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A STEAMY SEDUCTION THAT BINDS THEM IN KNOTS


















Read how two souls get entangled










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







RICHARD









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







RICHARD









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.















Continuing, her place















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















Earlier, restaurant lobby















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.















Continuing, her place















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







RICHARD









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.















Continuing, her bathroom















"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.
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In Knots







ENTANGLEMENT CONTINUES


















Passion and play keep this couple tied up in knots.










In Knots continues from Entangled. While Entangled is a seduction story, In Knots is deeper and connective. Exploring how two people find each other through steamy interactions that physically, emotionally, and spiritually knit together.

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 she calls to help her with the contents. Once Richard ties her in knots, she purrs like a kitten
 .

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









To knots of all shapes and sizes, from a simple square knot to the dependable bowline to sheet bends, and half hitches. You help us hold on to the things we value and keep them safe in dark and dangerous twists and turns. May you always be snug, and never too suffocating.











“It is hard for any educated woman to turn her head off.

That is part of the joy of being submissive.

None of the decisions are yours.

When you cannot refuse anything and cannot even move, the voices in your head go silent.


All you can do and all you are allowed to do is feel.”


ANONYMOUS






















Who's leading who







RICHARD









I was reading
 a book in the afternoon when I heard my phone buzz on the table beside my recliner.






Emily: u up?











I smiled to myself as I unlocked my phone. Emily and I had spent more time together beyond the first surprising night. She had invited me over a few times to learn more about each other. She was more active in the lifestyle, with much more experience. After my vanilla marriage ended, I was insanely curious about the dominant-submissive dynamic. Emily seemed very willing to help me explore different aspects of BDSM. I was learning new lessons with each interaction.






Richard: Who dis?











I tapped out the reply and hit send. I chuckled because we often started chatting like this—cute and flirty. Then I’d get a series of links to different videos and some pictures featuring models in rope bondage. They were all alluring, but her questions about the web links she sent made me curious.

She’d ask me questions like:

“What do you think is going through her mind?”

“Did she ask for this?”

“What do you think he’s thinking?”

“What is his next plan of action?”

It always led to hours of discussion about what I was thinking versus her mindset. She was submissive but also a masochist. I was dominant and liked to be in control of the action, but I wouldn’t label myself as a sadist. The dominant-submissive dynamic was more in my ballpark than the dynamic between a sadist and a masochist. As a dominant, though, our power exchange had molded me towards a more sadistic mindset because of her masochistic bent. The union of our combined desires was finding a middle between our two preferences.



Our emerging relationship was an intoxicating seduction that I don’t think either of us expected.










Emily: Guess what I got in the mail?













Richard: Sounds like the beginning of a load of trouble.











She sent me a picture of a box, nothing else. I had to look closely and zoom in on the label. It was from a supplier of ropes.






Richard: New ropes?











I finally ended the silence. I enjoyed how she pulled me in; she knew I was curious. Curiosity was going to get me into trouble. Fucking hot, steamy trouble.






Emily: Good guess, handsome. Want to help me test them?











Many of our impromptu question-and-answer sessions were about the topic of rope bondage. The little taste I got from our first bathroom play session had been enough to bring me back for more.

I reflected on how the rope had held her in a pose—arched back over the edge of the bathroom sink. Her ankles bound and kept her thighs open, and her arched back presented her glistening pussy as if it were an offering. Her wrists were bound behind her back, pushing her pert breasts to a position that begged to be gripped and manhandled. Beyond all those aspects was her expression and the fire in her eyes. Her being bound like that was like lighting a slow-burning fuse. She was at my mercy, where she wanted to be, where we needed her to be.






Richard: When and where?













Emily: Now. My dungeon.













Richard: You sound impatient.













Emily: You like me impatient.













Richard: Maybe I’ll walk.













Emily: I don’t mind your car in my driveway.













Richard: Cookies and cocoa?













Emily: Maybe after.











We’d fallen into a pattern and had a shorthand for how we interacted. She wanted to be bound and craved the more intense side of sadomasochistic interplay. She wanted me to try my hand at darker things like inflicting pain, leaving marks on her flesh, and making her sore from my aggressive use of her willing body. It began as a challenge since I had almost no experience with inflicting pain on purpose, especially on women. I had to admit, more and more, I was able to flow into the type of sadistic mindset that made Emily purr after she screamed.

We used the phrase “cookies and cocoa” to describe our separate softer sessions where hard play wasn’t the focus but more conversations and intimacy. I would bind her with ropes and cuddle with her. Since Emily couldn’t hold a cup or a cookie, I’d have to provide for her. These sessions fed my comfort zone as a compassionate dominant. Over time we’d carved out playtimes that scratched both of our itches while drawing us closer emotionally.

Emily had called me Daddy when we played and cuddled. She asked me if it was okay because she was sensitive that I was a father. I thought it would be weird until it felt right the first time she called me by that pet name. I asked her more about why she liked to use Daddy, and she explained that it was a mix of many things, but mostly it helped her feel small and safe. Assuming a Daddy persona put me in a stern and controlling mindset in our hard play and permitted my mind to slip into the rough impact play Emily craved. Her tender use of Daddy brought out my nurturing, protective dominant attributes in aftercare or our more intimate cuddling time. It helped me avoid the psychological drop from intense, brutal play. I needed the tender and caring sessions to ensure I wasn’t losing my mind, and she needed the comfort of sensual physical touches after the rigors I put her body through.

Regardless of the tone of our play, Emily enjoyed rope restraints, and I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that I enjoyed how the sensation of rope affected her. Being bound in natural fibers sharpened Emily’s senses and made her feel vulnerable and helpless. We hadn’t discussed her profession much, but I knew outside of our times together, Emily was always in control and was the decision-maker at her job. Being submissive to me helped her with balance and gave her a place where she didn’t have to think or be in control. That she trusted me with all her physical and emotional needs was humbling.

I texted back after working through memories of the weeks we’d shared. I wanted to understand how impatient she felt.






Richard: ten minutes













Emily: five













Richard: insatiable













Emily: duh

























Taking charge







RICHARD









She was right.
 I did like her impatient. I tried to act cool and calm while I collected my coat and walked to my car. The drive took less than three minutes; I’d timed it before. I should have just walked and made her more impatient. I needed to be the one to control her, but she always had a way of digging her figurative nails into me.

I forced myself to wait sixty seconds before getting out of the car. I stared at my watch the whole time, even though I sensed Emily was leaning on the door frame, waiting.

“What were you doing in the car?”

“None of your business.” I walked past her like I owned her place, and she slammed the door.

“You were stalling!”

I pressed her against the closed door with my hands on her shoulders. My eyes flared, and so did hers. She liked this, the physicality.





Fuck, I liked it too.








“I said none of your fucking business.”

Her warm brown eyes simmered as my hands ran down to her wrists, then lifted them over her head. One hand held a length of rope, which I pulled from her fingers. Then I kissed her fiercely.

“About fucking time,” she hissed after kissing me back.





God, she was hungry.








I pulled her hands down in between us.

“This is the stuff?”

I wrapped her wrists. The new blue ropes were stiff, and the dark dye contrasted her warm tan flesh.

“Mmmhm,” she hummed as I bound her wrists; it felt like a kitten’s purr.

“You opened the box without me?”

“You were taking too long.” Emily sassed back to tweak me a bit.

“You’re too fucking impatient.”

I finished the double-column knot that bound her wrists together, palms facing each other, the rope twisted between her wrists and the knot far from her fingers. She wouldn’t be able to wriggle free. I grabbed the lead and turned, tugging her to follow.

I grinned as I felt her stumble slightly. I’d surprised her.

“Richard! Be careful,” the alarm in her voice almost disguised the grin she tried to hide.

“You don’t mean that.”

I got to the door to her dungeon, then twisted to the side and tugged the rope. I grabbed a handful of hair and then pressed her in front of me down the narrow stairs. I went slow, and I wasn’t reckless. The tightness of my fingers in her hair and my grip on her elbow kept her steady until we reached the bottom.

“What are you going to do to me?”

Emily’s voice wasn’t tense, worried, or panicked. She was curious. Did I have a plan?

“Whatever I want.”

I didn’t want to tell her I didn’t have a plan but was forming one in my mind. Sometimes she wanted me to do whatever I wanted, but she also wanted to know it would be brutal and painful since that wasn’t where my mind always aligned. Her question could have been phrased as, “I want you to hurt me,” but she didn’t want to tell me to hurt her; she wanted me to take charge, understand her needs, and fulfill them.

The open box of ropes was on the floor next to the daybed with its thin mattress. I pushed her towards the bed. It had solid steel bars and was heavier than it looked. Emily had welded the headboard and footboard to the rails herself. This was a sturdy piece of furniture. It only looked flimsy.

I shoved her face down onto the mattress, then straddled her hips. Leaned over her and secured her bound wrists to the headboard. It took longer because I had to put the knot somewhere her fingers couldn’t reach. Emily was an escape artist, and I needed to remember that. More than once, I thought I had her secured, turned my back, and by the time I looked back at her, she’d be free and looking at me with a smirk.

I pulled the rope through the slats in the middle of the bed, then pulled tension, and tied a secure knot at the edge of the bed. I sat on my haunches, my ass pressing her ass down to inspect the line, checking tension.

Emily ground her hips under me. I could tell she was simmering. I took a moment to enjoy her movements while I examined her clothes: a soft, ratty tee-shirt jersey and an old pair of gym shorts. I grinned. She planned this a bit better than I’d been able to. I’d expected we’d discuss and negotiate. That thought vanished when she met me at the door. I reacted to her by taking over and knowing what she wanted. I wanted it, too; deep down, I needed to hurt her how she desired. I tried not to show that a shrinking part of me questioned my intentions. I understood that our play was consensual. She submitted to me because I provided what she needed, and fulfilling her dark desires also met my needs as her dominant.

I ran my hands over her arms, from wrists to shoulders. Then gripped at the soft cotton of the old tee shirt and pulled, tearing the collar.

“You bastard!” Emily said, not meaning a word of it.

“Shut up,” I growled.

I kept ripping the shirt, exposing her back as she tried to worm her hips and get her knees under her hips to throw me like a bronco coming out of the chute. Ripping her ratty tee shirt had exposed enough of her back to recognize that her bra wasn’t new and frilly. I smirked.





This was going to be fun.








It was slightly bottom-topping but also sent a barrage of symbols straight to my brain. I leaned and grabbed another skein of rope and unfurled it. I rose and punched her shoulder, then dropped my elbow into the side of her abdomen.

“Ughh, fuck! What was that for?!”

“Calling me a bastard.”

It was also to keep her down while I rose, twisted, reversed, then sat back down on her ass. Once settled, I reached for her feet. She squealed as my hands grabbed her ankles, and she tried to spread them apart. I had been practicing my knots, and it didn’t take long to lash her ankles. It wasn’t a full double-column knot, more a quick hitch like a calf roper would use to secure the calf as quickly as possible. I took the lead on the rope and tied her ankles to the footboard.

I let her test the knots and the strain. I inspected the knots and the rope. It would hold for what I wanted to do next.















This is going to be fun







RICHARD









“Fuck, you’re heavy,”
 she murmured.

I laughed. She hadn’t complained about that until she knew she was bound securely. Our unspoken signals were in sync, and I rose off of her and walked around the box, looking down inside it and ignoring her.

I squatted and worked through the box as my peripheral vision noticed her squirming. She wouldn’t get free, but I knew she’d try. I also knew she was doing my work for me. I looked up at her as she twisted to her side. The ropes at her wrists and ankles held her like a swivel on a fishing line. She could spin all she wanted.

“You’re not very good at this,” she complained, looking at me.

She blew a strand of hair from her eyes as her brown eyes shone. I think she knew I was better at this than she thought. I knew she would never confess that to me—not in the middle of a play session.

“I’m still practicing,” I agreed, “you’re not a very good captive either.”

I picked up a skein of rope and unfurled it, then tossed the rope at her. She’d bought several different lengths. Some were long enough to bind her in a full body rope corset, smaller sizes to quickly wrists or ankles together, and medium lengths that would work well to secure her limbs to different points on the bed.

I stood up and loomed over her, gathered the rope I tossed at her, slowly unraveled the long length, and coiled it over her body. She squirmed under the pile of cord as the stiff fibers slid over her thighs and lower abdomen.

“You bought a lot of rope,” I said.

I turned away from her, and the blue rope snaked over her core. It was loose, but the natural fiber would lightly bite into her flesh. I went to the workbench and grabbed a pair of safety shears. I’d never had to use them before, but I kept them handy, she never complained of ropes that were too tight, but she had trained me to look for the signs, telling me soberly, “I’d be too far gone to tell you if it was a problem.” They weren’t for safety tonight, though—I had another plan.

I turned back to her and worked the shears in my hand. I heard the satisfying sound of metal sliding against metal echo in her basement dungeon. Her head arched back to look at me. When her eyes lowered, she put together the sound and intent in my eyes.

“You wouldn’t!”

“There is little I wouldn’t—not to you.”

Her eyes widened, and I could tell she was streaming through several dark fantasies. She lifted her eyes to mine, and our eyes locked. Her warm brown eyes told a different story than the slight grin on her lips.

She was simmering with need, and I would keep her there for a while. Her eyes and mine had a conversation, unspoken words and blatant signals. She closed her eyes, breaking the link.

“But these clothes,” she lied, “are special.”

“Mmhm.”

I straddled Emily without touching her. One foot stayed on the floor while the other bent at the knee astride her thighs. I leaned forward and gripped her chin, pushing it towards the headboard, then used the scissors to slice through the neck of her old tee shirt. The cotton was soft and pliable. The blades sharply cut through, and then I continued until the tee shirt parted down the middle exposing her toned abdomen and pert breasts encased in the cheap lace of the department store bra.

I finished ruining her tee shirt with two more cuts. From the collar to the end of the sleeve on each side, then pulled the strips of soft cotton free. She tried to act horrified, but the way her hips shifted told a different story.

I pulled a length of tee shirt tight and pressed it over her eyes. I wouldn’t say I enjoyed removing the warmth of her from my vision. I wanted to blindfold Emily to enhance her other senses, quiet her mind, and clear visual distractions. It was better if she couldn’t see. She gasped, not complaining, at least with her body language.

“No, don’t!” she lied as I knotted the cotton behind her head.

“Deal with it,” I growled.

Two snips through the shoulder straps of her cheap bra, followed by a single cut between her cups, and I pulled the cheap lace from her body. I bit the scissors to hold them, then used both hands to grip her small pert breasts. I dug my fingers into her warm tan flesh until she grimaced. The grimace turned into a purr as I manhandled her malleable tits.

I shifted and grabbed some of the rope piled at her waist and covered her breasts with the pile of textured twine. The shifting of the loose cords over her flesh made her slither her hips and arch. I dropped my gaze to her hips and gripped the scissors in my hand again. Two snips through the elastic on both sides of her waist, then, with a firm grip, tug the worn material parted along the seams. A few more tugs, and I pulled them free of her body, leaving her only in a pair of cheap panties.

She arched, her head tilting back. The sounds of the ripping material had the desired effect as she sunk into a hidden fantasy playing in her mind. I pressed my fingers flat into the gusset of her panties. It was only a moment before her arousal soaked into the absorbent cotton and coated my fingers with the sheen of her arousal.

“You’re leaking like a faucet,” I teased.

“Do something about it...” she purred.

I gripped her sex through the soaked drawers and squeezed her mound as firmly as I had her breast. She arched and moaned, and I was treated to more slick fluid coating my palm and fingers. I gripped the gusset and then yanked hard. It took a few hard tugs to part the cotton at a seam. I ripped the panties to shreds, then balled them up and pushed the wad inside her slick labia.

“I’ll staunch it so you won’t ruin the mattress with your whorish needs.”

She blushed and then nodded. Her teeth dented her lower lip as her hips undulated.















Thank you







RICHARD









The mattress wasn’t
 in great shape in the first place. Various stains from earlier puddles and play sessions patterned the cheap cover. The solid steel looked rickety, the mattress dingy, like they belonged in the lair of a seedy abductor and used for entertaining his captives. A few more stains from bodily fluids would hardly be noticed.

I pulled some of the winding lengths of rope from her abdomen and pulled a doubled length of cord against her naked sex, and then down under her bottom, yanking it tight against the ball of white underwear, forcing the wad deeper into her, then pulled the slack around her waist and tucked the end under her buttocks.

She could spend some time worming her way free of that without getting too frustrated. It was time to continue my continually evolving plan. I stood back up from straddling her and turned back to the box of ropes. Her lithe form was shifting, lost in fantasy behind the blindfold. I selected a couple of bundles of rope to reserve for my next steps, then the rest I unfurled and tossed onto her bare flesh one handful at a time.

With each new piece of rope she would twist, her knees shifted and rubbed her thighs together. Her hips gyrated, trying to find some friction against her aroused, stuffed sex. Her nipples jutted rigidly, and a curl of the natural fibers ran alongside each stiff peak.

The unfurled rope began to cover her bare flesh like snakes entangled at the bottom of a dark well. The blue strands wove in a random pattern, and the room took on the dank scent of natural fibers. It reminded me of rope lockers drying the mooring lines of the ship I was stationed on in my Navy career. Her nostrils flared as she inhaled, the scent working through her senses as her flesh undulated beneath the weight of the sturdy ropes.

She had worked herself onto her back, her hips and shoulders moving. Her body shifted the ropes in waves. The textured rope slid over her bare flesh. She opened her lips and exhaled. She said something, but I missed the words.

“What?” I asked, leaning closer.

“Thank you,” she breathed in response as the sensations entranced her.

I grinned.

It wasn’t often I got praise mid-playtime, and this was only the beginning. I enjoyed what the sensations of rope did to her. I wasn’t gifted at binding Japanese Shibari style, with intricate knots and the studied poses of lithe female models. I wasn’t confident enough to try suspension and hoist her bound into the air. I hoped to get better, but I’d need a lot of practice.

I was good at securing her snugly with rope, and the wrought-iron bed was an excellent place to hone my skills. I pulled some medium-length rope from the pile and doubled the line. I found the mid-point of the line and bent it into a bight. I used the bight to anchor the line just above one of her knees, pulled the loose ends—bitter ends in my Navy mind—through, then cinched the tension against the bend of the bight. A simple hitch from there, and the knot wouldn’t tighten or loosen.

I let the rest of the lead fall slack. It would work as I wanted later. The rope would be a connection point that I could use to pull her leg out or at any angle I wanted. I repeated the same knot with new lengths of rope on her other thigh, both ankles, and just above her elbows. I might not use any of these leads, but the act of binding her flesh kept Emily simmering.

I left her like that, buried under a pile of new rope, and went to the workbench, where we kept a collection of toys. It was a standard workshop-type bench with a toolbox that opened up, with drawers for storing tools. Without opening it up, one would mistake it for something in a mechanic’s garage or a carpenter’s workshop. Once you pulled open a drawer, however, it was clear the toys and implements were meant for molding and tuning the dark desires bubbling through both of our brains.

I pulled out a few items from one drawer, then opened another. I was purposefully loud as I made my selections. I knew my bound and blindfolded captive would hear each noise, and her brain would try to piece together the puzzle I was building. I wanted to keep her off balance. I wanted her to respond to my actions rather than stage-directing our play.

I returned to the bed and dropped each thing I’d collected from the toolbox one at a time on the mattress above her head. Each sound made her twitch, little tremors along her jaw and forehead expressing her thoughts as I grinned down at her. Then, after all my toys were on the bed in an arc over her tousled brunette locks, I ran my fingers under the pile of rope and snaked them down her warm flesh. Her breasts and torso were covered in tendrils of cord, her taut abdomen flexing into the strands, making them slither over her like snakes. Bond on her back, Emily bridged her hips and tensed her thighs. Watching her response to the rope covering her supine form made my cock throb in my shorts.

I worked my fingers down one leg, then grabbed the lead of rope I’d tied over her knee. I pulled the line down towards the edge of the bed. Emily had spent hours crafting this bed, making it look rickety, while welding cleats and loops under the rim for attachment points. She enjoyed working with metal, crafting furniture, and other unique hobbies. I pulled the line around a cleat, doubling the line and pulling the bitter end under the first bend, then hauled tension on the line. The rope pulled her knee up and out, spreading her thigh. The pressure on her bound ankles stretched her muscular lower legs. I stopped and then repeated the same action on her opposite thigh.

She groaned and arched, lifting her hips. Her movements made the ropes piled on her hips and torso shift as she moved. I released the quickly tied hitch to free her ankles, then hauled more tension on each line attached to her knee. The rope looped around each cleat kept pressure while allowing me to pull the slack through inch by inch.

With her ankles free, she tested the ropes and her degree of movement. Her core was squirming, still working her hips to find friction between her panty-stuffed sex and the rope that held it there. I grabbed one ankle at a time, bound both in proper shackles above each joint, then pulled the leads to the edge of the bed and secured her ankles to the outside of the mattress.















All tied up and no place to go







RICHARD









I looked
 at my changes and nodded to myself—a good start. I reached and knocked the ropes away from her hips and core. I grabbed the rope bisecting her sex and pulled the line from between her lips. I snared the white panties from her cunt, and felt how completely soaked they were.





Fuck.








My erection strained inside my boxers and jeans. Her sex was bare and open. The flesh gleamed with the fluid of her arousal. She couldn’t keep still, and a part of my brain wanted to release my cock, drive it into her open cunt, and make her scream my name. I bit the bottom of my lip and growled.





Too easy, too quick; make this last.








I coached myself to remain calm, reached over her rope-covered torso, and picked up two items. After seeing her arousal seep out of her pussy, I considered not using the lube I’d selected, but instead, I squirted some into my fingers and warmed the cool gel as I wiped it across my fingertips with my thumb. I reached past her sex, and Emily gasped as I mixed the slick gel with her arousal around her ringed opening.

She lifted her hips as she groaned. Her movement exposed her tight ring for me to apply more lube and press my fingertip inside her. Even tightly bound, Emily squirmed against her restraints seeking more contact.

“Aren’t you going to fuck my pussy?” She asked almost in a whisper.

“I’ve got other things I need to do to you first,” I growled.

I plucked the heavy rubber butt plug from the mattress and coated it with a few pumps from the lube bottle. I spread the slick fluid over the blunt end, added another blob of lube, then pressed the plug into her tight sphincter. She groaned as I twisted the plug, shoving it deep. I watched her core muscles tighten as her anus stretched around the plug’s widest point. I took time to work the toy in and out slowly. Her breath caught as she moaned while I fucked her ass for a few strokes. Finally, I pushed the plug deep, past her ring, and her sphincter tightened around the base. When I tapped the bottom plug, Emily let out a guttural moan that dissolved into contented purrs.

I reached back over Emily’s rope-covered torso, leaning down to kiss her as my hand wrapped around a remote-controlled vibrating egg. I lingered, kissing her, her tongue pressed deeply between my lips. Her hips lifted, trying to push into my hips, thighs, anything. I parted and looked at her covered eyes heatedly, wanting to sink into her dark brown eyes, imagining them wide open with need and lust.

“Such a needy little girl,” I growled.

“You make me this way, Daddy, “ she replied with frustration.

I lowered down and pressed kisses to the little bits of exposed flesh surrounded by the rope; the scent of her perfume, her arousal, and the dank cord was an oddly arousing concoction. I clicked the remote in one hand, and the egg started to buzz. I pressed the low vibration against the top of her core, sliding it down over her clitoris. Her breath caught in her throat as she arched her head back, the rope shifting as her torso moved. I cupped my hand, pressed the egg between her distended lips, felt her arousal coat the surface, and then pushed it inside her.

“Don’t let that slip out, baby girl,” I growled as the sound of the vibration lessened.

As she settled, I stood and took a step back, trying to decide my next move. Emily and I had fallen into a pattern. I’d tie her up and then whack on her, sometimes teasing, sometimes brutally hard. That’s how she processed pain into pleasure; Emily liked intensity. She wanted to be overwhelmed, almost shoved over the edge. My first instinct was to find something to push her hard. It could be a firm cane, a sharp smack of bright pain. Hard enough to leave a mark that would last for days. I could grab a heavy flogger with broad falls for a more thuddy pain, less focused. Emily even liked when I used my fists, the first time I punched had been a challenge for me, but the way she responded and where it ended up—it wasn’t hard for me to strike her anymore. I knew how much force to use and where to hit her effectively.

The more I cycled through the possibilities, the more I realized that today was different. It felt different. How she’d responded to me and how I used the new blue ropes felt distinct from our regular play sessions. The way we flirted, teased, fed off each other—We had become intimately entangled. It was time to take our relationship past seduction and into something more concrete. I wanted to make what we had something more than casual kinky hookups. I wanted Emily to be mine.

I pushed my hand into my back pocket, and my fingers felt the black leather collar I’d been carrying for the last few weeks. The collar was composed of fine leather, thin and supple. It had a single buckle clasp in the back, and the front had a small D-ring that hung down from the main leather strap. It was bespoke, created precisely to my specifications, and meant to be worn daily by only one person–Emily. I curled my fingers around the leather and put it back in my pocket for later.

I knew what I wanted to do. I swept all the rope off her torso, sweeping it to the sides, leaving her breasts, belly, and hips bare. I pulled off two long stretches of rope. I coiled the first line; it was long, and the number of coils it needed made it heavy as I hefted it. I tied an overhead knot about two-thirds up the loop and then plopped the heavy bundle back on her firm abdomen.

“Ooohfff!” Emily grunted, “What was that??”

“What’s coming next,” I growled.

I grabbed the other long length and tied a bowline knot to use as an eye, then hooked that to the last cleat along the base of the rail. I pulled the rope taut, unwinding the coil as I leaned over her and wrapped the rope around a cleat on the opposite side, one up from the bottom. She tensed as I pulled out all the tension, and the cord line settled across Emily’s lower legs at an angle. I wrapped it around another cleat, then pulled that taut. Back and forth over the iron bed, I stitched the rope up her body length by length. I reversed when I reached the top and stitched my way back toward the feet. The result looked like she was stitched into a running shoe.

“I’m not a fucking hiking boot,” Emily huffed.

“No, no, you’re not,” I agreed.

“Then get on with it! Stop stalling. I’m right here!”

“Impatient, as always,” I chided as I secured the final knot.















The ties that bind







RICHARD









I took
 the time to watch her again. I should have been more focused on the sensual nature of slowly stitching her to the bed. However, I had focused more on hitting the right cleat after each wrap, and I regretted not being more patient. I took a moment to check in with Emily; her breathing was slow, not irregular, but not deep either. Her hips were moving, shifting with the low vibration of the egg inside. Every few times, she’d tense and intake a short breath. I imagined the egg and the plug had been aligned in a way that made the sensation work through her core.

I reached and pulled the heavy coil of rope off of her. The tension of strung lines had kept the bundle pressed into her flesh. I had to tug hard to pull it free. The tension in the rope slacked but still restrained her limbs and torso. Her intake of breath at the sensation of the heavy rope drawing over her skin made my cock throb—I wanted to be inside her. I swore another silent vow of patience, gripped the wrapped line around the coil, and swept it through the air.

She trembled at the sound, “What’s that?”

“The next step in the process,” I said.

I swung the loose part of the coil down, aiming just above her hips, and the rope connected with a thud, not unlike a flogger.

“Unngggh,” Emily grunted, “a little warning!”

She had tensed her core when she heard the rope swing. I saw her abdominals clench. It wasn’t an outright surprise, and I snorted at her objection.

“You can’t take a little rough stuff? All prettied up in your new ropes?”

The coiled rope swept across her breasts. I struck at half-strength, still finding the center for the ad hoc rope whip. I bit my bottom lip as the rope smacked into her small breasts, brushed across her stiff nipples, and then swung past her chest. Her flesh bloomed from the abrasive brush of the stiff rope fibers.

“Unnnh, fuck,” Emily grunted, arching her back.

Emily tried to shift her torso, twist away from what she thought the next direction would be. Her legs were still splayed open, and her knees pulled out towards the sides. The stark blue ropes pulled taut against her flesh and held her in place. Any move she made pressed her flesh into the crisscrossed cord as she tried to shift, roll, curl—anything to counter the next heavy strike of the bundle of rope in my grip.

I growled as I walked around her on the bed; her breathing shortened as she processed the pain from the whipping. I took my time, smacking into her thigh, stalking to the other side, then backhanded the heavy cords into her other thigh. I continued with a hammering smack flat down into her belly, then another just under her ribs.

“DADDY!” she croaked as air rushed from her lungs. “Fuck… My cunt! fuck… hit my cunt.”





I’d get there.








We both knew it was coming, and I was glad to see we were on the same page. I loved it when my initiative and her needs aligned. It was like our minds synced in the power exchange that flowed from my dominance and her submission. She didn’t know what I was going to do, and frankly, neither did I—not exactly. The improvisation, how we talked, responded, and dodged, was all part of our play and was delicious—fucking delicious.

I stood near her head, swung the rope over my shoulder, and hammered it down into her breasts. The blow flattened and compressed her modest cups. After having all her air pushed from her lungs, Emily tried to pull in a breath. I focused there, smacking into the unprotected cups, watching her nipples distend. She tried to shift, realizing my focus, and the crisscrossed ropes pulled into her chest, dug into the underside of her breasts, and scraped across a stiff nipple.

“Unnnnnnahhhhh!” she craned her neck and screamed, getting overwhelmed by my relentless steady whipping.

Her head fell back, and then she arched her neck, her back curving and her breasts pressed into the dark blue ropes. I smacked the coil of rope to slam into the lifted breasts. Her resulting grunt was like music to my deviant ears. I stepped towards her feet, swinging the rope up, then slamming it down into her open thighs.

“Gunnedah!” she croaked as the ropes splatted into her aroused labia.

Another swing, another smack into her cunt, her hips were lifting as much as they could in the taut crisscrossed rope. She met my strokes. Her head tossed back, shifting her head from side to side.

“Don’t stop… Don’t—fuck. Don’t stop!”

Her body was tense, and her flesh gleamed from throat to toe, her mouth open, inhaling in shallow breaths. She writhed against the ropes, tested the strain that bound her limbs, and ground up against the crisscrossed lines running along her bare flesh. The tight ropes bent her hard nipples as her chest moved. Each strike into her core made her body jump and flex. Each thud of heavy rope into her wet open lips caused a grunt followed by a groan.

She tensed after the last smack. Her thighs shook, vibrated, and rippled with that smack of her pussy. Her throaty scream indicated she’d dropped over the edge of her climax. Her body twitched as I dropped the heavy rope on her tight abdomen. Emily’s thighs tightened, straining against the pull of the restraints at her knees. Her hips bucked and tensed as her body rode through the bliss of her peak. I crawled over her onto the sturdy bed and knelt between her thighs.

The rope web made it difficult, but I pulled and yanked the ropes aside, exposing her swollen and pulsing labia. I pushed my fingers inside her and pulled out the still-buzzing egg. I shut it off and tossed it on the mattress. Then I gripped my rigid erection, pressed the swollen crown into Emily’s gleaming opening, and thrust hard. She screamed again as I slammed deep inside her. My hands lifted to her breasts, squeezing them harshly as I held her down and fucked her hard and deep. She was tight and rippling around my shaft, and I felt like a fucking teenager how quickly I ramped up to my edge.

Emily was bound for my pleasure, so I pushed aside any hesitancy and focused on finding my peak using her bound body. I fucked her hard and fast, then tossed my head back and howled as I felt that tight ball of electricity bloom at the base of my spine and erupt in all directions. My hips ground and jerked as I ejaculated inside her, filling her tight, clenching cunt with my release. I stilled as my hips continued to jump, then leaned forward over her. I rested my weight on her and felt her breath on my neck. My teeth raked along the soft flesh of her neck, near her collarbone, and nipped at the heated skin.

“Mine,” I growled as my mouth lifted to her ear. I pushed her blindfold off, then rose and looked at her for a long moment.















You're mine







RICHARD









Eventually,
 I shifted up and off her, my cock slipping out of her clenching sex. Emily’s whine at feeling empty almost had me pushing back inside. Instead, I rose and walked to the workbench. I took a wired Hitachi vibrator and slid it beside her under the ropes. Emily blinked up at me, her eyes creased with a question.

“I’m going upstairs,” I said, “you wanted to watch the game, and I want to watch it with you. Or you can stay here and use this if you need more.”

I untied Emily’s wrists from the headboard, coiling the rope and dropping it to the floor.

“I have something for you when you get yourself free,” I said, with a squeeze of her breast and a kiss on her forehead.

I backed away and turned my back to her. I pulled my shorts and put my shirt back on. This was a bit of a test to give her a choice. Would she choose to come to me for comfort and tenderness, or would she continue to pleasure herself with the Hitachi? In my mind, there wasn’t a wrong answer, though my preference would be that she would choose to come to me.

I willed myself not to look back as I walked out of the room and up the stairs. I tapped my pocket as I hit the main floor and felt the collar still in its place. I sat in the armchair I’d claimed in her living room, turned on the television, and tuned into the football game Emily wanted to watch.

As I settled into the leather chair, I recalled the many sessions of cookies and cocoa we’d enjoyed in this chair. I fished the collar out of my pocket and draped it over the arm. I forced myself to stare at the television, not back at the basement door or my watch. As I rested in my thoughts, I didn’t hear anything the pre-game announcers were saying. A collar was a big step. Was I moving too fast? Would I frighten her off? Were we playing this game, or was there something more?

It felt like her antique clock was ticking slower than usual; every tick was drawn out and distinct. I closed my eyes and found a way to breathe slowly. Truthfully, I was still wound up tight from our play, I needed some closeness, and I began to regret leaving Emily alone.

After what seemed like ages, I felt her more than I heard her. That electricity was always an undercurrent when she was near. I willed myself to keep my eyes closed until I felt her curl over the arm of my chair. Emily slid one knee between the soft leather arm and my hip, straddling over my hips as she did the same with the other. I blinked my eyes open, looking up into her eyes. I was concerned with the tears that welled at the bottom of her lids.

Emily offered a soft smile as she lifted the collar I left on the arm of the chair into the space between us. She leaned to kiss me softly, a tease of her tongue brushing across my lips.

“Something for me?” she breathed against my lips.

“Yes,” I said, then continued, “I want you to wear my collar, Em. I want you to know how much I treasure you. Treasure us.”

I bit into my bottom lip and had to blink away a tear as my eyes welled. It must be allergies.

Emily held the collar in her palms, and the front D-ring faced me, “Please,” was the only word she spoke. I lifted my hands to take both loose ends. Emily dropped her hands and then pushed her hair back, lifting her chin and exposing her neck. I pressed the snug leather against her throat, wrapping the ends behind her and pulling the clasp closed with an audible snap.

“You’re mine, baby girl.”

“You’re mine, too, Daddy.”
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SHE’S AT THE END OF HER ROPE


















Emily realizes Richard is what she has always needed.










This is the third book of the series Entangled. It can be read as a standalone, but for the best reading experience, please read the series in order. Start with the seduction story in Entangled, where Richard and Emily meet. Then read In Knots and hear Richard’s thoughts about his deepening relationship with Emily and her acceptance of his collar.

This third book was written from Emily’s point of view
 . Her half of the story is just as important as Richard’s. The changes to their lives are challenging as they figure out if they fit or if their knots will slip and fall apart.

Thank you for reading.

- Hank









This book would not have been written without the encouragement of new friends that came along a drifting boat, cast off lines to keep me from straying, and tugged me along a new course.



This book is dedicated to my degenerate friends, my loving family, and the faith that love can truly conquer all.












When you get to the end of your rope, tie a knot and hang on.


FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT






















Daydreaming







EMILY









I scrolled
 through the numbers running down the columns on my computer screen. My fingers absently played with the loop at the front of my collar. Since Richard had locked it around my neck yesterday afternoon, I was hyper-aware of its weight. It wasn’t heavy, but it was new. I smiled, remembering how he’d looked at me when he snapped it in place.

“What the fuck is up with you, girl?”

I closed my eyes, even as my pupils rolled up.

“Why do you think something is up with me, Wyatt?”

“You have this dreamy look like someone just gave you a promise ring in seventh grade, and you’re looking forward to calling him on the phone and not saying anything for hours while you sit in the dark closet of your parents’ entryway.” Wyatt was my business partner, unattached and flamboyantly homosexual. We were like brother and sister, and I knew he saw right through me.

“You’re so gay.”

“I am!” Wyatt cackled. “Spill it, Ems, tell me about the dreamboat that wrapped that collar around your throat.”

I bowed my head but couldn’t help grinning.

“It’s Richard.”

“Richard!” Wyatt said. “Old guy from the munch Richard? The non-sadist Richard?”

“Well,” I shrugged, “he’s learned much since then.”

Wyatt dissolved into a series of laughs. Whenever he quieted down, he’d start back up again. I shook my head and stood up, turning my back on my best friend.

“I’m getting coffee,” I said, walking away.

“Hurry back, girl, I want ALL THE TEA!” he shouted as I got further away.

My fingers returned to my neck and fingered the steel ring tugging at it. The pressure of the collar against the back of my neck grounded me. I smiled. Even though Wyatt had irked me, I wasn’t angry that he knew me so well. The office we shared was just Wyatt and me. It was part of a larger executive suite that catered to smaller businesses. The break room was separate from our office space, and I rested against the counter, looking through the choices for a cup of coffee.

After making a selection, I stood back up, slid the canister into the top of the machine, took an empty cup from the drawer below, slid it onto the drip tray, and started the cycle for a macchiato. It was a fancy machine with all the bells and whistles, and it made a decent cup of coffee. It was a time saver over going down the elevator and walking across the street to the popular coffee shop. Sometimes I’d do that, but I wanted to get back home tonight and not work late at the office.

I felt my lips turn up at the edges. I had been smiling all day. Having something to smile about felt good. I enjoyed my job, and I was good at it. I worked for a larger company handling mergers and acquisitions, which meant I had many things to keep me busy. I had to watch the market. I analyzed trends and evaluating companies. If companies fit our portfolio, I’d have to be able to pitch to the partners why they should acquire them. It was challenging work, and I thrived at making decisions quickly, backing them up with data, and making a quick return on investment. It was high pressure, and I was used to making decisions and acting on them.

The machine buzzed, and I plucked up my coffee cup and held it in both hands. I appreciated the warmth as the building was always a bit cool. I walked back to our office, shut the door behind me, and sat in my chair opposite Wyatt. He winked at me and grinned.

“Sorry, Em,” Wyatt said. “You like the guy. I don’t know him that well, just the little bit you choose to share with me.”

“What would you like to know?” I asked.

I had a dozen other things to do. A thousand more were in the back of my mind. That was how I was all the time. I was always thinking four steps ahead. Wyatt said I played four-dimensional chess, and he wasn’t far off. The game we played required a combination of information and finesse, and I was good at both.

“You tell me, Em. Give me the Richard elevator pitch.”

“He’s divorced, two kids in high school. He seems to have a good relationship with his ex. He does something with technology, I think.”

“You don’t know what he does for a living?”

“No, not exactly.” I bit my lip. “Our conversations aren’t that specific.”

“What do you talk about?”

“Things I like,” I said, and, for the first time, my bright smile faded.

“So, BDSM,” Wyatt said, and his smile grew as mine faded. “I know damn well you don’t talk to him about this place.”

“We have confidentiality agreements, Wyatt. Of course, I don’t tell him about what I do.”

Wyatt leaned over his side of the desk. His brown eyes focused on mine.

“Emily, I love you. You know this. You need to let your walls down.” He pointed at my collar. “Did he give that to you, or did you ask him for it?”

Wyatt knew me too well.

“We discussed it. He had questions, but he picked it out.”

“Huh.” Wyatt’s grin was back. “Just happens to match the one you’ve always looked at when you meet a guy and start thinking you’ve finally found your Dom.”

“It’s not like that.” I shrugged. “We’re still getting to know each other, that’s all.”

The collar felt a little heavier. Wyatt was right. I had fantasies about what it would be like with my ideal dominant, where I could be his submissive. I enjoyed the power exchange in a dominant/submissive relationship. Richard had grown into his dominance well, and we fit together. But was it because I’d taught him well? Was he following my lead? I blinked and focused my attention back on the monitor.

“You need to open yourself up to him, Emily,” Wyatt said. “Or he’ll leave like the others.”

My smile was gone, and I concentrated on doing my job. I chewed on my lip and looked at the clock. I was going to leave on time tonight. I wasn’t going to stay late to do work. I wanted to talk to Richard.

We worked silently together for a couple more hours. As usual, I lost track of time and would’ve gone deeper if Wyatt hadn’t pulled my chair back and twisted it to face me.

“I was working on something, asshole,” I chirped. I lowered my eyes to not look at him and hoped he didn’t look at my screen, where I wasn’t exactly busy with work.

Wyatt cupped my jaw and lifted my gaze. “Emily, this can wait until tomorrow. You need your time with him, more than just kinky hookups. You know that, right?”

“I know,” I nodded. “I just… I’ve been hurt before and don’t want to feel that way again.”

“Go home,” Wyatt said. “Lean into the discomfort of the unknown.” His finger brushed over the ring at the front of the collar. “If this means anything to you, you’ll do what it signifies, not just when he has you tied up.”

I bit my lip. “You’re right. I’m just scared.”

“I’m always here for you, Ems.” Wyatt nodded. “I’ll be here to celebrate or pick up the pieces. It’s time for you to find out if this,” he tugged the collar, and the leather sank into the back of my neck, “is real.”

He leaned and kissed my forehead, then stepped back. He never took his laptop home with him, and he’d learned to leave work at work. He waved as he opened the door and left.

“Thanks, Wyatt,” I called as the door swung shut behind him.

I logged out of my account and flicked off the monitor. I grabbed my phone and purse, leaving everything else on my desk. My collar felt heavy, but I felt lighter. I locked the office behind me and headed to my car. We hadn’t made plans tonight, and I didn’t know if he was busy, but I needed to be near him. I wanted to be with Richard.















Change in plans















After starting my car,
 I pulled out my phone, letting it idle in the underground parking garage. I pulled up my contacts and hit dial on Richard’s number. I was anxious to talk to him and frowned when it went to voice mail. Then a text message lit up the face of my phone.






Richard: At Kylie’s concert.











Concert? Did I know about this concert? Kylie was his daughter, and Peter was his son. Which one was older? Fuck, I really should’ve known more about Richard.






Emily: Did I miss an invite?











I laughed at my text because I was sure Richard had never invited me to anything with his kids. I was also surprised at how much I wanted him to ask me. I played with the ring on my collar.






Richard: No. Do you want to join us? Peter and Janice are with me. I’d love it if you could get here in the next 10 minutes. It’s about to start.











He sent a location along with the text, and I tapped it and added the directions to my console display. I tapped out my response after looking at the map.






Emily: I’ll be there in five.











The directions said fifteen, but that was just a guideline. I loved the challenge. I revved, backed out of my space, and accelerated up the ramp. Looking both ways, I charged into a gap in traffic and gripped the steering wheel tightly. My senses sharpened as I wove through traffic and debated the freeway or surface roads. I wished I had my bike, but my dress wouldn’t have done well with me straddled over my sleek motorcycle.

I was about to meet Janice, Richard’s ex-wife. He said they split amicably and spoke fondly of her. I wondered if he’d ever told her about me. I checked the map and the clock—a little behind my goal, but still, the ETA was before the concert’s start. What kind of concert was it? Jesus, I needed to lean into knowing more about Richard.

I pulled into the parking lot of a church and thought maybe I’d read the directions wrong. I grinned when I saw Richard waiting for me. He’d planted his large frame in the center of an empty parking spot, arms crossed, glowering at other cars. When he spotted my white BMW, his face smoothed in a smile under his beard. He stepped aside and waved me into the space he had reserved.

I stopped the car, grabbed my purse and phone, and got out quickly. He was right there, and I leaned into him, wrapping my arms around his waist and looking up at him. I felt like I was grinning just this side of psychotically when he lowered his mouth to kiss me. I relaxed immediately as his kiss deepened and his arms pulled me against his chest.

“I didn’t think you’d want to come.” He scratched behind his head. “I’m glad you’re here. I want you to meet everyone. Are you sure you’re up for that?”

Was I? I inhaled his scent and nodded.

“I am. I want to.” I shrugged. “I’m sorry this is so abrupt. I just really missed you today.”

My hand was at my collar again, and Richard’s eyes focused on my fingers, his lips curling into a grin.

“I missed you too.” He took my hand and walked to the steps along the front of the church.

“Um, what kind of concert is this?” I asked, feeling the warmth of Richard’s grip on my hand.

“Kylie’s in the choir. She has a solo tonight. Her group isn’t first, but I’m excited for her.”

“Ah, that explains the church. Good acoustics.” I looked down and shook my head. “I have a lot of random useless knowledge that crops up from time to time.”

I reached across my body to hold Richard’s arm with my free hand. His strides matched mine as we walked up the stairs. He held the door open for me, which usually irked me when it happened at work—I didn’t need special treatment. Richard’s smile, though, had me reconsidering my rejection of the courtesy of holding a door open for a woman. I stepped past him, and two other families streamed in behind me. I stepped to the side to wait for him, and he shrugged before taking my hand and leading me to the sanctuary’s doors.

I hadn’t been inside a church since before my mother died. My father didn’t see the point and kept my three brothers and me engaged in weekend activities, like motor cross biking, hiking, and camping. Thanks to my Dad and protective brothers, I grew up a big tomboy. I took all manner of martial arts and still hold three black belts. Even with all that, the large sanctuary, rows of pews, and the big shiny pipes of the organ all seemed familiar. It made me think of my mother; she died in a car wreck when I was nine. Until then, Sundays were spent leaning against her in one of these high-backed, wooden pews, listening to music.

I don’t remember the sermons or much about religion. I was happily agnostic. Being a data and analysis chick, I didn’t see much evidence one way or another on the existence of a deity. I never paid much attention. I felt Richard squeeze my hand and step into a row of pews. I followed him until he sat down next to a young teenage boy, then my eyes kept moving to see the stare of a pleasant blonde lady. She forced a smile and a nod while I raised my hand to my shoulder and waved.

“Peter and Janice,” I repeated to myself to drive their names into the forefront of my consciousness. I leaned against Richard as the music started playing. Then a teacher got up and said a few words. I don’t recall much of what was said. I figured it was more important to the parents of the kids in the choir. I felt Richard’s hand drop to my thigh and squeeze. When I looked at him, he lowered his mouth to my ear.

“Sorry, babe,” he said. “I’ll introduce you better after the concert. I’m sorry if this is awkward.”

I blinked up at him and then leaned to kiss his cheek.

“No other place I’d rather be,” I assured him.

It was true. It was awkward, but I never shied much away from awkwardness. I turned and looked past Richard, and Peter peered back at me with a bashful grin and a wave. I waved my fingers back at him and smiled. Without much thought, I looked past him to his mother, pointed to myself, and mouthed my name.

Janice smiled genuinely and mouthed back, “I know.” She nodded calmly.

I sat beside Richard in a strange place filled with people I didn’t know. People that were important to Richard. Feeling his hand on my thigh, his warmth radiating through my skirt, I felt at home, and that thought surprised me. As the choir started singing, I closed my eyes, leaned into Richard’s comforting bulk, and enjoyed the music.

“I’ll make it up to you before we leave the church.” Richard’s deep voice resonated in my ear. It was low enough to be just for me, and I shivered at the promise in those words. “You’re overdressed. I need to put your panties in my pocket. Between songs, you may use the ladies’ room.”















Going to the chapel







EMILY









I don’t know
 if Richard expected my response to his request to be so instantaneous. Maybe it was because I was finally near him after a long day. Perhaps it was the taboo of his filthy request in the middle of a sanctuary. Maybe it was the fact that I’d need a new pair of panties after I understood his request. It could have been the progression of fantasies that cycled up with his promise to make it up to me before we left the church. All of that had my clit pinging and my core clenching.

The singing voices started to grow quieter as the music accompanying the chorus died. I shivered, then rose to my feet. I turned to lean and whisper into Richard’s ear. But I allowed my voice to be louder than his evil command.

“I need to use the ladies’ room. I’ll be back after the next song.”

Then I bit his ear lobe and stroked my tongue over the bite. He grinned and nodded, turning towards me. His hand casually lifted into my hair, his thumb tracing the line of my collar.

“Go out the doors, turn to the right, follow that down, and take the next left.” His tone was louder, too, all part of my cover. His thumb slipped between my neck and the leather of the collar and tugged me closer to plant a soft kiss next to my ear. “I know your panties are already ruined.”

“Thank you. I’ll be quick and quiet.” I shivered as I sidestepped to the end of the narrow pew, then turned and walked out of the sanctuary.

I allowed my hips to rock back and forth. The dress I wore wasn’t form-fitting. It was more appropriate for business or a casual stop than to visit a church on the way home. The bottom of my skirt danced just below my knees, and my sensible heels didn’t make the same statement as a pair of stilettos. I got to the back, looked over my shoulder, and winked at Richard, who was staring at me with smoke in his eyes.

Outside the sanctuary, I followed Richard’s directions and realized they weren’t just the way to the ladies’ room. I fully intended to follow his every command. I trusted him to keep it within what would be proper, and going commando in this fluffy dress wouldn’t be noticed by anyone but him and me. My phone buzzed, and I pulled it from my purse, swiping the screen to unlock it.






Richard: No playing. My finger will be the first to touch that needy clit of yours.”











I swallowed, blushing. Maybe Richard knew me too well. I was more than willing to play his game. That’s what my collar represented. I was his. I’d do his bidding. He was in control, not me. That’s all I wanted when I was done with work and the stress. I wanted someone to control me so I didn’t have to think. Richard was getting very good at that. The promise of making things right for the impromptu meeting of his family had my usually busy mind empty with what that would mean.

I burst into the ladies’ room and looked under the stalls. I was alone. I knew what I wanted to do, but maybe I shouldn’t. He had his phone with him, and he’d just texted me. I could show him how bare I was before returning to the pew. But his son was beside him, and I knew he was curious by how often he’d turned to look at me. A naked selfie popping up on Richard’s screen wasn’t wise. Still, I wanted to tease my new Dom.






Emily: Do you require proof, Daddy?











I waited a moment, watching the blue dots appear and then cycle. I resisted pressing my free hand between my thighs by standing with my legs apart. My arousal swirled in my core as I awaited his response.






Richard: When you return. The proof is your soaked panties in my palm.











I grinned. He knew what I felt; my panties were a swamp. I placed the phone on the sink counter, lifted my hands under my dress, and hooked my thumbs under the waistband of my panties. As a rule, I didn’t wear nylons, so pushing my panties down my legs wasn’t tricky. I stepped out of them and looked at the darker patch of black cotton and lace. I felt the breeze of cool air as my dress fell back down. I kept myself bare; I just liked the way it felt. The waxing sessions had become routine, and Richard enjoyed how my naked pussy felt on his fingers and tongue.

I closed my eyes as a ripple of desire worked through my nerves. My eyes fluttered open as I looked at myself in the reflection. I grinned as I reached for my phone, swiped on the photo app, and focused on the mirror. I held my soaked panties in one hand, two fingers on the waistband, the dark patch visible in the reflection. I reached down with my phone and pulled the hem of my dress up, exposing my bare thighs and naked sex to the reflection, and tapped the button to take a picture. I felt another ripple of arousal as I recalled where I was and what I’d just done.

I let my dress fall back down and enjoyed the incredible sensation of air flowing over my heated petals. I felt my arousal coat my thighs as I leaned and put my phone and panties inside my purse. Then I looked at my reflection and winked at myself. I walked back with a more pronounced swing of my hips. I felt like such a slut walking down the church halls, my pussy leaking down my thighs. Richard knew what this would do to me, the evil bastard. He knew I’d be edging myself just sitting beside him, listening to his daughter singing with her choir.

I bit my lip and grinned to myself. I knew it too, which was why I savored the weight of his collar around my neck. I was his to play with, and we both enjoyed the game. I waited until the current song was over, then opened the door and strode back between the pews. Smiling at Richard, I placed my purse beside his thigh and settled at his side.

Game on.















Impatient
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I sat next
 to Richard and looked to the front. The choir filed out and back down the aisle I’d just slid in from. I looked over at him, and he turned to me. I dropped my eyes to my purse and nodded back to his eyes. He smirked but kept looking at me.

“They’re changing choirs. Kylie is in this next one,” he said quietly. “You think you can pick her out?”

I pressed my lips together, then leaned to look past him and Peter to examine Janice. While observing, I felt Richard’s hand slide into my purse, make a fist, and then pull back out. I looked back at him, and he winked with the eye facing me. I took that as if he’d said, “Good girl,” and a little shiver slipped through my nerves. I felt him push his fist into the pocket of his jeans before I looked back at Janice to continue my examination.

Janice was a couple of years younger than Richard. Two kids and a comfortable life had left her with softer features than mine. I looked past her and, for the first time, noticed a man to her right. He had his arm around her shoulder, and she was leaning against him comfortably.

“Your wife’s boyfriend?” I asked quietly.

“Jim. Not boyfriend, husband. He’s a good guy and treats the kids great.”

I quirked a brow, and Richard shrugged as if to say, “We can talk about it later.” I knew the general timeline of Richard’s divorce. He never offered many details, and I never asked. I was a bit more selfish than my Dominant. I realized this after reflecting on our short relationship this afternoon. Wyatt’s advice was what I needed to hear. I had taken a path that many would consider topping from the bottom. Between us, though, it was never quite like that.

Richard had been curious. The end of his marriage opened up opportunities for him to explore his sexuality. I understood that he had grown dissatisfied with his vanilla lifestyle. After we’d met at the munch and had our first date, he’d devoted much of his time to learning about the lifestyle. I knew he was reading books and had asked one of the experienced Dominants from the munch to be a mentor. My experience in the lifestyle allowed me to help too, but Richard also did a lot of learning on his own these past few months. He knew what he wanted as much as I did.

The collar had been in our conversations. He asked good questions, and I answered them honestly. I’d never married and didn’t want to be married in a church. I didn’t care what the state thought of my relationship. I wasn’t a stickler for formal rules or regulations. I was the epitome of a person that wanted to do what they wanted and tried to keep the government out of my personal life. A formal certificate of my relationship on paper wasn’t necessary for me.

I remembered pointing to a collar that a model was wearing in a photo shoot. It wasn’t rare for BDSM models to wear collars as part of their costumes. This picture was different and out of place. The more I looked at it, the more I knew it was genuine.

“That’s what I want,” I’d said, looking at him and biting my lip.

I wasn’t sure if he understood what I was confessing to him, the depth of what it meant to me to be owned by my Master. To be a collared submissive.

“A collar?” he’d asked back then, and I nodded. “My collar?” and I nodded again.

I’m pretty sure I blinked in surprise. Maybe he understood more than I gave him credit for. I didn’t want to have a deep conversation about it. It was what I wanted, to be owned. Being owned by Richard wasn’t something I’d thought about much until he asked. My automatic response echoed in my memory. I did want his specific collar. I wanted him to claim me. We could work out the details.

When he offered it to me—was it only yesterday?—I was so caught up in the moment. He’d taken my offer to help with ropes, crafted his play, and made it into something meaningful. He’d given me a choice in his way to accept his collar. He had it with him—waiting for the right moment. Maybe some other submissive wanted a formal ceremony. Wanted friends around as witnesses. That wasn’t us; we were private until now. Wearing his collar was sacred to me, and I looked at him again to see if he understood how much he meant to me.

I turned away from his wife and her husband, more than aware that I’d been woolgathering while looking in their direction. My mind was scattered. I was aroused, both from the predicament of going without panties in a church and processing deeper and more foreign feelings in my relationship with Richard. I blinked at the choir that had mounted the stage, arranging themselves into rows and aligning to ensure they could see their teacher. One stood out, and I swear it was like she had a halo around her.

She was taller than the other petite girls in the choir. Her brown hair was vibrant and hanging loosely around her shoulders. Her eyes matched her father’s, and I knew it was Kylie.

“Third from the center, in the back row.”

Richard’s squeeze of my thigh was all I needed to let me know I’d nailed it. I slid my palm under his and intertwined our fingers. He squeezed my hand, and I relaxed my head onto his shoulder.

“I want to meet her,” I said aloud but quietly. “I know her father so very well.”

“Tonight, but not right away.” Richard kissed my temple. “I have a promise to fulfill first.”

That swirl of arousal stirred in my core again, and I lifted my leg to cross them and apply pressure to the need building inside me.

“Keep your feet on the floor,” Richard growled. “No cheating, Em.”

Fuck, he was going to edge me all night without even touching me.















Tied up in the nursery
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Kylie’s solo was beautiful.
 I didn’t get a program, so I don’t remember the title. It was one of the songs I’d heard on the radio or while streaming popular songs. Her voice was melodic and haunting in all the right ways for the lyrics. When she was finished singing, I wanted to stand and clap, even if no one else was doing it. Richard’s hand on my thigh tightened, and I remained beside him. Her solo was the last of her choir’s, and they started filing down the aisle.

“We will take a fifteen-minute break while we set up for the entire ensemble,” the announcer said. “Please return to your seats in ten minutes.

I looked at Richard with a raised eyebrow, and he nodded. I grabbed my purse and slipped into the aisle, lingering so Richard could catch up. He slid his hand along my waist and guided me out the doors and in the direction I’d gone to the bathroom. Before we got there, we took a right down a darkened hall. He started checking doors, and the third one opened. He pushed me inside, then closed and locked the door behind him.

He’d pushed me against the wall beside the door in a flash. His body pressed hard against mine, and I could feel his erection through his jeans. He kissed me hard, his tongue thrusting between my lips. I moaned into the kiss, my arousal spinning inside me. I had no idea where we were, but we were still in a church, and that spark of taboo had my mind spinning.

Richard broke the kiss, and I felt my damp panties press against my lips.

“Open,” he growled, and I stretched my mouth wide.

I tasted the tang of my arousal as I closed my lips around my soaked panties. Richard dropped his hand down and squeezed my breasts. He loved to grip them tightly. I wasn’t well endowed, but he still loved to cup and squeeze. Sometimes it felt like his pulls were trying to make my tits bigger, but the deep press of his fingers into my flesh made me moan. I scissored my legs to apply some pressure to my aching clit.




*Smack*







“Ungh.” I moaned into the impromptu gag as Richard slapped my thighs.

“Spread wide.”

I did instantly. I enjoyed testing him sometimes, but his intensity and my need had me being a good girl. My eyes widened, and I looked at him. Looking past him, I noticed a line of cribs.

“Here. My eyes.”

His voice snapped my attention back to him. I focused on his eyes in the dimness of the dark room. His hand ran down my belly, and I quivered at his touch. He growled at the response of my nerves, his hand sliding over the front of my skirt. I blinked and whimpered.

“You’re so fucking needy, Em.” He grinned in the dim light, his teeth gleaming eerily. “Pull up your skirt.”

I dropped my hands to my sides and stretched as low as I could reach without bending, and then pulled up the skirt, baring my thighs and pussy. The coolness of the room sent another tremor of arousal through me. I felt exposed and slutty. His words and presence had my complete attention. The heat of his hands ran down my thighs, along the inside of one, and then back up the other.




*Slap*







“Wider.”

Fuck. I spread my legs wider. He moved his hand and covered my leaking cunt with his thick fingers. I whimpered, trying to hold still and let him do what he wanted. I wanted to hump his fingers. I wanted to beg him to put his thick cock in me. But tonight’s game was different. He was the predator. I was the prey ensnared in his trap.

“You’re so fucking wet.”

His fingers slid up between my bare lips, sinking quickly between them and stroking along the length of my pussy, each stroke sending sparks through my nerves. I’d been on edge for him since I stepped out of the car. The teasing of removing my panties. Feeling him push them into his pocket. The way he didn’t let me cross my legs. I was a dripping mess, and he’d only just touched me.

“Ppweeashhh,” I tried to beg through the gag of my soaked panties.

“You want to come for me, baby girl?”

His lips traced the shell of my ear, and I closed my eyes and nodded. “Yeesh, Daahdahh.”

“Have you been a good girl?”

His finger rose and circled my clit, and I just about buckled my knees.

“Yessssh Daahdaah”

His lips ran down my cheek to my jaw, then down my neck. He kissed along the line of my collar. He hissed as he ran his tongue along my flesh. He swiped over my clit, back and forth.

“You wore my collar all day, didn’t you?”

I nodded.

“It centered you, didn’t it?”

Another nod and a whimper.

“Plweaasse! Daaahhdaah”

“You want to come for me so badly, don’t you?”

I nodded frantically. My eyes were wide, trying to find his eyes. My core was clenching as his finger circled and ran over my stiff clit. Waves of pleasure radiated from his touch. It felt exquisite and torturous. When had I given over so much control to a man? When was I on such an edge with only a few words and some light touches? I felt like I was on fire, and I’d barely been touched.

He lightened his touch, and I quivered.

“Moohhaar Dahhadha”

“Quiet, slut.”

His eyes were level with mine—dark pools drilled into mine. Seeing the darkness, I tried to hide. He would ruin me, I knew it, and I wanted it.

“Come. Quietly…”

I bit my lip as my cunt clenched at his command. I whimpered, but I kept my eyes locked on his. My body quivered. It radiated from his incessant touch at my core, then spread in waves until my thighs clenched and trembled. My arms and hands shook, and I felt like I could either collapse into a puddle or lift off into orbit. His fingers tightened on my clit and pinched, and that delicious bite of pain melted me completely.

My knees gave out, and I felt like I was falling. Richard caught me and swung me into his arms. He twisted around, leaned against the wall, and slid down until he sat on the ground. I was draped over his lap in a heap. My body was trembling with aftershocks. I looked at him, and he lowered and kissed me lightly, then his tongue was curled against my panties. I pushed back with my tongue, and his teeth bit into my cotton and statin and pulled the drool-soaked panties from my mouth.

“Fuck, Daddy,” I whispered.

“Mmm, my good girl.”

I grinned at his praise while my brain was still knitting itself back together. He reached and grabbed my panties and balled them up in his fist. He nudged me, and I moved off his lap to my knees.

He helped me to stand, and I rested against the wall. I looked around at the nursery full of cribs and nooks. I shook my head and grinned at him as he stuffed my panties back into the front pocket of his jeans.

“Come on,” Richard said with a grin, “Intermission is over.”

“Oh, you mean there is more to come?”

“Definitely.”















Meeting the ex
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I told
 Richard I needed a minute and that I’d meet him back in our seats. The restroom was emptying, and I slid into one of the stalls for a bit of privacy. I hitched up my skirt, sat on the toilet, and waited, breathing slowly to catch my breath. I felt a little sweat on my brow and used some toilet paper to dab along my hairline. I peed, then wiped and made sure to clean up my thighs.

I listened before I flushed and, hearing no one else in the room, went to stand in front of the sinks. I checked myself in the mirror as I washed my hands. My cheeks were flushed, and my thighs still quivered from the orgasm. I leaned into the mirror, fixed my makeup with a little mascara, and then fluffed my hair. I smiled at my reflection as my hand reached for the ring on my collar.

I picked up my phone and tapped out a message to Wyatt.






Emily: Thank you.











It took a moment after the send for the dots to cycle, showing he was replying, so I waited.






Wyatt: You’re welcome?













Emily: Thank you, I needed to hear what you told me today.













Wyatt: Richard? Did you talk?













Emily: We will. Still. Thank you.













Wyatt: Lean into him, Em. He sounds like he’s good for you.











I sent him a kiss emoji, then shut my phone and put it back in my purse. A quick check in the mirror had me running my forefingers under my eyes. I didn’t understand why tears had welled up but didn’t want to return with any redness. I gave myself a wink and walked out of the ladies’ room with my head high, strode back into the sanctuary, and slid back against Richard, putting my purse on the opposite side. I pressed into him, and he put his arm around my shoulder and pulled me into his warmth.

The last group was a combination of all the choirs in the school. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to relax against Richard’s shoulders. It was rare that I allowed myself to sit and listen. My mind was always working on the next thing. Richard taking me to the nursery, someplace dark and taboo, was a simple and effective way to get my mind to turn off. I relaxed into his embrace and wondered when the last time was that I’d relaxed outside my house. It felt good to be in Richard’s arms.

We’d seen each other for a while, but it was always at my place, in my dungeon. It was wicked, fun, and sometimes frustrating. His learning curve was steep, and he caught on quickly. Unpacking my new rope had shown me that he knew what scratched my itches. It hadn’t been the first time I’d had that thought. When it ended with the casual offer of his collar, I was surprised at my emotional response. We’d gone to bed and made slow love. That wasn’t the first time either, but the unfettered sensual lovemaking was intimate, and it felt right to curl into him and fall asleep in his arms. This morning we went our separate ways, like other mornings when he’d stayed over. It had become more common for him to stay than leave.

The music stopped, and the audience all rose and applauded. Richard squeezed me, and I rose as he did, leaned back into his side, and blushed, I’d never been a fan of public displays of affection, but for some reason, I enjoyed leaning against him as I clapped along with the crowd. The choir took their bows, then their director dismissed them, and they started walking down the aisle to connect with their families.

“What’s next?” I asked, leaning against Richard and enjoying the feel of his hand at my waist, holding me close.

“We usually go get ice cream after these things,” Richard said, looking down and smiling at me. “I’m glad you came, and you’re welcome to join us for dessert.”

“Will we have time for more dessert later?” I winked.

“Definitely.”

“Daddy!” We were interrupted by Kylie rushing past me to hug her father tightly, “Did you hear my solo?”

“Of course I did,” Richard said, then pulled me back into his orbit. “Kylie, I want you to meet Emily.”

“Oh! Hi! Are you Dad’s girlfriend?” Kylie was beaming, her smile was familiar, and I couldn’t help but return the smile and nod.

“I’m happy to meet you,” I said while also wondering if I was Richard’s girlfriend.

Being Richard’s submissive implied a girlfriend-boyfriend relationship. I was getting into uncharted territory quickly.

“Awesome!” Kylie grabbed my hand, “Did you meet everyone else? Come on, let me introduce you. It’s okay, isn’t it, Dad?”

Richard shrugged and winked at me as Kylie pulled me down the aisle, “Peter is my brother. Peter, this is Dad’s girlfriend, Emily.”

“I met her earlier!” Peter said, holding out his hand, “Good to meet you. Dad’s talked about you some.”

I looked at Richard and raised a brow after I shook Peter’s hand. I’d always thought he’d kept me a secret since we didn’t discuss his family often. Then again, I never really talked about mine, either. I was tugged down the aisle and then confronted with Janice’s warm smile.

“Emily, this is my mom, Janice,” Kylie said like this introduction was done regularly. “Mom, this is Emily, Dad’s girlfriend.”

“Pleasure to meet you.” Her gaze was curious but friendly.

She didn’t seem jealous or treat me like a rival. I met her gaze and gave her a professional smile. I didn’t understand why I was nervous. I didn’t need to make a good impression on Richard’s ex-wife, but I wanted to.

“We will probably see much more of each other,” Janice said, “Richard has custody every other weekend, and Friday is his turn.”

“Oh, yeah.” My heart beat rapidly. “I look forward to that.”

That felt lame to say. I’d never connected that Richard’s absences were related to the custody of his children. He’d always phrased it more as he was spending time with his kids, and he’d see me Sunday night. I usually spent those weekends pursuing my hobbies. Anxiety spun within me at the thought of having Richard’s children in my house. Would they need their own rooms? I had the space, they would fit in? I blinked and refocused as Janice continued to talk.

“This is my husband, James,” Janice said, and he leaned over to shake hands.

“Call me Jim, Emily. It’s good to meet you. Did you enjoy the show?”

“I did, thank you.” I paused, then leaned into the discussion. “I hear the tradition is ice cream. Mind if I treat all of you?”

I turned and looked over my shoulder to find Richard standing behind me, his hand on his son’s shoulder. Everyone nodded and started gathering their things off the pew. Richard leaned towards his daughter and held out his keys to her.

“Kylie, take my car. I’ll ride with Emily.” Then he looked at Janice. “Normal place, right?”

“Of course,” Janice said with a smile. “It’ll be nice to get to know you better, Emily. See you there.

Richard handed my purse to me and then took my hand, squeezing it. He stayed still, and so did I, as his family left. I looked at him and wondered if he could sense my sudden unease.

“You did good, Em.” He smiled and then ushered me in the same direction, “This was sudden, but I’m glad you got to meet everyone. You’re an important part of my life too.”

I smiled over my shoulder. I felt the blush on my cheeks. I tried to hide my nervousness. My life had taken a more drastic turn than expected, but I wasn’t worried much about it. Richard’s natural calm helped, and I knew he’d help me navigate whatever came next. I lifted my free hand to my collar and gave the ring a light tug.















Can I even do this?
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Richard sat
 beside me on one side of the small booth. Janice sat opposite me, with Jim beside her. In between were dishes of ice cream sundaes and cups of hot cocoa. Apparently, this was a requirement for ice cream night. I looked over at Kylie and Peter, sitting in a separate booth and absorbed in their sibling conversation. I was nervous about having an adult conversation with Janice. Richard pressed his thigh against mine, and I pushed back to pull some comfort from the contact.

Like Richard, Janice was older than me. Her life had been seasoned by being a parent. We didn’t talk about what happened between her and Richard. The timing of her marriage to Jim seemed to imply she might have been unfaithful, but I schooled myself into waiting for the official story. They seemed to be a happy couple, and Richard and Jim appeared to be friends.

Janice asked how long we’d been seeing each other, and I led the conversation by saying that we’d been dating for a few months. Time had gone much quicker than I’d remembered, as Richard noted by coincidence that tonight was four months since we’d met at the munch. He called it a meeting, and I didn’t correct him—I doubted that Janice would know what a munch was. I smiled at him when I realized he’d kept the date in his memory. I was never one to remember dates and times. It meant he was paying attention, and that hit a place of comfort within me.

My father had always remembered dates. My mother passed away when I was twelve. I was crushed, but my father never remarried. He made my brothers and me remember her birthday, their anniversary, and even her death. We’d visit her grave, and while there were times I hated it, deep down, I knew my father had my best interest in mind. I knew I had two parents that loved me, even though I’d lost one. Looking over at Kylie and Peter, I could tell their parents loved them. They even had a bonus dad.

Could I be a bonus mom?

I’d never wanted to have children, and I knew that was partly because of the loss of my mother. The pain of that sudden loss had an impact on my life. I didn’t always understand the depth of the disconnection from my mother. I’d gone through therapy as a teenager to honor my father’s request, but it never seemed worth it. It never brought my mother back. Looking back as an adult, and after more therapy, I understood my fear of abandonment stemmed from my mother’s death.

My thoughts were scattered as we enjoyed the ice cream and light conversation. I felt so connected to Richard during the final songs of the concert. Now my thoughts were muddled. He was close, and his hand rested easily on my thigh. It was a weight and a heat that was a comfort, but it brought an odd feeling of entrapment. I was suddenly no longer free. I wasn’t trapped, I’d chosen this, but I wasn’t free. I liked being free.

How much did I know about Richard? The man whose collar I wore. My fingers pulled at the ring at my throat, drawing Janice’s attention. The weight of the leather was a comfort and a reminder that I’d pledged myself to Richard. I dropped my hand into my lap, then moved to rest my hand on top of Richard’s at my thigh. I squeezed, trying to draw more comfort, but the question kept pinging in my head. What did I know about the man who had barreled his way into my life and heart?

We’d kept each other’s lives at arm’s reach. Did he have a good relationship with his parents? Why did his marriage end? What did he want to do with the rest of his life? I knew he lived in a small apartment. I knew he wasn’t rich, not that I cared. I had more money than I knew what to do with. Did he see me as a money ticket?

I was cycling into crazy thoughts and theories. I excused myself to use the ladies’ room and pulled my phone out of my purse. I hit the call button on my phone to ring Wyatt as I entered the restroom.

“Em? What’s up?”

“Besides me going completely fucking nuts?”

“Em, take a breath. Just talk to me.”

“He has two kids, Wyatt. Two teenagers. He has joint custody. I’m sitting at an ice cream parlor enjoying dessert with his ex-wife. She wants to know what we plan to do with her children when they stay with us next weekend. I didn’t sign up for this bullshit.”

“You kinda did, Emily,” Wyatt said, then continued. “Listen to me. Things are changing for you fast. That’s scary, and I recognize that. You also took a leap accepting his collar. You know better than I what that means.”

“It means I trust him with everything,” I said quietly, staring at my reflection in the mirror. I tugged at the ring in my throat. “It means I trust him with my life.”

“He’s had you tied up while hitting you with things that can cause extreme bodily harm. Has he ever injured you recklessly? Has he hurt you beyond what you can take?”

“I can take a lot more than he can deliver.”

“But you’re worried he’ll hurt your heart. He’ll rip it from your chest and stomp on it?”

“No,” I scoffed. “I trust him with everything I have.”

“So? What’s got, you riled up?”

“I don’t trust myself,” I said in a barely audible whisper.

“Louder.”

“I don’t trust that I won’t break his heart. I don’t know how to be a mother.”

“His kids already have a mother, Em.”

“Then what…? I don’t know how to do this!”

“It’s not rocket science, Em. Be their friend.”

“You’re my only friend, and I don’t think I’m very good at being a friend.”

“I don’t think you give yourself enough credit, Emily. You have this inside you. You are beautiful, engaging, and slightly crazy, like all of us. You’re worth
 knowing.

I was silent, staring at my eyes in the reflection.

“Emily, you’re worth love
 . Richard’s, and anyone else you’ll let in. Take the leap.”

“What if I fail?”

“You’ve never failed at anything you see as important. Is Richard important?”

“Yes.”

“Then figure yourself out, Em. I have faith in you.”

Wyatt disconnected, and I dropped my phone back in my purse. I stared at myself again. Then I set my jaw and nodded to myself. It was time to grow the fuck up.

When I returned to the table, we cleaned up our dishes and prepared to leave. I was surprised that Janice leaned in to hug me. I stiffened reflexively, but her hug was genuine and warm, and I found myself putting my arms around her and squeezing lightly as she did the same more naturally.

“It was wonderful to meet you,” Janice said, then looked at Richard, “It would be nice to have a barbecue with everyone someday. Would that be okay?”

I surprised myself by smiling at Richard and nodding as he looked at me with a lifted eyebrow. The thought brought back memories of my father and how he’d host barbecues for my brother’s teams or my karate classes. I could do a barbecue with Richard’s kids and ex-wife.

“We’ll talk about it,” Richard said, “Maybe in a few weeks?”

“You can get my number from Richard,” Janice said with a smile. “We’ve been out too late. The kids have school tomorrow.”

According to my watch, it was just past 9 o’clock, and I knew I wouldn’t be tired until midnight. I wondered if Kylie and Peter went to bed early on weekends too. It was another example of how foreign this life of kids, school, and other commitments was to me.

“I’m going to take Kylie home, then I’ll be over,” Richard said.

I nodded and smiled. I was glad he said it so matter-of-factly. I wanted to be with him, alone. I needed to be near him. I was on edge and didn’t want to decompress on a phone call with Wyatt. I needed Richard.

“I’ll see you at home,” I said.

Part of me knew that Richard was my home now. My house would be empty without his presence.
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I was still
 anxious when I returned home. Richard and I had barely talked—the time was spent in conversation with his family. Being alone again with my thoughts on the drive home wasn’t helpful. I spiraled into my fears again and turned up some classical music to drown my thoughts.

I parked and walked into my house via the kitchen. I dumped my keys in the dish by the counter and laid down my purse. I’d left my laptop at work and realized I had nothing to distract me from my thoughts. I took my phone out and considered checking social media, but I just plugged it into the charger and left it on the counter.

I walked to my bedroom, stripped off my dress, and pulled off my bra. I realized my panties were still in Richard’s pocket as I stood in front of my mirror naked. I focused on my collar and the comfort it brought me throughout the day, and my fingers pulled on the ring. As I felt the leather pull against the back of my neck, I closed my eyes.

I knew how to calm myself, I realized, and sank to my knees. My first dominant taught me a series of poses to help me center my mind. He wasn’t romantic and was more interested in training his perfect submissive than establishing a relationship with me. I wasn’t ready for anything like that at the time. So I leaned into his bullshit of what a true submissive should be, which was a load of crap because his ideals had nothing to do with my desires, only his.

I relaxed into the pose he’d taught me easily. It was familiar to me from other experiences. It was a combination of meditation, martial arts, and yoga wrapped in a kinky ribbon of a stilted protocol. My knees were spread, and my ass rested on my ankles. My back was straight, and the backs of my hands rested on my thighs. I bowed my head and just concentrated on slowing my breathing. The more I relaxed, the more I was aware of the leather around my neck, and I focused on that like a talisman. With each slow breath, I felt the tension drain from my body.

I felt Richard’s presence, like a shadow in the doorway. I kept my head bowed, waiting for him to direct me. We’d never established any protocols in our short relationship. It wasn’t necessary for either of us. Now it felt like we’d missed a step, and I didn’t want to confuse him. I started to lift my head to explain, but I felt his hand on my head.

“Quiet, little one,” he said in a low voice. “I need to collect some things. Are you okay?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

My words were soft. Daddy was his title to me, as much as Sir or Master would be to a different type of submissive. The honorific meant something to me. I needed him to be soft and caring. I felt him walk away, and I trusted he’d be back. I knew he’d know what I needed from him tonight. I had little data to back up that intuition. I closed my eyes again, relaxed into my breathing, and waited for him.

His footsteps marked his return. I felt him drop something on the floor beside me, and then I felt soft satin slide over my closed eyes. He tightened the blindfold and knotted it behind my head.

“I’ll be your eyes tonight,” Richard said softly. His hand touched my chin and lifted my blindfolded eyes. “Stand up.”

I rose from my pose quickly, engaging my core, feeling my thighs tighten, and move at his command. I felt him pull my arms behind my back, and I relaxed them, letting him move my limbs. He crossed my arms behind my back and tied each wrist to the opposite elbow. I grinned as he bound my arms in the first tie I’d taught him. The simple box tie was easy for him now, and he finished quickly.

“You’ve gotten very good at this,” I said softly.

“I said quiet,” he growled, but I heard the smile in his tone. “Only warning, little one.”

I nodded and bit my lip then I felt him slip his finger between my collar and neck and give a gentle tug.

“Follow me,” he said, and I moved behind him.

He’d led me around before, and I knew the layout of my house well enough to recognize he was taking me back to my living room. His finger slid from my collar, and I felt him slip down, his chair squeaking, giving me the only cue I needed. I pressed back until my calves pressed against his shins, and his hands gripped my hips as I lowered. I sank into him, realizing that he was naked too when I felt the thickness of his erection as he pulled me deep into his lap.

“Cross your ankles, little one.”

His low, deep tone was hypnotic. As I pulled my legs up and crossed at the ankles, I realized how quiet my mind had become. His hands worked more rope, binding my ankles together in a snug double column. Once satisfied with this simple bondage, he wrapped his arms around me and pulled my shoulders against his chest. I felt his soft belly against my back. I loved that he had a dadbod and was comfortable to lean against. My hair settled against his shoulder then my head relaxed against him, followed by the rest of my body.

“What’s troubling you, little one?”

My eyes suddenly welled with tears under my blindfold. His deep tone held no malice, only comfort.

“This one is afraid she’ll let you down.” I bit my lip.

Why I was reverting to the third-person protocol I’d learned from that same asshole that taught me how to center myself was a mystery. Richard, to his credit, didn’t mention the odd way I answered.

“Do you think I would let you fail?”

His fingers curled under my collar, pulling my ear to his lip, and I shook my head.

“Let me help you, don’t hide from me. We’re in this together, Em.”

I nodded but didn’t know what to say. His arms wrapped around me, and his lips kissed behind my ears.

“Speak freely,” Richard growled. “Don’t give me that protocol crap. Why were you upset at the ice cream parlor?”

Of course, he knew I was in distress. I shook my head and bit my lip then the words came.

“I didn’t realize that you had shared custody of your kids. We hadn’t even discussed if we were living together. Janice was implying that we’d be taking care of your kids. I didn’t sign up for that.”

“We’re kind of a package deal, Em.”

“I know, and really, I’m not opposed to the idea. It just caught me by surprise. I …”

I got stuck in my mind and shook my head again before continuing. I wasn’t used to talking frankly about a relationship. We’d just talked about kinky things we both liked, and Richard wanted to learn. I bit my lip, unsure of how to continue.

Richard’s hands lifted my ribs, then gripped my bare tits, his fingers pressing firmly into the base of my small breasts. I gasped at the arousal that ramped up. My nipples were like rocks against his palms, and I became aware of his cock between my ass cheeks again. The possessive grip of my tits was within his right, emptying my troubled thoughts and inhaling as his fingers kneaded my flesh.

“You’re mine, Em, completely. We didn’t discuss details, I know. We will work together over how we fit our lives together. It will take work, but you’re worth the effort.”

I nodded, not having words to add, but agreeing. I accepted his collar and submitted to his dominance because this was who he was. I realized my feelings for him were more profound than any other dominant in my life. I smiled as he kept pulling at my nipples. I felt my pussy clench, and my arousal pooled in my core. It wasn’t from his touch. It was from our connection.

“Daddy,” I whined, “I’m yours. I’ll follow your lead… Fuck, your fingers feel good.”

It was his fault I was aroused, but I knew it wasn’t a distraction from the critical things we needed to discuss. This was us. We were always horny for each other. It wasn’t a replacement for adult conversation—it was an addition. My fears evaporated as his touch took my body in the direction he wanted. My fingers, bound at the small of my back, reached for his chest. I craved the connection. He pushed me forward slightly, one hand dropping to my pussy and working his fingers into my folds.

“Fuck, Em,” he growled as he lifted me slightly, his hard cock dropping between my spread thighs, “you make it hard to concentrate when your pussy is dripping on my thigh.

“Well, something is hard,” I giggled, then moaned as I felt him cup my pussy and guide his thick cock inside me, “Fuck, please fuck me….”

I lost all thread of our conversation as he sank back into his chair. He slid back ’til he was lying back in the recliner, his hands wrapped around my torso. He flexed his hip, and his cock cycled in and out as his hips moved. One hand lifted to grip one breast, kneading and pulling on my nipple, and the other rose and grabbed my neck, pulling me back against his shoulder.

“You’re fucking mine,” His growl was deep and possessive, making my cunt clench at his words. “I’m not letting you go. Not because you’re scared. Not for any fucking reason.”

“Yes, Daddy,” his words resonated in my lust-filled mind.

His cock stroking inside me, his thick head sliding over my g-spot, sent my arousal spiraling. Those feelings were familiar; I loved how he could possess my body and use me for pleasure. His words, his assurance, stirred something deeper inside me. Something unfamiliar but intimate. It wasn’t mere possession of my flesh. They connected with my mind and my heart.




Fuck… I loved him.







I knew it was true in an instant, and, at that same instant, I shattered around him. My cunt clenching around his thrusting cock. I screamed as I came so suddenly. Sometimes getting me to come took hard, painful sessions. Richard pulled two orgasms out of me tonight without breaking a sweat. I closed my eyes, lost in bliss, and then felt another wave crash as another spurt of his heat billowed into my core and burned inside me.

I relaxed back into Richard as his groans evaporated into gasps. His body shuddered under me, and I arched back against him. We quieted, and then he leaned and spoke against my ear.

“I love you, Emily.”

“I know, Daddy,” I admitted to myself what I’d known for a while. “I love you too.”

I writhed, caught up in the ropes that bound me, “Untie me, please.”

I didn’t recognize the panic in my voice. I loved being in rope, but I needed to touch him, see his eyes, and prove to him and myself it wasn’t mere words.

I felt him stand, holding my bound body in his strong arms. He carried me to my bed, both of us speechless, I tried to turn, and his hand smacked my ass.

“Hold still,” Richard growled with a tinge of a laugh. “I don’t want to drop you.”

Then I was on the bed on my back. His fingers undid his knots first at my ankles. Then his hands were under me and working the knots at my wrists. I was impatient to be free, and when I could pull from his ropes, I pushed my blindfold off my eyes.

Our eyes locked, and my arms wrapped around his back, pulling him against my chest. He kissed me, and I sank into the kiss. My ankles lifted and wrapped around his hips. I pulled from the kiss, and my eyes searched his.

“I love you, Richard. I trust you. I … You’re my home.”
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Epilogue







EMILY








FRIDAY MORNING


I woke up,
 my eyes blinking in the light of morning. I tried to rub my eyes, but my wrists were cuffed above my head. I pulled at my restraints, my eyes blinking, focusing on the dark figure at the foot of the bed. I whined as I tugged at my wrists.

“I was going to bring you back coffee,” Richard said. “You don’t have to wake up. You took the day off.”

“I want to come with you, Daddy,” I said.

I bit my lip. Calling Richard ‘Daddy’ had been a frequent occurrence this week. It was a hectic week. Richard had moved out of his shitty apartment and into my house. Our house.

Richard leaned and released my wrists, “You can come along, but I’m making the coffee. I like strong coffee, but yours is… extra.”

“I am
 extra!” I grinned, glad to be free of my cuffs. I slid off the bed to wrap my naked self around him.

I’d put in a few extra hours in the office this week. I’d wanted to clear my schedule so I could have all day off. I wanted everything to be perfect for when Kylie and Peter arrived. Richard kissed me softly, pressing his forehead against mine to speak.

“Get dressed, Em,” he said with a grin. “I’ll meet you in the kitchen.”

I nodded and pecked his cheek as I let him go to wander into our kitchen. I pulled on a long t-shirt and a pair of panties. I was mostly hoping that he might tear them off me later. I wasn’t in a hurry.

After Friday night at the concert and our joint confessions of love, we made love again in our bed and slept late on Saturday morning. Then we spent the day talking, negotiating, and arguing as new couples did. He didn’t want to invade my sanctuary, always cautious not to press me too hard regarding emotional things.

“I want you here,” I finally said, hands on hips as he leaned against the kitchen counter, “It’s dumb for you to pay rent.”

“So, no turning back,” he’d said, lifting his wicked brow, “We’ll have to communicate. You can’t kick me out of your house if you’re pissed at me.”

“It’s our house,” I countered. “I never do anything halfway. You know this. I’m scared, I admit it. But I can conquer fear, especially if I have you.

I thought about the rest of that day—our first day. As I walked into the kitchen, seeing Richard’s back as he prepared the coffee. I wasn’t going to tell him that I preferred his slightly less acrid brew to mine. It made him happy that I “put up with his lesser brew.” I smiled and curled onto the top of the bar stool, recalling the week.

He’d moved into my house quickly. He didn’t have much besides his clothes. I purged my closet until he could have his space. He moved his desk into my office, mirroring my sleek modern desk with his more masculine dark wood and leather. His late-model, standard SUV fit alongside my stylish, luxury sedan. It fit us; we were unconventional and unlike anyone else I knew. We loved that about us.

We negotiated roles. He enjoyed being dominant in play and allowed that I wanted him to run the house. His word would trump mine when it came to the four walls of our house and yards. That’s what I wanted more than he did. I wanted to go home and turn off my brain. He refused to be a dominant 24x7, full power exchange, which was fine. I had entertained fantasies over the years of a stern master taking over my life, but when we talked, I agreed with Richard that compromise fit us better. He needed to understand that I would defer to him if we disagreed. I needed that little bit of lifestyle submission.

We talked about his kids and how his custody agreement with Janice worked. He had the kids every other weekend. He took them over the summer and extended school breaks. They’d wanted full joint custody but discussed how that would disrupt Kylie and Peter’s schedule to have two homes. I asked if that would change now that he had a larger space.

“No, I don’t think it needs to change,” he’d said. “Kylie’s driving now, and Peter won’t be far behind. I expect they’ll drift in and out of here. I want them to feel like it’s home. Is that going to be a problem?”

I bit my lip and shook my head, “I should probably put an electronic lock on the dungeon?”

He’d laughed and agreed. We both still needed that playtime, but it wasn’t the focus of our lovemaking anymore. We’d fucked on about every flat surface of our home since he moved in.

I smiled, then got up and leaned against his back. I wrapped my arms around his waist and pressed my cheek to his warm t-shirt. I felt him lean back into me, one hand curling around to squeeze my bare asscheek under my t-shirt.

“I love you.” I’d confessed it countless times over the past few days. “You’ve made me so happy.”

He had, and it seemed he had done it without even trying, like making a knot where the ends curled and pulled until the ropes tightened and everything felt secure. We fit.

“Same, Em.” Richard turned and handed me a coffee cup.

I kissed him lightly, then held my cup up and inhaled.

“So, when do the kids get here?”
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Afterword










This ends a series that started with a seduction, a little bit of the pulling attraction and ends with a secure knot at the end. Richard and Emily were interesting characters to write about, their roles entwine as much as their hearts. I hope that you enjoyed their story as much as I enjoyed discovering their unique relationship.

- Hank
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