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The light in the bedroom was warm enough that it seemed to coat every surface in gold. The morning outside was quiet except for the faint whirr of leaves moving against the window glass. The wide double bed was a landscape of tangled sheets and the leftover heat of sleep. Katie lay in the middle of it, one arm stretched above her head, the other curled loose over her stomach.

Her blonde hair was an uncombed halo, catching threads of sunlight. The T-shirt she’d slept in had twisted during the night, riding up high enough to expose the smooth plane of her lower belly, the waistband of her sleep shorts a faint line against her skin.

From the doorway, Henry leaned his shoulder into the frame and watched. His black curls were still faintly damp from the shower, his chest bare, and his jeans hung low enough to show the deep V of muscle that arrowed down to his hips. His gaze wasn’t hurried — it roamed her body in a slow, assessing sweep, lingering on the rise and fall of her chest, the shape of her legs under the sheet.

Katie stirred, shifting onto her side. Her eyes opened just enough to see him, and a small smile curved her lips. It wasn’t the bright, casual smile she’d wear in daylight. This was the one she’d given him before — low-lidded, knowing, the kind that suggested she remembered exactly what they’d said they’d try today.

Henry crossed the room without speaking. The mattress dipped as his knee pressed into it, and then his body was beside hers. He didn’t touch her right away, just leaned over to take in the faint blush already warming her cheeks. His hand finally found the hem of her shirt, fingers curling under the soft cotton.

The first brush of his palm across her stomach made her suck in a slow breath. His touch was deliberate, warm from his own skin, sliding upward until his thumb grazed the under-curve of her breast. The cotton shifted with the movement, bunching in soft folds.

Katie’s eyes closed for a moment when his fingertips slid higher, grazing her nipple through the thin fabric. It tightened instantly, the bud pressing against his touch. He didn’t rush to expose her; instead, he circled slowly, feeling it grow firm beneath his fingers.

Then, with the same deliberate pace, he pushed the shirt higher. The fabric cleared her breasts, the cool air making them contract a little more, pale skin flushed faintly pink at the centre. He looked for a moment before lowering his head, pressing his mouth to hers.

The kiss was slow but anchored, his tongue brushing hers with the kind of pressure that made her want to press into him. His other hand cupped her jaw while the one at her stomach slid back down, flattening over her navel before dipping toward the waistband of her shorts.

He didn’t pull them down right away. His thumb pressed into the soft point where hip met thigh, stroking in small circles just inside the waistband, close enough to make her hips twitch toward him. Her breath came faster against his mouth.

Finally, he hooked his fingers in, tugging the waistband down over her hips. He dragged them along the length of her legs slowly enough that his knuckles skimmed the inside of her thighs. She lifted her feet so he could strip them off completely. The shorts fell to the floor in a small heap, leaving only the pale pink panties between her and complete nudity.

Henry sat back slightly, his gaze dropping to the soft mound between her legs. The thin cotton stretched gently over it, tracing the subtle cleft beneath. He reached forward, pressing two fingers lightly over the centre. Not enough pressure to grind, just enough for her to feel the presence of his hand.

Katie’s breath caught. He left his fingers there for a moment, then withdrew and stood. Her eyes followed him as he moved to the dresser and pulled something from the top drawer. When he turned, the length of black rope in his hands made her pulse skip.
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Henry rolled the rope slowly in his hands, the twist and flex of the fibres making a faint, dry sound. It wasn’t the first time she’d seen it — they’d ordered it together, her cheeks hot the entire time — but seeing it now, in his hands, with the morning sun painting stripes across the bed, made her heart thud harder.

He sat beside her again, the mattress dipping under his weight. His free hand found her wrist, fingers closing around it just enough for her to feel his grip. “You ready?”

Katie nodded, the movement small. Her voice might have sounded steady if she spoke, but she didn’t trust it right now.

Henry began with her left wrist. The rope slid over her skin with a texture that wasn’t rough but wasn’t soft either. Each pass over her wrist seemed to increase her awareness of that point of contact, the rope hugging her in a snug circle. He looped it three times before drawing it toward the headboard, anchoring it to the solid post. The knot was quick, neat, and when she tested it, the give was almost nothing.

Her arm stretched naturally above her head, elbow bent slightly, her shoulder rolling open. She could still feel the beat of her pulse against the fibres.

He moved to her right wrist, shifting over her body. She felt the heat of him through the air between them, the faint scrape of denim against her thigh as he leaned over. His hand closed around her other wrist, thumb brushing the inside where the skin was thin and sensitive.

The rope wrapped the second wrist in the same slow rhythm — loop, snug, loop, snug — each turn making her more aware of how her arms were being claimed by the restraint. When he tied the second knot to the opposite post, her arms were spread wide, chest open, breasts rising higher with every breath.

Henry didn’t immediately move to her legs. He took a moment to look at her, bound above but still free below, the pale pink panties a final cover. He placed a palm flat on her sternum, feeling the beat of her heart under it, then slid down toward her stomach and rested there.

Katie swallowed hard, her body already adjusting to the lack of freedom in her arms. She tried to shift her weight, but with her wrists held, even the smallest movement felt like a show of herself to him.

Finally, Henry reached for her ankle. He lifted her left leg slowly, the muscle in her thigh flexing under his touch. The rope circled her ankle twice before he guided it toward the lower bedpost and tied it off. The position didn’t strain — it simply kept her from closing her legs fully.

The right ankle followed. By the time the last knot was set, she was spread in a perfect X on the mattress, her back cushioned by the sheets, her hips open, her arms stretched above her head. The morning air moved over her skin more freely now, touching spots that had been warm and hidden a moment ago.

Henry ran his hand up her inner thigh, stopping just shy of the cotton between her legs. The position meant she could only arch into his touch, not reach for it. He smiled faintly, the kind of expression that made her stomach knot in anticipation.

From the nightstand, he picked up the ball gag. The red sphere gleamed faintly, the black straps dangling like loose ribbons. He brought it to her lips and waited. Katie opened her mouth, feeling the smooth silicone press against her tongue before it slid in fully. Her teeth closed gently around it, and the leather straps brushed her cheeks as he buckled them behind her head.

The gag changed everything instantly. She could still make sound, but the shape of it forced her jaw open, made every breath audible through her nose, every hum and moan muffled into a different, more helpless sound.

Henry leaned close to her ear. “There’s no rush,” he murmured. “I’m going to take my time with you.”

Her pulse spiked, the words settling deep. She couldn’t answer in anything but a soft, gag-muted whimper.

—-
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Henry’s fingers brushed the curve of her jaw, tracing down the column of her throat until they rested in the shallow dip at its base. From there, his palm flattened and slid over the top swell of her breast, the warm weight of his hand settling there without hurry.

Katie’s breath quickened, the rise and fall of her chest pressing her softly against his palm. He didn’t squeeze yet. Instead, his thumb began a slow, spiralling path toward her nipple, grazing just enough for her to feel the friction through the thin cotton. The gag muffled her low hum, turning it into a soft, throaty “mmmhhn” that seemed to make him pause in appreciation.

The sunlight caught on the fine hair of his forearm as he shifted his hand, fingers curling to cup her fully. The heel of his palm pressed lightly into the side of her breast, and then his thumb and forefinger found the stiffened peak beneath the fabric. He rolled it gently at first, watching her reaction. Her hips shifted, the pillow beneath her lower back adjusting with the movement, but the ropes kept her in place.

Henry leaned in, letting his lips graze the line of her collarbone before drifting downward. His breath was warm against her skin as he nuzzled into the space above her nipple. He opened his mouth just enough to let his tongue flick against the cotton there, the wet heat of it making the fabric cling tighter to her.

Katie’s head tipped back, the ball gag pulling at the corners of her mouth as she released another muffled sound.

With a slow, steady motion, he caught the fabric between his teeth and tugged it down, baring her nipple to the air. The small peak stood tight and flushed, and he lowered his mouth to close over it. The suction was gentle at first, tongue circling lazily, then firmer, drawing the bud fully into his mouth until her
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