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Chapter 1

Wednesday




	Jacob cared for his indoor plants after work, decompressing. As he added a little water into the azalea pots that lined a wall shelf, thoughts of work continued to intrude. He hated his job as a programmer for a small, independent developer, mainly because he didn’t get along with the manager. He liked programming, but the environment was hostile with a hands-on boss. No one liked being fiercely micromanaged. He’d rather work alone with little supervision, but his boss enjoyed feeling needed and important, and bothered everyone in the department.

	Next, the orchids by the window. Violet, white, and yellow petals peppered with spots of red. Plants soothed him. After an hour or so of tending the greens that he cultivated, he planned to hit up a videogame. If working the flora didn’t destress him, engaging in artificial violence might do the trick. The anxiety was bad today. A friend had recommended he smoke the herb, but for him, that only made things worse.

	Beyond the window he noticed Kaitlin’s car pulling in, a white sedan. He didn’t know cars, but he knew hers on sight by now. They had met several times and she was pleasant. And really hot. She lived in the apartment directly above his, 312. She was older, perhaps forty or so, but he admired her tight bod, D-cups, and mane of black hair. She had mentioned once that her divorce had become final last year. He never saw her with a guy, so he assumed she was still recovering from the relationship, which he figured would take longer than from a shit day at work.

	She stepped from her car and popped the trunk wearing a yellow camisole and jeans that really showed off her beautiful butt. Jacob knew she was above his station. She was beautiful, and he saw himself as a skinny, shy nerd. With plants, for god’s sake. But he wasn’t going to give up his beloved green family for a motorcycle. Like that would work, anyway. His plants never treated him poorly, and they showed their love with beautiful petals and happy growth.

	Kaitlin came around her car, lugging fistfuls of plastic bags of groceries. He should help. He liked being around her, for more reasons than her beauty. She was always nice and had quite the sunny disposition. But would he look obvious coming out to help? Did that matter? “What do you think, guys?” he asked the orchids. “Should I lend a hand? Say hello?”

	He watched Kaitlin disappear from view to come up the stairs. His eyes dropped to his orchids. They approved his notion. The zebra plants nearby, did not, since he had given them zero attention. He went with the orchid’s word and headed to the door.

	Kaitlin walked up the stairs, looking tired, but she smiled when she saw him emerging from his apartment. She flashed a wide smile through her full red lips. “Hi, J.”

He didn’t remember when she had started calling him by his first initial, but he liked it. No one called him that. It was comfortable. It made him feel seen. “Hi. Need some help?”

	“No thanks. Sweet of you to ask, though.”

Jacob almost turned back into his apartment, but forced himself to press on. “Do you have more groceries in the car? I could bring them up. That’s a lot of stairs.”

	As she passed to continue up the next flight of stairs, she chuckled. “Okay, then. You can get the rest. Thank you.”

	He watched her from behind until she turned to take the next flight, and he headed downstairs to her car. Must have been a big shopping day. Lots of bags. He managed to get them all in both hands and walked upstairs, all the way to her open door. He paused at the threshold. He’d never been in her apartment before. “Come on in,” she called from the kitchen.

	He continued. On the counter sat the bags she had ferried up. She laughed when he entered. “It may have been easier to make two trips,” she said as she opened the fridge for the tomatoes and green peppers in her hands. 	“Just put all those on the floor.”

	He untangled his fingers from the multitude of plastic bags, everything safely landing to the white tile.

	“Did you close the trunk?” sha asked.

	“No, let me get that.”

	“You don’t have—”

	Jacob was already out the door. After closing the trunk, he didn’t know if he should check on her, or if he should retire to his own place. What was the protocol for helping a neighbor with groceries? After a moment of indecision, he walked back up to her place. At the open door he said, “Trunk’s closed. Need any help putting things away?”

	From the kitchen: “Someone’s in a helpful mood today. Sure, why not?”

	Now he thought she might be sarcastic, but decided to test it by coming in.

	In the kitchen, she pointed to some of the bags she had placed on the counter beneath cabinets above. 	Those are all cans. Please put soups with soups, sauces…you get the idea. I don’t allow myself to completely run out of things. Most of the time.”

	Jacob went to work, cans clanking into the cabinets.

	“Seen any good movies lately?” Kaitlin asked as she sat chicken and sausages into the refrigerator.

	When they passed one another and chatted small, this was the most popular topic: recommending movies. 	Jacob thought for a minute. “Nosferatu.”

	“Whoah. That was icky good, wasn’t it?”

	“Artsy and scary, and yeah, icky. I liked it. How about you?”

	“I rewatched ‘Bound.’ An old favorite.” She closed the refrigerator door.

	Jacob froze for a second. He loved ‘Bound’ too, but likely not for the same reasons Kaitlin did. He loved seeing Jennifer Tilly tied up and gagged. “I loved that movie,” he said, trying to sound nonchalant.

	“Great thriller, huh?”

	“Absolutely.” Jacob placed the final can in the cabinet and closed the door. 

	Kaitlin pulled a bottle of beer from the fridge. “Want one? For all your hard work?”

	Jacob didn’t drink much. Usually only at a bar with a few coworkers to complain about their manager. Would he have a little drink with Kaitlin? “Sure. Thanks.”

	She handed him the cold bottle and took one for herself and sat at the dining table. She motioned for Jacob to sit across from her.

	This little outing just to help the foxy MILF with her groceries had taken a really positive turn. He never expected to be sitting at her table sharing a beer. Naturally, nerves burbled in his belly.

	Kaitlin slugged from her bottle. “So, what did you like most about ‘Bound?’”

	Jacob hesitated. He couldn’t say how much he loved the tied-up hotties. Combined with his nerves, the pause lingered. “Well…”

	Kaitlin smiled broadly. “You liked all the bondage, didn’t you!”

	Jacob froze like a rabbit meeting a snake. In two seconds she nailed and exposed him. And his further hesitation only confirmed her suspicion. Why bother to hide it? “Well…”

	She clapped her hands and laughed.

	Jacob felt the heat of a blush rise from his neck.

	“Don’t be embarrassed! The only other guy I know that crowed about that movie was also into seeing the ladies all tied up and gagged. It’s a common thing. Don’t be embarrassed.”

	Jacob quickly took a long pull from his bottle. “Okay. All right. You got me.”

	“I won’t gossip to the neighbors. Promise.”

	“Thanks. I guess.”

	“There’s people out there that think it’s weird, or whatever, but those are the most uninteresting people on the planet. Life is short! Be a little kinky! Have fun!”

	Jacob hit his beer again. “Yeah. I like that attitude.”

	“Here, let me even the score.” She sat her beer to the table and whispered, covering the side of her mouth as if saying something seditious that the neighbors might overhear, “I like bondage, too.”

	Jacob felt that like a blow to the chest. One that exploded into glitter and flower petals. He had pictured her tied up before, and at her prompting, he was doing it right now. In his mind’s eye, a thick cloth gag was tied tightly within her mouth. “No way,” was all he could think of as a reply.

	“Yes way, neighbor.” She laughed again and another swig of beer was consumed. “So who did you like seeing tied up the most? Gina Gershon or Jennifer Tilly?”

	“Jennifer Tilly.”

	“Yeah, me too.”

	Jacob finished his beer.

	“You went through that fast. Another?”

	“Just one more, thanks. Work night.”

	Kaitlin fetched him another bottle. He noted hers was only half finished.

	“So, have a girlfriend to play with?” she asked from the open fridge door.

	Jacob thought that was really forward. They didn’t know one another that well. Then again, why not fast-forward getting to know one another? “No. No girlfriend. You?”

	“No. Divorced, as we’ve discussed before. Not looking for a relationship quite yet. Just dating some here and there. Nothing lately.” Her eyes bored into him, sparkling, a smirk beneath.

	This was as obvious a signal as any man could ask for. Jacob knew this. Yet, he didn’t want to blow it. He didn’t want to come off as a creep. He didn’t want to scare her off. “So, do you want to be tied up?” As soon as that fled from his lips he thought he blew it. He could have escalated by asking something around the subject, like maybe a question as to whether she was a top or bottom. But no, he shot for the fences, and too soon, he feared. Now he would have to hide from her when he saw her.

	“Well, someone’s eager to play games.” Kaitlin was still smiling.

	Inwardly, Jacob breathed a huge sigh of relief. He couldn’t believe he had said that. But he was nervous. And he really, really wanted to tie up his MILF neighbor that flirted without subtlety. He backpedaled a little. 	“Sorry, I didn’t mean to come—”

	“Yes, Jacob, I would like to be tied up. Are you good with ropes? Be honest, I don’t need bruising on my wrists. I have to work tomorrow, too.”

	“Yeah. I like rope. I mean, I know how to tie without cutting circulation and everything.”

	“Want to tie me up like Ms. Tilley in ‘Bound?’”

	“That…that sounds like fun.”

	She laughed again. Jacob loved her laugh. So genuine. “All right. I’ll get a couple of ropes and a gag. But no pictures. And we’re not having sex, so don’t be bending me over the table and ramming me. You can feel me up some and jerk it if you need to. Got it?”

	“Yeah. That’s cool. Perfectly reasonable.”

	She stood and shook a finger at him. “I know where you live. Follow the rules, okay?”

	“Absolutely. Consent is the name of the game. I won’t be asking for extras once you’re all tied up.”

	“Good man.” The smile returned and she turned and left the kitchen.

	Sometimes, rarely, but sometimes, dreams did come true. And he had second-guessed himself so much before leaving his apartment and plants to say hi to his neighbor. For him, that was a bold enough of a move. And now, he was going to tie her up and gag her. And she was into it! For once, the universe smiled down upon him and granted a wish. Jacob inhaled a deep breath and slowly exhaled for a little calm. He was getting excited already.

	Kaitlin returned holding a couple lengths of rope and a white cloth with a large knot in the center. She placed the things on the table. “I’m not dressed like Jennifer Tilley.”

	“Not a big deal at all. I mean, you look great no matter what you’re wearing.”

	“Why thank you, J.”

	Jacob’s eyes shifted from her to the implements. Everything was perfect. He rose from his chair and took one of the coiled ropes. Kaitlin turned and crossed her wrists for him. His heart accelerated. Without a word he began binding her wrists, cinching and knotting it between.

	As soon as he was done she twisted in her bonds, testing. “It does feel like you know what you’re doing.”

	“Thanks. I kinda learned a long time ago from YouTube videos.”

“Well, that sounds safer than trial and error. That’s what my first boyfriends did. Sometimes with less than stellar results.”

	Jacob was tempted to make an age joke, but retracted it before his lips started flapping. The last thing he wanted to do was offend her. Sure, she was a little older than him, but he rather liked that. “Not too tight?”

	“Not at all. Perfect. You’re very good. Keep going.”

He took the ready gag from the table. “Open up,” he said from behind her, the ends of the gag in each hand.

	“Yes, sir.” Katlin parted her lips.

	Jacob, grasping the knot, wedged it into her willing mouth, then knotted the ends over her beautiful, black hair. He spun her around. That gag with the big knot clenched between her teeth and ruby lips looked amazing. Jacob felt a little faint. This must be what it feels like to win the World Series. “How about I sit you on the floor. Like in the movie?”

	She smiled behind the gag and nodded.

	Jacob grasped her shoulders and helped her sit on the tile. He noticed it was white, like the tile in the bathroom where Tilly was bound in that one scene. As she leaned back against the wall, he set to binding her at the ankles. He took note of her pretty bare feet with red polish on her toenails. Tilly had heels on, but who cares? He wasn’t here so much to recreate the scene as much as simply bind his gorgeous neighbor. Once the final knot was done, he looked up to Kaitlen’s eyes. He grasped her by the calves over her jeans. “That okay?”

	“Mmm,” she nodded.

	Now what? She had given him the parameters of the game, but he was hesitant, more than a little nervous. He wanted everything to go right. He certainly didn’t want to scare her off. He wanted to play again, and this little game was the gateway to more, as long as he didn’t screw anything up. He slid his hands up her jeans to her thighs. He loved feeling her shapely legs, even if there was a barrier of denim between hands and skin.

	She wriggled in her simple bondage and lifted an eyebrow. “Mmmm?”

	Kaitlin was good at signaling her pleasure without overdoing it. Jacob’s hands reached beneath her thighs, gripping and massaging. Her eyes followed his hands.

Jacob shifted from in front of her to beside. Taking her by the waist he scooted her from the wall, her butt sliding on the smooth tile. He seated himself behind her, a leg to either side. His hands found her belly, and crawled upward. She shifted her ass against his crotch, back and forth. His cock went from semi to throbbing. He gripped her generous tits through her camisole and bra.

	“Mmmmph!” she cried, her muffled voice tinged with glee.

	He continued his groping, softly, firmly. Her nipples hardened beneath the fabric. He wanted to unleash her breasts so badly, but he had agreed to no asks once she was bound. Jacob had to be content. In fact, the surprise play this evening was the best thing to happen to him in years.

	She writhed her butt to his solid member some more, her nails raking his belly beneath his shirt before continuing down atop his jeans to discover his erect member.

	Her tits in his hands, he froze for a second, surprised by her touch. And doubly aroused. She gripped him a little awkwardly though his pants. His hands resumed fondling. She kept at it. He thought he should pull away lest he…too late. He grunted, trying to keep his orgasm a secret, but his shuddering body also gave him away.

	Jacob relaxed, his arms falling to his sides and his head to the back of Kaitlen’s shoulder. That was plenty awesome, but he was also embarrassed that he exploded at some touching. It wouldn’t have happened without the bondage play, he was certain, but nonetheless, he’d never shot his load so fast before. And in his pants. He was hesitant to move and face her

	She patted his thigh with her bound hands. He rose, hand on her shoulders briefly, and moved to crouch beside her.

	Her eyebrows were up. “Mmm?”

	He maneuvered the knotted gag from her mouth, as he apologetically said, “I wasn’t expecting…to do that.”

	“No worries, Jacob. I’ll take that as a compliment.” She smiled. Katlin didn’t appear bothered at all. Perhaps mildly amused.

	He reached behind her to get to her hands and untie them. As he worked on loosening the knot, he consoled himself by thinking that she had set a clothes-on rule, so she wasn’t expecting an orgasm. So, why should he fret over his instant orgasm?

	“You had me tied up quite well. I had fun.”

	She was even trying to soothe over his embarrassment. So kind. He didn’t know how to reply to that, so he set aside her wrist ropes and worked on the ankle tie. He placed both ropes back to the table.

	Kaitlin stood, the gag still hanging about her neck. She gave him a tight hug. “That was fun.”

	“Obviously, I had a lot of fun, too. Maybe I should head downstairs and clean up.”

	She broke the embrace. “All right. That’s fine. Honestly, I don’t mind and I don’t think any less of you, all right?”

	“Okay. Thanks.”

	As he fled her apartment, she called, “Don’t be a stranger!”

















Chapter 2

Thursday




	Jacob brooded the whole day at work, and brought that dark cloud home with him. He put on artificial cheeriness for his plants, certain they could detect ill vibes and wilt. He played some upbeat electronic music, not loud, he was a considerate neighbor, and set about the duties of plant care.

	He knew he shouldn’t beat himself up like this, after all, Kaitlin said she had fun and he had been having the time of his life right up until the very end. Yet, his mind usually descended to the worst angle. And so he kept torturing himself.

	The doorbell chimed.

	He was sure it was the UPS man ringing to announce the delivery of plant food he’d ordered. At the door he peered into the peephole: Kaitlin stood there, with something in her hands. Jacob considered not answering. Then again, she could clearly see his car in the lot. And what was he thinking? If she was stopping by she didn’t have a problem with him. But again, he still felt the sting of embarrassment.

	He conjured a smile and opened the door. “Hi.”

	“Hello!” she said cheerily. In her hands was a plate covered in cellophane. “I did some baking and I could never eat all this banana bread, so I thought you might like some.”

	Jacob was stunned. And he liked banana bread. “Wow. I would love some. Thank you.” He took the plate. It smelled delicious. The dark cloud that hung over him all last night and all day today parted a wee bit and a column of sunshine beamed through. But now what? Should he invite her in? Clad in sweats and an old, battered T-shirt, he felt a little embarrassed to do so. But that was the polite thing, right? Maybe offer coffee if she accepted? 	“Well, would you like to come in? Share a slice?”

	“That sounds nice.”

	He held the door as she stepped through. Unlike him, she wore denim shorts and a scarlet tank top emblazoned with “Loving Life” in silver, glittering letters.

	Jacob closed the door and followed her from the entry and she stopped. “Oh my god.”

	Was that fear in her voice? “What?”

	“Your plants! The flowers! They’re absolutely divine!”

	The clouds parted more. The sunshine grew brighter. 	“Oh. You like them?”

	She turned to him. “They’re beautiful. They must take so much work and care and they all look so healthy.”

	“It’s not work to me.”

	“Well, it would be for me. I love plants, but I have a black thumb.”

	“Nonsense. A little research and the will to care for every little potted friend is all it takes.”

	She playfully slapped his shoulder. “Listen to you. You must be a natural botanist or something.”

	“Not at all. I had to read a lot. There were plenty of failures. Now I know how to raise rather difficult plants.”

	She went to the zebra plants by the main window and gently felt a green and yellow leaf. “They must love you,” she whispered.

	“Wanna come into the kitchen? I can make coffee. I mean, if you like coffee.”

	“I do. What a gracious host.”

	Jacob chuckled and led her into the kitchen. Not that she needed leading, her apartment upstairs had the exact same layout. He sat the plate on the table and fired up the coffee maker. Kaitlin sat herself at the table and unwrapped the slices of banana bread. “So when did you get into plants?” she asked, her eyes dancing on the array of flora potted in shelves in the attached dining room.

	“When I was twelve.”

	“What? Get out.”

	“Seriously. I tagged along with mom and for some reason this little philodendron spoke to me, and I wanted it. She bought it for me. I kept it in my bedroom and it flourished. I started asking for more, hitting plant websites for information and care details. It became a passion, I guess.”

	“But you didn’t go to college for botany.”

	“No. I wouldn’t have had parental support if I majored in something they didn’t deem a money-maker.”

	“That’s sad.”

	“Dad thought I was weird, being into plants like this. He wanted a more ‘manly’ son.”

	“That’s even worse.” She bit into a slice of banana bread.

	“Well, I don’t mind programming. I like the work, most days.” Jacob poured steaming coffee into two mugs. 	“My bosses, not so much. But it’s sufficient money to get some rare plants and have a home to enjoy them.”

	“That’s good, at least. Do you have any bonsai?”

	Jacob sat the mugs to the table. “No.”

	“You don’t want to tie up little trees?” She looked to him directly, eyes full of mirth over her mug as she sipped.

	“No.” The table sat two, so he sat across from her, much closer than at her apartment. “I don’t think the plants, trees in this case, enjoy having their growth inhibited by wire.”

	“I never thought of it that way.”

	“I think it’s cruel.”

	“Now with it explained that way, so do I. I mean, I like being tied up.”

	Her banter had taken an unexpected turn, and a little anxiety creeped in to join the sunshine that had broken across his soul at her visit. “But with a plant, it’s not consensual.”

	“I guess you’re right. You were very well-behaved last night with me all tied up on the floor, by the way. I appreciated that you kept all the boundaries I set. I still can’t believe I did that. But you have such a good vibe. I haven’t been tied up in a long time, so I took a chance with you.”

Jacob raised his eyebrows.

	“I mean, I never would have acted so forward. But you have a kindness about you. I could tell.”

	“Thanks.”

	“And now I can see it written all across this greenery in your apartment.”

	Jacob took a slice of the bread and chewed thoughtfully, relaxing somewhat. “The bread is fantastic,” he said after he swallowed. “And you’re saying so many nice things.”

	“They’re true. And I did have fun last night.”

	“I did too.” Jacob reached deep within for the courage to say more, despite all the green lights Kaitlin was throwing. “It would be fun to play again sometime.”

She placed her hand over his, her hand warm and soft. “I would like that, too.”

	So, his early ejaculation didn’t put her off. And his plants apparently turned her on. Everything was rolling in the right direction again.

	Katlin patted his hand, smiled, and nibbled on her slice of banana bread. “So, you’re experienced. Tell me a bondage story. Don’t get too graphic. Like, what was your first real bondage experience?”

	“Uh…”

	“You don’t have to share if you don’t want to.”

	“It’s fine, just gathering my thoughts together. And memories.”

	Kaitlin propped her chin in her hands, elbows to the table, ready for storytime.

	“Okay. I was a college freshman and totally into bondage porn. I mentioned I looked up ‘how-to’ videos on YouTube, right?”

	Kaitlin nodded and motioned with her hand for him to continue.

	“So, me and this redhead Becca had been hanging out for a while. We’d had sex a few times. She was a couple years older and her and a couple other students rented a house off campus. I came over to, you know ‘study’ for an upcoming exam together. Not only did I have books and a laptop in my backpack, I had ropes, if the right moment came up. So, in her room we were actually going over the material, and I went to the bathroom. I came back and she was holding a couple lengths of rope in her hand, explaining that she was looking for a text she didn’t have. I was stunned, and didn’t move for a minute. But then I said, ‘Snoop!’ and took the rope from her hand and said I’d have to tie her up for the infraction of being nosey. I was relieved she thought it was funny but she still put up some resistance, so we were wrestling on her bed. I finally got her arms behind her and got them tied, her laughing the whole time. She sat up and wriggled her hands and realized that I had done a good job. She was stuck. I went for another rope and got her feet tied together.”

	“Was she barefoot?”

	“Uh…”

	“I’m asking because you seemed interested in my feet yesterday.”

	“Yeah. You have adorable and pretty feet, by the way.”

	Kaitlin giggled. “Why thank you. Go on.”

	We started making out. She liked it and later said it was fun and thrilling. I gagged her with a bandanna when she started talking about studying again. Wow. She looked great. Anyway, I untied her and we got back to studying.”

	“Did you have sex that night?”

	“I thought you didn’t want any graphic details.”

	“I’m just curious! And if you guys played more later in the relationship.”

	“Yes, we had sex later that night, the vanilla kind. The relationship didn’t get very far, though. I don’t think she was that into being tied up.”

	“Pity.” Kaitlin sipped coffee.

	“Now you go. First experience.”

	“I guess I started this. This was later in life than yours. I knew I was a sub and liked it when a guy would hold me down, or put his hand over my mouth. Love things like that. But the first bondage enthusiast I met. After a date, with both of us a little drunk, he just asked me if he could tie me up. I was very interested, but I didn’t let on. I was being a little cautious. We’d been seeing each other for about a month at this point. I was twenty-six. I asked him what he planned to do with me once I was tied up. He was all, ‘Take your clothes off and do things that make you cum.’ Well, that was the right answer. He tied my hands in front of me and led me back to the bedroom and roped my hands to the headboard. He asked if he could gag me and I said sure. He pulled out this red ballgag—I had never seen one in real life before—and he pushed it into my mouth and buckled it in. Damn, that ball was a little big for me. So he had me where he wanted me. He pulled up my top and played with my tits for a while, and I was getting super hot. My skirt and panties went next. He roped my ankles spread apart to the footboard. Then, as promised, he licked me until I was screaming into that gag.” She leaned back in her chair and patted her chest. “Oh. That was so much fun. Except for the bruising on my wrists. He was an amateur.”

	Jacob now pitched a tent in his sweats. The story was brief but insanely hot. He really hoped he wouldn’t have to stand for a while. “What a great first time,” he said, hoping his arousal wasn’t evident.

	“Yeah. That relationship didn’t last, either. He was one of those doms, I learned later, who wanted to be called ‘Master’ all the time in private. I wasn’t into that. He was pretty conceited and overconfident, too. Just not my type. I hung around longer than I should have because the sex was good. And he did get better at tying.”

	“Good story, though.”

	“Right?”

	All hot and ready to go, and thinking she wanted to exchange stories as a segue to the bedroom, Jacob said, “Do you want to,” he stopped himself. “Well, shit I’m dressed like a hobo, so probably not.”

	Kaitlin laughed, full-throated. “I came over unannounced. Be comfortable in your own home, J.” Her hand found his on the table. “Look. Let’s slow down a little. We should go out sometime, get to know one another some more, okay?”

	“Sure. I didn’t mean to be presumptuous.” He was thankful that his cock wilted. He felt like he had been turned down, never a good feeling, but he was okay with it. “What are you doing tomorrow? We could get something to eat, talk a lot, and,” this hurt to say but he really wanted to spend time with her and not appear over-eager for sex and bondage, “and maybe even set it in stone that that’s all we’re going to do.”

	“You’re a good guy, J. That sounds nice. What time? And my car or yours?”











Chapter 3




Friday


	The café did not have an empty table. Jacob and Kaitlin sat at a two-top along the brick wall. They had been chatting, eating, and drinking for almost an hour. Jacob was having a great time, his nerves vanishing as they conversed about a broad spectrum of topics. The conversation was easy. He felt engaged with Kaitlin and relaxed.

	This time, he wasn’t dressed for slumming about the house. With his newest jeans and a black button shirt, he felt he looked pretty good tonight. He had shaved and trimmed his close beard to perfection. But, as expected, Kaitlin looked stunning in her low-cut pink top, black skirt, and black heels with pink accents. Her outfit was killer, yet casual. And the top of her boobs were pretty much in his face at this tiny table.

	“So much machismo out there,” she lamented. “Why can’t dudes relax and be themselves?”

	“Well—”

	“That was rhetorical. I’m aware of cultural pressure and terrible celebrity examples. Anyway, so many of these guys hide it just enough on dates to lure you in, knowing that all that macho business is a turn-off to a lot of women. But it comes out sometime. And it’s sad. J, you must be pretty comfortable with yourself to pursue your interest in plants.”

	“I guess. Despite my father’s shitty example.”

	“See? You overcame a bad example in your life. That’s great. Too many don’t, and apparently don’t even think of it as an option.”

	Jacob sat his fork to the plate, clinking. He was done. “Sounds to me like you have an ex in mind that fits that bill.”

	“Ugh.” She rolled her eyes. “Several. Some guys don’t even know what they really like. They just do what they think will impress other men. But, yes. One guy in particular. He bought a motorcycle, rode it to all his friends houses to show it off a few times and never got on it again. Perfect example. If he actually loved riding, he would have been on the thing a lot more, not letting it collect dust in his garage.”

	“What a waste of money. And energy.”

	“Yes! Oooh. He crossed a line that made me get a new number to avoid him. He had me hogtied and gagged on his couch. I was having a good time and all. I snapped my fingers, you know, the signal to stop the play. All I wanted was a change of gags. It had gotten all soggy and it was bugging me. He ignored me! He pulled my panties down and spanked my ass for a pretty long time, me snapping and screaming into my gag. When he was done, he claimed he forgot what that meant. Asshole. I let him have it once the gag was out. I left so mad. He just didn’t want to pause his fun.”

	“That’s so shitty.”

	“Right?”

	“Rules of play are important. He lost a great playmate over the urge to keep on going. You were right to ditch him that very night.”

	Kaitlin smiled. “You think I’m a great playmate?

Jacob felt a blush coming on. “Well, yeah. Judging by the one time. You’re awesome.”

	“Aww. Thank you. Hey, we should leave. We’re both done and people are waiting.”

	“Cool.” Jacob reached for the check, but Kaitlin was quicker, snatching it from the table. “I can get it,” he said. 	“And it’s not some posture of manliness. I don’t spend much money.”

	“That’s sweet of you. I’m not a frivolous spender, either. You drove, I can buy. You’re a wonderful conversationalist, too.”

	“Thanks. There’s not a lot of people I can talk to like this. It feels good. I’m glad we went out.”

	Kaitlin smiled and looked for a waitress to flag over.

	Soon they were back in Jacob’s car. The sky had grown dark since they entered the café, and the parking lot lights shone down brightly, washing the black sky of almost all the stars. “Do you want to go out somewhere else?” he asked. He hadn’t planned on doing anything more than the café, but he was open to more time with Kaitlin, no matter what she wanted to do. He didn’t want the night to be over quite yet. 

	“I do. I want you to give me a tour of all your plant friends. Maybe even suggest one for me.”

	Jacob laughed. “A complete tour might take a long time.”

	“I’m game. They’re beautiful and you make them all fascinating, bringing their little lives sparkle.”

	Jacob had never dated anyone that had taken an interest in his plants. Sure, everyone thought they were pretty, but that was about the extent of the interest.

	As they pulled into the apartment complex, and Jacob felt the nerves again. Was she really wanting to have a botanical tour? Or was this a play to get in his apartment for sex? He was good either way or with both. But he didn’t want to screw up anything. And the prospect of sex with a gorgeous woman lent a touch of anxiety. He didn’t want to screw that up, either. His premature ejaculation still weighed on his mind. He needed to relax. Maybe a beer would be in order. He planned to offer her one once inside. But what if she declined? He didn’t want to look like an alcoholic and drink alone. He knew he should quit worrying, but that didn’t stop his worrying.

	Up the steps to his door, he decided to just play along with whatever she wanted. She had said she wanted to take things slow, so he wouldn’t propose the bedroom. Period. If she made moves, he would joyfully go for the sex and hope he wouldn’t geyser early.

	Inside, a single lamp burned, giving a soft, warm glow. She had requested a tour, so he flicked on the track lighting which brightly illuminated all the plants along the walls.

	“Wow,” breathed Kaitlin. “Even though I’ve been in here, it’s still truly impressive. It even smells like a garden in here!”

	“Is it bad?” he asked, placing the keys on their designated spot on a shelf next to a Pink Princess Philodendron. 

	“No! It’s invigorating. So earthy. I feel like I’m in an exotic forest.” She looked all around, one hand on her chest, the other on her purse. “You’re right. A full tour might take days.”

	“Yeah. How much of a tour would you like?”

	“I don’t know. Let’s cover several favorite shelves. Of maybe some of your more interesting and rare species.”

	“Got it. Let’s head to the shelf above the sofa.” Without diving into excessive detail, Jacob knew how to entertain someone with a new or a light interest without delving into all the particulars as if he hosted a show on National Geographic. He gave the common name for each one and lofted a fact or two about it. Nestled about the fourth plant over, one with yellow flowers, Kaitlin reached out to touch the leaves. “Please don’t do that,” he cautioned. “Not to that one. Just a touch can cause a nasty rash. It’s a wild parsnip.”

	“Well, damn. The first one I wanted to touch on the tour turns out to poisonous.” She cocked an eyebrow. “It can’t be that bad. I’m going to feel its little leaves.”

	“To continue the tour, I’ll have to tie your hands behind you.” That just fell from of his mouth, half-joking, but he felt he had made a grave error. They have been in the apartment perhaps ten minutes and already he was coming on like a freight train. And it wasn’t like he could take it back.

	Her mouth formed an “O” but with amusement behind it. “I’ve been a bad guest, haven’t I?”

	Inwardly, Jacob was so relieved. She played into the game.

	“Wait here, Miss. Let’s get you ready for the remainder of the tour.”

	“Okay. I must say, this is a strange tour you have going on here.”

	“It’s for your own safety. I hope you understand.”

	“Well, if that’s the rules…”

	“Wait here, please.” Jacob headed down the hall to his bedroom to fetch rope from a dresser drawer. He returned to find Kaitlin still standing by the wild parsnip, her hands crossed behind her. He slipped the rope around her wrists and cinched and knotted. “There. Let’s continue the tour, shall we?”

	“Yes. Let’s.”

	With his captive tourist, Jacob took her by the arm and proceeded with quick lectures on his favorite plants. She made a habit of interrupting with questions. “How about I take all of your questions at the end of the tour?” he asked.

	“Well, I may forget my questions by then.” She smirked at him.

	“All right, there’s a little something for that.” He didn’t just get rope from the bedroom. He pulled the pink ballgag from his pocket.

	Kaitlin’s eyes darted to the gag, then back to his eyes. 	“This is a rather extreme plant tour.”

	“Perhaps. We have rules. You keep breaking them.”

	“Okay. I’ll try to remember my questions by the end. But this really seems unnecessary.” She opened her mouth, keeping her eyes locked to his.

In went the ball that he specifically chose to match her top. He took care to buckle it beneath her thick hair. He loved her hair and wanted it flowing about her, free. It took a little longer, but the result was well worth it.

	“Mmm.” 

	“Excellent. Now here we have the inch plant, with its red, purple, and silver leaves…” Jacob rattled off several facts about it. “And next we have several in the bedroom which require less light. Are you interested in the extended tour?”

	Kaitlin giggled beneath the gag. And nodded.

	It was going to be a great night. She was already tied up and gagged, visibly enjoying herself. And now, he would enjoy himself even more. He decided to mention, especially since she had endured a few bad experiences, 	“At any time, if you desire a pause to the tour, please snap your fingers.”

	“Mmm-hmm.”

	“This way, please.”

	Again, by the arm he led her to the bedroom with its four-poster bed dominating the space, surrounded by more potted plants in shelves along three of the walls.

Kaitlin’s eyes widened approvingly at the bed, then wandered over to the flora. The lighting here he had dimmed, a single lamp on a nightstand was lit. Several of the grow lamps for the plants along the far wall were dark. He guided her to stand against a sturdy post. A rope lay conveniently at the bed’s corner, and he took it in hand and wrapped above and below her breasts, slipped the dangles between her right arm and the post, and now she stood there, post-tied and gagged. He appraised her. Instead of going directly for her tits, noting he could slip both the straps of her top and bra below the top rope without much trouble, he continued with the tour, backing away and gesturing to the Stromanthe Triostar and its spear-like leaves: red, green, and white. His lecture lasted perhaps two minutes.

	He approached his rapt captive and said, “At this point of the tour, the guide will extract tips.”

	Her eyebrows lifted. “Mmm?”

	With both hands he gently caressed her breasts through the fabric framed by the rope. She responded with a gagged moan. He found her hardening nipples and circled them with his thumbs. Kaitlin closed her eyes. After a bit he decided it would be easier to scootch her top up beneath the ropes and then he’d deal with the bra. The bra, white and lacey, held on to the weight of her breasts by excellent engineering and construction. As he had hoped, this was a front clasp. Which he unclipped and spread the cups apart. He had wanted to see these tits since he first noticed her in the complex, walking from her car, purse swinging, her breasts performing a sway of their own. And now here he was, her beautiful, bare boobs in his hands, his fingers brushing her large, crinkling areolas. She shook from side to side, giving erotic animation to her generous breasts. Somehow, he had managed to unlock a nirvana he had not thought possible. He was a computer nerd, a plant nerd, and here he stood with the prettiest MILF in the complex bound to his bedpost, tits out. Some dreams do, indeed, come true.

	Cupping her breasts, he planted kisses on them, beginning at the top of the right, descending to the nipple where he sucked, then nipped, then circled with his tongue as her gagged moaning delighted him as much as the taste of her skin. He repeated the performance with her other breast, lingering longer once his lips ended their journey at the nipple.

	With reluctance, he stepped back, eyes sliding up and down her body, always taking more time at the gag clenched between her red lips and her exposed breasts. He reached behind her and found the zipper to her skirt and allowed it to fall around her ankles. Her white panties were next. Jacob inchend them down her bare thighs. The contrast of her white panties atop her black skirt he found artful. His hand went to her sweetest spot and discovered wet, physical evidence of her own arousal. She leaned her head to the post at his light, tender touch. Jacob felt about to burst. He needed to slow down. He didn’t need a repeat of Wednesday. No one wanted that.

	He untied the rope around her chest, her eyes questioning his next move. The rope fell to the floor. He assisted her in stepping from her skirt and panties, and helped to sit at the foot of the bed. The footboard was low, below the mattress. He took his time removing each shoe, giving each wrinkly sole a brief massage before leaving her there to retrieve more rope.

	He returned and she sat placidly, hands still bound behind her. Kaitlin’s eyes never left him as he plopped several long coils of rope on the bed beside her. “Mm-mmph,” she murmured as she snapped her fingers.

Jacob froze. Was something wrong? He pointed to her gag and she nodded. He unbuckled and extracted the ball from her mouth, two strings of saliva snapping as he did. He leaned in with his shoulder and she dabbed the wetness away. “A change of gag? Please?”

	“That can be done. Preference?”

	“Dealer’s choice, but nothing like a ball or a bit. Please.”

	“Your politeness will get you everywhere and everything you need.” He dug about in his gag drawer. He produced a stretchy bandage and a folded white cloth. She smiled and parted her lips for the new gag. He paused. “Need water?”

	She shook her head, her lips leaving the open position to say, “Thank you for asking. You’re a good captor.” Her lips opened again for the gag.

	As he pushed in the wadded white cloth Jacob replied, “You make such a lovely pet.”

	Kaitlin giggled over the cloth. Jacob wrapped the bandage around and around her head, mashing her hair, which he didn’t want, but a packed wrap gag was a packed wrap gag and they were very effective, and he liked that.

	After fastening the loose end of the wrap, he pulled her further onto the bed. He fashioned a cuff around her left ankle with the first rope as she patiently watched and waited. Once the second rope cuff was complete around her right, he spread her legs to the posts, his eyes sliding across her body as he finished each knot. She leaned on her bound hands to remain sitting up, her legs now forced apart. He untied her crossed wrists, and made a cuff for each one, lots of rope dangling. With a hand between her breasts and the other behind her head, he gently laid her back. Each wrist was then tethered to the attendant post, and soon Kaitlin was flat on the bed, spread-eagle. And so, so beautiful. So helpless.

	Jacob disembarked from the bed and unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it to the floor. He felt a little self-conscious, fearing his body wasn’t up to her standards, whatever those were. He never saw any pictures of her exes, but a couple of them sounded like tough guys. Jacob was fit, but a skinny guy. Well, she must have liked him enough for things to progress this far.

	Now nude, and his cock hadn’t stopped throbbing. He wanted, needed really, to jump right in, but he stopped himself and lowered his face into her waiting and wet vag. As his lips and tongue met her clit, her back arched and she squealed through that otherwise effective gag. He worked her slowly, at first, then picked up the pace, keeping the touch light. She appeared to like it judging by the way she went from arching to thrashing and screaming. He stopped short of her orgasm and slipped his member inside her. He stared into her eyes as he thrust and thrust. She tugged at her bonds. Not as if she wanted loose, there was no where else for her arms and legs could go and this woman needed to move. And she couldn’t move much. Propping up on his hands to either side of her, he delighted in her bouncing tits and he continued, increasing rhythm. Her screams were increasing in volume and pitch. His grunting also grew louder. This was maybe the finest fuck of his life entire. He went ahead and let himself go, shouting unintelligible nonsense as he blasted away. He fell limp beside her.

	Her head was turned toward him. She breathed heavily, nostrils flaring. That look in her eyes. He was pretty certain she didn’t go quite over the edge. He reached below and she instantly responded to his touch. With a finger on either side of her clit and one atop, he massaged her tender target and her back arched instantly and he kept at it, patiently now, since he had already cum, he had all night to get her there, no worries about anything else in the world.

	After a few minutes she arched higher than Jacob thought possible, rotating her hips to his touch. That gag muffled her orgasm scream that carried on for a moment. But still, he wondered if her neighbors could hear the racket she made before collapsing back to the sheets soaked with her sweat.

	After allowing Kaitlin to recover from all the sex cardio, he lifted her head and unwrapped the gag. He pulled the soggy packing from her mouth and tossed it to the floor. It landed with a small thump. The wrap had smeared her lipstick. 

	Kaitlin’s breathing had almost normalized, but not quite. Looking inti his eyes, she said, “Tell me more about your plants,” and giggled.

◆◆◆

	After untying her, they cuddled in silence for a long while, a perfect afterglow. They parted to clean up and dress and at his dining table, they sat, each with a bottle of beer. Jacob had meant to offer her one once they entered his apartment, but things went off in a different direction.

	Jacob was curious, and decided to be direct. “Does…does the age difference matter to you? I mean—”

	“No.”

	“Okay.” Jacob smiled and sipped from his beer.

	“Not one bit. You make me look pretty good out in the café with my young man stud.” She giggled. “Does it bother you?”

	“Hell no. I like it.”

	“Well then. Cheers.” She lifted her bottle to clink with his.

	“Cheers.”




END


If you like the story so far and wish it to continue, please leave a review to that effect on the Amazon page!
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