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   Just as the monthly meeting that I attended had finished and everyone had begun mingling with others, she came up to me, smiled, then held a note towards me with her dainty fingers. With a soft, sweet smile, she suggested that I read it just after she left, which she promptly did when I took the note from her.





   "I've noticed that you love looking at me and I'm loving your admiration. Interested? Call me in about an hour at this number. You won't want to pass up a chance to really see me. Call me!" 





   She was quick to move and dissappear before I really had a chance to verbally tell her to stop. Somewhat stunned and still surprised, I just sighed, but openned the note and read it. To my surprise, and one that really flared my curiosity of her even further, I read the note, then looked back to the empty doorway that had allowed her to escape into the darkness beyond. After noting the time on my watch, I pocketed the note, then just kind of meandered about aimlessly, contemplating what I really wanted to do. Within that hour, I'd thought of many a thought and dream that I'd had about her, then decided to give her a call. Her natural, sultry, seductive voice flowed through the reciever of the phone, which easily captivated my mind, while we conversed for a few tantalizing minutes. Upon getting a few directions, we met at a rather plush, four star restuarant, both of us sitting somewhat near each other in a slightly secluded, dimly lit corner booth. 


   The longer we stayed, the more she knew that she was getting me quite aroused by her conversation, and the sexy, lowcut dress that she was wearing. It was one that hugged every inch of her and seemed almost form fit, accentuating her every curve and feature, even allowing quite a bit of the fullness of her ample breasts to seem  forever overflow-


ing through the lowcut, barely shoulder supported upper portion of her dress. Her long black hair, deep brown eyes, and the deep, dark, natural olive color tone of her skin really enhanced the fire that was building fast and deep within my groin, wanting to take and ravish her right there on the table. But due to being established human beings with the common respect for others just as much as of ourselves, we decided to extend our availability to each other in a much more fashionable place, the safe, secure, plush con-


fines of her own home.


   As I sat on, or as to say, being somewhat slowly sinking into the soft padding of the velvet clad sofa in her livingroom while sipping on an apricot brandy from a snifter, my mind was constantly in extreme high gear. I really felt and just knew, that there was an extremely distinct possibility that I would soon be embarking on a most sensual, sex-


ual, lust filled journey with this oh so provactive, seductive, and extremely beautiful wo-


man sitting next to me, her fingers softly touching and caressing my face. After quite a few passionate kisses and lewd suggestions of moving our hot, firey passions into her boudeau, she took the snifter from my hand and rested it upon the coffee table. She sat up straight on the edge of the sofa seat, thrusting her sweet, large chest forward and extend-


ing her hand into mine without a word spoken. Her eyes and movements spoke everything, suggesting that we elope to her even more plush, candle lit confines to extend our intensely passionate emotions ever further into the clucthes of the sheer, hot, needed lust that had us so exquisitely entwined. Although widowed for a few years and having had many a beau, none really wanted to enjoy her by what she wanted and found needed, as she really wanted to be thoroughly enjoyed through it. Somehow, she felt that she could gain that and maybe more by seducing me, then almost beg me for it from me. But there was more, much more! It was everything that she wanted and more, and to happen begining betweenst us that late evening.


   She was a number of years older than me, which also made me even more attracted to her. Maybe it was the experiences that she'd enjoyed throughout them that enhanced her sexual refinement in many a way. Regardless, Zena had made her choice, but also through the fact that she also felt such a strong, positive attraction to me as well. After a few minutes of some adamately serious tongue swapping while we hugged each other tight, our hands were all over each other with nothing holding each other back from giving each other to the other. Within seconds, she begged me to strip her and lay her down upon the impressive, custom created, wood framed, kingsize bed that stood out well in the overly spacious master bedroom in a wing of her domain. As she laid nude on her side in a most seductive position and facing me, she let out a soft moan while watching me strip down completely and sporting a very firm erection, quite ready to literally pump her into another world, completely oblivious to anything that was happening outside of the walls that secured our lustful privacy together. Our intense passions would be really built up and lasted a good half hour while we both enjoyed each others' nude body and verbally suggested, then even did a few sweet, teasing, tantalizing things to and for each other. But before long, I gave her shoulder a very soft, gentle push that she most lovingly agreed to, finally laying down on her back in a very wide, spreadeagled position.


   With no bounds restraining her at all other than her own willpower, Zena kept herself from moving in any way to avoid any loving touching, caressing, fondling, massaging, or even the slightest of deeply personal partial insertions within her completely hair free, warm, very wet, lower frontal cavity. Her deep moans, groans, and steady, emphatic hip gyrations were all adding up and helping build her quickly rising sexual high to very near a most needed peak level for her. But as she was about to gain her edge, I'd back off just slightly and control her level, thwarting and further advancement of it. She knew what I was doing, yet never once did she complain verbally. Instead, she took and embraced my control, hoping that I would keep continuing until she was right at her edge for a while and just exuding her begging overly enough for me to allow her a climax, an intense orgasm so as to release near everything that was previously pent up deep within her array of emotions that cloaked her. Soon enough just wasn't cutting it anymore for her at that point. She needed a most thorough reaming and tried a move that she hoped would ensure her a most appreciated response from me.


   Zena waited for a moment, caught it, then began to raise her knees up, then back toward her belly, but more towards her sides. At the same time, she brought her hands down to meet and hold on to her shins, keeping her knees, legs, and feet far apart, and keeping the complete availability to her lower holes extremely easily accessiable to me.


Then she remained in that position while she moaned and panted some, hoping that this position would finally get me to mount her, then slowly slide my throbbing erection all the way into her soaked cunt hole, right to the very hilt!





   "Pleassssssssse make love to me, Ray! Pleasssssse fuck me hard and for an extremely longtime, too! I promise to stay exactly this way until you allow me to release my hands from my legs. Please, Ray! Take meeeeeee! Take me, NOWWWWWWW!" 


 


   I'd stopped, then saw her looking at me while she made her move, gripping her shins and ankles from the outside with her knees as up and close to her sides as she could keep them that way. Her begging me was such sweet music to my ears as I looked her over from head to toe, admiring such a true vision of such an extremely hot, horny female panting a lot in hopes to be quickly satiated through a means that came oh so naturally to the both of us. I looked her square in the eye and smiled, then proceeded to reach around and slowly enter her open vaginal cavity with two fingers, then three, and steadily pumping her in a very slow, teasing motion. Zena rolled her eyes back, then closed them while tilting her head back and absorbing the slightest of physical touches that were wantonly probing her sex, wanting even more, as much as she could get, and thensome!         


       


      "OHHHH GAWDDDDDDD! KEEP TEASING MEEEEEE! MMMMMMMMMM!


THAAAAAAAAAT'S IT! YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS! NICE AND SLOWWWW!!!! MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM! How would you like to really enjoy me? I know a way and I'm reeeeeally sure that you'll love it! I know I will if you want to! Wanna know what it is? Please?"





"I'm game for it if you really want it! What do you want me to do, babe?"





   Yesssssssssssssssssssssssss! There's some things in the bottom middle drawer of my dresser. I'll stay as I am while you get everything out, then set me up. Please hurry, Ray! I'm horny as hell and I know you're gonna love this. Once you see what's there, you'll know what to do. I need you to set me up, then work me hard for quite awhile! Then I'll tell ya more. Please Ray! HURRY!"





   Zena was beside herself, needing what she really wanted and daring me to check out what was in that drawer. She never moved, just moaned and let out a slight whine when I slid my well coated fingers out of her super soaked cunt hole. Her womanly fluid smelled so sweet and tasted just as sweet as I licked them while going to her dresser. As soon as I openned the drawer, I knew right then what she wanted! The drawer was loaded with all sorts of bondage equipment, rope, ductape, and all sorts of toys and gadgets that she wanted me to set her up with, then work the hell out of her. 





"Wowwwww! You sure ya want me to tie you up, then really make ya sweat?"





   "Hell yes, I do! But I need you to make me far more than just sweat! I love being tied and teased and I'll bet you'd love to make me go crazy, too! So have at it! I'll do anything you want and be in any way you want me. Then once you've worked me to the hilt and gotten what I am holding back to tell you, you'll know what my secret is and then we'll really have a wild time. Ya game for it? Ya game for me in a really wild way?"





"Ohhh yeahhhhhhh!", I said with a real big smile across my face while looking over my shoulder at her.  





   "Yesssssssssssssssssss! Can I say something that will really set the mood even better?" 





"Sure!"





   "I heard it from a couple of other women in the club that you loved tying them up and having a ball with them. They really loved it, too! That's why you're here with me. But I have a feeling that you're gonna enjoy doing far more to me than ya did with any of them, although ya did each of them pretty damn good! But I want something far differ-


ent. Rougher. I know you can do that, too. So here's the mood set. I'm nude on a bed, extremely threatened with all sorts of verbal enuendos, and forced to stay as I am in an interogation room. I'm in fear of being tortured and repeatedly raped for a very long time. You're in charge of getting information out of me about a very secret room that's hidden somewhere in this house. You can use anything that's in that drawer plus anything else you can come up with in order to tease and torture me until I break and give up the room. IF you can break me, then you'll take me to that room and really have your way with me. That's the scene, and that's all I'm going to tell you. The rest is entirely up to you. I warn you, though. I'm really stubborn and can really keep a secret. So whatever you decide to do to me had better be long, hard, and at times, severe. I can really take a helluva lot more than most women can, too. My tolerance to pain is extremely high! I even slept all day just to be sure that I'm completely awake and all yours. I also know you have tomorrow off! So can we really play? Would you play with me to extremes, Ray? Please? I DARE you to challange me, you fuckin' prick!" 





   While I got out everything in the drawer and laid it all out on top of her long dresser, I had to stop and really listen in on what she was saying, then hearing the perfectly match-


ed description of her scene to her. But when she finished and called me a fuckin' prick, that irked me. Then I realized her reasoning. Zena wanted to make sure that I had an attitude and would take her to the hilt of her tolerance, just to get her to reveal her secret. That secret intrigued me and all I could imagine was her own private dungeon to really have my way with her, afterwards. It was a thought, but I was bound and determined to get that secret out of her, no matter how, what, how hard, how long, and thensome, just to break her down and get it from her. I was surprised that she really did her homework on me just to be absolutely sure that I really could and would work her to the very limit of every level that she kept securely safe, deep within herself.





"I got your challange, baby and I guarantee you that before long, you'll be singing your secret out loud and clear through a well muffled gag!"





   Before I got into everything that she had in the drawer, Zena needed to be secured fast and gagged just as quick. Then I could take my sweet old time and just make her sweat for a bit before starting the interogation. Within a few short minutes, her wrists were taped to her lower shins just above her ankles and a few other pieces that quickly secured her mouth shut, all to her watching eyes and impressive silence. Zena was panting a bit through her nose, knowing that I easily had her in a helpless bondage that she was truly hoping to be set into with just a simple roll of ductape. All she could do was wonder what I was going to do next. Although she let out a few soft, suttle moans, she did ease out a couple of nervous whines, knowing that she really did dare me and was about to get maybe more than she bargained for. Then I added a collar around her neck, locked it, and added a pair of leather cuffs and locks to her ankles. 


   The bed was quite impressive, made from solid oak and cherrywood, a four poster, kingsized, and even had a secured canopy well secured to the posts. The more I studied the bed, the more it told me tons about her. She actually had large eyescrews spaced equally all the way around the the base of the head and footboards as well as the side bedframe railings. They were slightly hidden under the custom made matress skirt. All the locks were a matched set, and she watched me pocket the keys while I smiled back at her. Four pieces of rope were tied to eyescrews that would keep her on and in the middle of the bed. Two ropes were tied to a D ring on either side of her collar, then the others to the D ring on each anklecuff. Finished and quite satisified with securing her completely helpless, yet very safe on her own bed, I just stood back at the foot of her bed, smiled at her as she looked back at me, then left her to really check out everything that was on the dreser and still in the drawer. Zena knew that I was enjoying her challenge and about to make it very worth her choice in having me there for the exact purpose of being there. She wanted and needed an experienced person that could take her to her levels of orgasm, but in a way that was far different and pressed strongly into extreme levels to get there. The average dates that she'd been through had never had that kind of loving calabration that I had revealed to those that she'd heard everything from. Yet she knew there was something far more into me than what they did say.      
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   As set as she was, Zena tried thrusting her butt up in a way of begging me to enter her fast and furiously. At the same time, her muffled pleas and her sensuous glares towards me with her eyes easily added to my thrills. Seconds later, I was kneeling diectly in front of her open holes with the tip of my erection just within the soaked entry of her luv canal and driving her crazy. But what really got her frustrated was the fact that I didn't enter her further, nor touched her in any way, just staying as I was on purpose. Her frustration was eating her alive but it was also what she wanted me to do to her. The most important thing that I wanted to do was to take her when the moment was right and right when she near least expected me to drive myself into her to the hilt. While I kept looking over her extremely sexy features and listening intently to her pleading whines to be taken while she knew I was really driving her intensely insane with teasing passion for a couple of minutes, I held my hips and rammed her with full force, burying my stiff cock all the way into her until I was right up against her ass. Then I stayed just as I was while she rolled her head back and let out an unbelievable gutteral moan from feeling my massive manhood finally embedded well inside her body.    


   Although she was well secured, Zena was still able to gyrate her hips to a point, really enjoying the feeling of my manhood that filled her completely, right to her wall. But the longer I stayed still which made her do all the work of enjoying a cock fucking her, the more it added to another kind of wild, teasing frustration. It was also one that she was really hoping to feel and enjoy, being forced to satisfy herself while being helplessly bound and not able to do anything else other than what she could. Zena knew I was working her even harder than what she'd heard and was loving every sweet, lustfully wild second that I was putting her through. So I kept myself as I was, continuing forcing her to really work through her frustration and finally getting herself to a peak of orgasm. Just as soon as she got there and about to go over the edge into ecstacy, I withdrew completely.


   The impact of my sudden extraction completely took her by surprise in a way that she least expected. Zena's eyes nearly popped out of her head in utter disbelief that I with-


drew and denied her her most needed pleasure, and forced to beg me with her restrained, heaving body to be allowed to have me again and as quickly as possible before she lost everything that she'd gained. It wasn't to be when she saw me just smiling back at her and not filling her hole to the max again. Her peak gone, and her pleading offerings rejected, Zena collapsed into a tied up lump of hot, wild, female flesh on her own bed, also knowing that it was just the beginning of a very long night of exactly what she really and truly wanted, desired, and extemely needed the most. It was also a perfect example of exactly how and what she wanted to be subjected to, then put through, then being allowed any kind of reward that was offered to her. At the very same time, Zena also knew that I'd be going from one level to another, and adding more to force her to really apply herself mentally to keep her secret. That sexual journey was about to get tougher, then even tougher and harsher yet, exactly what she really wanted and needed  to be sure that when her secret was finally revealed, I'd really be taking her into the world that most would never delve into. It had literally been years before that she'd enjoyed the full pleasures of her secret, yet still didn't get what she wanted to the level that she was hopefully expecting back then. After she calmed down and was looking at me with her seductive eyes and a soft, gag filled smile, she knew she made the right choice. I was that right match for her to accept her challenge and take her directly where she'd been denied for so long a time and the pleasures therein.


   


"I'm just getting started, wench! That was simple and I see you really enjoy having to work at gaining your peak. So let's push you some more. I'm really lovin' this and quite ready to keep ya goin', too! I want to know your secret and I'm GONNA FIND IT OUT! There's plenty there to assure a few more levels, but I have a few more ideas that JUST might assure the impact to make you give it up. In the meantime, I want you NOW!"





   Right at that very point, I grabbed her ankles and drove my stiff manhood all the way into her cunt, right to the hilt. Then I began fucking the hell out of her for my sheer lustful pleasure. She'd found out that I could hold my climax, like she'd been told by others and truly wanted to experience being taken for a real long time, also being driven through orgasm after orgasm until she was exhausted. Zena gasped for air while she rolled her head back and closed her eyes, intensely experiencing one wild orgasm after another as she'd hoped for even sooner, 'til she was nearly exhausted when I stopped, staying fully inside her.





"Love that? Ya ready for more? Here we go!", I said with a real cocky attitude.





   Then I proceeded to fuck her even harder than before, kneading her huge tits very harshly while kissing her feet and toes that I really found very desirably attractive, with quite a natural scent that was extremely appealing to me, and all to my hearts' content. But all the while that I enjoyed her physical being as she was, my mind was reeling with all sorts of deviant ways to work her. I wanted to gain her secret then really have my way with her. After nearly five stright minutes of repeatedly ramming her cunt to the max, I stopped and withdrew again. Again she was panting and moaning from being taken in such a fashion, but relieved in a way that I stopped and gave her a breather. 


   While she collected herself, I untied the ropes, then started repositioning her while telling her how I was going to have her next. It took a bit and although she tried to assist me, I did all the work until she was finally kneeling in the middle of the bed, still bound as she was. There was a lot of coils of rope on the bottom of the drawer, plus a new roll still in the wrapper. She watched me peel the wrapper off, then saw me smile at her as I unraveled it all while wondering what I was going to do with it. Zena remembered one of the women that had big tits and how I tied them up and thought that I was about to tie hers too. She was right when she saw me double the rope, then create a loop and knot it on the doubled end. When the loop was set over her head and hanging from her neck, then the rest of the rope separated to either side of her, she knew it was exactly what I was going to do, after I knelt in front of her. 





"Gawd, your tits are nice! Nice and large, too, and just like I love'm. HUGE AND REAL! So let's see how they look after I tie them up real good!" I said that to her while I took a few minutes of lustful fondling, then kneading them harshly, then stimulating her nipples to a very plump, and firmly erect size, all to her excitement as well.
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