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So, I've been up to some stuff lately. You know, the usual—too many daddies, too little time.

I needed a break, so I headed up to our cabin up north. Thought I'd be safe, enjoy some peace and quiet, maybe reconnect with nature. Spoiler alert: not so much.

This butch daddy-type shows up, Brian, wearing nothing but boots and a jockstrap. His buddies stole his clothes then ditched him in the woods as a joke. I let him in, gave him a shower, some food, and he repaid me by fucking my brains out. Fair trade, right? Then his friends showed up, and one by one, they gave me the same thing Brian had, but with a twist. Frank, the grumpy stud was the one I liked the best.

He was rough, dominant, and had a big secret. They were all into guys, though they apparently hadn't realized it. Frank was the only one who didn't want anyone to know. I was just a mouth and a hole to him, and I was okay with that.

Anyway, I made dinner for the guys, took Frank a plate down to his tent, and things got... heated. And then, just to make things more interesting, we got a visitor I wasn't expecting.

Let's just say, things got steamier. Sometimes, I can be a bit of a bad boy.

So, I was hanging out with Dean, Brian, and Tim, just chilling by the fire, drinking my dad's booze. Frank was the only one missing, but that was nothing new. These guys, they were just your average, straight dudes, but damn, there's something about guys like them that gets me going. Especially when they don't know how hot they are. I mean, who doesn't love a butch straight guy who's clueless about how fuckable he is?

Anyway, I was picturing them naked, remembering what it felt like to have them inside me. They didn't know about each other, and that was kind of a shame. But then Brian caught me with Dean, and those two fucked the hell out of me. It was intense, and I was loving every minute of it.

So, there I was up to my old tricks, enjoying the moment, and wanting more. I wanted them all, at the same time, rough and ready. I wanted to be their sex toy, their cock slut, their cum dump. My dick was so hard it almost hurt. I poured myself another drink, hoping it would take the edge off, but it just made me careless.

I had to be careful, though. I didn't want to mess things up for them, outing them and all. But maybe, just maybe, someone would slip up and admit something. And then maybe I'd find myself on the receiving end of their needs again. All of them, taking turns, holding me down, fucking me hard.

Dinner was ready, so I set the table and they all dug in. I took a plate down to Frank, thinking about how he was hung like a horse. When I got to his tent, he was naked, stroking his hard cock. I couldn't resist. I crawled in and sucked him off, then rode his fat dick until he filled me with his load. It was intense, and I loved every minute of it.

I'm feeling greedy, to be honest. I want all of them, all four loads, in my ass or down my throat. I don't know how I'm going to make it happen, but I'm determined. My cock is rock-hard just thinking about it.

So, the guys and I were up in the cabin, just hanging out, you know? We were watching some porn, knocking back a few drinks, and things got a bit out of hand. Tim and I were in the middle of it when Frank walked in. Talk about bad timing. He was pissed, but he got over it pretty quick. Before we knew it, we were all in on the action.

Frank was the last to give in, but once he did, he went all in. He fucked me like he was out to prove something, and then he ended up taking it up the ass from me. I mean, who would've thought Frank would be into that? But hey, he was. He even liked it, from the looks of it.

We were all pretty beat after that, just chilling and enjoying the afterglow. I was thinking about how I still had a few days left of my vacation and planning on making the most of it. Little did I know, my dad was going to show up and throw a wrench in those plans. But maybe that's for the best, who knows?

There's so much more I could tell you, but I don't think you want me to rehash all the old stuff, you want to get to the new stuff. Right?

Anyway, that's what went down. It was wild, that's for sure.
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Surprisingly, I was the first one to crawl out of bed.

I went and made a pot of coffee, then sat on the couch sipping it and thinking about the night before. Of all the things that happened, I kept finding myself thinking about Brian and how I'd sucked him off on the front porch while someone was watching. That was the hottest, and also the biggest pool of cum that someone had left for me to clean up.

I knew that Brian was the one I was most attracted to and that I hoped that maybe the two of us could get to know each other better in the real world. But I wondered about those spurts of jizz that had been left for me. That was hot, too.

Sex with Brian was nice because it was nice, also because it felt personal. He wasn't just some hot stud wanting to unload his balls in a warm hole, though I had no problem with that. No, there was something more between him and me. We were friends. At least that's how it seemed to me. And maybe we could even be something more.

Was he married? Though I hadn't asked him if he was married, I suspected he was. Guys like that always were, and I couldn't remember if it had ever come up. The last several days had been a blur of cock and balls and cum. So, I wasn't going to push it, but I was definitely going to see if I could get his number and find out how far we lived apart from each other.

Maybe he was close enough that we could meet up again on a regular basis. I'd like that and I got the feeling he would too.

I couldn't believe I was thinking about him that way, but it just felt right. Was I crazy? I mean, this was just some random guy that knocked on my door one day who then proceeded to feed me his cock and make me swallow his load and then he'd fucked me hard. Then, he'd handed me off to his friends, who also fucked me and fed me their loads.

Yeah, that wasn't exactly romance, but it was fucking hot sex. I wanted Brian as a friend, with benefits. Which was fine, for now. We would probably make an odd couple. He was like twenty years older than me. But I liked him.

I almost laughed at the thought of telling people how he and I had met.

But for now, none of that mattered. I wanted to keep sucking him and having him fuck me. Does that make me sound shallow? Maybe. I mean, I'm not going to deny that I like men if somebody asks me. But at the same time, I like the idea that I kind of fly under the radar, just like Brian and his friends.

I had just finished my coffee when I heard someone moving around and then I saw Alex, my brother's friend, climbing down from the loft.

He was wearing thin gray track pants and I found myself staring at his hot little ass as he took the steps one by one. He was careful because he probably wasn't fully awake yet. That ladder could be a little treacherous if you tried to climb down it before you were ready. My brother had fallen a couple of times and I had almost fallen a couple of times.

But it was nice because it took a while for him to make it to the bottom and I got to stare at his sexy bottom for a good long time. Long enough for it to give me a hard-on.

When he reached the bottom rung, he stepped off and turned. My eyes scanned his body. From his meaty pecs down his washboard stomach to the semi-erect cock flopping around in his track pants.

Clearly, he wasn't wearing underwear.

I smell coffee, he said with a smile.

I raised my cup.

Yes, I just made it about 10 minutes ago, so it should still be pretty fresh, I said. You want one?

I'd love one, he said, running his hand over his chest, lightly grazing his nipples.

I stood and headed towards the kitchen, not caring that my erection was quite obvious in my shorts.

I looked down and saw that his semi seemed to be growing. Maybe it was just morning wood, or maybe it was something else.

He joined me in the kitchen, leaning against the counter and watching me.

I saw him scan my bare chest and my stomach, then his eyes lingered for quite some time on my bulging crotch.

How do you take it? I asked.

Any way I can, he said with a twinkle in his eye.

Creamy? I asked.

Yeah, I like it nice and creamy, he said, his eyes flicking from my face to my crotch.

Me too, I said as I poured us each a cup of coffee and then added cream.

I turned and handed it to him. I found that he was still looking at my crotch, then his eyes slowly rose up my body until he was looking me in the eyes. He took the steaming mug from me. He licked his lips and took a sip, his eyes going up and down me slowly.

That's tasty, he said.

Thanks, I said.

And I was thinking the same thing about him. He had those nice thick pecs, slim waist, and now that lump in his track pants looked like a full-on boner. It was really poking out.

He saw me looking down at it.

Sorry about that, I always get morning wood, he said.

Me too, I said, reaching down and adjusting my cock, so it was pointing to one side.

We stood there drinking coffee and looking at each other, a nervous tension now filling the silence between us.

I wondered if he was the one that had been watching me last night get fucked by Brian.

I wonder if it was his cum that I had lapped up before going to bed?

And if it wasn't?

So, there's a bunkhouse? He asked.

Yes, I said. The cabin isn't that big, so my dad built one in case. It's nothing fancy, but it's comfortable.

Your dad built it?

Yeah, he's pretty handy, I said. It has a wood-burning stove, so it can even be used in the winter.

Fire, he said. I'd like to see it.

You want to see it now? I asked.

He looked down at my crotch and licked his lips.

Fuck, I'd love to see it now, actually, he said, and then he reached down and adjusted himself slightly.

Follow me, I said.

Together the two of us left the cabin and headed towards the bunkhouse, both of us with very obvious erections. Normally I would have been trying to hide my boner, but evidently, my brother and my dad, as well as the guys down in their tents, were sound asleep. Other than the fact that nobody was around, the two of us advertising our current state of arousal might actually result in someone joining us.

That wouldn't be a bad thing.

The bunkhouse was a short distance from the cabin. With each step, I got more and more excited.

When we reached the small building, I opened the door and stepped inside, and he followed me in.

He looked around.

There were two sets of bunk beds, a table, some chairs, a couch, and a small pot-bellied wood-burning stove.

Wow, it's bigger than I expected, he said.

Yeah, it's not really too bad except that the washroom is in the cabin, but other than that, it's decent, I said, taking a sip of my coffee as my eyes went down to that tantalizing tent in his track pants.

So how did you sleep last night? I asked.

Pretty good, although I got up in the middle of the night for a bit, he said, his eyes on me.

Oh yeah? I said. I wanted to ask him if he saw anything interesting, but instead, I asked: What woke you?

I don't know, he said.

I hope it wasn't me, I said.

Why would it be you? he asked.

Oh, I don't know, sometimes I can be a bit noisy at night, I said.

We stood there awkwardly for a bit and then he reached down and gave himself a rub.

Damn, this thing just won't go away, he said.

I know what you mean, I said as I reached down and rubbed my own.

If my girlfriend had come with us, I would have gotten her to give me a blowjob before I got out of bed, he said.

You've got a girlfriend? I asked, feeling a little disappointed.

Yeah, kinda, he said, sounding a little awkward now. How about you?

No, single, I said.

So, you can basically get a blowjob from anybody anytime you want, he said.

Or give one, I said, taking a risk and just letting the offer hang in the air.

His expression changed slightly. He looked uncomfortable and was frowning now. I began to wonder if I had misread him. It seemed that he'd been flirting with me. Was I wrong?

He looked nervous now and awkward, although his boner wasn't going away.

I would have normally just jerked off, he said. But I didn't want to do that with your brother lying right next to me. That would have been weird.

Yeah, weird, I said.

I wondered if the two of them had ever fooled around, but now it sort of sounded like maybe they hadn't.

I kept looking at him and thinking how much I'd like to be on my knees sucking his hot, young dick.

Even if he was mostly straight, many guys can't say no to a hungry, warm mouth.

Maybe if I got him turned on enough, I could get him to do something else.

Maybe I could get him turned on enough to fuck me?

It looks like you got a pretty big one, I said, glancing down at his bulging erection.

I don't know, he said. I think it's probably average.

That looks bigger than average to me, I said.

It just looks that way in the track pants, he said.

Why don't you show me what it looks like, I said.

He looked at me with wide eyes and then took a nervous sip of his coffee.

I was surprised that he was acting like this; he had seemed so easygoing earlier. Had I completely misread him?

You don't have to if you don't want to, I said, finishing my coffee.

Without saying a word, he hooked his thumb into the elastic waistband of his track pants and pulled them down. His cock, which was super rigid, sprang free. It was so hard it barely bounced.

It was even bigger than it had looked hidden behind that thin gray cotton.

What do you think? He asked. Average?

I think that's above average, I said, my mouth watering. Your girlfriend is lucky she gets to suck on it.

Yeah, she sometimes has trouble with it, he said.

It just takes practice, I said. It looks quite suckable to me.

Again, that awkward silence came between us.

Can I taste it? I asked finally.

I don't know, he said, looking even more uncomfortable, although he didn't put it away.

Come on, everyone else is asleep. No one will know, I said. Just let me give it a little taste?

He looked down at his rigid tool. He seemed to be thinking about it.

Okay, he said, looking up at me. But just a taste.

I was glad I'd asked!

I set my cup down then got on my knees in front of him. I looked at that big fat juicy young cock, and I couldn't wait to get
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