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Andrew
slid his tongue along the stocking seam that ran up the back of
Regina's thigh.

He simply
couldn't get enough of her hot, flowery scent or the feel of the
soft stocking that invited him to pry into this woman's most lush
privates. She was older than he was, but he only knew that because
when they left the bar, she jokingly asked if his parents would
still be awake. Her face stunned with high cheekbones set atop a
lush, broad expanse of chocolate brown. Even as she lay face down
on the bed, her round brown arse assured him that he'd picked a
beauty when she strolled up to the bar.

The brown
roundness of that ass beckoned him to please her in all sorts of
ways, the cheeks peeking out from the bottom of a pair of lacy boy
shorts in the lightest shade of pussy pink. If he hadn't been about
to lick and finger and fuck her brains out, he would have insisted
they stop to give thanks for the miracle that was her ass. He ran
his tongue along the edge of the lace, forcing his finger under the
tightly pulled material, watching the dark flesh poke out from the
lacy edge with abandon. He began to lick the curve, pushing up the
material. Regina moaned. At least he thought that was her
name.

“Not sure
if you know how to treat a lady," she said in her saucy, Southern
drawl. "So let me tell you. I just love the lightest tonguing on my
clit.”

Regina
climbed on her elbows, confidant she was about to get the release
she set out to find when she walked into the bar earlier that
evening. Outside the window, Atlanta hustled and bustled as she
kneeled with her ass in the air, gripping a stranger's sheets, the
smooth fabric bunching into silk balls within her hands. She was
going to get more than she ever hoped from this polite acting young
white man who said, "Yes, ma'am, No, Ma'am" with a mild-mannered
directness while ensuring the bartender kept her vodka and tonic
topped off. She had known this one's intentions from the start.
Still, she appreciated his efforts to keep her liquored up. She
certainly got no such attention at home and there was something so
irresistible to her about the young money-making types. They loved
to charm.

Andrew
slapped her ass, eliciting a shiver from her generous orbs. He slid
his finger into the heat of her, and then pulled it out all the
way, licking the Mahogany honey off his finger.

"Tastes
so good. I'm going to use my tongue on your clit in a minute,
ma'am. Right now, I'm going to make you want me to use it," he
said.

“I want
you to use it now," she said, reaching behind her to grab his thick
cock, but he gently slapped her hand away. She turned her head to
the side with a fake pout, admiring the eclectic decor. A painting
of Diana, the Goddess of the Hunt, hung on the wall next to the
bed. She sighed in anticipation of another touch, thinking that she
had definitely mastered the hunt tonight. Aching, she waited for
his finger to plunge inside her, but it never came. Instead, Andrew
breathed hot and heavy between her legs, staring. At least, she
thought that was his name.

“I can tell you're ready for me. You are so wet, you could
take my cock with no foreplay," he said. "But I really want to see and please
as much of you as I can, in as many ways as I can."

He rose
from the bed. She turned over and watched as he slid open a large
white oak door, revealing a massive brick walled room that she had
mistook for a closet.

Regina
jumped up from the bed, wondering if maybe she had played this
whole thing wrong and was the hunted instead of the
hunter.


***

But the
soft tug of his hand around her wrist finally reassured her enough
to step into the secret cove. A sex swing dangled from a black,
four-legged rack that loomed under high- ceilinged wood beams.
She'd never seen one in person, but had always found them
intriguing when watching porn.

“Found
this room when the realtor showed me the house. Part of the
Underground Railroad, more than likely. I use it now as a place to
really get to know someone, as I so hate to muss up the sofa. And
the bed...well, it's so confining," he teased with a slight smile,
spinning the swing in invitation. "Once you get in this, I can
please your body in ways you have never imagined. It's like being
fucked in the air... cumming on the clouds. Let's ride," he said,
holding the swing so that she could position herself right in the
center. "I want to see your ass peeking at me through these seats
straps… ma'am,” he grinned.

“You
don't even remember my name," she said, breathing heavily as she
stood squeezing her legs together.

“And I can tell you don't remember mine," he said.
"That's ok. I already know
you. I know what you want, and I know why you came back here with
me. Now I want to see you get it in your most intimate
spots.”

He
certainly is persuasive, Regina thought, locking eyes with him as
she walked to the seat. But instead of sitting down, she turned
away from him and looked over her shoulder coyly before bending
over at the waist to remove her panties. She hadn't got to tease
like this in years. With her husband gone for the week, she planned
to make up for lost time. Of course she left on her
stockings.

The sight
of her bent over, her dark long legs wrapped so lusciously in the
smooth dark nylon made his cock jerk. His eyes never left her ass
as she backed up into the softly leathered swing seat. He couldn't
wait to stick his tongue in between her cheeks and make her ready
for his cock. She'd be hesitant at first, but he had plans to make
her as eager to have her ass licked and fucked as she was to have
her cunt licked and fucked. There was not one spot on her beautiful
brown body he didn't plan to please. All the women he brought here,
they always showed a bit of reluctance at first because that was
what was expected of them, or so they thought.

In one
way, they were right: society wanted them to be reluctant. Or their
husbands. The fact she had a missing ring on her finger didn't go
unnoticed by him. He didn't care about her husband. He wanted her
to give in to her desires. And he wanted to hear her begging to be
pounded in every hole.

In the
past, he had noticed that the bigger and rounder the ass, the more
they seemed to beg for it in their ass when he finally got around
to pounding it. So the outlook for this evening was looking
good.

He lifted
her strong legs into the restraints, marvelling as her hips and ass
cheeks spread in the most evocative manner. Leaning down to run his
hand along the inside of her stockinged thigh, he took her nipple
and lolled it around in his mouth. She groaned and he gave her a
playful spin. She squealed in delight, the air fanning her pussy.
She felt so young and free, ready for anything.

 

He walked
over to a cabinet. An array of sex toys and paddles glinted from
inside, all colors and sizes. She smiled in spite of her years as
the boring wife of a well-known executive, nerves fluttering in her
stomach. Could she be that bad just because her husband was out of
town fucking his girlfriend? After watching her Adonis select a
sleek vibrator, a white six-inch dildo, and a longer, thicker white
eight-inch dildo, she decided she could. He walked back over to
her, his hair curling a bit with sweaty anticipation. She liked the
way his forearms flexed as he set up the toys on a small stand next
to the swing.

“Now, you have three white cocks," he explained, grabbing the
vibrator and kneeling in front of her to inhale her cunt.
"Your own little gang
bang." He placed the vibrator right against the dark pink petal of
her asshole and turned it on, staring into her face. Her eyes
widened.

“No
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