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Chapter 1

Ihave waited for this moment for so long, but now that I hear the sound of my parents’ car driving off outside the window of my new apartment, I am left with a sense of emptiness. The apartment is not big, just a tiny kitchen and living room with a small bedroom to one side and a cramped bathroom next to it. The few pieces of used furniture I have scraped together just make the empty, white walls seem even more overpowering. Part of me is tempted to just call Mom and ask them to turn around and pick me up.

This is your place, Farrah.

I smile and sit down on the plastic chair next to my parents’ old camping table.

It is not much, but it is my own. I can do whatever I want here. I no longer have to worry about my ever-present mom walking in on me while I hesitantly explore the body that I still have an oddly distant relationship with, even at the age of twenty-one.

I open the door to the bedroom and throw myself onto the creaking bed. I stare at the ceiling for a bit, suddenly overwhelmed by boredom. My hand absentmindedly begins to travel down, past the edge of my skirt.

Oh. That feels kind of nice. I smile to myself and allow my mind to wander to the dark places that it so often visits when I touch myself. A place filled with shadowy figures restraining my slender, naked body using unforgiving steel, a place where I am helpless. A place of creaking chains and cramped cages, of pain and torment.

And pleasure. So much pleasure.

I should be unpacking, I think to myself, but my swollen clit is aching for release and my fingers keep rubbing it without me consciously choosing to do so. My other hand slips under my top and begins to fondle a breast, and soon, my mind is in the place I know all too well.

My hands are bound behind my back with heavy steel shackles. I am kneeling on the cold floor, chained to the wall of an unfamiliar room. A man stands before me, a stern man in a dark suit who is circling me like a predator. He is handsome, and I can see the outline of his hard cock pressing against the fabric of his pants.

“Welcome, Farrah,” he says with a smile. “You’ll never leave here again.”

I open my eyes. I am close, yet something drives me to stop. I have fantasized about being chained for so long, yet I have pushed the thoughts away, covered them in shame. The lust is still flowing through my body, pushing any rational thoughts aside. I need to know more. I pick up my phone and type ‘bondage’ into the search bar. I have typed the word so many times, yet I have never actually started the search, afraid that my conservative, IT-cunning father could see my search history.

But he is not here.

My phone is flooded with arousing pictures, videos, and websites. I scroll through it all, mesmerized and enthralled. Until now, my fantasies have been fuelled by scenes from movies and series, scenes of damsels in distress, of women handcuffed and gagged, but nothing like this. The shame tries to peek its way through the haze of arousal, but I am unable to stop myself now.

I have been going for hours. It is dark outside. I click a video. The screen turns into an image of a woman, naked, chained to a wall while she is being whipped.

A jolt runs through my body. The video ends, and I can see more links, more videos, all with similar themes. I close the window. The image of the woman persists, the helpless look in her eyes, the welts on her skin. The image drives my hands to touch me again, and I soon find myself moaning and writhing, the phone still in my hands.

The fantasy shifts. This time, the man is brandishing a whip, using the sharp leather to draw lines across my body.

I climax with the thought of his whip stinging the sensitive skin of my breasts, and I keep stroking, prolonging the orgasm, imagining the man fucking me. But soon, the shame returns. Stronger than ever.

I sit up in my bed. Did I really just watch porn, and did I climax after seeing a woman being ...

The rush of adrenaline from the orgasm and the crushing shame mix in a complex cocktail in my mind. I throw my phone aside and pull my knees up to my chest as I stare at it. I feel like I have just tried drugs for the first time, and the shame has tied my stomach into a knot. I hear my parents’ voices in my head, berating me for my behavior, and they still pester me as I fall asleep.

The next morning, I instinctively reach for my phone as I always do. The lock screen displays a few messages from friends, and two from my mom asking if I ate a proper meal last night, but the moment I open it, I am met with the last image of the video I watched last night. The image of a chained woman, tears in her eyes, with welts all over her body, but also a smile on her pretty face. A knowing, satisfied smile.

No time for porn, I think to myself and check the clock on my nightstand. I still have a few hours before I need to head to work. I need knowledge.

I begin looking for BDSM communities online, which does not take long. The forums are a lot more welcoming than I thought they would be, and I let my gaze wander down the countless posts. The first thread that catches my eye is one about ‘self-bondage’, and it contains a plethora of images and stories, all describing how others have bound themselves.

There is a lot more than I expected. Pictures of men and women, both clothed and nude, all restrained. They seem happy. I begin to read their stories, and as I do, the knot in my stomach from last night loosens and the shame slowly fades.

I can tie myself up. The thought lingers, festers in my mind like a parasite while I shower. As I get out and stare at the slim girl with wavy brown hair and a light olive complexion greeting me from the mirror, I cannot help but imagine her handcuffed. Helpless. I have never been with a man or a woman and only ever been on one catastrophic date that my mother of all people set up, and the thought of meeting others to engage in bondage or BDSM terrifies me. But what if I do not need anyone else?

On my way home from work later that day, I head toward the subway as I always do, but for some reason, my feet have a mind of their own and lead me down an alley near the subway, an alley I have never visited before. I know there are sex shops in this area, my friend Fiona told me. She is a far more outgoing and free-spirited woman, and she has always managed to make me blush with her tales of raunchy parties and one-night stands.

What the hell are you doing, Farrah? The voice in my mind sounds suspiciously like my mother’s. My heart pounds in my chest as I enter the store with the conveniently blacked-out windows and the revealing name ‘Miss Lust’.

“Good afternoon,” says a young woman with long blonde hair and a warm smile. Her voice is so calm, so normal, and she looks at me without any judgment. She does not even bat an eyelid at the sight of me in my conservative blouse and skirt. “Welcome to Miss Lust. Can I help you find anything?”

“I ...” I feel lost for words. It is as if I am waking up from a blackout, wondering where I am. “Just browsing.”

“Take your time,” she says, giving me a knowing wink before returning to staring at her phone.

“Th… thanks,” I say and hurry further into the store. I have not been around anything like this in my life. I have only seen the one porno last night, and I have noticed a few toys scattered around the rooms of my friends, but that is it. The store is well-lit and surprisingly clean, and the items are displayed on neat shelves. Vibrators, dildos, nipple clamps, blindfolds, handcuffs, and all manner of devices that I cannot even begin to fathom the use of, greet me from all sides.

The handcuffs catch my eye. My hands shake as I take the cold, shiny, unforgiving steel between my fingers. They are just like the ones I saw in the videos last night, and they make my knees go weak. I have fantasized about being handcuffed for so long, and holding a pair feels surreal.

No, Farrah. Put them back.

“Found something you like?”

I almost drop the handcuffs and turn towards the blonde girl. How did I not hear her coming? “I ... I don’t know ...” I sigh and stare at the cuffs in my hands. “I’m sorry, I just ...”

“First time in a shop like this?” The girl smiles at me and cocks her head to the side. “Don’t worry, it’s a safe space.” She places her hand on my arm, and it helps calm the heart that is threatening to leap out of my chest. “Have you ever been restrained before?”

I shake my head. “No. Never.”

“Want to try them on? It can be a bit scary at first, but I’ll be happy to help you.”

I cannot resist. I hand the cuffs to the girl, and she carefully places the first cuff around my wrist. Her touch is gentle and her demeanor is caring and professional.

“How does that feel?”

I stare at the cuff. The weight of the cold metal and the thought of what it represents sends shivers through my body.

“Good,” I reply, unable to keep a smile from my lips.

“It looks good on you,” the girl says. “Do you want to try the other one?”

I nod, and she places the second cuff on my other wrist. I try pulling my wrists apart, and the moment the short chain stops me, something clicks inside my body. Inside my mind. Yes. This is it. It is one of those life-changing moments, a pivotal point that alters the direction of the rest of your life. I am unable to take my eyes away from the shiny steel until I suddenly become very aware that I am getting turned on in front of a stranger.

“Ehm ... I’ll take them,” I say and reach out my hands so the girl can unlock the handcuffs.

“Anything else?” The girl quickly removes the cuffs. She has done this before. “A gag? Ankle cuffs? A vibrator?” She laughs when she notices my discomfort. “Just the handcuffs.”

I rush home. I am very aware of the handcuffs in my purse, and I cannot help but feel like everyone in the subway is staring at me as if they know what I have bought. I know it is all in my mind, no one ever looks twice at a girl like me.

“Calm down, Farrah,” I tell myself and breathe deeply. Just a few hours, and then you will be back in your apartment. You will be alone.

The thought makes me feel both thrilled and afraid.

As soon as the door to my apartment closes, I find the discreet package in my purse and open it. The handcuffs are heavier than they seem at a glance, and I let my fingers run across the cold surface. I want to snap them onto my wrists, but for some reason, I pause. I stare at my clothes, at their drab palette of browns and grays. I remember all the pictures from the forums of restrained women in sexy underwear and realize that my clothes do not match the occasion. I have never paid much attention to what I wear, but now I am suddenly painfully aware of how plain they are. How modest.

I take off my clothes without hesitation, without ceremony, until I am left naked in my apartment. With a smile, I put the handcuffs on, shivering as I feel the cold, sharp steel against my skin. I can enjoy it more now that I am alone, and I feel a rush unlike anything I have ever experienced before.

I try to pull the cuffs apart, just like in the store, and as I do, the rush gets even stronger. I want to keep them on forever, I want them off. I want to be seen, and I want to be alone. So many conflicting emotions, yet all of them make my heart beat faster, and all of them send pulses of pure arousal through my body.

”Fuck,” I whisper to myself with a smile as I walk over to the window. ”I’m actually handcuffed.” I stare out the window, and there are still plenty of people walking the streets of the city below. The thought of them seeing me, of seeing me chained, sends shivers down my spine. It is not like they can see me from their angle, but that does not prevent me from imagining them staring at me.

I unlock the handcuffs, which takes a few tries as I get used to how the key works. I try placing the handcuffs on my wrists again, this time with my hands behind my back. This is the way to do it, I think to myself. This is what it is supposed to be. Restrictive. Difficult. I smile as I look at my cuffed wrists in the mirror, and I cannot resist trying to pull my arms apart again. I want to feel helpless. My smile grows wider as the cold steel bites into my skin. I walk around the apartment for a bit, swimming in the ecstasy of my bondage, but with my hands behind my back, I am unable to touch myself.

And I really want to touch myself.

I try to unlock the handcuffs, but to my horror I realize that I have placed the keyholes inward, making it far more difficult. The key keeps slipping, and my panic builds with every failed attempt. I am naked, handcuffed, and unable to escape. I drop the keys and awkwardly have to get onto the floor to find them, writhing around like a kidnapping victim trying to escape. It should turn me on, but the panic and fear mute my arousal at this moment.

I can call Fiona, I think to myself, only to remember that she is out of the country for a few days. My parents are not an option, and I am not keen on the idea of my first interaction with the neighbor across the hall being in the nude, begging to be released from a pair of handcuffs.

Then I finally succeed. The cuffs swing open, and I stay on the floor as I try to catch my breath. I am sweating. I am shaking. The feeling of helplessness is still fresh in my memory, and it is incredible, now that I am free. The handcuffs are still locked to my right wrist, and they stay there while I rub my clit to a massive orgasm, my mind filled with fantasies of being restrained.

I think I’ll enjoy living alone.


Chapter 2

I sit down after a refreshing shower, still high from my experience earlier. The handcuffs are lying on the table next to my laptop, tempting me, but I need to get some work done. I work at the local library and need to put together promotional material for a few events, but my mind keeps slipping, and before I know it, I am back on the forums that I browsed last night. I had to create a profile, but it is barebones and reveals nothing about me. I stare at it for a bit and end up putting the handcuffs back on, taking a picture of them on my slender wrists with my webcam to use as a profile picture.

That’s not too bad, no way anyone can see that it’s me. I proceed to type in some of my information, even though I have no idea why. I have no interest in meeting others.

Status: Single

Age: 21

Location: Not telling

Fetishes: ...

I pause and look at the overwhelming list of options. Just seeing some of these causes a pleasant warmth to spread in my loins, and I realize that so much of it appeals to me. Gags. Cages. Isolation. Imprisonment. Heavy bondage. Collars. I keep clicking the options until I notice that the person profiled on the screen in front of me is nothing like the Farrah I thought I knew. I fiddle with my nose ring for a bit before I push the dark thoughts aside; it is not like I can live out any of it anyway, no use dwelling on it. Instead, I use the profile’s journal feature to write about my experience buying and using the handcuffs. I have always loved writing, and it feels almost therapeutic to put my thoughts onto the screen. I write for almost an hour until I remember the reason I opened my laptop and force myself to close the tab.

The handcuffs end up in a drawer next to my bed, and due to family obligations and a busy work schedule, I forget about my journal post until nearly a week later, when I notice the handcuffs again. I am about to go to bed, and I take them up and stare at them for a bit. Without thinking, I put them on and pick up my phone. One message from Mom, asking about dinner on Sunday, and a message from my boss at the library. In my spam mail is a notification from the forum. Someone has left a message on my profile, and when I click it, I realize that my post has been commented on a lot. I scroll through the comments, getting a few glimpses of the many positive and encouraging comments. A few have even given me links for online retailers that sell bondage gear so I do not need to go into a store again.

Wow ...

I had no idea that there was such a wide world of restraints out there. There are so many different types of handcuffs, but also heavier restraints and collars. The memories of watching medieval-themed movies with helpless women in heavy shackles often appear in my mind when I masturbate, and I want to know how those restraints feel. The rational part of my mind keeps telling me that I cannot afford it, that the money I saved before moving out is meant to be used for new furniture, but it cannot prevent me from ordering several items.

The following days are excruciating. I stare at the package tracking several times a day, and I struggle to focus on anything else. I try to use the handcuffs to quell my impatience, but they just make it worse.

“You wouldn’t happen to be Farrah, would you?”

I am listening to a podcast in my headphones and barely register the postman talking to me as I enter my apartment building.

“Excuse me?” I remove my headphones.

“Are you Farrah?” The man smiles. He is in his early 60s and looks very tired.

I nod and notice the large brown package in his hands. My fingers begin to tingle.

“This package is for you. I’m so lucky I ran into you, the thought of dragging this up four flights of stairs ... it’s really heavy.”

I bet it is.

The moment I enter my apartment, I tear the package open with my keys. My hands tremble as I lay my new toys out on the table in front of me: A full set of medieval-style shackles for wrist and ankles with a matching collar, as well as a large, red ballgag. The gag is made of plastic and the metal of the cuffs is not as thick as I would like, but it will do. I smile and let the wide steel shackles swing around in my hands, imagining how they will look on me.

But I need an outfit. I have no intention of doing this naked. I walk to the bedroom and open my closet. I have no lingerie, nothing remotely sexy, but then I notice a dress that might do. It is a black, short dress that I wore on a rare night out with Fiona. It is quite revealing, and I blush as I remember the looks I received from the men in the bar we visited. After that night, I hid it in the back of my closet and never dared use it again, despite Fiona’s encouragement.

I lift the dress in front of me and look in the mirror. It is short, tight, and has a deep neckline. I have not worn heels since my school prom, but I think it might be the right occasion.

No time like the present, I think and undress. I take a long, warm shower where I pay extra attention to shaving, then I put on the dress and the heels. I even add some makeup - I usually use the bare minimum, but not this time. My heart beats hard in my chest as I put on my outfit. I barely recognize the woman staring back at me from the mirror. Her eyes are dark and seductive, her red lips seem to be inviting me, and the black dress and heels make her body look like that of a model. I have never felt more sexy in my life.

But I am not finished.

I walk over to the shackles and place them on my wrists. They feel heavier than they look. The weight is incredible, as is the way the chains rattle when I move. The increased surface area means that they do not bite into my skin the same way the handcuffs do. They look amazing, stylish even. I add the ankle restraints as well and lock the collar in place around my neck. It is a tight fit, just like I ordered.

The ballgag is the finishing touch. The strap seems a bit flimsy, but the large, red gag looks fantastic. I cannot talk, I can barely even make a sound. It feels like I am truly a slave now, a slave only to myself.

I walk to the mirror and stare. The smile is gone. My red lips are dominated by the red ball, and the shackles on my wrists and ankles are restricting my movements. I try walking back toward the living room, and the chains clink and rattle with every step. It is a sound that sends chills through my body.

This. This is what I want. I want more. I want to be chained like this as much as possible.

I keep coming back to stare at myself in the mirror. There is no shame, only arousal and a weird sense of pride that I have pushed myself to this point. An unflattering strand of drool hangs from the gag, but I do not mind it, and my shackled hands soon lift the short dress and gently begin rubbing my clit while I look at the shackled woman in the mirror. I am unable to make more than a few muffled sounds through the gag, and the sounds of the clanking chains fill the bathroom. I do not need to fill my head with fantasies of dark strangers. I just need to look at my restrained body. The sound of my pleasure, of my helplessness, of my depravity, makes my head spin and the orgasm takes me like an avalanche. I keep rubbing, intensifying the sensations. My legs are shaking, and I am not sure I can stand for much longer.

I sit on the toilet for a bit to take the load off my poor legs, which are neither used to being shackled or wearing heels. I wait for the shame to wash over me. But it does not come. The shackles feel a bit tighter, a bit more uncomfortable now that I am not caught in the torrent of lust, but I only remove the ballgag because it is starting to make my jaw hurt.

Best. Purchase. Ever.

I do not want this to go to waste. I retrieve my phone from my purse and take several pictures of myself in front of the mirror. I lie down on my bed and look at them for a while before sending them to my mail and deleting them from my phone - I have a very nosy family, after all. Driven by my newfound confidence, I upload a few of the best pictures to my forum profile, making sure to crop out my head.

I spend the rest of the evening in shackles, unwilling to take them off. I feel sexy and empowered, but I am getting tired. I stand in front of my bed for a while, staring at my restraints.

Can I ... sleep in these?

It would not be the most comfortable sleep, I realize, but the thought of sleeping in bondage sends a flood of excitement through my body. I lie down and find a position on my side that is not too uncomfortable, but it takes ages to fall asleep. Every time I move, I am restricted, and the sound of chains keeps waking me, but I still manage to keep the restraints on until morning.

I wake up disoriented and exhausted. The excitement from the night before has worn off, and my body is aching from the awkward sleeping positions. The shackles have left red marks on my wrists, and I sigh in relief as I unlock them and put them on the nightstand, along with the collar.

When I leave the shower, I notice the marks on my neck from the collar. The deep, red grooves make me happy that I do not have to work today, and I make a mental note to not wear a collar to bed again.

Then the doorbell rings.

“Who is ... shit,” I mutter to myself. “Yasmin.” My sister. I forgot our plans to have breakfast. I quickly throw a towel around my body and hurry to the door. Yasmin is standing in the hallway, her black hair is perfectly braided and her makeup is on point.

“Good morning,” I say and hug her. I try to keep the hug in a way that she does not see my neck, but my sister has never been the attentive type to begin with.

“Good morning. You don’t have to be so shy,” she says and tries to pull the towel away from my body.

“I ... ehm ... just got out of the shower,” I say, trying to keep my cool. Yasmin and I are twins, but we are as different as two sisters can be. Yasmin has always been the outgoing one, the one who is not afraid to talk to people, and the one who is not afraid of showing herself off. She has a long line of boyfriends and I am sure she has had her fair share of wild adventures. I, on the other hand, am the quiet, boring, bookish sister, the one who is happy just being alone, the one who is still a virgin.

The one who has a secret bondage fetish.

“I can see that,” she says and throws me a smile, not showing any sign that she has seen the marks on my neck or wrists. “So this is the new place? It’s … humble.”

She scoffs at my living room and heads toward the bedroom.

The bedroom.

Where the shackles and collar are lying out in the open.

I manage to get in front of her and throw a towel over the restraints. “I’m almost ready,” I say. “Just give me a minute.” I breathe a sigh of relief when Yasmin shrugs and throws herself on the couch.

She rolls her eyes at me when I come out of the bedroom ten minutes later. “That’s what you’re wearing? A turtleneck? You’re taking this librarian thing a bit too far.” She gets up and nods at my wrists. “The bangles are a bold choice though.”

“Thanks,” I reply, barely resisting the temptation to touch my wrists. The bangles cover the red marks from the shackles almost perfectly.

I cannot stop fiddling with the heavy silver bangles on my wrists during breakfast. I keep imagining them as shackles, and when I finally get home, I lock my new restraints on immediately. I check my profile and see dozens of compliments, praising my body and the restraints. There are even a few creepy offers from older men in my inbox, but I ignore them. The interactions encourage me, and in the following weeks, I upload more and more pictures. I still do not show my face, but I begin wearing fewer and fewer clothes until I finally dare take a picture of myself naked and restrained.

I have never felt this comfortable in my body before. I spend more and more of my savings on restraints, and I even begin expanding my wardrobe for the first time in years.

But it is when a stranger writes me with a proposition that everything changes. He dares me to do bondage in public, offering me money for pictures documenting it.

Wait a second … I can make money off this kink?

I have fantasized about doing bondage in public before, and the prospect of actually getting paid for it only increases my excitement. It is a very intriguing proposition, and I cannot help but imagine the scenario. I spend days building the courage to do it when an opportunity finally presents itself.

I have just finished a work-related event on the other side of the city. No one knows who I am here, and it is evening. The whole day, I have been very aware of the jangly restraints in my backpack, and I must admit that it has added a certain spice to the proceedings. Earlier in the day, I got off the subway three blocks away and hid the keys I need in a dark alley, behind a garbage bin.

I walk into a public bathroom near the venue I have been at all day and retrieve my restraints from my backpack. I have not brought everything, just the collar and my shackles. I read the terms of my public self-bondage in the last message from the guy I still have no idea who is. The restraints have to be visible. Why am I doing this?

A few weeks ago I would have never considered this, but the pure adrenaline coursing through my veins as I close the collar around my slender neck and put the shackles on is intoxicating. The restraints close with an Allen key, but it is possible to add small padlocks as well, which I do. The keys to the padlocks are now three blocks away. I take a picture of myself in the mirror of the public bathroom to document my predicament.

And then I step out into the chill of the night.

I walk for a bit, avoiding eye contact with the people walking by. Most do not notice the chunky steel around my wrists or neck, and the few that do say nothing. They just stare. My heart races as I am forced to walk past a few shops on a well-lit street. I pause when I notice my reflection and make sure to take a picture for documentation. I am wearing a prep-inspired outfit with a short tartan skirt, a white button-down shirt, and white Keds sneakers. I would never have worn something like this a few weeks ago, but it looks good on me.

And so does the accessories. The dark steel collar covers my entire neck, and the shackles look brutal on my slender body. I hurry along when a few people stop and stare, but even though part of me is terrified, I cannot stop smiling.

I stop when I come to a park. It is dark and unlit, but I am drawn to it, and I know that it is the fastest route to the alley where I hid the keys. For a moment I imagine a man jumping me there, taking advantage of my vulnerability, and I can feel myself getting wet at the thought. I increase my pace, desperate to get home so I can relieve the lust building within me.

I finally reach the alley and find the keys. I remove the shackles but pause when I am about to unlock the collar. The steel around my neck is a constant presence, one I do not wish to remove. Something about feeling the slight choking with every breath is so magical that I decide to keep the collar on. I walk to the subway with my collar hidden by a scarf and my shackles in my backpack.

That night, I upload a few of the pictures to my forum profile, documenting the public self-bondage. I receive payment for the experience shortly after. It is not much, but it feels good, and he encourages me to start a paysite with pictures and videos of my experiences with self-bondage, promising to be my first subscriber.

I lean back in my chair and consider the suggestion while I fiddle with the collar still placed around my neck. A site like that might supply me with a little extra income for more restraints, I think to myself and smirk as my fingers squeeze their way past the edge of my short skirt.


Chapter 3

Before living by myself, I lived in a protected, boring bubble. I never sought out adventure, sexual or otherwise, and my friend Fiona delivered the only glimpses I ever saw of the world most of my classmates and coworkers inhabited. A world of parties and mating rituals, of exploration.

“You’ve lived alone for months now, sweetie,” Fiona says and takes a huge bite of her burger. She barely chews it before she continues. “Apart from your slight makeover, what has happened? Nothing! You’re free, girl! Let’s go tear that hymen and invite the men, or women, in!”

I chuckle and adjust the bangles on my wrist. I have decided to wear a goth-inspired outfit today, a black, tight crop top, leather pants, and chunky military boots. I bought the outfit for a video on my paysite - a site that is now bringing in more money than my day job.

“I just like taking things slow,” I lie and smile.

Fiona sips from her soda and shakes her head. “Screw that. I’ll don the meanest strap-on in the world and rip your pussy apart to help you get started.” She meets the insulted gaze of the middle-aged couple at the table next to us. They seem surprised to hear salty language like that from an innocent-looking, short girl with bangs, dark-rimmed glasses, and a Hello Kitty T-shirt. They do not know Fiona.

I let my mind wander for a bit and imagine Fiona fucking me while I am shackled and gagged. I am happy that my dark make-up hides my flushed cheeks. I try to calm my beating heart, but my mind keeps imagining Fiona dominating me, using me. She would do it if I asked, of that I have no doubt. She would support me if I told her that I film myself in various outfits and brutal metal bondage for strangers to see. She would cheer if she knew that I have come so far in my exploration of my kink that I am wearing a buttplug while we speak.

But I want to keep this to myself. I want this to be my adventure, my world. At least for now.

“I’ll keep your offer in mind,” I say and shift in my seat to feel the buttplug inside me. “And I will let you know if I need help, but I am doing fine.”

Fiona cocks her head to the side and looks at me over the edge of her glasses. “You’re hiding something.”

I’ve bought a ton of hardcore steel restraints and wear them from the moment I get home until I go to bed.

“What are you talking about?”

“I know you, Farrah. Are you seeing someone and not telling me?”

Strangers online watch me masturbate while I’m chained.

“I’m really not.”

Fiona sighs and throws up her hands. “You know what I think? You’re a prude and a coward. You’ll live and die a virgin if you don’t pull yourself together.”

I smile at her. “You’re fucking enough men for the both of us.”

“Well, someone has to pick up the slack. It’s hard work, but I do it for you.”

I like being a virgin. Even with all the boundaries I have pushed past in the last few months, I retain my virginity, even if the term seems a little odd now that I have begun experimenting with anal toys.

Besides … the fact that I am a virgin just adds to the traffic on my site.

I return home and throw my purse on the kitchen table. I laid out a set of restraints before I left, and the shiny steel soon snaps shut around my wrists, ankles, and neck. My body tingles with desire as I close my eyes and embrace the feeling of steel against my skin. I take a selfie and upload it to my profile on my paysite, along with the rest of the pictures from my latest session in public.

I take a deep breath. Today is a big day. I have worked up the courage for weeks now, but I think it is time. I am going to show my face to my subscribers.

If anyone I know calls me out, it means they subscribed. It’ll be just as embarrassing for them, I think to myself to quell some of the nerves. I check myself in the mirror. The restraints are fairly new, a modern-looking, sleek set of stainless steel restraints. It is far from the heaviest collar I own now, but it looks good against my olive skin, and the shiny steel fits my dark outfit well.

I go to the corner of my apartment that I have set up for videos. A tripod for my phone and some cheap lighting I bought online is more than enough to get a site going these days, and my heart pounds in my chest as I press record and kneel in front of the camera.

“Hi, kinksters!” I say with a smile and wave at the phone. The light is sharp, but I know it makes me look good. “So … this is me! Just a young virgin who wants to explore self-bondage - and more.”

I pick up the large, black dildo I bought recently. I cannot help but wonder how it would feel inside my pussy, but I push the thought away.

“Someone suggested showing some deepthroat training … so here we go.” I chuckle. “You know, I’ve never actually seen a cock in person. I hope you’re not all this big.” The statement is true, but I often exaggerate the innocent angle. They love it.

I turn my head a bit to show the dildo to the camera, and then I move it closer to my lips. It barely fits. I keep pushing and pushing, but the fake cock keeps hitting the back of my throat. Tears form in the corner of my eyes, and my saliva drips down the shaft. I can feel the muscles in my throat work to prevent the intrusion, and I cannot stop myself from gagging. The steel collar feels tighter, and the sound of my chains fills the room.

Fuck. I cannot take this.

I am seconds away from giving up when I finally feel the resistance disappear, and the toy slips down my throat. It is an overwhelming sensation. I struggle to breathe, and I can barely swallow. The gagging sounds from earlier have been replaced with grunts and whimpers, but I love every second of it. I begin moving the fake cock in and out of my mouth, trying to suppress my gag reflex. I fail, but the thought of doing this with a real cock, of a man using me like this, of being gagged, restrained, and forced to endure all of it, is too hot.

The sensations become overwhelming, and I leave the large dildo in my mouth while my shackled hands unzip the leather pants. I have to touch myself.

The video is a massive hit. I upload a new video every week now, and I often receive custom requests that I always try to deliver, but this video is the one that has the largest impact. I receive a massive influx of new subscribers and a lot of requests for custom videos. The scenarios they line up get more and more extreme, and I have to reject a lot of requests that involve my vagina, but the rest tempt me. I am having such a great time exploring my limits, and the income helps as well.

I want to go further. I want to push - and punish - myself.

I want to do a livestream. With long-term bondage. And pain. I get wet just thinking about it, and ideas begin forming in my dark, twisted mind.


Chapter 4

Iam insane for doing this. I stare at the elaborate setup that I have spent weeks planning. I have gone over everything a dozen times in my head and thought through every worst-case scenario, but I know that self-bondage is inherently risky.

“You’ve got this, Farrah,” I whisper to myself and take a deep breath. “Fiona is coming over in three days, she’ll find you if something goes wrong. It’ll be fine.”

It has taken much preparation, including an awkward visit to a hardware store to get a strong anchor point for the ceiling, loads of steel chain, and countless padlocks. I have half a dozen ice-locks in the freezer for timed ties, the fridge has ready-made meals for three days, and there are enough shackles, cuffs, and gags lying on the floor to restrain a dozen people.

My entire body vibrates with both anxiety and lust when I open the livestream and greet my followers.

More than a hundred watching already? Holy shit! Knowing that this many people are watching me makes me a little self-conscious, but there is no turning back now.

“Hello, everyone!” I say with a slight tremble in my voice and blow a kiss at the camera. “I’m … going to be bound on camera for three days without pause! And you get to decide how …”

I pick up my heaviest steel collar. It is wide and thick, already filled with scratches and dings from my adventures. I have never worn it for more than a few hours at a time until now. It is connected to a long chain that is attached to a nearby radiator. The chain is just long enough for me to reach the toilet and the fridge, but nothing else. No couch, no bed. I just have a thin mat and a blanket.

You can still back out, I think as I slowly close the collar around my neck, locking it with a padlock. Too late.

“I’m putting the keys to the collar and chain in this timed container I once bought to cut down on my phone use. See? Timer set to 72 hours.” I try to come off nonchalant, but my fingers are shaking and I can already feel myself getting turned on. The collar weighs heavily on my neck, reminding me of what I have just done.

“Now, what else to use on your slave? You guys have three options.”

I have put together three different bundles of restraints and gags, each labeled with a number. One contains a pair of handcuffs, ankle cuffs, and a ballgag, the second contains a pair of heavy leg irons, an even heavier pair of steel shackles connected by a steel bar, and a large penis gag, and the third contains a pair of hinged handcuffs and a ring gag.

The chat is going crazy. People are donating, and the numbers change by the second. I keep staring at the screen with a smile. A few people encourage me to get naked, but my outfit is not random. I’m wearing a pink crop top and white leggings, and my hair is tied into pigtails. The ‘little girl’ look is always a hit.

I have set up the computer so it faces the camera. I am only allowed to use it to interact with the chat, and my phone is out of reach. I have thought of everything, or so I hope.

The donations slow down after a few minutes, and I can see that number 2 is the winner. “Oh no!” I put on an exaggerated expression of fear that suits my immature outfit. “You want me to use the harshest restraints?” I look straight at the camera as I lock the chunky leg irons onto my slender ankles. The large penis gag is a new purchase. I slowly insert it, gagging when it is fully in. The drool begins to flow soon after, and knowing that I cannot take it off once the shackles are off both scares me and turns me on.

I put the shackles on next. They are so heavy that I can barely lift my arm, and the steel bar connecting them makes them insanely restrictive. I struggle to even lock them, but I succeed.

”Mmmmh...” I say to the camera and write a message in the chat.

For how long?

I find the second container with a timer, an extra purchase for this occasion. I put the keys to my restraints inside, waiting for the answer.

Three hours!

I set the timer on the container, just like I did with the collar, and place it a few feet away. The thought of being gagged and shackled like this for so long is terrifying, and my heart beats hard in my chest. But I cannot deny that I am madly aroused. My pussy is soaking wet, and I want to touch my clit so badly, but I am not able to - the rigid nature of the shackles prevents it. Instead, I lie down on my side, facing the camera. I cannot stop smiling, even as the harsh steel of my restraints dig into my wrists and my collar feels tighter than ever. The gag is a constant struggle as it presses down on the back of my tongue but I embrace it. This is what I want. I occasionally turn to look at the encouraging comments complimenting me, but some of them are a bit more ... disturbing. I have a filter on to make sure I only see the polite ones, but a few still creep through.

They want me. They want to do things to my body, some of which turn me on while others scare me.

I turn away from the screen and face the camera again. Nothing else to do but lie here, I guess.

I usually have access to my phone or TV when I restrain myself, but I want to feel like a prisoner, and I have succeeded. The hours creep by at a snail’s pace, but I never stop being turned on by the experience. As the clock winds down, I begin presenting the chat with options for the next part of the show. They get to decide my outfit and a more restrictive position.

Come on, hogtie ... I do love a hogtie. I have to wipe the drool from the gag off my keyboard as I watch the poll numbers rise. Camps are forming in the chat. Some of the members who have been with me since the start want more subdued bondage, more elegance, while the others keep asking me to ram large dildos into every orifice while I beg them for more. The first camp wins, and as the timer runs out and I can unlock my restraints, I remove the juvenile outfit and put on an elegant, red silk dress. I wore it for a wedding once, but I never thought I would use it for something like this.

“Someone asked how the collar is feeling,” I say to the camera as I pull the dress up over my lacy underwear. “It’s really heavy. My neck is already sore, and the sandwich I just ate could barely squeeze its way past.” I smile at my fans. “I love it.”

I rig a chain up to the anchor point in the ceiling and lock a pair of heavy handcuffs to it with an ice lock from the freezer. A pair of ankle cuffs are locked on, and a small, more manageable ballgag is the last touch before I lock myself into the cuffs. The ice lock will release me in 30 minutes, but I have been cocky and placed the cuffs quite high. My arms are straight, and I have to stand on my toes to get just a little relief. While standing like this, the chain connected to my collar also gets heavier, causing even more stress on my neck. It is brutal and restrictive, and I have never felt this helpless.

And I have never been this wet.

The handcuffs are wide and heavy, and I have to shift my weight constantly. Even though I have put some soft music on in the background, the clanking of chains and the grunts and moans from the gag are still loud, and as time passes, I begin wondering if any of my neighbors can hear it.

It feels like my arms are going to fall off. I am only halfway, and my arms are buzzing and hurting. I am choking hard, but I can tell that the viewers love my groans and whimpers.

When the ice lock finally releases, I let out a muffled scream as the blood flows back into my arms. I allow myself a few moments to rest and sit down on the floor, panting and wheezing into the gag. I am exhausted, and part of me wonders if I have taken on too big a challenge. A few viewers encourage me to slow down for a bit, while others want to make things worse. Far worse.

I remove the gag and smile. “I’m going to keep these restraints on till morning,” I say and pull the dress off. “I’ll be ready for more tomorrow.”

I know that people are watching me sleep. That someone, somewhere, is jerking off to the image of my half-naked, shackled body. The thought of it gives me a surge of arousal, and I decide to give myself a little relief and the late-night viewers a show. I look into the camera while I gently rub myself to a delightful orgasm.

That was day one.

The next morning, I wake up with a very stiff neck and shoulders. I have not gotten much sleep, and the collar is chafing against my skin. I stare at the key in the see-through container, so close - yet out of reach. I cannot deny that I find it immensely hot to wake up chained like this, and I am surprised to see how many are online to greet me. I hobble my way to the bathroom, enjoying a few minutes out of the camera’s reach to brush my teeth and wash my body with a cloth, made difficult by the taut chain to my collar and the heavy handcuffs.

I know I will probably have to give in to some of the more extreme demands from viewers today if I do not want to alienate them, and I am torn on how I feel about it. But the idea of doing something wild, something a bit more hardcore than usual, thrills me. My mind wanders as I stare at myself in the mirror. I have dark rings under my eyes and my hair is a mess. My lips are dry and cracked. I cannot help but smile, but I still spend a little time brushing my hair and applying light makeup. I return to the main room and greet the viewers with a smile as I take in the morning requests. I read them out loud to the camera, and my cheeks grow hot. There are requests for everything from extreme humiliation to complex suspensions that I cannot do, and they are very eager to explore my pussy. I cannot go that far, and I tell them so, but I cannot help but get a little flattered that they keep pushing for it.

Humiliation? Why not? I ask them what kind, setting the limit that I am not inserting anything anywhere right now, but otherwise, I dare myself to do whatever gets the top three spots.

I have to admit that it is incredibly arousing to have so many people control me like this. I try to stay neutral as I read their suggestions, try to tell them that it is a bit much, but my body betrays me, and they can see that. My nipples are rock hard, visible through my bra, and there is a wet spot on my panties.

I have a bit of food while I wait for the poll to close, and I answer a few questions and chat with the viewers. Their suggestions turn out to be more manageable than I had thought.

“Alright, if that’s what you guys want,” I say and put my food aside, knowing that it might find its way back up my throat again shortly. I remove my underwear and bend over in front of the camera, showing off my ass and pussy to the onlookers. I rub my clit for a bit while I degrade myself verbally: ”You want to fuck this dirty slut, don’t you? You want to hear me moan and beg?” The dirty talk is a hit. I have never done anything like it, but it seems to have the desired effect. Those extra drama classes are finally paying off, Farrah. “I’m just a worthless who,” I whimper. “Waiting for you to ram your filthy cock into my asshole.” I’m getting good at this.

Next, I insert a large buttplug. I make sure to do it slowly, moaning loudly as I do so, but I do not need to fake the pleasure that follows. To my surprise, it is not only the restraints and the plug that are turning me on - it is also the humiliation, the knowledge that others are telling me what to do.

I turn toward the camera and take a deep breath. I have never been much for pain, but the crowd has spoken. I take a dozen clothes-pins from the bathroom and begin applying them on and around my nipples.

“Fuck, that hurts,” I whimper as tears well up in my eyes. I then begin slapping my breasts harder and harder as instructed. “I deserve this. I am a bad slut and I deserve to be punished.” I repeat the words as a mantra while the pins fly through the room when they are struck. It hurts like hell, but I love the marks that they leave behind. The chat tells me to keep hitting myself until the tears flow down my cheek. “Please ... no more.” Part of me is acting, part of me is truly begging.

When they finally allow me to stop, I am a sobbing, but horny, mess. I grab hold of the tripod with the camera and move it to the bathroom door in preparation for the final part, the one I dread the most.

I kneel in front of the toilet and look up at the camera. ”I’m a dirty toilet slut.” With those words, I begin licking the inside of the toilet bowl. I keep a clean apartment, but just the thought of what I am doing is enough to make me gag, and I wince as the edge of my heavy collar scrapes against the porcelain.

The day continues in the same vein. I am made to deepthroat my dildo as I did on camera before, I have to tie my boobs with chains, and the grand finale comes when I lock my collar to the ceiling chain at a height where the choking is excessive. I stand on my toes to remain conscious while I use my cuffed hands to rub myself. I am wearing a leather skirt and leather bra, a new outfit, and every touch of my fingers is like an explosion. The choking is magical, and my loud moans fill the room.

I am so close.

“Can ... can I ... come?” My voice does not sound like my own. I can barely speak as the collar presses on my throat. I feel so dirty, so used, so helpless, and it only makes it all better. I stare at the chat, waiting for the consensus, and the moment they allow me, I explode in a violent, brutal orgasm. For a moment, I only have one toe on the ground, and I have to bite my tongue to keep from screaming so loud that I will alert the neighbors. It feels amazing, invigorating, and I keep rubbing my clit as long as I can stand it, unwilling to let it end.

But it does end. My body is still shaking, and the knowledge that the ice lock keeping my collar to the ceiling chain likely still has a lot of time left makes me cold to the bone. I can barely stand, yet the collar is still choking me. I try to grab hold of the chain with my cuffed hands, try to take some pressure off, but it does not work. My feet are shackled close together, unable to aid me, and I begin to panic a bit. I forget about the viewers for a moment as I begin whimpering and crying.

“God, it hurts,” I squawk as I claw at the collar. “I ... I can’t ...” I do find a better footing, but it is still wildly uncomfortable, and when the lock finally opens, I collapse to the floor, coughing. A rush of adrenaline and arousal washes over me; I want to tear the collar off, but knowing that I am only halfway in my predicament makes me smile.

I hope they will go easy on me after that ordeal, but even the ones who originally wanted me to slow things down are fired up by seeing me choke. I beg my fans for a good night’s rest, but it only makes it worse.

“Fine,” I say and sulk as I prepare for the night. “8 hours like this.” I push the silicone ball into my mouth and fasten the straps around my head before getting onto my stomach. I use leg cuffs and heavy handcuffs to lock myself in a strict hogtie, and before long, I am moaning and drooling on the floor, unable to get comfortable. The buttplug is firmly in place, making it all worse.

I can’t sleep like this! What the hell am I doing? I can’t be restrained like this for 8 hours!

I feel utterly helpless. The gag forces my mouth open, making the collar tighter, and the cuffs dig into my wrists. All I can do is lie on my stomach or side. I eventually doze off, but I barely get any sleep, and many of my fans are treated to what is essentially a mental breakdown halfway through the night. For nearly an hour, I am crying and screaming into my gag, begging someone who is not there for it all to stop, tearing at my restraints, but it is no use, and I finally fall asleep from exhaustion.

I wake up the next day in a puddle of my own saliva. My neck and shoulders are in pain, my wrists and ankles are red and bruised, and my breasts hurt to the touch, still reeling from the punishment the day before. I retrieve the keys and remove the restraints and gag, but I am forced to endure the collar. I sit there for a bit, hugging myself. A few members ask for a status update.

“I …” I wipe a tear away and take a deep, trembling breath. “My neck is raw. I have a lot of pain in my arms, breasts, and in my jaw.” I look into the camera as I take stock of my emotions. “I feel like a prisoner, someone without any say in what happens to me. I feel used, abused even.” I smile. “I must admit it turns me on a great deal. I didn’t know I wanted this feeling so much. I hated the hogtie while it happened, but I already want to be tied again.” I grab a pair of normal handcuffs nearby and lock them onto my wrists. “Let’s get started with day 3.”

I cannot stop thinking about how much I enjoyed the humiliation and pain. I am supposed to be the shy librarian type, the quiet, innocent girl, yet here I am, letting strangers on the internet abuse me. I would be lying if I said that I love every second, but I love how it makes me feel.

I get a little rest in the morning, but as the day goes on, the requests get meaner. I am made to line a bra with sharp push pins, and I cry out when they make me put it on. It only gets worse when I squeeze into the tight, black latex bodysuit I have been aching to try, but I must admit it looks good on me, despite the tears. I spend hours in the corner with my hands cuffed behind the back while the pins pierce my poor breasts, but the worst is to come.

“If that is your command,” I mumble while I read the latest poll. I have taken off the latex outfit and am sitting naked, pulling pins out of my skin. I am no longer coy or playful in front of the camera. I feel truly submissive, feel that I have no control. I remove the buttplug and grimace as I put it into my mouth to lick it clean. I am close to throwing up, but I remain stoic.

I lie down on the mat, spreading my legs for the camera. I take a deep breath as my shackled hands rub the large, lubed dildo against my anus, preparing myself for its insertion.

“God … it hurts.” The dildo slowly sinks into my ass, filling me. It is uncomfortable at first, but as I begin moving the toy in and out, the discomfort turns to pleasure. I have not dared do this before, and the sensation of the toy filling me is like nothing else. I begin rubbing my clit, moaning loudly and losing myself in the moment. For the first time in a while, the viewers are quiet in the chat, mesmerized by my actions.

I have to stop when I get close to orgasm. They want me to edge a few times, and the teasing drives me mad with lust. I want to give in, to let it wash over me, but not yet. My clit is throbbing, my body aches for it, and I am desperate for release.

“Please,” I whisper. “Please …” The chat tells me I can come, and it feels like a floodgate opens within me. The orgasm lasts for what seems like an eternity and leaves me in a quivering, drooling mess, unable to move. Spasms shake my body for a while, and a satisfied grin is etched into my face.

Until I see how they want me to pay for the orgasm.

It is the last restrictive tie of the day. The last hurdle before I can sleep. I stare at the simple setup, but it scares me. I know there is a risk that it will cause damage to my wrists, but there is no rational voice left in my mind to deter me.

I stand on the small stool and steady myself before locking my ankles close together with a pair of hinged handcuffs. I use the ice lock in my hand to lock the wide steel shackles around my wrists onto the ceiling chain, as high as it can go.

Then I kick the stool away.

“FUCK!” I flail around as I hang there, suspended from my wrists, unable to touch the floor. My ankles are cuffed, and my feet are useless, only causing me more pain. “It hurts ... God, please, it really hurts.” It is a new kind of pain. It is excruciating, and I cannot help but cry. I am scared. The shackles are digging into my wrists, and I fear they will cut into my skin, even if they have a larger surface area than a pair of handcuffs.

But there is no way to stop it. I know the ice lock will probably release sooner than usual due to my full weight hanging from it, but it is little comfort to me now. I scream, cry, and beg. It is only a few minutes, but it feels like hours.

There is a small click.

The moment I feel the lock give, I fall to the floor in a heap, sobbing and shaking. I cannot stop. My shoulders and wrists are in agony, and I lie there for a while, unable to move. The viewers are worried. At first. Some still want to push me further, but the majority seem satisfied.

I remove the shackles from my wrists. There is no cut, no blood. There are red, angry marks, and it hurts like hell, but nothing is wrong. I hold my hands in front of my face and stare at them, wondering what I have just done, but I cannot deny the arousal surging between my legs. I did something dangerous, extreme, and I loved every second of it.

I get to sleep with my hands cuffed behind my back, which is almost relaxing at this point. The next morning, I say goodbye to all my followers when the timed container finally beeps and allows me to remove the brutal collar. I am happy to have completed the ordeal, and I make sure to thank my followers. I tell them I need some rest, but that I will be back. They are already suggesting scenarios for future streams.

I can barely sit down the next few days, and I have to wear a turtleneck to hide the dark marks on my neck, but I have never felt so free in my life. The contrast between my mundane life and the insane days in bondage makes everything seem more vivid, but it has also created a deep longing within me, one I have no idea how to satisfy.

Until I get a private message from one of my followers.

A message that will change my life forever.

Farrah’s story concludes in part 2 (read a sample from chapter 1 below):
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Part 2 preview

People go about their normal, boring lives outside the small cafe. Couples meet up and give each other polite kisses on the cheek, kids pester their parents to go to the playground, and busy men in sharp suits hurry through the street as if running two minutes late would be a world-ending disaster. At this moment, I do not feel like a part of this world. I have inhabited it for nearly 22 years, but it seems alien to me all of a sudden. Too complicated.

I sigh and take a sip of my coffee as I stare at them. I should be looking at Fiona, but she is still reading the document with a concerned frown. She occasionally looks up at me and opens her mouth, but instead of speaking, she just shakes her head in disbelief and returns to the papers.

I do not know why I am meeting up with Fiona to discuss this. Though I have given it a lot of thought, I think I made up my mind the moment I read the message. It is all I have been able to think about for weeks now, and there is nothing she can say or do to talk me out of it. And yet, her opinion matters to me.

Fiona finishes reading and massages the ridge of her nose for a bit. “Seriously, Farrah?”

“Yes. Seriously.” I lean back in my chair and fiddle with the bangles on my wrist. “I wanted to tell you about my ... escapades earlier, but I kinda liked keeping it to myself.”

Fiona groaned. “Look, I kind of get tying yourself up and masturbating in front of strangers for money. I do. I’ve spent enough time handcuffed to strangers’ beds that I’m a little annoyed that no one has paid me for it.” She points at the papers in front of her. “But this?”

“It just seems like a natural next step for me, Fiona.”

“A full year as a prisoner to a group of people you’ve never met? How is that natural? You know we use prison to punish people, right?”

I smile. “I do enjoy being punished.”

Read part 2 to see how Farrah fares as a prisoner
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Descent into Slavery

A shy young girl is introduced to a world of pain, submission, and unbelievable pleasure by an older, dominant woman – and loves every second of it. A series of 9 stories.

The Master’s Prisoner Slaves

When Abby is sent to prison to serve her unjust sentence, she has no idea that the prison hides countless secrets. A series of 8 stories.

His Slave for the Summer

Sasha was just looking for a little fun over the summer break from college. Now, she is shackled and gagged in a cabin with two young men.

There are a lot more stories to be found here
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Thank you for reading. I hope you will follow the links above to read some of my other stories – most are BDSM-themed. If you want to know about new releases, follow me on Twitter or Instagram. Check out my Patreon if you like handcuffs, shackles, and/or wristwatches(!). I also offer custom short stories on Fiverr.

Love, Jessica
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