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The Fantasy Fivesome: A Fantasy Group Sex Short


Author's Note: This story contains queer characters and relationships in which all sexualities and gender identities are respected. All characters involved are above 18 years of age, and all sexual activities they engage in are explicitly safe, sane, and consensual. For the sake of storytelling, any risk of STDs and pregnancy are not of concern in this fictional scenario.
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The lanterns hanging from the pub’s sign glimmered in the distance, just a short walk up the road. Dirt crunched under Prinoa’s boots as she hoisted her bags up her shoulders and continued walking. She mumbled to herself at the ache in her back and the raw pain in her feet; a stop at the pub, any pub, sounded like heaven—a place to put her feet up, have a drink, and who knows, maybe find a mate for a night of light fun. She sighed at the thought and continued her trek up the hill towards the glow of the distant lights. 

When she opened the thick wooden door, which was half-rotten from rain, a sea of laughter and shouting poured from the pub. A smile bloomed across her face; her heart warmed at the bustle of friends, the flicker of candlelight, and the smell of beer, wine, and table bread. Ogres, elves, fairies, and more, all joined together to share in song and drink. Prinoa slumped her backpack and satchels onto a nearby bench and nearly skipped to the bar, leaping onto a stool, her eyes wide as she skimmed the bottles displayed neatly on the shelves in front of her. The bartender, a tall elf with long, iridescent hair, greeted Prinoa with a smile. She picked her poison—something tasty, but light enough to allow her to travel the next day without a splitting headache or end up dizzy before midnight. A neighboring table of gnomes shouted behind Prinoa, and as she turned around, she saw them all raising their mugs to her in cheers. She raised hers in reply, letting out a happy, hearty laugh and cheer. 

The evening grew into night as people filtered in and out of the pub. Prinoa limited herself to one drink only, so she made it last, taking small sips while snacking on slightly stale bread to keep her stomach full. As she did, her eyes flitted over each person who entered through the wooden door of the pub; she looked at each one closely, hoping to catch the eyes of anyone who piqued her interest. 

After a little while and no luck, Prinoa noticed small murmurs coming from somewhere close by. She glanced behind her to see a group of orcs and a half-dragon sitting at a comically small table, drinking from small glasses and chattering quietly. Their eyes were glued in Prinoa’s direction as they whispered to one another. When she turned, a few heads turned away, attempting to look occupied, and failing. One of them forgot to turn away at all, locking eyes with Prinoa. She chuckled. 

“Hey there,” she spoke, raising her glass into the air in greeting. The group was well-muscled and strong looking, possibly fellow adventurers of some kind, clad in packs and leathers. Their faces grew red in unison at Prinoa’s call as they awkwardly fiddled with their glasses. Prinoa chuckled to herself again—she knew now where to aim her attention for the night, if the group was equally interested. 

Prinoa hopped down from her seat and joined the group at their table, pulling a stool over for herself. Standing, she barely reached chest-height of the three orcs and was shoulders-tall on the half-dragon. She learned that they were, in fact, a group of adventurers, and had been good friends for quite some time. Prinoa, in exchange, told the four about her travels, and how she was currently on the road, though only about halfway through her lengthy journey. As they traded stories, the night grew longer, and people slowly trickled out, leaving the group of five adventurers and a few lone stragglers in the dimly lit pub. Prinoa knew that if she were to enjoy some excitement tonight, she would have to do so soon, or else she would be leaving late, delaying her schedule for the following morning. 

One of the orcs, Kithra, was telling a story about her mentor when Prinoa interrupted her, gently placing a hand on the orc’s wrist. 

“So, are we going to fuck tonight, or are we going to just keep trading stories?”

The bartender startled and dropped a glass. The group became stiff and exchanged shy glances. Silence followed, so Prinoa leaned forward, raising her eyebrows, and spoke loudly, “Hello? Anyone home? I have a journey to catch, and if something’s happening tonight, it needs to happen soon.” Gitruyl, the tallest of the group, cleared their throat. 

“With, uh, with which one of us do you mean?” They stammered, blushing pink as a rose. Prinoa cackled softly at their response.

“Which one? I’m talking to all of you!” Bokur and Ezrog, the other orc and the half-dragon, managed to simultaneously choke on their drinks, patting each other’s backs and coughing. Prinoa laughed again. “You’re hilarious, you know?” She continued, “If you don’t want to participate, no problem, but if you want to, we need to start now. I have a tight schedule!”

Almost in unison, the four of them shook their heads, murmuring variations of “No, no, I want to—", or “Oh, well, I never said I didn’t—“, as they fumbled for spare change in their pockets to pay for their drinks, grabbing their belongings in a bustle. Prinoa laughed yet again and stood up from her seat. She grabbed her luggage at the door and stood in the opening, waiting for the group to follow behind her, which they did.

Prinoa led the four to a clearing where the grass was short and a few trees grew tall and thin, their limbs stretching towards the night sky. The group muttered to each other in excited whispers.

“So, are we all still wishing to participate?” Prinoa spoke plainly, setting down her baggage between twisted roots of a nearby tree. All four of the adventurers nodded or raised hands. Prinoa seemed pleased at this answer, feeling a heat climb her face and bloom in her belly in growing anticipation. She continued to occupy the group with small talk as she lit a lantern with a quick flame spell and hung it from a low tree limb, lighting up a small section of the clearing, now yellow against the indigo landscape. She then spread a large, worn quilt out upon the grass. The summer air felt like a warm embrace, quiet besides the calls of distant animals and the whispers of the five who gathered in the clearing. 

Prinoa clapped the dirt and dust from her hands and sighed, feeling a sense of pride in her little impromptu setup. Excitement buzzed through her limbs, too—it had been months since she had any sort of fun, let alone with multiple people. Her little group was waiting patiently as a few of them sat on large stones, the others standing.

“Alright, come on, I won’t make you wait any longer,” Prinoa called, waving them over. The sound of grass shuffling against a light breeze danced with the group’s footsteps as bodies wandered closer together under the lanternlight. Prinoa took a seat on the quilt she had placed down as she watched the others follow. She grinned, catching the eye of Kithra, whose arms were brawny, veins trickling down her flesh like lightning. The orc made her way to a relaxed, reclined seat beside Prinoa. 

“Have you done this before?”, Kithra questioned, a flirtatious color coating her words. The query made Prinoa laugh softly.

“More cliché than I expected, but I’ll take it,” she replied, pushing her hair behind her shoulders. “Not in this size of group—but a few times before, yes,” she continued, her eyes now tracing the seams of the quilt below her, following trails of stitches along the patches of fabric. “Not with women, though I’ve always wanted to,” she spoke quietly. “You’ll be my first in that regard,” she said with a smile, feeling her cheeks warm as the words escaped her lips. 

Prinoa then felt a touch on her hand and gazed down to see Kithra’s palm atop her knuckles. Kithra traced a thumb across the skin of her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. The touch was a welcome one, warm and comforting, easing the small suggestions of nerves lingering in Prinoa’s bones. The gesture also made Prinoa truly realize how long she had gone without contact with another person; from only that touch, Prinoa felt herself grow hungry for every ounce of contact Kithra and the others were willing to offer. Her head rushed at the thought of melting her body completely into theirs.

Prinoa impulsively lifted her head and pressed her lips to Kithra’s. Kithra obliged with a smile, closing her eyes and resting a palm on Prinoa’s cheek. Prinoa opened her mouth against her lips. A small sigh escaped her; Kithra’s mouth was hot and wet, the tips of sharp teeth poking Prinoa’s needy tongue. Prinoa shuddered as Kithra now traced a hand under her shirt and up her back. Prinoa wrapped her arms around Kithra’s neck as she kissed her more deeply, and Kithra nipped at Prinoa’s bottom lip, soothing it with her tongue. Prinoa’s eyes rolled back as she let out a groan. She felt Kithra laugh lowly in response, her clearly enjoying Prinoa’s sensitivity to her touch. Kithra then trailed a hand up Prinoa’s belly, making its way up to her breasts.

“Can I?” Kithra mumbled against Prinoa’s mouth, to which Prinoa nodded eagerly, her heartbeat loudly drumming in her ears. She felt Kithra take one of her breasts in her palm and caress it firmly, rubbing her thumb over her nipple. Prinoa’s breath caught in her throat.

A loud groan rumbled behind her, and Prinoa turned to find the three others engaged in some fun of their own—Gitruyl and Bokur were teasing Ezrog, the two of them kneeling on either side of the half-dragon as he leaned backwards on propped arms. Ezrog sighed as the two orcs planted long, wet kisses along his scale-freckled neck. Gitruyl crawled a hand down the scape of Ezrog’s body and asked him a quiet question, to which Ezrog nodded eagerly as he spread his knees apart. 

Prinoa’s breath hitched in surprise at the feeling of a warm slickness on her breast. Kithra had lifted her shirt to her collarbone, the motion going unnoticed in Prinoa’s moment of distraction. Kithra was now dragging her tongue across Prinoa’s nipple, and Prinoa whined, loud enough for the entire party to enjoy. Her eyelids fluttered, a fire crawling its way up her neck and cheeks.

Kithra paused the motions of her tongue against Prinoa, catching the gaze of Gitruyl, who waved their head, gesturing for the pair to join the trio. Kithra smiled and moved her hands to either side of Prinoa’s waist. She lifted her, and Prinoa gasped, wrapping her arms tighter around Kithra’s shoulders as she was hoisted in the air like she was the weight of a feather. Her back met the ground gently, Kithra’s hands still holding her at the waist, to which Prinoa could feel herself shiver against. 

“I like that,” she whispered, blushing at the sound of her own voice trembling. Kithra hummed, pleased, and smiled as she hovered over Prinoa, her shadow engulfing the woman below her. She placed light kisses in the crook of Prinoa’s neck and dragged her teeth across her pulse. Prinoa turned her head, exposing more of her supple skin to the orc, and her eyes widened as she noticed a thick, leaking cock standing erect inches away from her face. Ezrog was reclined beside her, Gitruyl’s hand around his shaft, lightly squeezing it at its base and teasing it with small movements of their wrist. It throbbed, orange and the tip and cherry-red along the length. His cock was ribbed with raised ridges down its shaft, the sight of which made heat build in the pit of Prinoa’s belly—she imagined the feeling of those ridges sliding into her, her cunt stretching around each ring, and she moaned aloud at the thought. Gitruyl, still holding Ezrog’s cock, eyed Prinoa in greeting. They stared as Kithra continued to nip at Prinoa’s neck. She melted under the combined attention; she could feel a pure, thick heat building between her legs, and kisses and touches were becoming too little to sate her hunger. 

Kithra seemed to notice this change and moved to allow Prinoa to lift herself up into a seat, while still trailing kisses along the soft skin of her shoulder. Prinoa crawled over to Gitruyl, pausing first to take in the sight of Ezrog’s shaft once more, biting her lip. She rested a hand on Ezrog’s thigh and relished the sigh that escaped him. He rested his hand on hers and grasped it gently, leading it to his cock, to which Prinoa grinned. She traced her fingers lightly upwards along the base of his shaft, gently squeezing her
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