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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Passion and play keep this couple tied up in knots.

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

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

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

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FOREWORD

          

        

      

    

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

    

  


  
    
      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

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            ONE

          

          
            IN KNOTS

          

        

      

    

    
      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

        

      

      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.

      “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.

      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.

      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.

      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.

      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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