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FOREWORD: UNCOMFORTABLE TRUTHS

Graydancer


…I whimper as the future pain whispers to me, and he looks down at me with what would typically be called contempt, except I know it as love.

—“Foot and Mouth,” Rachel Kramer Bussel



There is truth in this book.

It’s not a truth that most of our culture is comfortable with, but it is truth nonetheless. Personally, I think it’s an important truth. I’ve dedicated a significant portion of my life to it.

In case you’re wondering: it’s not about the bondage.

There’s a lot of that here. There are bandannas, leather cuffs, plastic wrap, several varieties of rope, bungee cords, even a form of bondage and torture I’ve never even imagined. And that’s saying something.

The bondage is not the point. If this were just a book about taking away the ability to move, it could just be used as masturbatory fodder and set aside. Cultural critics could safely label it “porn” and consign it to the sargasso of unworthy literature.

It’s the other bonds in this book that make it more than porn.  The bonds of marriage. The ties of duty and the prison of horrific memories associated with military service. The burden of years wearing down relationships, the tight restriction of repressed desires. You find all of these in the book, and it is the mixture of them with the hot bondage that makes the keepers of the cultural status quo squirm.

There are many ways people deal with these unpleasant realities of Western culture, from psychotherapy to extreme sports to watching reality TV shows. Some of these work well for a lot of people. Some need something different. They deal with the oppressions of life by giving them substance. A scarf tied around a wrist, a corset constricting the breath, the illusion or the physical reality of what they already feel: I can’t escape. There’s nowhere to go.


That makes Americans, especially, uncomfortable. Never surrender! Empowered, not helpless! The victim is never admired. Our mythos is all about overcoming limitations. Some plucky heroine or clever hero finds a way through any problem and within the hour or two of the dramatic arc, things will all end up all right. We are ingrained with the responsibility to be that person, and if we’re not, we have failed.

This makes a situation where there are no choices left very seductive. It’s a fantasy of enforced trust, no options save surrender, where there is no longer any need to weigh the factors or question your motives or do anything except experience what is happening.

Bondage is just a container for experience. A lot of things can happen within the parentheses of it going on and coming off. A physical ordeal, proof that the bound can survive pain and depredation and pleasure. A luxurious womblike security of being cared for, valued, caressed and treasured while helpless. It can be a sacred ritual, sex magic, personal catharsis, a cathedral  of straining muscles and futile effort. Try as hard as you can to escape and either feel the triumph of success or the solace of futility and the sweet release from trying. It is the exhilaration of defeat. It is the joyous honor of surrender.

Within these stories you’ll find another aspect of the human psyche that people try to ignore, what Jung would have called the “shadow.” For everyone who is bound, there is someone doing the binding, someone who is being asked to forego the niceties of polite society and take away freedom. Within the parenthetical rituals of fastening and loosening, more is asked—to administer pain, to use words or deeds to humiliate, use, and hurt (but not harm) their willing subject. They have to go, as one author put it between these pages, “to that dark place.” If you can, as you read these stories, spare a thought for how traveling through these dark places where the shadows lie changes the guide as much as the guided.

When a knot tightens, a buckle latches, it is a connection of trust and consent at a base level. Before, you could. Now, you cannot. It is an essential change of state, an exchange of power more direct than office politics or passive-aggressive relationship games. That clarity is refreshing. There is no ambivalence to it. There is relationship, mutual vulnerability, intimacy, for a short time or for a lifetime.

That is the truth of these pages. People choose bondage—whether in real life or only in their erotica—because through it they find freedom. They find a place where their shadow can be nurtured, where they can rest or struggle, as their need demands. They find connection with each other and with the hidden parts of themselves.

Sure, it’s hot. The stories in this volume are fantasies, even those that are based on reality. They will make you hard, make you wet, make that part of your lizard-brain in the back of your  head stir restlessly and make growly noises. That’s more than just your gonads and fantasies, though.

That’s truth. Fight against it all you want, it’s no less true. Eventually, you’ll surrender to it, or be overcome by it.

That’s when the fun begins.






INTRODUCTION: LOVING BONDAGE ANYWHERE AND EVERYWHERE

One of the main things I look for when editing the Best Bondage Erotica series is variety. I want a mix of types of people being tied up, a range of implements used to bind, a diverse setting for these kinky scenarios. This year, I got all that and more—much more.

I was especially pleased to see that several authors threw open the bedroom door and took their kinky play outside. In “The Great Outdoors,” “Wheelbarrow Position” and “Tree Hugger,” you’ll find some very creative bondage that borders on exhibitionism, as well as full-on exhibitionism in “A Public Spectacle.” The excitement of being exposed, of baring your body to the elements and not being able to escape should someone walk by, is expounded on with kinky delight in these tales.

The variety doesn’t end there. There are newcomers, whether to bondage or specific types of bondage play, from shibari to a simple rope harness, plastic wrap to handcuffs to a chastity tube. There are sex toys, all manner of them, from a special  pink ribbon to a Hitachi Magic Wand, and they come into play in ways that will surprise and delight you, but what I’m most thrilled about with this collection is what the men and women feel once they are tied up, bound, restrained, at someone else’s mercy. Here’s a sampling:
“…this is a stranger for whom I want to be the very best toy ever.” (“The Moons of Mars”)

 



“She focused on her breathing. Taking slow, deep breaths, she stared back at him, daring him to do his worst.” (“The Longest Afternoon”)

 



“The blatant hunger on his face almost made up for the last year of neglect. But he was struggling against his bonds now, and that just wouldn’t do.” (“Lights Out”)

 



“Maybe it’s because I’m a sucker that I fall for it every time. Maybe I just want to. But when I see and hear him taking out the duct tape, I squirm in anticipation.” (“Foot and Mouth”)





These characters find themselves appreciating even the discomfort of bondage, trading their autonomy for something greater, something that sets them free—from convention, from daily life, from their usual roles. It’s that freedom to exult, strut, mouth off and give and take pleasure that I hope comes across the strongest in these pages. For while these stories take place in a variety of settings, using all sorts of implements and household items, what they have in common is desire, curiosity and a willingness to pursue them, even when you’re not sure where  the journey will take you. I hope dedicated bondage fans, newcomers and those of you who share that curiosity about the thrills of being tied to a tree or a chair or a bed, will keep this book handy and be inspired to dream up, and live out, your own fantasies.

 



Rachel Kramer Bussel 
New York City






AN INTRODUCTION TO SHIBARI

Elizabeth Coldwell

 



 



 



 



 



“I know I say this every year, but I’m going to enroll in a class.”

I didn’t need to look up from my computer screen to gauge Justine’s reaction. I knew she’d be rolling her eyes in a sarcastic whatever gesture. When the local further education college published its prospectus for the coming year, I always studied it intently, convinced this would be the year I did something to broaden my mind. But even though the college offered evening classes in everything from pottery to car maintenance to conversational Greek, nothing appealed. That was why I’d chosen to look farther afield.

“Honestly, Mike, I’ll believe it when I see it.” Justine rose from the sofa. “Cup of tea?”

“That would be great, thanks, and when you come back, let me show you exactly what I have in mind.”

The expression on Justine’s face when she placed my mug down on the table beside me was priceless. Whatever she’d been expecting, it wasn’t this web page, with its eye-catching  photograph of an Asian woman suspended in an intricate web of thick, white ropes.

“Shibari for Beginners.” Justine read the words out loud. “Mike, what is this exactly?”

“Japanese rope bondage. Isn’t it amazing? This is the website of a guy who calls himself Master Ty. He’s supposed to be the leading expert of the art in the country, and he’s taking bookings for a couple of workshops at the moment. D’you fancy it?”

She considered the photograph, taking in every detail of the model in her rope-work cocoon, no doubt wondering how it would feel to be helplessly bound in such a fashion. Willing as she was to step beyond the vanilla, I knew Justine had strongly defined limits, and for a moment I thought she wouldn’t go for it. Then she said, “Why not? You’re always saying we should try something new. Who knows, it could be fun.”

“Great. I’ll see what dates he has available.”

I didn’t click on the link to contact Master Ty straight away. There were more photos of the same model in his gallery, and I spent time looking at every one of them. In my mind, it was Justine whose limbs were bound in increasingly tortuous poses, Justine whose face held an expression somewhere between anguish and the purest ecstasy as she hung in willing suspension. Under the bed, I kept a well-thumbed stash of bondage magazines, acquired when I’d first realized quite how turned on I got by the thought of tying a girl up. I’d read and reread them so many times some of the pages had all but fallen out, but I couldn’t bring myself to throw them away. They’d formed my ideas of how a girl in bondage should look and behave, and I still felt myself growing hard whenever I read stories about hog-tying a rebellious brat into submission. But as I admired the intricacy of the shibari bindings, I found in them a mystery I longed to explore. In comparison, a simple hog-tie seemed  somehow old-fashioned and functional, effective as it might be.

I dreamed of tying Justine up in such a fashion. She’d look absolutely gorgeous with rope wound around the base of her breasts, constricting them slightly, so the skin of those pert mounds was suffused with a rosy flush. Another length of rope would, with expert guidance, be placed between the lips of her sex, putting a subtle, insistent pressure on her clit, keeping her on the verge of orgasm. But with her movements restricted, she wouldn’t be able to wriggle and create enough friction to make herself come. I’d long fantasized about tutoring Justine in delayed gratification, preventing her from coming until I decided she’d earned the privilege, and this seemed like an ideal way of learning some of the skills I’d need to play that game effectively.

At last, tearing my eyes away from the gorgeous images in the gallery, I went to make the booking.

“Slight problem,” I called out, causing Justine to come hurrying back to the PC. I swiveled in my chair to face her. “The beginners’ workshops he’s advertising are both completely sold out. But he does offer private tuition sessions. They cost a little more, but he’d come to us, and it means we’d have his undivided attention for a couple of hours. What do you think?”

Justine nodded. “Sounds fine to me. I must admit, I was a bit nervous about doing this in front of a bunch of strangers, but if it’s just me and you…”

“Okay, then I’ll see when he can fit us in.” Under the desk, my cock, already excited by the images I’d been viewing, stiffened further at the thought that soon I’d be learning how to put my lovely Justine in Japanese bondage. Once I’d emailed Master Ty, I’d see if I couldn’t persuade her to peel off her panties and reveal whether the thought of being tied up got her just as horny as it did me. Grinning with anticipation, I started to fill in the inquiry form.
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Master Ty had a slot available sooner than I’d expected. A cancellation meant he could fit us in the following Sunday. Such short notice meant neither Justine nor I had time to develop cold feet and think about backing out of the arrangement. Instead, we followed the instructions he sent us in advance of the session to the letter. We’d acquired some lengths of conditioned hemp rope—Master Ty had told us jute was more traditional, but I hadn’t been able to find any in such a short space of time, and he’d assured us hemp was a better than adequate substitute. In preparation for his arrival, we’d moved the coffee table and the easy chair out of the living room to give us plenty of floor space, made sure we had a jug of water and bowls of nuts and dried fruit to snack on, and dressed in a minimum of clothing. “Underwear or shorts are best, maybe a T-shirt,” Master Ty had advised us. “Nothing restrictive, and nothing you’ll be too warm in.” For Justine, that meant a pink vest with the thinnest of straps and a pair of lacy black boy shorts. I’d raised an eyebrow, surprised she hadn’t opted to cover up a little more, given that we were welcoming a stranger into our home, but she seemed quite happy with her choice. Meanwhile, I was in a faded navy T-shirt that I now wore only for sleeping in, and black jersey trunks. I really hoped I didn’t get an erection at any stage of the proceedings, though I was sure Master Ty had seen it all before in the course of running his shibari sessions, but at least the T-shirt was long enough to disguise the evidence if I did.

Just before ten, I heard a sharp knock on the front door. Master Ty, right on time. I had to admit he wasn’t quite what I’d been expecting. When we’d been corresponding, I’d pictured someone in his forties or fifties, with years of experience in the BDSM scene. Instead, he couldn’t have been much older than midtwenties—younger than Justine and me by nearly a  decade—with dark hair shaved down almost to the skull and a thick steel tunnel in his left ear, stretching the lobe wide. The black sleeveless vest he wore showed off the blackwork tattoo running the length of his right arm, and his legs were tanned where they emerged from baggy shorts. His handshake was as firm as my own, and he had an easy, relaxed air that made me warm to him. Moreover, a faintly dominant aura clung to him, and I sensed instinctively that Justine would find him attractive, though I wasn’t sure why it made a difference. All I knew, as I led him through to the lounge, was that he appeared to be someone we’d both be comfortable around.

“You must be Justine, right?” he said, enveloping her in a quick hug. “Nice to meet you.” He shrugged off the backpack he’d been carrying over one shoulder, setting it down on the floor. He’d promised to fetch rope, in case we hadn’t been able to find anything suitable in time. I wondered what other tools of his trade he might have brought with him.

Master Ty settled himself on the sofa, gesturing to us both to sit. “Before we start with the actual techniques, I wanted to talk you through what we’re going to be doing today; explain a little bit about the history of Japanese rope bondage, the psychological aspect of tying someone up—and doing the tying—and the safety aspect, which is the most important thing of all. ‘Always safe, always consensual,’ that’s my motto.”

“Can I get you a cup of tea?” Justine asked, realizing it would be a while before we got round to the practical part of the session.

“Thank you. Milk, two sugars, please.”

So we sat and drank tea while Master Ty talked us through what we could expect from our session with him, me on the sofa by his side, Justine sitting cross-legged on the floor at our feet. In that position, the slight dampness in the crotch of her shorts  was all too visible, and I’m sure she was completely aware of the view she was giving us both, the black lace stretched tight over her pussy lips. But she acted as though she didn’t know she was giving us a teasing little show.

“You see,” Master Ty said, draining the last of his tea as he wrapped up his speech, “most people think you need an extensive knowledge of knots. But in fact, there are only a few basic knots used in Japanese bondage, and once you’ve mastered those, you can produce some really complex ties, like the ones on my website. The only limit to what you can do is your imagination—and you both strike me as the imaginative type.” He grinned. “Now, shall we give it a go?”

Justine rose to her feet, eyes shining, clearly eager to begin. I uncurled myself from the easy chair more slowly, amused by her enthusiasm. This had all been my idea in the first place, but she was embracing the concept of bondage instruction even more wholeheartedly than I had.

“Right.” Master Ty reached for his backpack, bringing out rope, scissors, a length of thick bamboo and a towel. He placed the bamboo under the sofa cushion, so it stuck out about eighteen inches, and laid the remainder of his equipment on the floor. “We’re going to start with what’s known as a single-column tie, a very simple way of binding a limb.” He picked up a length of rope. “I’m going to demonstrate on the bamboo, then you can each have a go at copying the tie. Now, is either of you left-handed?” When we shook our heads in unison, he said, “Great, that makes my job a little easier. Okay, so what you need to do is hold the rope with two fingers like so, and feed it over your other two fingers.”

As he spoke, he demonstrated, winding the rope round the piece of bamboo a couple of times. “Now you loop the cord round, which forms half the knot, then twist the rope, feed the  free end through and tie it off. Think you can manage that?”

I took a moment to admire his work. The end result was strangely elegant; he’d already explained that the appeal of shibari was aesthetic as much as practical, and now that I saw the knot in the flesh, rather than in a photograph, I knew exactly what he meant. I couldn’t wait to have a go and snatched up a length of rope.

“That’s what I like to see, a bit of enthusiasm.” Master Ty squatted on his haunches, untying the knot he’d just demonstrated. “Okay, Mike, you think you could copy the tie on Justine’s arm?”

Justine held out her arm obediently. I brushed my fingers over her warm skin, feeling the electricity sizzle between us. She wanted this, and that gave me the confidence to feed the rope through my hand, just as Master Ty had done, winding it round Justine’s arm before completing the first part of the knot, then the second. The rope looked striking against her pale skin, and I couldn’t wait to see more of her body in bondage. I didn’t tie the knot too tightly, but I still got a nod of approval when Master Ty inspected my handiwork.

“Good, I think we might have a natural here.” I untied the knot then held out my own arm for Justine to attempt the tie. She tugged at the rope rather than feeding it smoothly at first, and fumbled with the knot, but even so, it looked just as professional as mine once she’d tied it off.

“Make that two naturals.” Master Ty reached for his own rope once more as Justine untied the knot, beaming with satisfaction. “Well, you both seem to have mastered that, so the next thing to learn is the two-column tie, which we would normally use to fasten two limbs together, or a limb to a length of bamboo like this one, or a piece of furniture. I like to demonstrate this tie with two arms. Mike, if you wouldn’t mind…”

Almost before I knew what was happening, he’d caught hold of my forearms and positioned them about three inches apart. Again, he fed the rope through his fingers, winding it around twice. “We’re looking for a longer tail this time,” he commented as he worked, “because we need to be able to twist the ropes together, feed the tail under, and bring it out on the other side. And when I cross the rope over, that forms the first half of the knot, because again this knot is formed of two parts. You’re following all of this okay?”

“Yep, got it.” Justine appeared to be itching to get her hands on her own rope and copy his actions. All I could do was nod, unable to stop myself from feeling I’d somehow been maneuvered into a position outside my control.

“To complete the tie, we roll the rope the way I showed you with the single-column tie, knot it once—though not too tight because we don’t want any circulation problems—and once again for safety. And there you go.”

By the time he’d finished, I knew I wouldn’t be able to move my arms until he decided to release me. Confident he’d do that immediately so I could take my turn at practicing the tie, as I’d done before, I was shocked to hear him say, “So, Justine, do you think you could manage the two-column tie on Mike’s legs?”

She didn’t hesitate. “Of course.”

This wasn’t at all what I’d had in mind when I’d booked the session. The last thing I’d expected was to find myself being gently guided to the floor and laid on my back, arms a rigid, immobilized column in front of me. Justine’s smile was broad as she wrapped the rope round my legs, just above my ankles, more confidently than she’d tied my arms. Partly because of the praise Master Ty lavished on her for perfecting the technique, but also, I suspected, because she was working to some agenda of her own. I’d been dreaming about seeing her bound and at my mercy; it  seemed she’d been thinking the same about me, if the enthusiasm with which she tied off the knot was any indication.

“Very good, Justine.” Master Ty clapped a hand on Justine’s almost-bare shoulder, and I felt a strange pang run through me. I wasn’t the jealous type, but the fact I couldn’t stand up to be with her, or move my hands to stroke her soft skin added a new significance to the gesture. I was beginning to understand what Master Ty meant about bondage heightening psychological reactions at the same time as it restricted physical ones.

“Okay, so now I get to practice the tie on Justine, right?” I said.

Justine shook her head. “No, Mike. Now you get to lie back and enjoy…”

With that, she bent low and pressed a kiss to my lips. I couldn’t help but respond, and as her mouth opened against mine, I slipped my tongue a little way inside, tasting her sweetness. By the time she broke the kiss, my cock had begun to stir, and when I looked down my body, its outline was unmistakable beneath the T-shirt I’d hoped would conceal everything.

“Mmm, looks like someone’s getting into this.” Justine grinned, pushing my T-shirt up till it was just under my armpits. She trailed a finger along the bare expanse of my chest and belly, down to the waistband of my trunks. I tried to wriggle away from her touch, not sure this was appropriate behavior in the circumstances, but the ropes held me firm. Glancing over to where Master Ty stood, I saw his sharp features softened by a smile, and knew he was enjoying the spectacle.

Justine’s finger moved lower, to where my cock strained against the cotton jersey underwear. I held my breath; all she had to do was slip that teasing digit into the fly, and I was lost, audience or no audience. To my initial relief, she stepped back, and I hoped she’d decided her fun was over and we could get  back to our tuition. Instead, with the words, “He’s all yours,” she ceded her place to Master Ty.

This had to be some kind of prank, and at any moment I expected Ty to spring back to his feet and untie me. But no. His hand brushed over the tense lump that was my cock, making it quiver. I tried not to moan, my whole body a mass of queasy, excited sensation.

He grabbed the waistband of my trunks, easing them down. I couldn’t do a damn thing to stop him. Not that I wanted to. Not long into our relationship, I’d confessed to Justine that I’d always wanted to know how it would feel to have another man play with my cock. But, like so many of the fantasies we’d shared that day, we seemed to have filed it away as something that would never happen. Until now.

Ty’s long, cool fingers circled my cock. He looked right into my eyes, clearly asking for my consent. ‘Always safe, always consensual.’ The mantra rang in my ears; I’d thought it only referred to the shibari itself, not what might come as an unexpected spin-off. I didn’t speak; simply nodded my assent. He held me a little tighter, a lover’s grip, hand slowly beginning to move up and down my shaft.

I heard Justine give a long, throaty coo of delight, and when I looked in her direction I saw her gaze was fixed firmly on Ty’s hand as it wanked me. As if unaware of what she did, she rolled one nipple between her thumb and forefinger through her thin pink top. Its twin was an all-too-visible bump beneath the fabric.

Ty increased the speed of his strokes, just a little. I wanted to splay my legs, giving him access to my balls and asshole, both of which I longed for him to caress, but bound as I was, I knew I had to let everything happen at his pace. So used to being on top, I fought the urge to issue instructions and surrendered to the pleasure he was giving me.

His thumb brushed over my helmet, smearing the juice that seeped from the tip over and around, lubricating his passage. That steady back and forth motion would have been enough on its own to have me coming, keyed up as I was by the unfamiliar sensations of being wanked by another man, but Ty was determined to take things to a new level.

“I’m going to make you come with my mouth,” he stated. “Justine tells me it’s what you’ve always wanted.”

My mouth had gone dry; I couldn’t shape the words to tell him how much I desired it. But my frantic nods and the shuffling of my butt against the polished floorboards must have given him all the clues he needed. Bending his head, he took just a little of my cock between his lips, giving me a moment to get used to the feeling of being submerged in that hot, wet mouth.

“Oh, fuck, he’s doing it. He’s really sucking you off.” Justine’s words distracted me, and I looked up to see she had her fingers buried in her panties, and was frigging herself as she watched. It was a perfectly rude accompaniment to what was being done to me, and the sight of her, abandoned to her own pleasure, made me fight to get more of my cock in Ty’s mouth.

When someone really knows how to give a blow job as well as Ty did, I was rapidly discovering, it doesn’t really matter if they’re male or female. All you care about is the feeling of those lips and that supple, questing tongue, slurping over every inch of your flesh, all the way down to the root and back. Just as I’d hoped, he reached in to tickle my balls, running his finger as far down the puckered seam between them as my restrained position allowed.

“That’s it,” Justine crooned, “make him come.” Then her voice cracked and her words dissolved into a series of incoherent gasps as she brought herself to her peak. The sight of her, wracked by an orgasm that caused her knees to buckle, coupled  with the wet suction of Ty’s mouth, had me crying out.

Ty took my muttered oath as a sign that I was about to come, pulling his mouth off my cock at the moment my come jetted out with enough force to land on the rope that tied my legs in place. Those wicked shibari knots looked even better, adorned with pearly droplets of semen. My head lolled back and I went limp in my bonds, wiped out by the force of my orgasm.

It was Ty who released me, who brought a glass of water to my lips and helped me sip from it. But it was Justine who explained just how our tuition session had taken this kinky twist.

“I couldn’t help myself,” she said, squatting beside me and holding my newly freed hand. “I’ve been thinking a lot recently about what it might be like to see you with another man. So I got in touch with Ty and asked him if he’d be willing to do something very special for both of us.”

“And don’t think I make a habit of this,” Ty said, peeling off his clothes to stand naked before both of us, giving us both the opportunity to admire the Prince Albert piercing that adorned his proudly erect cock. “Well, not in my workshops—and almost never with private clients, unless they’re as cute as you two.” He took my hand, aiding me to my feet. “But maybe we ought to get back to the session now, and let Mike tie you up, Justine.”

From his grin, I had the feeling tying up wasn’t all I was going to do to her. And hadn’t she always wanted to explore sex with two men at once? Guiding Justine into position so I could begin the process of binding her arms together, I knew our introduction to shibari at Ty’s hands would open up a whole new world of possibilities for us. We’d had the fantasies all along—all we’d needed was the right man to show us the ropes.






THIS IS ME HOLDING YOU

Annabeth Leong

 



 



 



 



 



Carin and Jun dropped their daughter off with his parents and drove home to spend the last few hours of her leave together. They kept silent in the car. Carin didn’t want to, but she felt herself pulling away from her husband, hiding her feelings deep inside herself, protecting them so they would be intact when she returned.

Jun pulled the car into the driveway of their small but well-groomed house, turned off the engine and stared straight ahead. He swallowed. “Don’t go yet,” he said. “I get three more hours with you.”

He turned and pulled her into a kiss made awkward by the steering wheel and Carin’s imminent departure. She backed up and studied him. He would look different when she saw him next, she knew from experience. Perhaps his cropped hair would have grown long, or there would be a new hollowness beneath his eyes from the pressures of caring for their daughter alone. Perhaps he would have bought a bunch of shirts she didn’t recognize, though probably in his preferred jewel tones. The house would certainly look different, arranged by then for his body and habits, and those of little Kendra, whose changes would be most alarming of all.

Carin imagined her daughter transformed yet again into a strange angel who did not quite recognize her and teared up. Jun traced her chin, bringing her attention back to his eyes, to this moment. “Let’s go inside,” he said.

She could not help lingering on the details of their home. The handmade quilt Jun’s mother had given them as a wedding present, its bright orange jarring against the subdued green of their couch. Shelves of books she might never read. Gauzy white curtains undulating in the breeze from the open window. One of Kendra’s alphabet blocks lodged partway behind the cherry-wood dresser in their bedroom.

Jun pulled Carin back against him, his arms crushing. “I don’t want to lose you. When you came home this time, you were like a stranger.”

Carin took a deep breath. She didn’t want to cry right now. She’d been fine on her deployment but started having nightmares when her leave began. For all that she’d missed Jun, she hadn’t been able to bear his touch the first couple of nights.

On the third night, Jun had taken out their rope bag. He barely touched her with his hands, letting the rope connect them instead. Jun hog-tied her facedown on the bed, her hands tied to each other behind her back and then attached to her bound ankles. Something had relaxed inside Carin as the rope flowed over her flesh, and the tears that had been bubbling in her chest rose to the surface in a loud sob.

“Do you need your safeword?” Jun had asked, hovering near her but still not touching.

Carin shook her head and wept. He’d sat beside her, letting  the rope embrace her in a way that he could not. When she’d finally been exhausted from crying, Jun eased onto the bed beside her and wrapped her in his familiar-smelling warmth, fresh and salty as the ocean. Carin had thought she would break, but the ropes held her together.

Only after that had she been able to touch him, kiss him, make love with him.

“Jun—” Carin started, but couldn’t finish. She turned and buried her face in his chest. She would be a soldier soon, but for now she wanted to be a baby, rocked and comforted and cared for.

“You’re safe when I’m holding you,” he said. “Always. Wherever you are.”

Jun guided them to the bed and cradled her there. Carin softened in his grasp. Her emotions receded and she became more aware of the hard muscle of his body, and the heat where his crotch contacted the small of her back.

“I need you, Jun,” she said.

He kissed the top of her head. He released her and got their rope bag out of the closet, dumping it out beside her on the bed. He plucked a strand off the top of the pile, thin as a friendship bracelet. He wrapped her ankle with the rope and tied it off. Its fibers tickled her skin, surprisingly soft.

He kissed her instep and rubbed the soles of her feet. Carin shivered, the touch more intense than she expected. The circling pressure of his thumb swirled up from her feet, reaching into her calves, her thighs, her lower belly. Jun smiled at her reaction and turned his kiss into a nibble. She jerked and he caught her, holding her still.

“I made this for you while you were gone this last time,” Jun said. “Sometimes, I missed you so much I had to clear my head. I’d take Kendra to my parents’ house and then go for long hikes.  I’d walk and wish I could have tied you up and never let you go. I started gathering milkweed and bringing it home.”

He slipped his index finger through the bracelet and tugged. “I cleaned it. I tenderized it. I twisted it into this rope.” He pulled hard enough to make the rope bite her skin. “You’re mine,” he said, his tone much fiercer than his still-stroking hands. He circled her ankle with his fingers, mirroring the sensation of the rope. “I’m binding you to me. Do you feel how I’m holding you?”
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