius said, popping his face into the frame. I had a laugh, and realized my head was spinning.







“Can I call you guys back?” I asked. After hanging up the phone, I went for a shower to collect my thoughts. I hadn’t even considered the reality of pregnancy, that I was about to have my first baby. It felt so nice having their support, and knowing they had my back.







Fast forward two weeks, and I was on a plane to live with them, all expenses paid. They even hired cross country movers to get my things, taking care of everything to ensure I wasn’t stressed.







Apparently, they felt the same way I did about our encounter, that it shouldn’t have ever ended. My disbelief continued after my arrival, as they sat me down as a group, and asked me to be their girlfriend.







“You’re serious?” I asked, scanning their eyes. “Of course.”







It was quite a reunion, and if I hadn’t already been pregnant, I would have been after that night. The way they were willing to share me, to pamper me in every way, it was so much more than I felt deserving of.







If it didn’t happen to me, I wouldn’t have believed it was possible. The love of five men who cherish me, keeping each other in line, and working hard to make our lives better. It’s the best thing that ever happened to me, and I couldn’t be more thankful for the life we’ve created together.







We’re celebrating our third anniversary, and I’m pregnant again. Little baby John is already walking and saying his first words, and each of the guys loves and raises him as if he’s their own. Our going joke is that they’re going to give me so many babies that it’s guaranteed each of them will have at least one, and I’m completely on board with those plans.
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Shared by Older Men




Lyla stays with her best friend Sierra over the summer, and basks in the attention she receives from Sierra's dad and his friend Joseph. On Sierra's birthday, they go to a country concert to celebrate. Matt and Joseph tag along to keep an eye on them.







After the concert, Sierra passes out in the hotel room, and Lyla wanders to the other room to see what Matt and Joseph are up to.







When the conversation moves into flirtatious territory, she's presented with the ultimate temptation. There are two of them, and only one of her, and she's perfectly willing to do exactly as she's told.
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Initiation - Obediently Theirs








Alice meets Professor Jones at a campus bar that's notorious for facilitating fraternization between students and faculty.







She's impulsively attracted to him, and finds his presence exhilarating. He's very forward, and comes straight out with it that he could show her pleasures she's never dreamed of. All he requires in return is her submission.







Her boyfriend texts and calls, but she can't pull herself away from the older man. He gives Alice his number before she leaves, telling her to reach out when she comes to her senses.







She does, and discovers he's much kinkier than she ever could have imagined. He's part of a society of dominants, and in order to be inducted, she must go through a ritual initiation with not only Professor Jones, but two other professors, one who already taught her psychology class earlier that year.
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Consummated Hotwife




It's the night before their wedding, and Willow finds out her fiance cheated early in their relationship with one of her close friends.



Revenge is a dish best served cold, and she confronts Chase about what happened, offering him an ultimatum as the only way the wedding will continue.



In this case, it's served piping hot, with triple the serving of betrayal.
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Three Wheels




Some people don't like being the third wheel, as it puts them on the spot and makes them feel like they're an imposition.




Not these girls, who thrive on their role as the one expected to spice things up.




Come along, join these enthusiastic throuples on their quest to let go of inhibitions, and just have fun!



Birthday Present



Tiny Little Helper



Sharing Is Caring



Bestie Surrogate



Forbidden Indulgence



Double Trouble



Unbearable Tension



Free Use Best Friend
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Innocence Corrupted




Dolly is beyond unsatisfied in the bedroom, and when she tries spicing things up, her boyfriend calls her names and storms out. It's the last straw.



Her much older roommate Atticus overhears their fight, and comes to console her. He's everything Colin isn't, open minded, experienced, and level headed. Their attraction becomes obvious, and he decides to step in and give her everything her little heart desires and more.
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Unfaithful - Dark Taboo Obsession




Angel moves in with her boyfriend, and everything is well.



And then she meets her landlord Bill, a tall, muscular, heavily tattooed older man with three legs and a twinkle in his eye. They hit it off, and the flirtation is immediate.



He lets himself into her apartment a week later, and they indulge in the most forbidden taboos.



She knows it's wrong, but she can't stop. It's too good.
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