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Mia's Patio Playtime


It never would have happened if the potato salad from the grocery store hadn't been spoiled.

Actually, it probably would have happened eventually, given the crowd that Bobby and I run with. But it certainly wouldn't have happened on that particular Sunday afternoon.

The day before, Bobby and I had gone over to Gabbie and Ron's for a cookout. It was a perfect summer evening — one of those top ten days that we get up here in the north that make the frozen hell of winter worth the suffering — and Ron wanted to show off the patio they had put in during the first weeks of spring. It was a lovely patio, with brick laid out in spiral patterns and a raised platform for Ron's grill and smoker, where he presided like a master chef while Gabbie mixed drinks and laid out a table full of sides: spicy tots, creamy mac and cheese, fresh steamed corn on the cob, and the potato salad that would cause things to spiral into wonderful craziness the next day.

The only thing that Gabbie and Ron's new backyard setup lacked was privacy. Their old patio, though crumbling with age, had been surrounded by a dense stand of arbor vitae that blocked the view from the neighbors. Indeed, the shrubs had been so tall and thick that they blocked most sounds, too, which was good considering Gabbie's tendency to vocalize. We had more than a few glorious cookouts at their place where we capped off the meal with a dessert of spouse swapping and mixed threesomes; there's nothing so nice as fucking alfresco, with the sun on your back and the wind in your hair while you ride a stiff cock to climax.

Putting in the new patio had required that the old hedge be torn up, leaving just a ragged stand of green in the back corner. Ron had ordered new arbors, but they hadn't been planted yet and would probably take a few seasons to reach their optimal cover. And he had started on a privacy fence, but rain two weekends in a row had prevented him from finishing it in time.

"Sorry, Mia," Ron had said when I pouted that there was to be no fresh air fuck that night. "We can play inside tonight, but we're just not going to be ready for an outdoor session this week."

"But I want the sun in my eyes when I take your big cock in my mouth," I said, running my hand up and down his arm. We had been swapping quite regularly with Gabbie and Ron for about a year at that point, and I wasn't joking about his cock — it had a hefty girth that pleased me quite a bit, and explained why Gabbie was always in such a good mood when I ran into her in town. Bobby's no slouch, of course, and he knows what he's doing with all the equipment he brings to bed, but sometimes a gal just needs a good stretch.

"Suck him off by the window," Gabbie said with a laugh. "The patio doors let in a lot of light."

"It's just not the same," I pouted.

"Maybe you guys can come over to our place tomorrow," Bobby said. He had been lounging on a deck chair during our whole interaction, sipping at a gin and tonic. "We've got an empty field in back, and the neighbors on both sides are out of town this weekend."

"Two nights in a row?" Ron said with a laugh. "That's kind of a demanding performance for this old bod. I need a couple days to recover after a session with Mia."

"I'll be gentle tonight," I said, leaning in to give him a peck on the cheek. "As long as you promise to be rough tomorrow night ..."

"Don't you believe a word he says," said Gabbie. "Mia energizes his pecker — he kept me up all night long the last time you two came over."

Ron blushed and waved his spatula dismissively. "I'm happy to do my best for Mia," he says, "as long as Bobby takes over the cooking tomorrow."

"And I'll do the sides," I said, digging a healthy scoop of Gabbie's mac and cheese onto my plate.

Gabbie's sides were always great at a cookout, and I happily scooped a little of everything. Everything, that is, except the potato salad — I spotted celery in it when I reached for a spoonful, and decided to pass; I'm not a fan of surprising crunches when I'm expecting creamy.

"No worries," Gabbie said, taking a big helping for herself. "I grabbed it at the supermarket — I didn't want to spend more time peeling potatoes than is absolutely necessary."

Supper was delicious, and so was dessert, even though we had to enjoy it indoors. Gabbie always sets out a lot of blankets and pillows on the floor for our swaps, and puts lube and water bottles out in easy reach — she's an incredible and thoughtful hostess. I did in fact suck Ron off by the big patio door, with the evening light streaming in and warming my bare tits, and while it wasn't as nice as being outside, it was still very enjoyable.

Bobby was giving Gabbie a good pounding next to me when she suddenly called a stop to his thrusts, her hand on his hips.

"Sorry, Bobby," she grunted, "something's not agreeing with me in this position — my tummy is a little unsettled. Can I ride instead?"

"Always happy to oblige," Bobby said, lying down with his cock pointing at the ceiling. I watched Gabbie swing her leg over his waist, grasp his shaft in her hand, and slide herself down onto him with a happy sigh. I love watching Gabbie ride. She's so curvy compared to me, with her wide hips and big tits and ample ass, and everything bounces provocatively when she's on top and in charge. Then I returned to working on Ron's cock, which was twitching happily in my mouth.

"Oh fuck," Gabbie said after a few minutes, and it didn't sound like a good "oh fuck" at all. "I'm sorry, Bobby, it's ... fuck, I really need to take a break for a minute, something's just not feeling right ... carry on without me, I'll be right back ..."

She pulled herself free of Bobby's cock and staggered out of the living room. I heard the bathroom door slam shut.

"It's okay, baby," I whispered to Bobby, turning my ass toward Ron while I bent down over my husband's cock, still slick and shiny from Gabbie's pussy. "I'll finish you off while Ron takes care of me."

I wiggled my tight little ass at Ron, who needed no more encouragement to shuffle over behind me, grab me by the hips, and slide his spit-slippery shaft into my pussy. I groaned around Bobby's cock at the wonderful stretch I had been anticipating all evening, happy to pick up the slack for Gabbie.

Gabbie didn't come out of the bathroom when Bobby and I went home. I texted her in the morning, but there was no reply. A little before noon, when Bobby and I were getting ready to shop for the night's cookout, I gave her a call.

She croaked something that sounded like "Hello" when she answered, so I knew she was alive, but it wasn't the ebullient, lusty greeting I was used to from Gabbie.

"Are you OK, Gabbie?" I asked.

"Fuck that potato salad," she groaned. "I thought the mayonnaise tasted a little off."

"Oh, shit, Gabbie," I said, "are you going to be OK to come tonight? We can do a rain check."

"I'm sure as shit not coming," she groaned. "I've had to be five feet from the bathroom all night. But I know Ron was looking forward to having fun outside, and your little face just lit up last night when Bobby invited us over ..."

"I can do a date night with Bobby in the backyard, Gabbie," I said. "I'll get my freak on one on one, and then check out your new fence when it's done."

"Honestly, I think I'll rest better tonight with Ron out of the house," Gabbie said. "He's been pushing water and saltines at me all night, and I just want to curl up in a ball and sleep."

"You're sure?" The thought of having both Ron and Bobby all to myself on a warm summer night was definitely getting me aroused. But I didn't want to cut Gabbie out; she was always such a generous friend.

"Absolutely certain," Gabbie said. "Take good care of my boy and send him home sleepy."

Bobby and I split up at the supermarket. He headed toward the butcher's counter and I hit the produce, looking for some things I could throw into a green salad. I was definitely going to steer clear of the deli counter — we didn't need another batch of potato salad from hell interrupting our fun.

My phone buzzed when I was picking out some red peppers, admiring the curve and shine of their glossy skin. It was a text from Bobby:

"Ron wants to bring a friend is that OK?"

I had already replied "sure" when my brain caught up to my fingers; for a regular cookout, I'm always up to having impromptu additions to the guest list, but then I remembered what else was on the menu for this dinner.

"but who?" I quickly added.

"Evan — from Gabbie's Easter party — wife is out of town and Ron says he's just moping around the yard"

I remembered Evan from Gabbie's Easter party. It was one of her better get-togethers for the Fox Run Swingers' Club, and that's a high bar to clear. We hadn't actually hooked up with Evan and his wife, Julie, but we had admired their form while Bobby and I were coming down from a wild romp with Gabbie on the living room floor. They had been on the couch — Evan, tall and slim with sandy blonde hair, seated, while Julie bounced on his lap, her short black hair frazzled and her eyes squeezed shut. She was facing us, so we could watch her tits bounce and see Evan's cock sliding in and out of her pussy. He held her hips and helped her rise and fall, her gasps getting louder and sharper with each rebound. Oh yes, I remembered Evan and Julie quite well.

"Delightful!" I texted. "The more the merrier!"

When we got home, I set to work preparing the salad. The red and yellow peppers really popped against the greens, and I put some walnuts in the oven with a little honey and salt to toast. I was reaching for the oil and vinegar in the cupboard over the stove when Bobby came in and put his hand on my hip. I pushed my ass back against him and wiggled it, feeling his cock stir in his shorts.

"Change of plans, baby," he whispered into my neck. He ran the hand on my hip down over my ass and gave it a playful pat.

"Oh shit," I said, "did Ron cancel? He didn't eat any of the potato salad, did he?"

"No, Ron's still coming. And Evan. But do you remember Sam, Gabbie's brother-in-law's cousin from Topeka?"

I racked my brain; usually I have a good head for names, but I was coming up blank on a Sam from Topeka.

"Remind me," I said, reaching an arm over my head to pull Bobby's face closer. He nibbled my neck and ran a hand up my side, stopping just short of my breast.

"Younger guy, I think he was in college when he came to Gabbie's Christmas party? He was a little over eager when he met Heather ..."

When I remembered, I laughed out loud. It was two years ago, at yet another one of Gabbie's blowout swinger club parties, and everyone was dancing in the living room to bad disco versions of Christmas carols. Ron's cousin Sam, a clean-cut kid with short black hair and cute red glasses, was dancing with Ron and Gabbie's neighbor Heather, who had lost most of her clothes at some earlier point in the night and was bumping against Sam's crotch in nothing but a green thong and foam reindeer antlers. Sam's eyes were wide, jaw slack, and he was clinging to Heather's hips for dear life; after a few minutes of Heather's grinding, he let out a gasp and had to excuse himself to the bathroom. He spent the rest of the night with a sheepish look on his face and a wet splotch on the front of his trousers.

"I remember Sam," I said. "And he's ... um ... eager to join us?"

"Ron assures me he's matured over the last couple of years."

"I don't know if there will be enough to go around," I said.

"Do we need to do another grocery run?"

"Not food, silly," I said, and turned to face him. "I don't know if there will be enough of me to go around!"

I pulled him down for a kiss. His tongue slipped past my lips and traced along my teeth, and I gave it a playful nip. He slapped my ass in response, and I wiggled against him, feeling his cock getting hard against my belly.

"Somehow I think you'll manage," Bobby said.

"I'll do my best. I want to be a good hostess."

My stomach was a tangle of knots a couple of hours before the guests were due to arrive, and I was stalking around the house, trying desperately to calm my nerves. Part of me was excited beyond belief, knowing that I was going to be the center of attention in front of four men filled with lust for my body; and part of me was terrified, not sure how I was going to stay in control of the situation and guide it to a happy conclusion for everyone. I had no doubt that Bobby and Ron would keep me physically safe, but would they guide the action to my pleasure or to theirs?

I had watched Gabbie take on four cocks once, during a freeuse day she declared on a lazy Sunday afternoon. I sat in the kitchen drinking coffee and chatting with her while the men — neighbors we knew well, a couple of whom I had fucked at one gathering or another — lined up behind her while she leaned on the counter, her skirt hiked up over her ass. One after the other, they slid into her pussy, grabbed her hips, and thrust roughly until they filled the brightly colored condoms Gabbie kept by the front door. A few times Gabbie paused our conversation with a sharp intake of breath or a fluttering sigh, but for the most part she was nonchalant, utterly ignoring the men.

Of course, that was a completely different scene Gabbie was running — the whole point was to be nonchalant, to let the men have their way with her while she went about her business. It's a thing she loves to do — "I like the challenge of staying composed," she told me once, "and I like the power of reducing the guys to quivering goo while I pretend not to care" — but it's not my kink at all. I didn't want to ignore Bobby, Ron, Evan, and Sam; I wanted to hold them under my spell, drive them mad with desire, and demand that they make me come in the most delicious ways possible.

I cornered Bobby on his way out of the kitchen with a pot of bratwurst and a tray of buns, hip checking him into the wall like a hockey player and sliding my hands under his shirt. He struggled to keep his balance, letting the bratwurst slosh in their still-cold water, but didn't resist when I stood on my toes to kiss him.

"You're nervous, aren't you?" he asked.

"So fucking nervous," I said, reaching for his belt buckle. "Am I insane to want to do this? I must be insane; you should commit me to a facility for the sexually deranged."

I undid his belt, pulled his shorts down around his ankles, and fished his cock out through the fly of his boxers. It was hard as a rock and silky smooth, a dribble of tangy pre-cum dotting the tip. I dropped to my knees in front of him to lick him clean and then sucked the head between my lips.

"Careful, baby," he said, trying to pull away. I put my hands on his ass and held him tight, working more of his cock into my mouth. "Don't wear me out too soon! I want to be at the top of my game when it's time to fuck you — I can't let the other guys think you can't get me up."

I reached a hand between my knees and slid my fingers under my panties' waistband. I was sopping wet, and a quick flick of my clit almost sent me over the edge.

"Let me take the edge off," I begged, "I just need to taste your cum and get myself off, and then I'll be fine."

He laughed and pulled free of my mouth, turning his hips toward the wall so I couldn't reach his cock. I bit his ass and reached my hands around to fondle his balls.

"Pleeease," I moaned, "I'm so nervous and so horny! Just let me come once, just a little bit ..."

"Not on your life!" Bobby exclaimed with a laugh. He shuffled awkwardly past me, hobbled by his shorts, hands full so he couldn't pull them back up. "I want you to be a fucking live wire, a firecracker with a short fuse, I don't want you to come until we get our hands on you, and then I want you to come like a fucking nuclear warhead."

"I'm going to leave a crater a mile deep when I come," I moaned. "And I'm taking all of you with me!"

"I hope so!" he said, bumping the back door open with his naked ass and stumbling out onto the deck. "I can't think of a better way to go."

I crawled after him on my knees, hand in my panties, a deranged caricature of raw want. Bobby bumped the door closed, set his burden down on the table beside the grill, and pulled his shorts back up after tucking his cock away. I pouted to see it disappear once again into his boxers.

About an hour before I expected Ron to bring our guests, I went upstairs to get ready. I showered and shaved — I wanted everything to smell powder fresh and feel silky smooth when the time came to reveal myself to my lovers. I rubbed a creamy lotion into my skin, and it was all I could do to keep my hand from straying between my legs to give myself the orgasm Bobby had denied me. But after some reflection, I agreed with Bobby's assessment: the more on edge I was now, the more explosive I would be when the fun started, and I wanted this to be a night none of us would ever forget.

After a little consideration, I plucked a simple, white, strapless dress from my closet. The fabric was diaphanous, almost translucent, and it flowed like water around me; I felt like a river nymph when I wore it, ready to lure unsuspecting men to their doom. I tied my long black hair back with a green ribbon — I didn't see a point in trying to do anything fancy with my hair, as I was hoping it would soon be a sweaty, tangled mess.

Deciding to forego panties was a somewhat daring decision, but one that I was very happy to have made. The dress didn't do a very good job of hiding my charms — it was slit far up my thigh and would easily swing in the breeze to reveal everything underneath, and the clinging, translucent material was wonderfully revealing. I decided the panties would only get in the way and were just one more thing to deal with; and besides, it might be fun to flash the guys a little during supper to give them a preview of what was to come.

I was brushing my hair over the bathroom sink and tying it back when I heard the doorbell ring. My heart thundered in my chest, and I had to hold the sink to keep from sliding to the floor. I took long, slow, deep breaths and splashed some water on my face, and decided to let Bobby take on the hosting duties for now — I was going to be doing plenty of entertaining soon enough.

I tiptoed out to the landing and peeked around the corner and down the stairs. I felt like I did when I was a girl on Christmas Eve, trying to glimpse what my parents were doing in the living room while keeping myself hidden; at least now I had sense enough not to sit on the top steps with my legs visible from the knees down. Bobby had already greeted our guests, and I caught just a flash of Ron's back and the top of a sandy-colored head — Evan's? — disappearing into the house.

I scurried back into the bathroom and stood on the toilet seat so I could reach the little window that looked out on the backyard patio. Smoke wafted up from the grill, carrying the smell of grilling meat and toasting buns. Bobby emerged from the house, an oven mitt on one hand and a spatula in the other. Ron came next, carrying a dark brown bottle of beer; he was wearing a brightly colored collared shirt, pink with purple and yellow flowers, and a pair of pale shorts. A man I vaguely recognized — it must be Evan — followed, wearing a blue t-shirt and khaki shorts, also holding a beer bottle. Finally a third man — slender, black-haired, wearing wire-framed glasses, a blue Oxford shirt, and tan chinos — came onto the porch. I smiled when I saw him — he seemed to have dressed up a bit for the occasion, not wearing casual clothes for a grill party but dressed more for date. He was trying to look relaxed and breezy, which only made his movements seem even more nervous. He almost tipped over the carafe of wine sitting on the table, and in his attempt to catch it, he knocked a stack of plastic glasses to the patio. I laughed into the inside of my elbow, charmed at his gracelessness.

I couldn't hear their voices, but I imagined they were talking about anything but me. Golf, maybe? Baseball? The weather, the grill, cars, work — all of those topics would certainly be on the menu. But the real reason that they were all here, and the woman they were all going to fuck later tonight? Like politics and religion, I was certainly off limits for their pre-dinner banter. That made me feel more powerful, like I was some unnamable, unspeakable cosmic force who would smite them down if they dared breathe my name.

I looked for signs of arousal. I had been with Bobby and Ron enough times, together and singly, to have a pretty good read of their levels of libido, and neither appeared particularly randy — this was just another swap for them, regular as rain. Evan seemed to be looking around nervously, but maybe he was just assessing the surrounding space. Sam, though, was fidgeting awkwardly with his fingers, rubbing one hand over the other in a sort of washing movement, and his leg occasionally shook under the table where he was sitting. He looked like he might jump right out of his skin at any moment; I was further charmed.

Deciding I had waited long enough to make my appearance, I hurried downstairs and then paused in the kitchen to gather myself. There was no turning back the second I walked out onto the patio — the main attraction would have arrived, every eye would be on my body, and I would need to seize control immediately or lose it forever. One option, I thought, would be to sweep in like a fashion diva, making broad gestures in a swirl of fabric, use shock and awe to conquer them before they knew there was even a battle at hand; Gabbie would certainly have made an entrance like that. Or I could slip out silently, find a quiet corner, and see how long it took them to notice me. That also wasn't my style.

I took a deep breath, then raised my arms in a sweeping motion over my head, shoulders back and legs wide. My yoga teacher would be proud of my stillness, of my unapologetic occupation of my space, of my total focus on my breath. My focus was on my breath because if I let it stray to anything else — the men outside, the warm sun on the patio, the insistent tingle that was returning between my legs — I would lose my will and probably flee the scene. And I was not going to retreat.

Composed and assured, I stepped casually onto the patio. Neither Sam nor Evan noticed me at first — they were too busy talking to each other. I walked past Ron, letting my hand trail casually across his waist, and then leaned against Bobby's back by the grill. I nipped at his neck, tousled his hair, and whispered, "I'm hungry, when will you feed me?"

I'm sure Bobby chose bratwurst for dinner to be cheeky. And I had no problem meeting cheek with cheek. I sat down between Ron and Sam, letting my loose dress drape against their legs, and waited patiently for Bobby to serve me. And then I picked up my bratwurst, dressed with mustard and relish and cradled in a soft bun, and gave its greasy length a long, sensuous lick.

I smiled over the bun at Evan, who turned bright red, and then took a bite, letting the grease dribble down my chin. Ron caught the oil on a napkin before it could drip onto my dress, and after I swallowed my bite, I leaned over to give him a kiss. He licked the shiny trail of juice from the corner of my mouth and gave my thigh a gentle squeeze.

Sam seemed very self-conscious about how to approach eating his bratwurst. In the context, there was really no way to be subtle about it — my opening lick had already established the phallic nature of the main course, and nothing could erase that fact. He tried, though, twisting the bun one way and the other, trying to figure out how to eat it without appearing to fellate it. Finally he set it on his plate, reached for a plastic fork and knife by the salad bowl, and started to saw at it, which sent a stream of hot juice spraying past his shoulder. I covered my mouth with my hand and stifled a laugh, not wanting to make him even more self-conscious.

"So Mia," Ron asked, "do you prefer your bratwurst cut or uncut?"

"Natural casings are best," I said. "I like a good, firm skin that holds all the meat and juice inside." I picked up my bun and guided it towards my lips. "Mouth feel is important, too," I said, preparing to take another bite. "I like some resistance against my teeth."

"Not too much teeth, I hope," Bobby said as he reached for the salad.

"Only enough to get the job done," I said. "Just enough for the flavor to explode in my mouth; I like it when the juices are hot."

Ron and Bobby were laughing, and Evan was starting to relax and chuckle a little bit. I don't know if he remembered Bobby and Gabbie and me watching Julie ride his cock at the Easter party — he was a little preoccupied at the time — but he was experienced enough in the scene to enjoy some risque banter.

Sam, though, was almost as white as my dress and staring at his plate. He had taken barely a bite of his bratwurst and hadn't touched his salad at all.

I put my hand on his knee and leaned close to him, whispering, "You seem really nervous, Sam."

He nodded, jaw set tight.

I squeezed his knee and gave him a quick peck on the cheek. "I'm nervous, too," I whispered, "and that's why I'm joking around. This is a new experience for me, too, but I think we're both going to have fun."

His jaw loosened a little, but he said nothing. I slid my hand further up his leg, giving his thigh a gentle squeeze; I could feel his chinos tightening with the tent that was forming at his crotch. I was a little worried we might have a repeat of the Christmas party emission, so I let go of his leg and patted his arm.

"I'm counting on you to make this a really good time," I said. "We'll have to relax for that to work."

"I'll try, ma'am," he said, still looking at his plate.

"Call me Mia," I said. "We're going to get to know each other really well pretty soon, so no formalities, right?"

He nodded and smiled and cast a quick, shy glance my way. His eyes were sparkling behind his glasses, and I knew he was going to be just fine.

After Bobby cleared the plates, Ron poured wine from the carafe and passed glasses around.

"A toast," he said, raising his glass, "to good friends, to warm summer nights, and to the cheapest wine Bobby could find that wouldn't burn through the carafe."

"And to Mia," said Bobby, "without whose generosity we wouldn't have gathered here tonight."

I smiled over the rim of my glass — Ron was right, it wasn't the best wine, and I made a note not to let Bobby pick it out without help ever again — and said, "And to all of you, who had damned well better be just as generous, if not more so."

Glasses were raised, glasses were drained, and that appeared to be the signal that dessert — meaning me — was about to be served. My heart pounded, my legs quivered, and I felt a warm tingle flowing from my toes to my crotch. I didn't know if I stood on the precipice of a complete transformation, if this was more like stepping onto a rollercoaster for a scary, thrilling ride, but in either case, I was ready to take the plunge.

"So, baby, how do you want to start this?" Bobby asked.

I pretended to mull it over, but actually I had already decided on my first course of action long before, shortly after agreeing to the expanded guest list. I needed to create a power imbalance — with four cocks arrayed against poor little me, I wanted to put them on their back feet right out of the gate and establish my dominance.

"Strip," I said after a long pause.

They looked at each other, then back at me; I sat with my elbows on the table, smiling casually.

"You heard me," I said, with all the authority I could muster, "strip."

Bobby and Ron were the first to stand and start peeling off clothing. Evan looked a little surprised, but quickly followed suit. I've seen Bobby's and Ron's cocks enough times that I could easily pick them out of a lineup — Bobby's is long and slender, with a slight curve to the left; Ron's is a little shorter but much weightier, almost as thick as my wrist, and has a gravity-defying way of standing out from his body when it's hard. I had only really looked at Evan's when Julie was riding it, and that's not an especially good view — really, all I saw at Easter were his balls and about an inch of shaft. Now that he had stripped for me, I could see that he had a nice plump glans and a silky-looking shaft, and I looked forward to putting it to use.

Sam watched until the others were naked, then started slowly unbuttoning his shirt. I sat and watched him, waiting patiently, while he slipped it off his shoulders and folded it carefully on the table. He had a very nice body — lean but not skinny, with a broad chest and dark nipples, a little soft in the middle, but in a delightfully squeezable way. He looked very young, and it had been a long time since I'd been with someone quite so young — in fact, probably not since I'd been that young myself, and unable to appreciate what a young man's body can do. Bobby and Ron aren't geriatric by any stretch, but they're both starting to feel aches and pains with prolonged effort, and need a little more time to recover after a good fuck. They have other talents, of course, that they can apply while they wait for their cocks to rally — their tongue and finger skills are second to none — but I didn't realize when I was fucking younger men how delightful it is to have someone who can just keep right on fucking after filling me with jizz. I was hoping that Sam would live up to that expectation.

When Sam had finally slipped out of his chinos and boxers, and sat shyly covering his crotch with his hands, I stood and walked to the back of the patio, twirling my dress as I went. The fabric waved and billowed in the warm breeze, and I felt the fresh air blow across my ass; I'm sure the men were getting more than an eyeful, but with the fabric swaying and swinging, they never got to feast on the same stretches of bare skin for very long. I stopped at the railing and leaned on it, my back to my audience, and looked out over the field behind our house.

About twenty years ago, this section of Fox Run was a farmer's back forty, kept fallow most years, or used to grow clover and alfalfa. Then it was abandoned for a decade — the story was that the farmer had died, and his heirs couldn't agree on what to do with the land — and it went feral, sprouting volunteer trees and shrubs, a lush blanket of golden dandelions, and stands of sunflowers scattered by passing birds. Deer and foxes moved in, along with butterflies and dragonflies. I love to sit here early in the morning or late in the evening, absorbing the hum and buzz of this little wild place. Maybe someday it will be tamed, paved over and turned into more houses, but someday hasn't arrived yet, and I hope it never does.

I sipped at my wine and watched a single red fox darting from bush to bush across the field. I wondered if she was hurrying home after a passionate assignation in some strange fox's den, or if she was on her way to some secret encounter on the edge of night. Wherever her course was taking her, she was following it with speed and certainty, and I envied her confidence.

"I think," I said with all the confidence that I could muster, "that you could come and ... introduce yourselves?"

I stepped back from the railing to let my ass stick out a little more and gave it a shake in case they were slow on the uptake. They were, after all, diverting a lot of oxygen from their brains to their cocks.

Bobby approached first, putting his hands on my waist and leaning down to kiss the back of my neck. He kissed his way down my bare shoulders, ran his hands over my back, and then knelt behind me. He pushed my dress to one side, exposing an ass cheek, and ran his tongue along the curve. I arched my back and moaned; it felt nice to be touched after the long day of anticipation and playful banter at dinner. He kissed his way lower, then turned his head so his lips and tongue could graze my pussy. I jumped at the electric shock that coursed through me at that sweet contact. And then he stepped aside, giving my ass a gentle squeeze as he stood.

My ass didn't stay untouched for long. Unfamiliar lips pressed first against one cheek, and then the other, shifting the fabric of my dress back and forth to gain access. I looked over my shoulder to see Evan's sandy head pressed into my ass, lips and tongue swirling. He gave my cheek a playful nip with his teeth, and I giggled; then he, too, snaked his tongue into my pussy, lapping at my nectar, and I moaned. When he stood, his cock grazed my hip, and I felt my vagina tense with anticipation. Evan planted a kiss on my mouth before he stepped aside, giving me a faint taste of my own musk.

Ron stepped up next, gave my ass a slap, and suddenly I felt the familiar girth of his cock sliding into my slippery channel. I gasped in surprise, and let him grab my waist and give a few firm thrusts before I half turned, put a hand on his hip, and said, "For fuck's sake, Ron, this isn't one of Gabbie's freeuse afternoons! Let's have a little build up before the fucking starts!"

"Oh, uh ... sorry," he said, smiling sheepishly. I let him have a couple more pumps — it did feel good, and part of me wanted to let go and let him pound me into oblivion — and then he reluctantly pulled free, knelt behind me, and planted a wet, loving kiss on my ass.

Sam approached cautiously. I looked over my shoulder and watched as he shuffled over, hands still clasped at his crotch, eyes on my ass. He slowly knelt so I couldn't see his cock, and ran his palms up and down my cheeks; his hands were soft and gentle, and I pushed back to encourage a firmer touch. He leaned in for a tentative, dry kiss, and then another, sliding his hands along my soft skin while his mouth followed. His hands slid down to my thighs, and then back up, fingers tentatively exploring the channel that Ron had so unceremoniously opened. His touch was gentle, if a bit clumsy, and it felt nice to have him exploring my pussy lips while his mouth became softer and moister against my ass. I cooed and arched my back, and he ran a soft tongue along the dimples on my back; he was going to be a very good student, I thought, and I looked forward to being his demanding tutor.

While the others were making their introductions, Bobby had been busy setting up a nest of blankets and pillows in the corner of the patio. When Sam stood, hands back in front of his cock, Bobby took my hand and led me to the makeshift bed. I stood on my toes, wrapped my arms around his neck, and kissed him while he held my waist and let his hands slide down to my ass. His cock was trapped against my belly, tangled in my flowing dress, and it pulsed when I pressed against him.

"Don't be shy," I said over Bobby's shoulder, "you can give me a hug, too."

I motioned with my head for the others to approach, but I didn't pull away from Bobby. The other three men circled us cautiously, a little timidly, and then Ron reached out a hand to graze my breast under my dress. He leaned in for a kiss on my neck, and I turned my mouth away from Bobby to find Ron's lips. Soon I was engulfed in firm, warm, naked man flesh, hands and lips roaming my body, cocks pressing against me on all sides. I found lips to kiss and fingers to entwine with mine at every turn, and the tingle between my legs became a throbbing that started at my clit but soon coursed through my entire body. Every inch of me was an erogenous zone, a shivering tangle of nerves that flared like a flame at each touch.

With a gasp I dropped to my knees in front of Bobby and took his cock in my hand. Looking up at him with glee and hunger, I swallowed his cock into my mouth, grabbing his ass as I sucked. Then I pulled away, letting a thread of spittle stretch from his cockhead to my lips. I lifted his cock in my hand and ran my tongue along the underside, up to where the head starts with a little tangle of wrinkled skin, and I licked the spot that drives Bobby wild. He groaned and pushed his hips forward, fingers playing with my hair.

"Next," I said, giving Bobby a slap on the ass. He shuffled to the side and Ron was right there to take his place, gravity-defying cock threatening to launch into space like a rocket.

I pulled Ron's cock down to my mouth and swirled my tongue around the head — Ron is a fan of a wet blowjob, the more spit the better, and I made sure his shaft was bright and shiny. Saliva dripped down my chin, and I used my finger to wipe it away and smear it on Ron's balls. Then I let his cock out of my mouth with a wet pop, slapped his ass, and waited for my next cock.

Evan was eager to be next in line. He stood in front of me with his hands clasped behind his back and his cock bouncing in front of my face. I took it in my hand and gave it a long, firm stroke; pre-cum glistened on the purple glans, and I gave it a playful lick with the tip of my tongue — salty and sour. I licked some more, working my tongue around the crown, under the smooth ridge of the glans, and then engulfed the head with a firm suck. He moaned, pumping his hips forward, and I grabbed his ass to guide him further into my mouth. His cock was a little tangier than Ron's, saltier than Bobby's; my stable of cocks had shrunk over the winter, to where I was mostly sucking just Bobby and Ron, and I vowed to play more widely in the summer.

When Evan stepped back, standing off to the side with his glistening cock in his hand, I looked around for Sam. He was in the far corner, hands over his crotch, watching me in wonder and fear.

"Come on, Sam," I said, beckoning with my finger, "it's your turn."

He hesitated, taking a few shuffling steps toward me. I smiled and held my hands out to the side — it was like coaxing a shy puppy to come out of hiding, and I found it incredibly cute. My pussy tingled: in my experience, nervous, shy puppies quickly become playful puppies with the right petting, and I looked forward to some boisterous nibbles and happy barks from this one.

"Come on," I said, tapping his hands when he stood in front of me, "let's see what you've got."

He looked away from me, face red, and moved his hands away from his crotch. I smiled, quite pleased with what he showed me: not as thick as Ron, but definitely weighty, and with a curve that pulled the head up toward his belly in a way that I knew would feel very nice against my G-spot. A thin coating of pre-cum glittered all over the head, and the tangy scent of his cock had a subtle sweetness to it.

I reached for it, and he gasped when my hands wrapped around the shaft. After a couple of quick pumps, I took it into my mouth, gently sliding my lips over the head and along his shaft, giving the tip a tap with my tongue. He groaned and stiffened, and I felt his balls tighten under my chin.

"I assume you've received a blowjob before," I said when I took his cock out of my mouth.

"Yes," he stammered, "but not like that ..."

I smiled and gave his cock a long, wet lick from base to tip and back down. When I was sucking young cocks like Sam's, I'm sure I had no idea what I was doing — it was always over so fast that I didn't have much opportunity to hone my craft. There's a certain charm to a fast blowjob followed by a long fuck — that was definitely the pattern of my youth — but a gal's not going to learn how to work on a cock properly if she's always in danger of an eruption.

"Let's take it slow, then," I said, "I want to use this later, I like its curve."

I dismissed Sam with a tap on the ass, and suddenly Evan was presenting his cock again. I laughed and pulled him close, giving it a playful kiss on the head before swallowing the knob. Bobby and Ron moved in closer, their cocks bouncing in the air beside me, and I reached up to stroke them while I sucked Evan.

Through some wordless communication — is there some sort of telepathy between the men at a gangbang that helps them to coordinate their actions? — the men formed a ring that moved clockwise around me. I knelt on my blankets and pillows, closed my eyes, and held my mouth open as cock after cock grazed my lips, brushed my cheeks, and slipped inside for a quick suck before moving on. After two or three rotations, I lost track of which cock was attached to which man, and my world became nothing but a constant parade of musky shafts and slippery heads.

I felt someone kneel behind me, mouth at my neck and cock pressed against my back. When his fingers slid down my front, pushed the fabric of my dress aside, and slipped down along the cleft of my cunt, I knew it was Bobby — I would know those deft fingers anywhere, that could unerringly find my clit when it needed to be stroked but also graze teasingly past it when it needed a lighter touch. Right now he was giving me the subtle touch, gently circling my button, butterfly-light, building me up until I was shivering head to toe while the parade of cocks continued past my mouth.

"Let me know when you're ready for the next stage," Bobby whispered into my ear. I had Sam's — no, Evan's? somebody's ... — cock in my mouth, so all I could do was nod and mumble.

Bobby's touch became firmer, and he parted my pussy lips, slipping a knuckle against my slit. I could feel the moisture flowing down onto his hand, I could smell my own arousal, and when he slid a finger into me it went in easily, two knuckles deep, and he swirled it in a circle, tickling the spongy wall of my vagina with his fingernail. My thighs shook, and if Bobby hadn't put his arm around my waist to pull me tight against him, I might have collapsed. It was taking all my concentration to hold back the flood of my climax; the cocks before me were getting poor service, I'm afraid, just dry kisses and tentative licks while I gasped for air.

"Oh my god," I groaned, "I need to be fucked, now!"

I heard Bobby laugh as he stood, bringing me to my feet with him. His fingers found the clasp of my dress between my shoulder blades, and it fell in a pool at my feet. He scooped me up in his arms and I pulled his head down to kiss him; I'm sure he could taste the mingling musk of the four cocks I'd been sucking. He carried me to the table, the rest of my lovers close behind.

The plates and bowls had already been cleared. Ron spread a blankets on the tabletop and arranged pillows while Bobby gently laid me down. I stretched my arms and legs wide, working out the kinks from kneeling in the circle of cocks, and looked around at the four eager men surrounding me.

"Sam first," I said, making eye contact with the youngest of the quartet. He gasped, eyes wide, and shook his head.

"Yes," I demanded, "you're about to pop off, and I'm going to come the second your cock touches my cunt — I want us to blow up together in a beautiful explosion. If we both survive, you'll get another round, and if not, well, there are worse ways to die ..."

He nodded and cautiously approached me, standing between my legs and staring down at my open, bare pussy. I could feel moisture pooling beneath me. Sam reached a shaking hand toward me, gently running his fingers up my thigh and over my belly — clearly someone had told him that it's impolite not to do a little foreplay first, but I felt that I'd had all the foreplay I needed, with the day-long anticipation and Bobby's expert hands while I sucked three cocks.

"Now," I said, eyes narrow. I brought my hands between my legs and stroked my slit, showing him how wet I was. "I don't need any warmup, I just need your cock."

Sam grabbed his cock and set the head against my channel, standing at the foot of the table while I dangled my legs over the edge. Bobby, Ron, and Evan crowded around, eyes hungrily fixed on my pussy and Sam's cock, their own cocks in their fists. Sam took a deep breath and pushed his hips forward, the silky head of his cock parting my lips and sliding smoothly inside. I felt his head push along the wall of my vagina all the way in, sending an electric current coursing through me. I lifted my knees, and reached down to grasp my ankles to bring him deeper.

I could feel Sam's body tense with each thrust, a look of intense concentration on his face. He wanted so desperately to hold back his orgasm, and I wanted so desperately to draw it out of him. I squeezed every muscle as tightly as I could, legs shaking with the effort, and roared, "Come, Sam, come in me! Holy fuck, just come!"

And he did, and I did too, a screaming, shaking climax that broke all the tension that had been building in me all day, and damned near broke poor Sam in two. He yelled and shook as loudly and as hard as I did, the muscles in his neck straining, his face red. I felt his cock twitch and spurt, once, twice, three times, bathing me in his warm seed, and when he pulled his cock out he twitched again, sending a long stream of jizz across my belly and onto my throat.

Bobby leaned down to kiss me while Ron slapped Sam on the shoulder, smiling broadly. Sam staggered back and caught himself on one of the chairs that had been pulled away from the table to give us room for play. He was breathing hard, a hand on his chest, and I feared for a moment he might collapse.

"That was so good, Sam," I said, "thank you."

Sam nodded, still catching his breath. I could feel his warm cum starting to trickle down my leg.

"More," I said to Bobby. "Let's keep going."

"You heard the lady," Bobby said. "Our work here isn't done until she says it is."

They descended on me in a flurry of mouths and hands and cocks, playfully jostling with each other for access to the most delicious parts of me. I was stroked and kissed and suckled on every inch of my skin, I had fingers prying into my cunt while tongues twisted over my clit, cocks filling my mouth and pussy at the same time. Strong hands lifted me off the table and helped me mount Evan while he sat on the patio bench, and I put my hands on his shoulders and rode him hard while Bobby and Sam took turns kissing my mouth and Ron leaned in to suck my nipples. Bobby pulled me down onto the ground so I could suck his cock while he lapped hungrily at my cream-filled cunt, and then Ron knelt behind me and fucked me with strong, steady strokes. My hair had come untied and hung in sweaty strands over my face, encasing Bobby's cock in a dark curtain as I sucked him. I lost track of time, and I lost count of my orgasms — one long, luxurious wave of pleasure swept over me as my lovers pounded and sucked and kissed me.

I gave Sam the first fuck, and the last as well. Nearing exhaustion, I rolled onto my back, my head cradled in Bobby's lap, and threw my legs wide. Sam crawled over, a wide grin on his sweaty face, all of his nervousness long since fucked away. He ran a finger along my slit, spreading the juice and jizz all over me, and then grasped his cock in his fist and pushed himself home.

Ron and Evan held my legs aloft, eyes fixed on the sight of Sam's cock moving in and out, in and out, causing the mixed fluids smeared on my pussy to froth with his churning. The curve of his cock did its wonders again, but this time I climbed a long, slow hill of climax instead of shooting off like a rocket. Bobby reached a hand between my legs and rubbed a gentle circle around my clit while Sam pumped, his eyes glassy and his brow furrowed.

"I'm going to come again," he whispered to me.

"I'm still coming from last time," I said, stroking his chest with my fingers. "You set off an explosion that's still rumbling through me."

"Oh fuck," he gasped, squeezing his eyes shut. "Oh fuck, I'm going to come ..."

"Let it out," I urged, "let it all out and fill me again!"

And fill me he did, with a flood of cum equally strong as the first. Evan and Ron let go of my legs so I could wrap them around Sam's waist, and I bucked my hips against him while I came.

Sam collapsed against me, heaving, and I ran my fingers up and down his back and through his sweat-soaked black hair. Bobby leaned down to kiss me, and I nipped at his tongue with my teeth, laughing in victory. I had done it, I had completed a sexual marathon, climbed an erotic Everest, and all because of a bad batch of potato salad.


Cait's First Gangbang
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Sign up for my newsletter and get a bonus Fox Run Swingers' Story, Cait's First Gangbang!

When opportunity presents itself, Cait seizes the day.

Having Roger join Cait for some fun after cleaning up Gabbie's kitchen was a fine thing indeed, but turning it into a threesome with her husband Gary was even finer. When presented with Bobby and Ron, how could she pass on making a grand morning of it?


About Cornelia Quick
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


A Touch in the Dark
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A Touch in the Dark

Be careful what you touch in the dark - it just might touch you back ...

When Gabbie sees the old van on her husband Ron's car lot, she knows just what the Fox Run Swingers' Club's next adventure needs to be - a group trip to a spooky haunted house!

But the Mauquon Mansion of Terror holds secrets that are more frightening than the thrilling chills the gang expected to help rev up their engines ahead of a little playtime. As they scatter in the dark, each member of the club encounters a terrifying and arousing mystery.


The Betwixtmas Switch
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The Betwixtmas Switch

All bets are off the week between Christmas and New Year's in this spicy tale!

Mia and Vanna are on a gals' getaway vacation at Isla de los Secretos, where anything goes all the time; Vanna struggles to maintain her boundaries while Mia goes off the rails.

Meanwhile, back home, Vanna's husband Roger is being introduced to the Fox Run Swingers' Club by Mia's husband Bobby.

There's a little -- actually, a lot -- of everything in this sexy story. The Fox Run Swingers believe that fun is best enjoyed with friends, and they're a very friendly bunch whether they're meeting in twos, threes, fours, or more.


Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!

OEBPS/font_rsrcB1.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcB5.jpg
NSV

a Jox Run Swingers &la(((fb\i’}“!%*rdm/_o
Corrnetia Quick





OEBPS/image_rsrcB3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcB7.jpg





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrcB4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcB6.jpg





