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      This story is about seduction. It is about how two different halves are drawn, clash, then entwine. Life is happening around them, but in their spare moments, their thoughts reflect on this casual encounter, an unsolicited introduction drawn to the inevitable conclusion.

      Magnetism, desire, wants, and needs combine as two lonely seekers find a night of solace. The collision is hot, steamy, rough, and kinky. When the storm is over—when needs are sated for the moment, will tenderness soothe their souls?

      Enjoy the tale.

      This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, times, and settings spring from the author’s imagination.

    

  


  
    
      To stories, long and short, shared and private, boisterous and intimate. May you ever illuminate our imagination with your tales.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        “A woman will sometimes forgive the man who tries to seduce her, but never the man who misses an opportunity when offered.”

        TALLEYRAND

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            That evening, her place
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      Emily raised an eyebrow, "Do you consider yourself dominant, Richard?"

      I nodded, "Yes, it's where I'm comfortable; being in charge, setting the pace, the mood. I'm not sure about ropes and whips and pain. I don't have much experience with that stuff. What about you?"

      Her eyes took on a glow at the mention of ropes, but she lowered her eyes a bit before raising them to meet mine.

      "I'm a submissive at heart," she confessed, "I also admit to enjoying the rougher things."

      "By the way, your eyes lit up at the words ropes and whips," I teased, "I kinda figured."

      "Well, it's not all that I am," she smiled over her glass at me, then lifted an eyebrow. "Tell me, Richard, do you have any place to be tonight?"

      "No place really," I stated, with a tight twist in my gut, "Are you fixing on getting amorous?"

      "What do you think?" she asked, putting her tumbler on the coffee table.

      For the first time in a long time, I let my actions speak before my mouth. I leaned into her and kissed her tenderly. She kissed back, opened her mouth, and pressed her tongue along my lips. I deepened the kiss driving my tongue against hers. My beard tickled her chin as our tongues touched and entwined.

      She lifted her hands behind my shoulders and pulled me closer. I wrapped my arms around her back. As we kissed, I slid my hands down and under her pert bottom. I leaned into her and pressed her into her sofa. She pulled me close, lifting her legs around my hips as we kissed.

      I was starting to enjoy myself with her under me when she moved her hands from behind my shoulders to the front of my chest. She pressed back, a strong push, and we broke our kiss. She blinked slowly, then looked up into my eyes.

      "How do you feel about long hot baths?" She asked with a smile.

      "Big fan," I said, a bit breathlessly.

      "The bathroom is down the hall. I’ll go start the water if..." she started.

      "If..." I replied, shifting back from leaning over her and wondering what was coming next.

      "You need to go down to the basement, get the black duffle bag, and bring it. It's right next to the door."

      I shrugged, "Okay, no problem. But what is in the duffle bag?"

      "Ropes, a vibrator, other things,” she drifted off, almost shyly.

      I grinned slightly and blushed a bit, "I might need help with the knots. I’ve never really done anything with ropes."

      "Well, we'll see," she said and slipped from the sofa with feline grace and strode down the hall, “don't dally long, Richard."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            Earlier that morning, at the munch

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      When I first saw her, she sat a few seats down the table we’d gathered around. She looked over at me and smiled. I'd never seen her before, which was strange because I'm sure I would have remembered her.

      She was dressed casually in jeans and a black turtleneck top with sleeves that ended at her elbows. She wore diamond earrings with her shoulder-length hair tucked behind her ears, the only other piece of jewelry was a single ring on her right ring finger. Her makeup was tastefully understated. Her neat and straightforward appearance set her apart from the regular munch attendees that usually wore their kinks on the sleeves with tattoos, piercings, and flashy jewelry.

      As my gaze lingered, I was surprised when she got up and walked over to sit with me. My focus lowered to her midriff as she stood which teasingly exposed a toned abdomen. Her lips curved in a ghost of a smile as she walked over with a practiced grace that only made her seem more alluring.

      She wasn’t tall, but not short. Not skinny, but fit and supple. The way she moved betrayed years of athletics and understated poise. She had brown hair that danced around her shoulders like a curtain. Her breasts were small, but on her frame, they were just perfect. If I'd seen her before, I would have remembered.

      "You're a troublemaker, sir," she said as she slid next to me, leaning in close.

      The thing about munches is that people are fairly comfortable with being close to others, so it wasn't rare for strangers to slide up to another stranger and share a secret whisper, giggle a bit then wander off to someone else. It's part of the culture, and I’d found these slight casual points of intimacy, followed by a friendly retreat a few moments later strangely comforting.

      "Bah," I replied, "I'm a bit grumpy this morning. Just felt like stirring the waters a bit."

      She slid her hand under my arm and reached for my hand, entwining her fingers casually but giving my stomach a flip flop with her intimacy.

      "Yes, I enjoy seeing them get riled up over something so trivial,” she countered leaning her chin against my shoulder, her eyes focused on my profile.

      "Ah, but see," I enjoined, turning to offer a lopsided grin, "to them the whims of the characters in The Song of Ice and Fire aren’t trivial. Which is why they are easy to rile. Just don't bring up Christian Grey."

      She drew back from me as if I told her I had the black plague, her eyes narrowing in disgust.

      "You don't like those… books?" she asked the disgust dripping from her words and almost palpable in her posture.

      "Never read 'em, so I don't have an opinion one way or another." I countered casually, trying not to drive her away, "But ask any of them, and they'll go on and on and on."

      "I'll consider sitting with you if you vow—right now—that you'll never touch those ..." she couldn't even speak the words.

      "Deal," I quickly said, clinging inside to anything that would keep her close and talking to me.

      She slid back beside me, leaning into my shoulder, and reattached her fingers to mine.

      "You frightened me for a moment," she laughed, "I had you pegged for someone with a keen intellect, and I'm rarely a poor judge of such things."

      We quieted down and enjoyed the closeness of just being in each other's space. We watched the others at the group of tables take sides, and battle lines were drawn. The arguments grew heated, turning a bit rambunctious as the insults started to flow. I felt a bit bad for causing the disagreement and heated language. I released the younger lady's hand and stood up abruptly.

      "My God, Who cares! It's not such a big deal. They are characters in a book, for fucks sake. I'm sorry I ever said anything."

      I wheeled on my heel and walked away from the table and around the corner, just wanting to get clear of the noise.
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      After Emily paced down the hallway towards her bathroom, I exhaled. I pushed my hand through my hair, wondering what I'd gotten myself into. I stood up from the sofa, walked back through the kitchen, and looked for a door to the basement. After finding the pantry and the water heater, I struck gold on the third door and found a set of stairs. I flipped the light switch and stepped down the steep, narrow staircase.

      I got to the bottom and looked around. Various things were strung around the room, including an old steel-framed bed with a twin-sized mattress. Rows of ropes hung from the wall. There was a workbench with many drawers—kinky toys and bondage implements scattered on the top.

      I looked a bit closer, and the floor was studded with folding tie-down spots neatly embedded in the concrete floor. The ceiling was similarly arrayed with eyebolts and even an industrial chain hoist. Various benches and tables lined up neatly along the side of the large room, and the light was stark from a couple of single light bulbs, casting long shadows into the corners of the room.

      "Whoa," I said aloud, "a dungeon."

      I'd heard of such things but had never thought it was more than bragging.

      Do people enjoy being tied up, whipped, or tortured?

      I felt a chill run up my spine as I remembered why I was down here and looked for a black duffle bag. Her kisses’ promises overridden the uneasy sense that I might be a bit over my head. I found the bag and picked it up. It was heavy, substantial—consequential, like a professional kit or something a SWAT team would take with them to carry gear to a hostage rescue.

      With a deep breath, I carried the bag to the main floor and found my way to the hallway Emily had vanished into. I paced down the hallway, heard the sound of water, and reached for the door handle to open it.

      Candles lighted the room, the large tub was filling, and the warm steamy feel of the room was palpable. Emily was naked, her back to me, and bent over lighting a candle on a shelf behind the tub. Her body was flawless, fit, trim, and muscular. Her bottom was round and firm. Her light brown hair was pulled back into a simple ponytail that flung around as she turned to see me come in.

      "Oh, I see you found it,” she smiled, putting the candle lighter down.

      "Umm, yeah," I said, as I closed the door, "... and a few other things?"

      "Oh?" she asked curiously, not at all embarrassed that I'd found her dungeon, "What do you think?"

      I ran my finger through my hair and exhaled, then looked down at her.

      "I think I'm in a bit over my head. I’m not much one for inflicting pain."

      She smiled and slid across the room to me.

      "I enjoy pain, it's true," she said, "but it's not all I am."

      I dropped the duffle bag and pulled her back to me. I didn't know what would happen next, but I wanted to pull her close and feel her against me. I leaned down and kissed her lips, ran my hands down her flanks to her bottom, cupped the round firm cheeks, and squeezed as she kissed me back.

      She pulled back and asked, "Do you like my ass, Richard?"

      I nodded and spoke huskily, "Yes," before pulling her back to me and kissing her again.

      I reached my hand up, cupped one of her small pert breasts, and squeezed firmly, my fingertips sinking into the base. I felt her hard nipple compress against my palm.

      She slunk back with a hiss of arousal, then pulled her hand up and grabbed mine with surprising strength, pushing it away from her breast.

      "Richard?" she asked conversationally. She lifted her eyes to mine, not retreating and not advancing.

      "Yeah?" I asked, my eyebrow raised in curiosity.

      "Do you mind if I top from the bottom a bit? Ask for things?" she asked with a soft, breathy voice.

      "No, I don’t mind,” I admitted, “actually, I'd like it if you helped me find out where I'm comfortable."

      "I'd like you to tie my arms behind me. It’s called a box tie," she said.

      She turned around and placed her arms behind her above the small of her back, wrists against her opposite elbows. Her shoulders rolled back, exhibiting her flexibility. Her breasts pressed forward, but opposite of the direction I was hoping. I nodded and understood a bit more of what she desired.

      I pulled a length of rope from the duffle bag and ran it through my fingers. It was sturdy nylon, with some teeth to the round edges, flexible but with little stretchiness. I was familiar with some nautical knotting techniques from my time in the Navy, so it felt familiar in my hands. I doubled the line, pulled the ends through, then laid the bight of the rope around her wrist and wrapped the doubled line around her opposite forearm. Drawing the line through the bend and securing it with a knot, I pulled the length across her forearms, wrapped another loop through the center, tied it with a half hitch, and then finished with another wrapping around her opposite wrist and elbow.

      "There," I said and let go of her arms.

      She pulled with her arms, the sinewy musculature of her shoulders rippling as she tested the knots, then relaxed with her shoulders pulled back. I looked at her in the mirror and saw her arched shoulders invitingly presenting her small breasts. Her nipples had become hard as rocks as I had secured her arms. I lifted my eyes to hers in the mirror and saw her feline-like grin.

      "Very good, Richard," Emily said with a grin, "Do you like how my ass looks?"

      I let my eyes drift past her bound arms lying horizontally at the small of her back, then shifted to the curve of her round bottom. She wriggled her bottom in a slow circle and leaned into the counter as if offering it to me. I slid my hand over the smooth skin, then pulled my hand back and smacked one cheek firmly, and lifted my eyes back to the mirror.

      I heard her gasp, and her head flipped around as she moaned from the sting of the slap. Her eyes found mine for a moment before I lowered my own to focus back on her bottom. I shifted my hand and swatted the other cheek a bit harder. I saw the flesh redden under my fingertips then her feet turned simultaneously with another breathy gasp.

      She settled against the counter and asked softly, "Was I bad, Richard?"

      "You teased me all damn day," I said, looking back up to her as my hands rubbed her bottom, becoming familiar with their curves.

      "I had to!" she said with a bright grin, "you kept walking away!"

      "What made you set your sights on me," I asked, lifting my hands to her bound arms and lifting. Raising her arms stressed her shoulders and levered her body further over the sink.

      Exhaling a bit at the new strain on her shoulders, Emily said, "It was pure whimsy to start. I liked how you thought and figured you were worth a chance as we talked more.”

      I looked down at her, bent over the bathroom counter, her legs spread apart and her ass pressed back invitingly. I lowered to my knees to kiss and nibble on her bottom.

      "So you're a bit of a sapiosexual?" I asked as I kissed and bit at her round cheeks.

      "I suppose," she laughed, bent into the backsplash, "dullards bore me."

      I grinned at that remark and leaned over to grab more rope. I figured I could do something to keep her in this position, then find something new to apply to her backside. I wasn't sure what, but I figured I'd find something in the duffle bag to try.

      I stood up, looped the line through the center, wrapping it between her elbows, and pulled it tight. I looked up and drew the rope around a sturdy-looking lamp above the mirror, doubled line and pulled some tension. The result of the pull lifted her arms and applied more stress to her shoulders.

      "That should keep you... positioned." I said in a low confident voice.

      I pinched her bottom, moved to the duffle bag, bent over, and started searching through it.

      I heard her say, "Keep me—my ass," as I turned my back and heard some scuffling sounds behind me. I smiled to myself, sure that she was just testing my work. I found a leather-handled flogger with sturdy leather straps bundled at one end, pulled it from the bag, and turned around. I found her standing on the counter, the rope I had tied lying slack from the lamp and still connected to her bound arms behind her back.

      "Silly man," she said with a mischievous smile
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      After I abruptly walked away from the breakfast Munch, I sat at the coffee counter near the entrance and waved for a refill. I barely had time to sip my fresh cup of java before my new shadow walked over and sat beside me.

      "I can't believe you just walked away," she said, smiling, "I don't think it changed the conversation much, though."

      "Meh, I don't much care for the drama of it. Let 'em bicker if that's what they want," I grumbled, "I got tired of listening to them yammer. Besides, it's easier to talk with you out here where it's quieter."

      She nodded, leaned against me, and looked up at me, "So, what do you do, Mr. Dark and Broody?"

      "I mostly tug on Superman's cape," I deadpanned, "when I'm not saving damsels that think they don't need saving."

      She laughed lightly, "You know, that's like a perfect picture of me."

      I looked over at her, an excellent excuse to let my eyes drift up and down her trim form, "Huh, you don't look very cape-like."

      She slapped my shoulder lightly, "I mean, I don't think I need saving."

      I raised an eyebrow and caught her eye, "I'll have to add you to my agenda."

      I reached for my wallet to pay the tab and slipped my Visa card over to the waitress. My new friend looked up at me with a slight frown on her face. "Are you leaving me, handsome?"

      That put me back on my heels because handsome is one of the last words I'd use to describe myself. I'm not ugly, I know, but I carry a bit more weight around my belly than I'm comfortable with. But her voice didn't betray any hint of sarcasm, leaving me momentarily speechless.

      "Got a bunch of family stuff to do today," I explained honestly when the words returned, "kids gotta be places and do things."

      "Oh, you're married then?"

      "Nope, not anymore," I replied as I signed the receipt for my breakfast.

      Before I could turn and leave, my new friend grabbed my wrist and the pen I’d just used and wrote a phone number on the back of my palm, then the name 'Emily'' in a neat steady hand.

      "Call or text me, handsome," she smiled, then moved back to the group, "I like the cut of your jib."

      "It's Richard," I said, as she walked away, "not handsome."

      "Okay, handsome Richard!" she sang back, looking over her shoulders as she walked back to the group and shot me a dazzling smile.

      I just shook my head and walked out the door smiling, putting her number in my phone before I started my car and drove away.
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      I looked up at her and placed the flogger on the countertop next to her feet.

      "Well, crap, how did you get up there? And more importantly, how can I get you back down?"

      She looked down at me, then past me to the flogger, "Do you want to flog me?" she said with an even voice.

      "Yeah," I admitted, "I'd like to learn how to do it right, and you seem willing to teach me."

      She edged forward on the counter and leaned down a bit. "Hold my hips, and help me down, please?"

      I reached up, supported her weight, and eased her back to the ground, the line around her wrists staying slack as she faced me, her back against the countertop. She lifted her heels and craned up to kiss me again as if thanking me for not slamming her to the ground when I had the chance. She leaned back, her bottom resting on the edge of the sink.

      "Look down under the edge of the counter," she said, eyes looking up into mine, "look for the eye bolts there?"

      I leaned down and looked; sure enough, two eyebolts spread about 3 feet apart. I grabbed one and pulled it to check how well it was anchored. It was a sturdy tie-down, and in the back of my mind, I wondered how many of these things she had installed around her house, just hidden from plain sight.

      "Yeah," I said, "I see them."

      She slid one ankle over to where I had just pulled.

      "Tie it, please?" she asked in a small voice, "the other too."

      I pulled out another length of rope, and fashioned an ankle shackle using a loop around her ankle, then secured the knot to keep her ankle firmly wrapped, then threaded the bitter end through the eyebolt and pulled it tight, wrapping the loose end back around her ankle and securing it with a quick-release not. I repeated the same pattern on her other ankle, stood up, and looked back down at Emily.

      "So, I had too much confidence in thinking that a bit of strain would hold you in place?" I asked curiously.

      "Yeah," she nodded, “pain isn't going to hold me back; sometimes, I lean into the pain. Now, remove the tether from my arms and wrap the rope around my neck, as you did with the ankles, then tie it to the faucet, pulling me backward.”

      I squinted my eyes and frowned, not necessarily comfortable with the thought of strangling her. I decided she’d let me know if she was in distress, set my jaw, and went to work.

      First, I leaned over as she leaned into me, her skin warm against my shoulder. I reached behind her and untied the rope from the middle of her arms. Then I reached up and pulled the line free from the lamps above the mirror.

      I doubled the line, then wrapped it around her throat as she tilted up and looked into my eyes. I wrapped about three times, leaving six lines of rope around her neck, then pulled the slack end through all the loops and secured it with a knot. I didn’t want the bands to tighten under strain. Then pulled it back and around the faucet, pulling tension and forcing her to arch back over the sink. I secured the line to itself to hold the pressure in the line.

      She closed her eyes, and a moan escaped her lips as her mouth opened slightly, her body tense but relaxing into the position.

      "Do you like this pose, Richard?" she asked with a purr.

      I let my eyes wander from her fiery eyes, down her bound neck, to the soft swell of her small breasts, where I lingered. I continued down the concave arc of her slim muscular torso and core. Her hips were arched, pressed out by the edge of the counter, and presented her flesh as if offering her smoothly shaved sex to my eyes. Another pause, then a descent down where her firm thighs diverged, spreading apart, knees slightly bent to support the arched pose.

      "Uh, yeah," I said, nearly speechless as my eyes lifted back upwards, retracing the line my eyes took to find her brown irises.

      "Do you think I do?" She asked with a small quiet voice.

      At that point, my eyes had refocused on her breasts and then on her nipples, rock hard and jutting up to the ceiling. My hands reached for the tips and brushed the hard nubs with my fingertips as she moaned softly at the contact. My finger and thumb of each hand pulled the hard nipples firmly.

      "Apparently," I replied

      "Mmnnnnnh," she gushed, licking her lips, "good man."

      I released the nipples, heard her hiss slightly at the release, and looked into her eyes.

      "Do you still want to use the flogger? Richard?" she asked with fire behind her irises.

      I nodded and reached for it, pulling it from the counter beside her. My pulse rose to the point I could feel it in my ears as I felt the leather grip on my hand.

      "Why?" she asked.

      "Because you need it," I answered without really thinking.

      I drug the leather traces slide across the skin of her abdomen.

      "But you don't?" she asked with narrow, accusing eyes.

      "I need..." I started, then paused.

      I thought about what I was about to do, a flash of reasons flowing through my aroused brain. I had never really thought about the connection I suddenly felt with this beautiful woman bound by my hand. The restrictive position visibly aroused her, and I knew she was willing to endure the harsh contact of a leather whip held in my grip.

      There was a shift of power at that moment that is hard to explain, a point where she had willingly given me a part of her, and I had grasped it firmly. It wasn't about my wants or her needs. I suddenly understood.

      "No... We need it." I said softly, almost to myself.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            Earlier, his apartment

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I made quick work of making the kids their breakfast, delivering one of my daughters to a test for school, then returned home to relax a bit before things got hectic in the evening.

      While folding clothes and watching golf on the television, I picked up my phone and dashed off a quick text:

      Richard: This is Richard. From the munch. Thanks for your number.

      I started folding more clothes, not expecting an immediate response, but soon my phone buzzed.

      
        
        Emily: omg! Are you stalking me? *g*

        Richard: only a little. Did you not wish to be?

        Emily: I'm not sure. Are you a good stalker?

        Richard: never done it before, but I'ma quick study.

        Emily: lol.

        Emily: How are you?

        Richard: okay, a bit stressed, lots on my mind today. I wasn't at my best this morning.

        Emily: what's the problem, chum?

        Richard: I'm not sure I want to burden my stalkee with personal stuff...

        Richard: at least not so soon in the process...

        Emily: it doesn't have to be a photograph. A charcoal sketch is fine.

        Richard: my drawing sucks

        

      

      I tossed my phone on the sofa and picked up a pile of folded clothes to put them away, and when I returned to the living room, my phone was buzzing, a call from Emily.

      "Hello?" I said curiously.

      "Hey, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to pry," Emily said softly, "I just got the feeling you needed to talk about it."

      I laughed lowly, "I probably do, but I hardly know you. To confess to a stranger, I might need to have a beer in hand.”

      "Well I don't have any beer, but I have some nice whiskey."

      "Darlin, it's just past noon! Do you take me for a lush?"

      "Ah, sweetie, I was hoping you could regale me with your woes. Maybe later tonight? I feel like having company."

      I paused at that. She was lovely to look at, way out of my league. It seemed odd to have her invite me over for a drink. However, it also fits into the culture of a Munch meeting. They are primarily informal meetings and a place where two people could agree to a more private date and get to know one another better.

      “That sounds intriguing," I said, "I'm busy until after eight, then probably wouldn't be able to go anywhere till near nine."

      "Nine it is then. I’ll send you my address."

      "Do you want me to bring anything?"

      "Just you, handsome, and some stories."

      "That sounds very nice; I think that'll be just what I need after the rest of this day."

      "Glad to be of service. See you at nine."

      A couple of seconds later, my cell buzzed with her address. I clicked on the text and brought up a map on my phone, and I saw she was only about a mile from my house. After playing taxi with all my kids, it would be nice to take a walk, and her house was just the right distance.

      I went through the rest of the day with a spring in my step and was a bit less grumpy around my kids. I didn't mind taking them places, and since one of my kids was learning to drive, I only had to be a passenger most of the time. I started checking my watch as I ticked off the events and realized I'd probably have some free time before nine.

      After all the kids were delivered, picked up, rearranged, fed, and returned to their mother's house. I returned home, took a shower, picked out a semi-flattering casual outfit, and walked down the street a little after 8:30.

      The night was one of the spring nights in the south, which is not too hot and not too cool, with a breeze but not windy. The sun had just dipped below the horizon, and I enjoyed walking in the gloaming. Her neighborhood was a bit more upscale than my tiny apartment but not overly pretentious. The porch light was on, which made me feel she was looking forward to my presence as I was to hers.

      *knock knock*

      She appeared at the door talking on her cell phone and lifted a finger to her lips. She motioned me inside and waved me towards the kitchen. She headed back down a hallway and disappeared. I heard her voice talking some financial mumbo jumbo in a precise and measured tone. She sounded like she knew exactly what she was doing.

      I suddenly felt insecure. I started wondering what I was doing at her house, in her kitchen, listening to her talk some serious business. I looked around and the counters were all clean. A bottle of scotch whiskey and two tumblers sat in the middle of her kitchen table. Suddenly I felt very thirsty. I poured a finger of the amber liquid into each glass and then inhaled the peaty aroma wafting from my glass. I heard her coming back just as I tipped the bottom of my glass up and downed the drink.

      "Do you know how much a glass of that costs?" she asked, smiling, not mad, more curious.

      "I dunno, eight bucks? 20?"

      "Try 40, and you'd be closer. She explained, refilling my glass, it's meant to be sipped, not guzzled."

      She handed my glass back to me, and I sheepishly took it. "Yes, ma'am."

      "Do I look like a ma'am?" she laughed, "I'm not dominant at all. C'mon, handsome, let’s sit in the living room."

      She grabbed the bottle and walked through the door, and I followed her, more than a little self-conscious. She moved like a cat, athletic, confident, curled into the corner of the sofa and looked up at me with steady eyes. I slid beside her and took a careful sip of the amber liquid letting the taste wet my tongue.

      "You haven't been to many Munches," she stated confidently, "I'd have noticed you before."

      "Only since my divorce was final," I confessed, "just a few months. I thought I might see what a more... vigorous sex life was like."

      "And?" she questioned with a smile in her eyes.

      "Well, I've yet to experience it," I confessed.
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      "We need it," I said again more confidently, straightening up and leveling my eyes into hers.

      Her eyes closed, and a purr, like a growl, escaped her lips when I spoke the words. I took that as an encouragement and took a moment to pull off my shirt and push my trousers and boxers off. Her head tilted back, and she watched as I undressed, her tongue tracing along her lips as her eyes focused on my cock.

      I retrieved the flogger, drew my hand back, and swept the flogger across her chest. My eyes lowered to her breasts, which shook with that first tentative blow. My hand followed through, then reversed, automatically swinging back across her chest with a harder slap. Time slowed for a moment as I watched her nipples bend and give to the sweep of the leather straps, then rise hard again after they passed. Her skin blushed slightly, and I saw her muscles tense from her chest to her shoulders, trying to move but held helpless by my knots.

      Feeling more confident with each swing, I moved up across her shoulders, swinging harder and hearing the slap of leather against flesh. The grip shifted in my hand as the traces transmitted the shock of the strike back through its handle. The power shift I felt when she'd asked the question seemed to amplify, and I reversed that power and pushed it back into her with each punishing strike. My sweeps lowered down her torso, abusing her breasts, then sweeping in loud slaps against her stretched abdomen.

      Emily lowered her chin as she tightened her abdominal muscles. I watched her firm muscles pop and ripple under her skin as she struggled against the forced arch and tried to absorb the withering stings of the leather straps. I continued lower and brought the traces hard along her hips, darkening the skin into a dusky rose, then down across her thighs. My eyes lowered to her open and exposed sex, visibly aroused. Her puffy labia lips were stretched by the sweeps of the traces in one direction, then pulled back on the reciprocal stroke.

      "Richard! Richard!!!" she panted as the flogger brushed over her most sensitive parts. Her thighs tightened as she tried to lift her knees to protect herself, but she was held fast by the ropes around her ankles. I stopped my strokes and listened, my breath rapid and fast. I looked at her with tight eyes and listened.

      "Please..." she started, her face blushing deeper than the red exertion of her struggle, "I.. I... Please, take my throat, and hold it tight."

      I lifted my hand to her throat, wrapping my fingers into the rough rope columns that bound her to the sink's faucet. I pushed my hand into her throat, applied some pressure, and listened as her voice grew thinner.

      "Spank me — there... again... up..." she pleaded with her eyes as she spoke, and I understood what she needed and felt my erection pulse as another invisible bolt of power transferred between us.

      I swept the flogger down, the traces trickling down her torso and across her exposed and open sex, then reversed the sway and snapped my wrist, smacking the bulk of the leather straps against her sex with a loud splat. Emily yipped her neck, snapping against my hand, as I gripped her neck harder, robbing her of a breath and silencing a scream.

      I whipped the flogger into her sex again and again. Her body shivered under the onslaught of blows, and my eyes drifted down to where the leather made contact with her rosy flesh, and watched how her hips rolled against the counter, lifting into each hard stroke I brought against her. Her whole body writhed at the sting of leather straps smacking her sex hard. Her mouth was wide open, and moans escaped between thin inhalations of breath as my hand constricted her airway. I struck her twice more and dropped the flogger to the hard surface of the bathroom floor.

      I turned to her, my hand at her neck released its hold while the fingers gripped the flogger cupped against her hot sex. I swiveled against her, my body finally touching hers, my erection firm against her thigh as I lowered my mouth to hers and kissed her deeply, thrusting my tongue between her lips hungrily. My fingers wormed between her hot lips, oozing their aroused wetness around my thick digits.

      "Does doing that to me turn you on?" she asked as I drew my lips back, my head lowering to look at my damp hand.

      I saw only clear fluid. Arousal, not blood, soaked my fingers, and I quickly pressed them back into her sex and thrummed my fingertips inside her. I could only nod in agreement to her question, words trapped in my head. I used my other hand to slot the head of my cock into the dripping opening of her cunt. With no more prelude, I thrust my hips hard, driving my steely cock deep into her.

      "Aaaauuughhh! FUCK YES" she exclaimed as my cock drove deep.

      I brought both hands to her neck, thumbs vertically against the column of her neck, and pressed into her neck as my hips began to draw back and stroke in, finding the right angle and then increasing in pace and frequency.

      "Squeeze, Squeeze HAAAaarddd," she said, her fiery eyes locked on mine as I rutted into her.

      My hips drew back and pounded into her tight slick pussy. I bent my knees as I pulled back, then lifted my hips as I straightened up, slamming deeply up into her. Her body shook as I powered my hips, my mass, my entire fucking being into her with each firm, hard stroke. Her eyes closed as I fucked her savagely, her breathing thin from the compression of my hands around her airway.

      My ears hummed with the flow of blood pulsing through my body, wet sounds of her sex accepting my cock into its depths, followed by the smack of flesh hitting flesh. My eyes locked onto her face as I choked her and fucked her. An intoxicating power flowed from her, swirled through me, and reflected into her in an infinite feedback loop that overpowered my senses.

      "FUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I roared as I felt my peak charge towards me and then release. Simultaneously Emily's cunt walls jerked and squeezed my cock, her orgasm flooding her hot juice around my spewing cock head. I saw red, black, and stars flash across my vision as my body shifted into primal reflexive jerks as my orgasm overpowered me.

      I slammed in tight, my cock pulsing and pumping its seed into her womb. I let go of her throat and wrapped my arms around her hips, pressing myself against her, compressing her with my body, as my voice found words again.

      "damn..." I said softly, "FUCK FUCK"

      "Mmmmm," she said breathlessly, "thank you."

      I lifted my eyes to hers with a question, "Thank me?"

      She nodded, a smile of contentment crossing her face, and I replied, "You're welcome."

      I started loosening the knots, removing the rope from her neck, then kneeling to untie her ankles before standing up and wrapping my arms around her to ease the first knots I'd ever placed on a woman. I looked down at her and kissed her lips deeply.

      I wordlessly slid my hands behind her knees and shoulders and lifted her small, sturdy frame into my arms. She draped her arms around my neck to hold on and curled her neck into my chest. I carried her over to the full steaming bathtub, a deep well of water, and slipped her feet first into the hot liquid.

      "Aiighhhhnnnnnhh," she complained as her skin felt the sting of the heat and the irritation of her freshly abraded skin.

      She stood thigh-deep in the water, bent slightly, holding the tub’s edge with her hands, and looked over her shoulder, asking softly, "Join me?"

      I stepped into the tub behind her and lowered myself into the steamy waters, sitting against the bottom and spreading my thighs apart. I reached for her hips and drew her back, letting her ease into the water. A few small moans of irritation as her tender skin adapted to the heat, and then she settled back against my chest. I wrapped my arms around her abdomen and pulled her close. My lower legs lifted and entwined around her lower legs. My body physically entangled her as much as she had intertwined me with the new experience.

      I felt her relax, probably for the first time in a while. I kissed her behind her ear, and she purred softly. I lowered my head against the side of her tub and closed my eyes. The power we danced with equalized as I held her in my arms.

      
        
        
        fin

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            Continue with - In Knots

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: In Knots — Entanglement Continues]
          
        

      

      PASSION AND PLAY KEEPS THIS COUPLE TIED UP IN KNOTS.

      Emily can’t get enough of teaching Richard the perfect way to bind her. Richard can’t resist her big brown eyes, lithe flexible frame, and filthy desires.

      When Emily gets a special delivery, Richard is the lucky guy whom she calls to help her with the contents. Once Richard’s done tying her in knots, she’s purring like a kitten.

      Read along as Richard and Emily’s seductive affairs become even more Entangled with each other.

      Read for FREE at Kindle Unlimited: In Knots - Entanglement continues

      Get a free book when you sign up for Hank’s Newsletter

    

  

OEBPS/Images/image00049.jpeg
mext





OEBPS/Images/image00051.jpeg
' Entanglement Continues

HANK DOLWORTH





OEBPS/Images/image00050.jpeg
JACKL

PUBLISHING





OEBPS/Images/cover00052.jpeg
7 steamy seduction
that binds them in knots

HANK DOLWORTH





