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The bedroom was still except for the faint hum of the lamp on the nightstand. Robert had taken his time laying everything out: two neatly coiled lengths of rope, the smooth roll of black bondage tape, a posture collar whose leather caught the light, and the ring gag sitting beside it like an open invitation. The bed behind him was already turned down, sheets pulled taut, pillowcases smelling faintly of clean linen and the faint trace of her shampoo from the night before.

Sarah lingered just inside the doorway, bare feet silent against the carpet. He let his gaze travel from the curve of her calves up the soft line of her thighs to the bare skin between them, and higher still to where her chest rose with each slow breath. She was already flushed, maybe from the heat in the room, maybe from the knowledge of what awaited her, and her dark hair hung loose over her shoulders, strands brushing the slope of her collarbone.

He stepped toward her, and she didn’t move. His height meant he had to look down into her eyes, and he held that contact a moment longer than was comfortable. Then his hand lifted, cupping her jaw, thumb brushing the seam of her mouth before trailing down her throat.

“This first,” he said, reaching past her to pick up the collar.

Her breath caught as the leather wrapped snugly around her neck. The buckle closed with a quiet click, the fit precise.  Enough to keep her chin lifted, to limit the turn of her head so she’d feel it each time she tried to look away.

“Hands.”

She raised them without a word. His rope-work was methodical: smooth coils around her wrists, tightened and cinched so they pressed into her skin without pinching. He drew the line upward to the headboard, tying it high enough that her shoulders pulled back, chest arching subtly toward him.

The gag came next. He pressed his thumb into her lower lip until her mouth opened, sliding the rigid circle between her teeth. The leather straps drew tight behind her head, fixing it in place. Her lips strained around it, a muffled sound rising from her throat.

From Sarah’s perspective, the room had shrunk around her. The collar’s firm edge under her chin, the rope’s steady pull on her wrists, the open strain in her jaw — each layer was like another door closing behind her. She could feel her heartbeat in her throat, in the delicate skin between her thighs. Her mouth was stretched, breath pulled in through her nose, the cool air drying the inside of her cheeks.

He stepped back to take her in: arms bound above, neck braced, mouth open and useless for speech. Her legs remained free, but the bondage tape soon changed that. The sound of it tearing from the roll was sharp, and the smooth black band wrapped first around one ankle, then the other, before anchoring each to a corner of the bedframe. The stance it forced made the inside of her thighs ache in anticipation.

He undressed without hurry, clothing falling away until his cock hung thick and heavy between his legs, flushed and ready. She watched him through half-lidded eyes, the restriction on her head movement making her feel more displayed, more watched, than if she’d been completely free.

He stepped between her spread legs, hands sliding up until his thumbs pressed at her folds. She was already wet — she could feel it herself, the heat and slickness when his touch found her.

“Look at me.”

She met his eyes, and the first press of him inside made her exhale hard through her nose, a low hum vibrating past the gag. He pushed in slowly, stretching her around the thick head, deeper and deeper until his hips met hers.

Robert held there for a beat, savouring the tight heat around him, then began to move. His pace was deliberate, each thrust withdrawing almost to the tip before sliding back into her. The sounds of their bodies meeting filled the room, her restrained form rocking slightly with each stroke.

Her wrists flexed against the rope, her thighs trembling against the tape. The gag forced her moans into broken, breathy fragments.

He leaned close to her ear. “You’ll take all of it tonight.”

His thrusts grew harder, angle shifting until he found the spot that made her cry out louder. One hand stayed on her hip while the other slipped down to her clit, circling firmly. She jerked in the bonds, the sharp edge of pleasure rolling through her too quickly.

Just as her body tensed toward release, he pulled back entirely. She made a muffled, desperate sound, her hips twisting against the restraints, but he was already untying her wrists from the headboard.

“Turn.”

He guided her to face the bed, wrists still bound behind her back. Rope looped above her elbows now, drawing her arms closer until her shoulders rolled back, chest pushing out. The posture collar kept her gaze forward as he bent her over the mattress.

Her knees pressed into the edge, legs still taped apart, ass raised. When he slid back into her from behind, the depth was sharper, the impact harder. Each thrust shoved her into the mattress, the creak of the ropes at her elbows underscoring the slap of skin on skin.

From Robert’s view, the way she strained against the bindings was as much part of the sight as her curves themselves. Each thrust forced her forward just enough that the ropes creaked at her elbows, her bound hands curling uselessly at the small of her back. The posture collar kept her chin up even when her neck muscles trembled with effort, her voice spilling out in choked, gag-muted cries every time he bottomed out inside her.

He shifted his stance, planting his feet wider for more drive, and felt the change instantly.  The new angle rubbed his cock harder along her inner wall, pulling a deeper, rawer sound from her throat. He leaned over her back, the heat of her skin radiating into him, sweat starting to bead where their bodies met.

In Sarah’s mind, everything narrowed to sensation: the way the ropes pulled her arms back until her shoulders burned, the leather at her throat keeping her gaze fixed ahead, the impossible fullness inside her with every snap of his hips. She could feel her pulse between her legs, each beat making her tighter around him, and the weight of him behind her felt inescapable, like the rest of the world had collapsed to the space between her body and his.

His hand slid from her hip to the centre of her back, pressing down until her chest was flush with the mattress and her ass rose higher. The new angle made the thrusts brutal in their depth, and she screamed into the gag, the sound raw and almost angry in its intensity.

Robert kept her there until her legs shook, then pulled free abruptly. He untied the tape from her ankles, tossed it aside, and hauled her upright by the rope between her elbows. She swayed, the blood rushing in her legs, and he guided her to the centre of the bed.

“Kneel.”

She obeyed, her bound arms forcing her chest forward, her breathing heavy through flared nostrils. He removed the gag without haste, slipping it from her mouth and tossing it



















d2d_images/cover.jpg
Sarah's
Submission





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





