
        
            
                
            
        

    
Roman Vale

No Easy Escape - Volume 5 - Edge & Exposure

A Predicament Bondage Anthology of Endurance, Mind Games & Psychological Surrender


Copyright © 2025 by Roman Vale

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

Roman Vale asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

This book is a work of fiction intended for mature audiences aged 18 and over. It contains graphic depictions of sexual activity, BDSM, power exchange, kink exploration, and emotionally intense scenarios that may not reflect real-life relationships, behaviors, or dynamics.

All characters are fictional and over the age of 18. Any similarities to real persons, living or dead, are purely coincidental. All sexual acts depicted in this book are portrayed as consensual between adults.

The content of this book is intended for entertainment purposes only. It is not a guide to safe BDSM practices, psychological relationships, or lifestyle choices. Readers should conduct their own research, respect the principles of Safe, Sane, and Consensual (SSC) or Risk-Aware Consensual Kink (RACK), and always communicate clearly with partners in real-life kink or alternative relationships.

This book may include themes such as voyeurism, humiliation, restraint, and emotional ownership. These elements are used as fictional storytelling devices within a fantasy context and should not be interpreted as endorsements of any behavior outside a consensual and informed framework.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com


Contents

Foreword
Story 25: The Pendulum’s Mercy
Story 26 – The Chain Link Challenge
Story 27: The Mirror Room
Story 28: The Lockout Protocol
Story 29: The Tension Web
Story 30: The Weighted Mercy
Also by Roman Vale



Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale


Story 25: The Pendulum’s Mercy

Rachel Vega’s world reduced to the slap of rubber soles on concrete and the sharp, metallic chill that cut through her thin clothing. The blindfold pressed hard against her brow, darkness so absolute it made her stumble, reach—futile—for something solid. Her wrists trembled at her sides. Someone, unseen and silent, guided her with a steady grip on her upper arm, the pressure firm but not cruel. The air smelt of cold iron, old oil, and the sour tang of rain that had seeped in from somewhere unseen. Even before the blindfold came off, she knew she was somewhere that had never known comfort.

The first thing she noticed—absurdly—was how her body responded to the chill. Goosebumps ran up her bare forearms, across the arch of her collarbone, and down over her breasts beneath the sports bra. Her leggings, already worn thin from years of gym floors, clung to the subtle swell of her thighs, mapping the muscle beneath soft flesh. She couldn’t stop the shiver that ran through her, the way her breath puffed out in shaky bursts, dampening the fabric over her lips. She became acutely aware of her own scent: a trace of coconut shampoo tangled in her curls, the faint musk of sweat from her anxious drive, and underneath it all, the nervous, vulnerable salt of her skin.

A voice. Mechanical, low, neither male nor female. “Stop.”

She froze. Her guide released her. For a heartbeat, she stood alone, blind and unmoored, senses straining for sound or clue. Her heart pounded so loudly she wondered if it echoed in this hollow place.

The blindfold slid away. She blinked at the sudden assault of dim, yellow light. A high-ceilinged, derelict space unfolded around her—industrial bones exposed, pipes crusted in rust along the walls, concrete floor littered with paint flakes and memories of old machinery. Shadows clung in the corners. Directly in front of her, bolted into the ceiling, a complex lattice of steel beams and hanging chains waited—a cage and altar combined, gleaming faintly in the thin light.

She swallowed, tongue thick, forcing herself not to cower. If anything, this was why she’d come. To test herself—not in the mirror at her studio or under the indifferent lights of a gym, but here, where someone else’s rules mattered, where the only escape was through endurance.

“Clothes off,” the voice said, flat and final.

Rachel’s cheeks flared with heat, utterly at odds with the cold air. Still, she obeyed. She peeled her gym tank off first, shivering as the fabric whispered over her skin. Her stomach—soft over the muscle, marked by a faint line of tan at the waist—contracted with tension. She hesitated, then reached behind to unclip her sports bra, freeing her breasts. The left bore a small, black-line tattoo: a stylised bird in flight, wings outstretched above her heart. Her nipples tightened, puckered against the cold.

She pushed her leggings down her hips. Her thighs flexed, skin a rich olive, marked by a ghost of bruising on the left knee, a proud souvenir from a stumble two weeks ago. Underneath, plain black knickers clung to her, darkening where nervous sweat pooled. She stepped out of her trainers last, toes curling reflexively against the grit.

She stood there, bare except for her knickers, trembling. Her body told a history in quiet detail: a faint scar curving along her right hipbone from a childhood accident, stretch marks rippling in silver along the sides of her thighs. Her calves were lean and defined, the ankles slim but strong. Her hands, long-fingered and expressive, now hovered uncertainly near her hips. Rachel bit her lower lip, felt the split where she’d chewed it raw during a sleepless night.

“Everything,” the voice prompted. “Now.”

Shame flickered, swift and biting. She slid her knickers down, exposing the dark triangle of hair between her thighs—untended for weeks, a fact she hadn’t cared about until this moment. She resisted the urge to cover herself, forced her shoulders back, and let the garment drop, stepping out and leaving it folded at her feet with the rest. She was naked, utterly and completely, under lights that seemed engineered to find every flaw.

The voice: “Hands above your head. Turn slowly. Let the camera see you.”

Her pulse leapt at that word—camera—but she did as she was told. She raised her arms, exposing the hollows beneath, the smooth skin dusted with stray curls from her messy bun. As she turned, she heard the faint whir of a lens focusing, the click of something mechanical—confirmation of her exposure. Her body betrayed her, nipples tightening further, a blush spreading in a hot rush from her chest up her throat, visible even beneath her olive skin.

She finished her turn, breath shuddering. The concrete was icy beneath her bare feet. The tattoo on her breast rose and fell with each ragged inhale. She kept her head up, forced herself not to look down or away.

A movement above. She flinched as the mechanism lowered—a gleaming steel bar, hung with padded cuffs, descended from the central beam. Another set dangled at knee height, just far enough apart to promise discomfort.

“Step forward.”

Rachel obeyed, closing the small distance, her feet crunching on a scatter of grit. She could see the cuffs now—heavy, thickly padded, the steel still cold from the air. The first cuff closed around her right wrist, then her left, the padding pressing hard into her skin. The angle forced her arms above her head, pulling her body long, stretching her chest and stomach until her back arched. Her breasts lifted, nipples pointing slightly upward, the tattoo distorting over her heartbeat.

The dom’s hands—gloved in black leather—were impersonal but efficient, checking the tightness, tugging until the tension was perfect. Her left wrist, always a touch more sensitive, tingled with pins and needles. She squeezed her fingers, seeking some comfort.

“Ankles.”

She spread her feet as instructed, the rough floor biting at her soles. The lower cuffs locked into place around each ankle, spreading her legs just wider than was comfortable. The effect was immediate: a delicious vulnerability, the open exposure of her sex, the flex of her thighs as she tried—unsuccessfully—to find purchase or privacy.

Now, suspended. Not quite off the ground, but with every muscle drawn tight. The chains creaked, a deep, metallic groan echoing overhead. Rachel fought the urge to test the bonds; she already knew they’d give her nothing.

The dom stepped back, and the camera moved in. She heard its whir, saw the blinking red eye. She tried to meet its gaze, to appear unafraid, but she could feel her jaw quivering, a bead of sweat sliding from her hairline down along her neck.

“Describe yourself for the record,” the voice said, softer now, almost intimate.

She hesitated, tongue thick. But she forced herself to speak, voice husky. “My name is Rachel Vega. I’m twenty-seven. I’m… five-six, olive skin, long curly hair—dark brown, almost black. Um… athletic, kind of curvy now. I have a small bird tattoo over my heart, silver hoop in my left ear. Faint scar on my right hip. Stretch marks on my thighs.” Her cheeks burned. “I—I have a bruise on my left knee from the gym. My breasts are—small, I guess. I…” She faltered, but the silence demanded more. “I haven’t shaved. My hands shake when I’m nervous. I bite my lip a lot.”

The voice did not praise or correct her. “Look at the pendulum.”

A curtain, black and heavy, lifted to reveal the centerpiece: a massive steel blade, not sharp but heavy, swinging on a long chain. Its tip hovered less than a foot from her shins, moving in a slow, hypnotic arc. As it swung, it whispered against the air—whuush…whuush…each pass closer, as if measuring her for some final cut.

Rachel’s stomach dropped. The pendulum’s presence was a physical force—a promise of pain, of consequence. She saw now that its chain ran through a complex system of pulleys, weights, and an electronic control box. On the floor, a row of smaller weights, clamps, and rings waited, each with its own grim purpose.

“Here are the rules,” the voice intoned, as calm as a metronome. “You will endure a series of challenges. Any failure—any movement, any sound beyond what is permitted—brings the pendulum closer. Each failure earns you a new weight or clamp. The timer starts at one hour. Only complete stillness and obedience earns you mercy. Do you understand, Rachel?”

Rachel licked her lips, mouth dry. “Yes.”

“Are you here of your own will?”

She nodded, then remembered herself. “Yes. I’m here because I want this. I want to see how much I can take.”

“Good girl,” the voice replied, almost tender. “Your ordeal begins now.”

A shiver ran through her, a blend of terror and hunger. She looked again at her body—naked, stretched, every flaw and strength illuminated by harsh light. The first bead of sweat traced down her sternum, sliding over the tattoo. Her pulse thundered in her ears.

The pendulum swung closer.

And the timer began.

The first seconds after the timer started felt impossibly slow—each breath Rachel drew scraped cold and heavy down her throat, echoing off the concrete. Her arms trembled, pulled overhead until her ribs ached. The cuffs pressed deep against her wrists, digging at her skin. She flexed her fingers, felt the blood rush out, then back in. The sensation was electric—part pain, part anticipation, every nerve in her hands alive.

The dom’s voice, that calm, disguised monotone, came again: “Hold perfectly still. Your only task is to endure. You will remain silent unless I command you to speak. If you move, if you make a sound—”

Rachel watched the pendulum, its slow, hypnotic arc just inches from her shins. The chain creaked overhead, and the blade’s cold gleam flickered in the harsh yellow light. Each pass seemed slower than the last, a cruel metronome counting down the distance between her and the edge.

She tried to focus on her breathing—counting silently in her head, one, two, three. Her muscles quivered with effort. Already, the ache built in her shoulders and upper arms, a slow burn radiating down her sides. Her breasts rose and fell with every breath, nipples still hard from cold and fear. Sweat tickled down her left side, pooling at the notch of her hip. Her thighs trembled, the inside of her right knee itching where the bruise bloomed dark.

The silence was almost a living thing—punctuated only by the faint hum of the lights above and the relentless, mocking whisper of the pendulum’s swing. Rachel’s mind began to wander, grasping for comfort. She remembered her first ballet recital—arms aching, feet cramping, fighting to look graceful even as her body cried out. That was years and years ago, and the pain was nothing compared to now.

A drop of sweat ran down her nose, stung her upper lip. She fought the urge to move. Her left calf cramped, toes curling against the cold concrete. She gritted her teeth. Endure. She could take it. She had to.

The voice returned. “Describe what you’re feeling. Keep your head up. Do not move.”

Rachel’s jaw worked, her voice barely more than a whisper. “My arms ache. The cuffs are tight. My shoulders—burn. I’m cold, except where I’m sweating. My legs… shaking. I feel exposed.”

The dom’s tone sharpened just a touch. “Louder, Rachel. Own it.”

She closed her eyes, focused. “I feel… embarrassed. Helpless. I can feel my heartbeat everywhere—my breasts, my throat, my cunt. I’m… scared. But I want this. I want to be seen. I want to prove I can take it.”

A pause, then the softest mechanical whirr. The camera zoomed in, the red light glinting in the corner of her eye. Rachel swallowed, fighting the urge to lower her chin. The posture collar held her neck in place, jawline exposed. The collar was new—she hadn’t noticed its pressure before, but now it was inescapable: a strip of hard, cold leather buckled snug, forcing her to present herself, throat bared to the room, to the lens, to the unknown.

Her fingers flexed again. A spasm ran down her right arm. The movement was minute—almost nothing—but the dom’s voice was instant. “Movement detected.”

Rachel flinched as a loud clang sounded above her. The pendulum’s chain tightened, and the blade dropped—barely perceptible, but suddenly the arc ended just shy of brushing her shins. The whoosh of its swing was sharper now, a kiss of cold air on bare skin.

“Failure,” the voice intoned. “Penalty: left nipple clamp.”

A figure appeared—black gloves, silent, efficient. Rachel’s heart skipped. She tried not to look, but the anticipation was worse than the reality. The gloved hands rolled her left nipple between finger and thumb, making her gasp. Then the clamp—heavy, rubber-tipped, brutally tight—bit down. The pain shot straight through her chest, electric and deep, making her vision blur. She moaned, swallowed the sound, jaw aching.

The dom’s voice: “One word. How does it feel?”

“Sharp,” Rachel gasped. “It… throbs. Hurts.”

“Good. Hold still.”

The clamp’s weight tugged at her breast, pulling her nipple down and out. She could feel the throb with every heartbeat, a pulse of pain radiating through her chest. Her right nipple tightened in sympathy, as if bracing for what might come.

The pendulum continued its slow, cruel arc. Rachel watched its approach, felt the prickling terror each time it passed just millimetres closer. The sweat on her skin cooled, raising goosebumps that made the clamp’s bite even worse.

Minutes passed—Rachel lost count, time blurring into a string of aches and tremors. Her arms began to tremble, her thighs quivered uncontrollably. She bit her lip until she tasted copper.

The dom’s voice: “You will remain still for two more minutes. Any movement earns another penalty. If you endure, I will show you mercy.”

Rachel tried—tried with every ounce of willpower—to focus on her breath, to let the pain be background, to let her mind float above her body. But every second dragged, muscles trembling, sweat stinging her eyes.

Another drop of sweat ran from her hairline, tickling her jaw. She blinked, tried to ignore it. Her left breast ached, the clamp biting deeper, a heavy weight now swinging as she struggled to keep still.

She thought of her body—how exposed she was, how every mark and blemish and scar was on display for a camera, for an audience she could not see. Shame twisted through her, arousal burning just beneath it. She felt slickness between her thighs, the slow build of need even as her muscles screamed.

At last, the dom’s voice: “Time. You may speak. How did you feel?”

Rachel breathed out, her words tumbling raw and wild. “It hurt. My arms—I can barely feel my hands. The clamp—hurts so much. I was scared. The pendulum—feels closer. I don’t know how much longer I can do this.”

“Yet you’re still here,” the dom replied. “You’re strong, Rachel. But this is only the beginning.”

A pause. The pendulum’s arc stopped—dead centre, just a whisper from her shins.

A new command: “You will now beg. Beg for your next ordeal. Beg to be tested further. If you do not beg well enough, the pendulum will drop again. And you know what happens next.”

Rachel’s cheeks flamed. Humiliation, sharp and dizzying, spiked through her chest. She looked at the camera, lips parted, eyes shining with unshed tears.

“Please… test me. Please—I want it, I want to see how much I can take. Make it harder. Make me prove it.” Her voice cracked, shame and desire tangled in every word. “Please, use me. Make me suffer. Make me… earn it. Don’t let me stop.”

The dom’s voice was soft, almost approving. “Very good, Rachel. Prepare for the next phase.”

A click, the slow metallic groan of the rig as it shifted. The pendulum retracted slightly, but only just. Relief was fleeting—her arms still ached, the clamp throbbed, her body burned with shame and anticipation.

“Remember,” the voice said, “every movement brings the pendulum closer. Every failure, another weight. But every endurance earns you the right to be seen, to be known. Hold still, Rachel. Let us see who you really are.”

Rachel closed her eyes, chest rising and falling, every muscle stretched to the breaking point. She was exposed, vulnerable, and utterly alive. The ordeal had only begun.

Rachel didn’t know how much time had passed. Time felt like something that belonged to other people, people with clocks and sunlight and the right to move as they pleased. Here, suspended in this frigid, echoing nowhere, all she had was the relentless ache in her arms and the humiliating weight of the clamp biting into her left nipple, its pulse inescapable, as rhythmic as her own heartbeat.

The pendulum’s swing became a companion—threatening, then intimate. It arced so close she could feel its breeze, like a lover’s exhale or the breath of a wolf. The chain creaked overhead, a constant reminder of everything she could not control. Her body felt stretched thin, fragile, as if every nerve were exposed, every layer of self peeled back for the camera and the disembodied voice to see.

The voice returned, this time softer, more insinuating. “You look beautiful, Rachel. Do you know that? The camera can see every part of you. Every tremble, every blush, every drop of sweat. Do you want to be watched?”

Rachel shook her head, a knee-jerk denial—too quick, too desperate. The collar’s pressure reminded her that even her panic was on display.

“Liar,” the dom said, not angry but amused. “If you truly did not want to be seen, you wouldn’t be here.” A pause; a sound, the electric buzz of a focus motor, the camera lens zooming in on her face. “Let them see you blush. Let them see what you are.”

Rachel’s cheeks burned. The shame was molten—her body’s involuntary betrayal, the heat spreading across her chest and up her throat, painting her collarbones and the soft curve of her breasts with red. She could see the camera’s eye, the small, winking light, and imagined a dozen strangers behind it, some hidden, some grinning, all watching her struggle.

Her body ached, sweat trickling from her hairline down the valley between her breasts, where the tattoo of the bird seemed to fly, trembling with each quiver of muscle. Her right nipple had stiffened to a point, standing out against the cool air; the left was crushed, red and angry, by the clamp’s grip. Rachel shivered, not from cold, but from being seen.

The voice broke her trance. “Confess something shameful, Rachel. Something true. Do not lie. The camera will know.”

She closed her eyes, searching for words. Everything in her life had always been about control—of her body, her voice, her boundaries. Now, here, she felt those walls crumbling, her secrets exposed to the silent witness of the room.

“I… I think about being watched. Not just by you—by strangers. I think about being put on display. I want to be… used. I want people to see me like this, stretched and shaking and desperate. I want to be embarrassed, and I want to be wanted.” The words poured out, raw and wet. “I dream about people taking photos, making me beg, making me cry. I want to be ruined in front of them.”

The dom’s laugh was low, delighted. “Such honesty deserves a reward—and a test. We will give them a better view.”

Rachel heard the click of controls, then the rattle of the rig overhead. The chains tugged, and her arms were drawn slightly wider, the angle shifting so that her breasts were pushed forward, nipples thrust toward the lens. Her ankles were spread a notch further apart, baring the soft, vulnerable lines of her inner thighs. She felt the flush creep all the way down to her hips, every inch of her now a canvas for humiliation.

“Hold this pose,” the voice commanded. “If you move, the pendulum drops. And there will be more clamps.”

Her body trembled. She tried to steady her breath, but the humiliation was overwhelming. The camera panned down, a red pinpoint of light tracing her every weakness—her trembling thighs, the slick line of sweat running down her belly, the arch of her back as she struggled to keep still. She felt naked in a way that went beyond the physical: it was as if every private thought, every filthy craving, had been tattooed across her skin.

The dom’s voice returned, mercilessly calm. “You will now answer my questions. If you hesitate, the penalty will be severe. Are you ready?”

Rachel nodded, throat tight.

“Do you want to cum for them, Rachel? Do you want to be forced to climax where everyone can see you?”

Shame warred with arousal. Her thighs clenched, her cunt slick with need and dread. “Yes,” she whispered.

“Say it. Say it to the camera.”

She forced herself to look straight at the lens, her eyes shining. “I want to be forced to cum where everyone can see me. I want to be made to beg for it. I want to be used.”

A pause, the only sound her labored breathing and the chains’ soft moan. The dom’s voice took on a darker edge. “Good. But you are not allowed to cum. Not until I say. In the meantime—hold still.”

There was movement—a mechanical whirr, then the press of something cold and slick at her entrance. A gloved hand, impersonal, parted her folds and slid a slim vibrator inside her, buckling it in place with leather straps that bit into the softness of her thighs. The sensation was electric; she moaned, arching in her bonds, the clamp on her nipple sending a jolt through her chest as she moved.

The dom’s voice, soft but implacable: “That was movement, Rachel.”

A new clamp appeared, this time on her right nipple. The pain was twin and searing, each breast throbbing in rhythm with her heartbeat, her sex now filled and pulsing with the low, steady hum of the toy.

The pendulum dropped another half inch. Its arc brought it so close to her shin that she could feel the threat of contact, the warning in its metallic hiss.

The humiliation was layered now—physical, sexual, emotional. The ache in her muscles deepened, sweat pooling at her navel and between her shoulder blades. Her thighs quivered, unable to close. She was stretched so wide that every secret, every scar and stretch mark, every evidence of her hunger was on display.

The dom commanded, “Edge for the camera, Rachel. Show them what you are.”

The toy’s vibration increased, a relentless pulse that built and built, the pressure so intense she almost screamed. She bit her lip, fighting not to move, not to let the clamps bite deeper, not to make the pendulum swing closer. Her hips rocked anyway, involuntary, needy.

She was right at the brink when the vibration cut out. The silence was a slap.

The dom’s voice was cold as ice. “No release. Not yet. Hold your shame, Rachel. Let them watch you tremble.”

She sobbed—silent, tears running down her cheeks. Every part of her burned. Her hands clenched and unclenched. The sweat that slicked her thighs made her shiver, her skin a live wire of sensation.

The camera zoomed in, recording every shudder, every whimper, every drop of arousal on her exposed flesh.

“You are not alone,” the voice said. “There are eyes on you, Rachel. The only question is: will you break for them, or will you survive?”

Rachel’s whole body shook. She wanted to scream, to beg, to be freed—or to be pushed further than ever before.

She forced her gaze up, meeting the camera, letting it see everything: her shame, her need, her fear, her naked hope. She was exposed, trembling, and yet a wild pride flickered in her chest.

Let them see, she thought. Let them see all of me.

The ordeal was far from over.

Rachel didn’t know if it was minutes or hours that passed. Her sense of time was stripped away, leaving only a carousel of sensations—pain and heat and cold, sharp humiliation and the dull, insistent ache of her stretched limbs. Her mind floated somewhere between her battered body and the harsh world outside, cut loose from everything except the unyielding demands of the ordeal.

Her shoulders screamed, burning under the constant pull of the cuffs. The left one twitched involuntarily, a muscle knotting and releasing. Her fingers were numb now, tingling with lack of circulation, but there was nothing to do but bear it. Her jaw ached from holding in moans and whimpers, teeth clenched so hard she wondered if she’d crack one. Each intake of breath came shallow and fast, chest and ribs splayed open, breasts throbbing under the twin clamps.

She was soaked in sweat. It stung her eyes, salted her lips. Slick trails carved lines down her ribs, pooled beneath her breasts and at the base of her throat, where the posture collar forced her chin up and her eyes forward. The tattoo over her heart seemed to move with every quiver. Her hair clung to her scalp, tendrils curling down the side of her neck, damp and unruly.

The vibrator inside her was a constant, merciless pressure, sometimes silent, sometimes humming with new and unpredictable patterns. It seemed to pulse in time with the clamps—when the pain in her nipples sharpened, the toy would slow, drawing her to the edge of madness, then ramp up again just as she thought she could bear no more. Her thighs were slick with sweat and arousal. Her cunt throbbed with need and with shame; she had never felt so helplessly hungry, or so utterly revealed.

The pendulum’s arc was relentless. With every tremor or arch of her hips, it edged closer, so near now that the air from its swing chilled her shins, made the hair on her legs stand up. The blade itself looked mottled and old, but the threat was real—the knowledge that the game’s mechanics were cruel, not fatal, but close enough to make her believe in consequences.

Her mind spun in tight circles. She wanted to scream, to beg for the release of pain or for the impossible gift of orgasm. Instead, she pressed her lips together, fighting for control. The shame was a weight all its own: being seen, being watched by the blinking red eye of the camera, knowing every tremor, every helpless sound, was a display.

The dom’s voice returned, lower now, threaded with pleasure. “You’re close to your limit, Rachel. I can see it in your eyes. Do you want to stop?”

She shook her head—no, not yet. Even if her body rebelled, her mind clung to the challenge, the promise of being seen all the way through.

“Then you will hold this pose for five more minutes,” the dom commanded. “Any movement, any sound, and the pendulum will touch you. You will receive an additional clamp for every failure. Hold. Still.”

Rachel’s eyes widened. Five minutes. It sounded so short, but in this place, it was a mountain to climb. Her muscles twitched, her breasts burned, her cunt clenched in rhythm with the throbbing toy. She focused on her breathing, counting in her head, fighting the rising panic.

A fresh wave of sensation rolled through her: the clamps bit deeper, the toy ramped up to a merciless high. Her legs trembled, sweat pooling behind her knees. A cramp shot up her right calf, sharp and blinding. She gasped—couldn’t stop it—and at once, the dom’s voice cut in, all business.

“Failure.”

A masked attendant stepped forward, efficient and silent. A new clamp—this one tighter, with jagged rubber tips—was snapped onto the soft flesh at the base of her left breast. The pain exploded, white-hot, and Rachel arched in her bonds, a sob escaping before she could stop it.

Another failure. The pendulum shifted, now swinging so close that the tip brushed her shin, a cold, metallic caress that sent a spike of fear through her. She moaned, panic and humiliation warring with arousal.

“Another failure,” the dom intoned, almost gently. “One more clamp.”

This time, the attendant clipped a clamp to her inner thigh, dangerously close to her slick, exposed sex. The pain was exquisite—a bright, sharp sting that made her hips jerk. The vibrator pulsed hard inside her, as if in cruel celebration.

“Describe what you’re feeling,” the dom ordered, unrelenting.

Rachel gasped for breath, blinking away tears. “It hurts—everywhere. My arms, my chest, my thighs. The clamps—they burn. The vibrator—it’s too much. I can’t hold still, I—” Her voice cracked as another wave of sensation shuddered through her, her body arching. “Please, I’m trying, I want to do better, but I can’t—”

The dom’s voice was mercilessly kind. “You’re beautiful like this. So raw, so exposed. Everyone can see how hard you’re trying. That’s what makes it worth watching.”

The humiliation settled over Rachel like a blanket—thick, suffocating, strangely comforting. Her cheeks flamed, her body ached, but she was still here, still enduring, still refusing to surrender completely.

The camera panned up, capturing her face as tears leaked down her cheeks, mixed with sweat and dripped onto her chest. Her eyes were wild, dark and shining, filled with pain and pride.

The dom’s voice softened. “You will beg now, Rachel. Not for mercy, but for the right to keep going. Tell the camera why you want to be seen like this. Tell them what it means to you.”

Rachel shuddered, drawing on the last scraps of her will. “I want to be seen because I need it. I want to know I can survive anything. I want people to watch me struggle, to see me fail and keep going. I want to be remembered for not giving up. I want to be… beautiful, even when I’m broken. I want to show you all of me, even the parts that are ashamed and desperate. Please—please, keep watching. Don’t let me hide. Make me keep going.”

Her voice faded into silence. For a long moment, there was only the pendulum’s slow, ominous arc and the ragged sound of her breathing.

The dom’s voice, nearly tender: “Good girl. You have earned the right to continue. But the hardest test is yet to come.”

Rachel sagged in her bonds, every muscle trembling, skin aflame with pain and pride, shame and the raw, electric thrill of survival.

The ordeal was not over. But she was still standing, still visible, still seen.

The room’s silence pressed against Rachel like a physical weight. Every sound her body made—the soft tremor of her calves, the tiny scrape of her fingers against the floor, the involuntary gasp as her chest rose—was magnified, a betrayal in the dim, industrial light. Her arms burned, numbness prickling along the forearms; her legs quivered, knees threatening to buckle. Sweat slicked her skin from her forehead down the line of her sternum, glinting over the faint bronze of her scars and the soft, round swell of her breasts.

The pendulum hung above her like a cruel sun, its tip mere inches from her shins. She could feel the cold metal in her mind, smell the faint tang of rust and oil from its chain, hear its whisper as it swung: whoosh… whoosh… closer with each misstep, each tremble. Her eyes widened; every instinct screamed to protect herself, to retreat, but the restraints left no escape.

The dom’s voice cut through, low, sharp, commanding: “Final task. You will hold perfectly still while the pendulum swings. You will endure vibration, ice, and clamps simultaneously. You will not cry out. You will not move. You will beg for the right to continue, and you will prove you can endure until I say otherwise. Do you understand, Rachel?”

Her throat tightened. Words stuck in her mouth, sticky with sweat and dry with anxiety. “Yes,” she whispered, almost lost to the tremor of her jaw.

“Then begin,” the dom intoned.

Instantly, the floor beneath her seemed to vanish. She felt the first pulse of the vibrator ignite inside her, subtle at first, then building into an insistent rhythm that pulsed up into her spine. Her hips jerked involuntarily, a shudder that shot through her thighs, slick with arousal. The right nipple clamp tightened another notch, the jagged rubber biting deep into flesh, sending a white-hot spike of pain radiating through her chest. Her left breast throbbed in sympathy, the clamp there digging cruelly, a rhythmic torment in sync with her heartbeat.

The pendulum swung closer. Rachel’s toes curled on the cold concrete, legs quivering violently. Every micro-movement tugged at the chains, forced her body to flex, muscles screaming. She bit her lip hard, tasting iron and sweat, drool slipping down her chin. The posture collar held her chin high; every instinct to hide, to curl in, was denied.

“Confess,” the dom demanded. “Tell them what you want, Rachel. Tell the camera why you remain. Make your shame visible.”

She struggled to find words. Her voice was hoarse, thick with arousal and panic. “I… I want… I want to be seen. I want them to see me tremble. I want… I want to be used. I want to feel every second, every strike, every pulse. I want… I want to be helpless and exposed… and I want it to be known. Please… let me continue…”

Her confession was ragged, a raw admission of desire and shame. Each syllable made her body quake, her hips rocking slightly against the restraint, slickness dripping between her thighs.

The dom’s voice was approving, almost pleased. “Good. Now endure. No release. No mercy.”

A sudden sensation shocked her—ice pressed against her left inner thigh, creeping toward her quivering mound. She gasped, trembling violently, but forced herself to stay still. The vibrator inside her thrummed, relentless, making her cunt clench around nothing, desperate for friction, denied.

Another jolt: the right nipple clamp pulled her chest forward, the weighted chain swinging against her torso. Pain and pleasure fused, each spike sending shivers through her body, making every muscle tighten in reflex. She felt herself rocking slightly, hips jerking involuntarily.

“Movement detected,” the dom intoned, cold and detached.

Rachel’s stomach dropped. She forced her legs wider, muscles trembling so violently she thought she might collapse. The pendulum swung closer, its tip brushing her shin lightly—a whisper of steel. Her whole body shivered, frozen between terror and ecstasy.

“Edge,” the dom commanded. “Ride the sensation without release. Do not cry. Do not move. Do not fail.”

The vibrator pulsed harder, alternating patterns, teasing her g-spot and clit simultaneously. She moaned—soundless, stifled by the gag—but the muscles of her back arched, fingers gripping the chains overhead, her body a tense wire of sensation. Her nipples throbbed, her skin slick with sweat, droplets trailing down her stomach and ribs.

The pendulum arced again, so close that she could feel the air stir against her thighs, cold and threatening. Her toes dug into the concrete, heels high, calves screaming with each micro-adjustment to balance herself.

Minutes—or was it seconds?—passed in this hellish equilibrium. She trembled, quivering in every joint. The ice melted slowly, dribbling warmth over her skin, only for the chains to tug her tighter, the clamps biting deeper. She could feel her heart hammering in her throat, pulse racing in her temples, each inhale shallow and jagged.

Her thoughts splintered. I am naked. I am exposed. I am trembling. I am aroused. I am ashamed. I am seen. The pendulum’s shadow brushed against her calves. It could touch me. It could graze me. It might cut me—but it won’t… yet. Her body betrayed her desire to escape, every muscle tensing, hips twitching.

The dom’s voice cut through again, soft, indulgent, yet unyielding. “Tell me, Rachel. Do you want it? Do you want to endure every sensation, every jolt, every pulse, every swing of the pendulum?”

“Yes,” she whispered through trembling lips. “I… I want it. I… want it all. I can take it. Please… don’t stop.”

Another shift: a final clamp was attached to the underside of her left thigh, so close to her sex she could feel the subtle heat of it, sharp and stinging. The vibrator pulsed in a new pattern, deep and insistent, making her legs twitch violently. She bit her gag in desperation.

The pendulum swung again, the tip brushing her ankle this time. The metal was cool and real, leaving goosebumps along her skin. She felt raw terror twist through her stomach, mixed with the tight coil of lust and humiliation.

The dom’s final instruction for the beat: “Hold still. Ride it. Endure everything. You will not move. You will not scream. You will not be released until I permit it. If you fail, it swings again, closer, and the clamps tighten.”

Rachel’s mind was a storm. Every nerve ending on fire. Every muscle screaming. Every pulse of the toy, every pull of the chains, every brush of the pendulum against her shins, every slice of ice on her inner thighs fused into one relentless wave. She trembled so violently she thought she might collapse—but she held. Her teeth clenched, jaw aching. Her hips shivered uncontrollably, clit slick and aroused, nipples throbbing painfully.

Sweat poured down her neck, over her shoulders, down the sides of her body. Drool slid past the gag and pooled at her chin. Her chest rose and fell in ragged gasps. She dared not blink, lest she lose focus, lest the pendulum swing closer.

Minutes stretched, elastic and cruel. Every fiber of her being screamed for release, for mercy, for an end that would not come. And yet, somewhere beneath the torment, she felt a faint thrill—a savage, desperate pride. She was still here. She had not moved. She had not begged for cessation. She was surviving.

And the pendulum waited.

Rachel’s body hung in the rig like a fragile sculpture of tension and submission. Her arms ached relentlessly, muscles trembling from the hours of strain, fingers tingling with numbness that made them feel foreign and useless. Her legs quivered violently; the arch of her back pressed her chest forward, nipples throbbing sharply against the cruel bite of the clamps. Sweat ran in rivers down her spine, her sides, pooling at the crease of her thighs, where the pendulum’s shadow grazed the floor and reminded her of its ever-present menace.

Her heart was a wild drum in her chest, each beat echoing in her skull. Her throat ached from keeping her lips closed around the gag, teeth clenched, jaw quivering. The sweet ache of arousal had not abated, only intensified by the punishment she had endured—her cunt pulsing, slick with her desire, yet denied the release her body craved. Every nerve ending was alive, stretched taut, every breath shallow and ragged, echoing against the hollow walls of the abandoned industrial space.

The pendulum remained suspended above her, its tip brushing just short of her shins in a slow, hypnotic swing. Each pass sent a jolt of fear and adrenaline through her, making her muscles shiver, forcing her toes to curl against the cold concrete. She could feel the faint metallic tang in the air, hear the subtle groan of its chain, a rhythmic whisper that reminded her of how close she was to being touched—or worse.

Her mind drifted, spinning in dizzying loops of panic and desire. What if it swings further? What if it grazes me? What if I fail? She shivered violently. Her body, pushed to its limit, was no longer fully under her control. Her thighs twitched, hips rocked involuntarily, every inch of her coated in sweat, droplets slipping down her chest, pooling at the hollow beneath her sternum. Her tattoo—a small bird over her heart—shivered with every tremor, each movement a silent witness to her helplessness.

The clamps bit deeper with every slight twitch, chains swinging in time with the pendulum’s lazy arc. Her nipples ached so sharply it blurred into pleasure, her whole chest on fire. The vibrator pulsed intermittently, keeping her on edge, forcing her body to betray her, making her gasp through the gag. Drool slipped down her chin, traced lines across her collarbones, and pooled on her heaving chest. Her arousal teased and taunted her, sharp and demanding, yet forbidden, denied.

The voice—the dom, distant, measured—broke the oppressive silence. “You are doing well, Rachel. But the ordeal is not over.”

Rachel’s head snapped up instinctively, eyes wide behind the haze of sweat and exhaustion. The words were calm, almost gentle, but they carried the weight of authority and threat. Not over. Her body shivered violently; muscles quaked from the effort of holding herself upright in the spread position, fingers clenching and unclenching as if searching for some anchor.

She wanted to cry, to scream, to collapse into the floor beneath her. She wanted the torment to stop. And yet, somewhere in the chaos of her sensations, a thrill ran along her spine. The shame, the fear, the helplessness—they were intoxicating. They made her pulse race, made her cunt tighten around the vibrator, made her nipples ache exquisitely under the clamps. She was exposed, humiliated, and utterly alive in a way she had never experienced before.

The pendulum’s shadow flickered across her calves. She imagined it grazing her skin—just a hint of contact, a whisper of metal against flesh. Her body reacted instinctively, a small jerk, and her toes clawed at the floor, desperate for purchase. The chains above tugged, the clamps bit deeper, and a jolt of pain shot through her ribs and chest.

She forced herself to inhale slowly, chest heaving, sweat stinging her eyes. Her body was trembling, limbs quaking violently, but she held. She had no choice but to hold. There was no release. There was no mercy. There was only the pendulum, the rig, the clamps, the vibrations, and the relentless, unyielding knowledge that every micro-movement or faltering muscle could draw the threat even closer.

Her thoughts fluttered, fragments of fear and desire colliding. I am so exposed. I am helpless. I am seen. I am shivering. I am burning. I want to cum, and I can’t. I want to scream, and I must stay silent. Every impulse tore against her will, and she clung to the last thread of control she had—holding herself upright, forced to endure, knowing that failing would bring a consequence she could not predict.

A bead of sweat slipped from her temple, down past her cheek, into the hollow of her throat. The damp strands of hair clung to her skin, sticking to the wet sheen of her chest. The tag of the posture collar bit into her throat, forcing her head high, gaze forward. There was no relief in turning her eyes, no hiding from the imagined gaze of a thousand observers. The camera’s red light blinked in her peripheral vision—an unblinking, impartial witness to every shiver, every gasp, every involuntary twitch.

Her legs trembled violently, quads and calves spasming from the sustained stretch. Her toes dug into the cold floor, heels high, each clawed foot a desperate attempt at grounding herself. The vibrator throbbed mercilessly, and her hips betrayed her, rocking slightly despite her absolute focus on stillness. She bit down on the gag, a muffled whimper escaping, and felt shame flood her chest along with the ache of desire.

Minutes—or what felt like hours—passed in this suspended hell. The pendulum continued its slow, relentless swing. She could feel it close enough that any misstep might have allowed it to graze her. Every bead of sweat that trickled along her skin, every subtle shiver of her muscles, every twitch of her trembling hands seemed magnified by its presence.

And then the dom spoke, once more, distantly, almost a whisper, yet carrying a weight that made her shiver violently:

“You have endured, Rachel. You are still upright. But the ordeal is not complete. No release comes. No rescue is near. Only your endurance, your exposure, your body and your mind stretched to their limits. The pendulum swings. The chains bite. You are seen. You are helpless. You are alone.”

Rachel’s pulse thundered. Her body trembled, soaked with sweat, trembling under the relentless assault. She was spent, her muscles quivering, breasts rising and falling with each shallow, ragged breath. Her cunt throbbed, slick with the heat of denied release. Every nerve was alight, every inch of her body a focal point for shame, desire, and fear.

She could do nothing but hang there, helpless, trembling, exposed. The pendulum’s shadow passed over her calves once more. She shivered violently, toes curling into the cold concrete, thighs quivering, and nipples aching beneath the unforgiving clamps.

Her mind raced with the endless questions of what might happen next. Will it touch me? Will it swing closer? Will I break? She had no answers. There was no relief. The dom’s final words echoed in her mind, a mantra of helplessness and surrender:

You are seen. You are exposed. You are alone. And the pendulum swings.

Her eyes widened, chest heaving. She let herself shiver uncontrollably, head tipped back slightly against the collar, drool slipping past the gag, sweat slicking her skin, tattoo rising and falling with each ragged breath. She was utterly, completely vulnerable. Her ordeal was unresolved, suspended. And yet, beneath the terror, there was a thrill—a savage, desperate pride. She had survived this far. She was still upright. She was still enduring.

The pendulum continued its lazy arc, a hypnotic whisper of steel and consequence. Rachel hung, trembling, exposed, aroused, and terrified. The timer kept moving, but she did not know how much longer it would last. The clamps still bit, the vibrator throbbed, the chains tugged, and her body remained taut, trembling, awaiting whatever fate might come next.

And so she hung. Alone, exposed, trembling. Waiting. Enduring.


Story 26 – The Chain Link Challenge

Sophie had never felt silence like this. It wasn’t just the absence of noise—it was the sense of being sealed in, vacuumed out of the world, her breath the only thing she could hear. The door had closed behind her with a muted hiss, air-lock tight, leaving her alone in the performance cell.

The space was clean, clinical, and chillingly elegant. Four polished steel posts marked out the perimeter of a suspended web of chains and pulleys. Spotlights above glinted off their tensioned lines, and a mirrored ceiling reflected the entire room: the posts, the camera recesses, and Sophie herself—naked except for her collar and a pair of tall black heels that clicked softly against the padded rubber mat beneath her. She stood at the edge of the web, her arms slightly lifted in reflex, her breath shallow, her body a contradiction of grace and tremor.

She had danced for most of her life—ballet, contemporary, burlesque—but there was no choreography for this. Her body still carried the discipline of movement: sculpted calves, an elegant curve to her lower back, defined shoulders with soft ridges of muscle under pale, freckled skin. A long auburn braid hung down between her shoulder blades, swaying slightly each time she shifted her weight. Her breasts were pert, small, and pierced with twin silver hoops that caught the light with every breath. Her nipples were already stiff from the chill. Between her thighs, a bare and glistening seam betrayed her state. She was afraid. And very, very ready.

Sophie stepped forward. The frame dominated the center of the cell—four vertical posts, each connected to a central crossbar from which chains hung at wrist, ankle, and collar level. There were no beds, no walls to lean against, nowhere to hide. Just the frame, the tension system, and her body. The centre of the web was marked by a soft grey ring in the floor, like a target.

A mechanical chime sounded. A panel on the far wall flickered to life, displaying a single line of text in crisp white lettering:

“Balance the chain tension. Maintain equilibrium. Punishments initiate at redline breach.”

Her heart thudded against her ribs. She stepped into the centre circle.

The moment her foot crossed into position, a soft click sounded at each corner post. From the ceiling, a rig hissed into motion—automated arms descending with four cuffs, already calibrated for her dimensions. She lifted her arms slowly as instructed in her briefing, palms up, presenting her wrists. The cuffs were cold steel lined with some kind of synthetic padding, just soft enough to be bearable. The left cuff locked around her wrist with a soft hiss. The right followed. Her arms were pulled slightly outward, spread into a vulnerable arc that mirrored the Y of her body. Two more cuffs clamped around her ankles, parting her legs to match. The spread was precise—enough to expose her fully, but not enough to tear. Just enough to hold.

As each limb was secured, the chains adjusted automatically. She felt it: the tension was not uniform. Her right wrist was pulled slightly tighter than the left. Her left ankle, conversely, had more slack. She shifted her weight and instantly the cuffs responded, drawing tighter in a criss-cross reaction. When she leaned left, her right wrist pulled back. When she flexed her toes, the tug came up through her opposite arm.

The web was live.

Sophie gasped softly, the realization dawning that her body had become a fulcrum. Every part was connected—each shift of balance punished somewhere else. She was a living puzzle now, and the solution required impossible stillness.

The speaker activated.

It wasn’t a voice she recognised—distorted, masculine, modulated to remove all affect. It made her skin crawl in a very specific, arousing way.

“Posture test begins. Calibrate tension manually. Threshold: zero deviation. Penalty: first warning.” The screen behind her now displayed a live schematic of her body: wireframe limbs, red bars along the wrists and ankles showing tension levels. All four were already in the yellow.

Sophie exhaled through her nose and adjusted her hips. The chain at her left ankle tugged tighter. She tried leaning backward slightly, but the pull on her arms increased. A slight bend of the knees caused the wrists to pull even more. The system was exquisite in its sensitivity. She could barely breathe without throwing it off.

She tried again. Chin lifted. Back arched. Pelvis tucked slightly forward, knees soft but locked. Her calves flexed in her heels, thighs quivering slightly. Her wrists ached already.

The screen shifted. The bars flickered green. She’d found the balance point.

“Calibration successful,” the voice intoned. “Posture lock engaged. Hold for three minutes. Movement initiates penalty sequence.” The cuffs tensed, gently but clearly, removing her ability to shift at all. She was locked in.

Three minutes. Sophie could handle three minutes.

But seconds in, her calves started to burn. The heels forced her weight forward; her arches trembled. The posture demanded her spine stay long, and already her shoulders screamed from the unnatural openness. Sweat prickled at the base of her neck. She clenched her fingers involuntarily, then stopped when she felt the wrist tension twitch in response. The schematic flickered yellow again.

She blinked up at the mirrored ceiling, seeing herself splayed and frozen in the centre of a gleaming machine. Her breasts lifted with each shallow breath, nipples hard and twitching. Her braid clung to the sweat-slick curve of her back. Her thighs trembled—visibly now. The camera above her blinked red.

She tried to centre herself. Eyes forward. Mouth slightly open. Breathing in short, measured sips. Her body was already on fire—flush with heat, glistening with effort. Her pierced nipples jutted forward, the silver catching in the overhead light, swinging faintly with each muscle twitch. Her cunt clenched against the air, hungry and helpless.

The speaker crackled. “Posture breach. Warning tier engaged.”

She flinched.

Her left ankle chain retracted a half inch. The sudden shift threw her weight unevenly forward, and she stumbled in place, hips jerking involuntarily. The wrist cuffs caught and locked. Her arms were wrenched upward slightly—painfully, just enough to jolt her spine straight.

The schematic went red.

A low hiss erupted behind her. Something cold blasted against her inner thighs—a burst of compressed air, freezing and humiliating. She gasped, the sensation stealing her breath. Goosebumps prickled across her skin. Her nipples, already stiff, turned painfully tight. Her feet skidded slightly on the rubber mat as she tried to regain position.

The speaker was merciless. “Further breaches will initiate discipline level two. Resume calibration.”

She whimpered softly but nodded, readjusting her weight, slowly, carefully. The schematic dipped to yellow, then green.

Her body was already starting to shake. This wasn’t just bondage—it was math. Minute calculations of breath, angle, mass, and muscle. She could feel her own sweat sliding down her ribs, pooling in the small of her back. She couldn’t wipe it. Couldn’t move. Her muscles locked in place like she was a living rigging diagram.

A beep sounded. “Phase one complete. Proceed to precision posture two.”

The cuffs released just enough for her to shift. A diagram appeared on the screen: this time she had to lift her right heel, forcing all her weight onto her left leg while maintaining arm tension within 2% of previous baseline.

She closed her eyes. Balance. Endure. Obey.

The cuffs clicked again, locking her into the new stance. Sophie swayed, fought for control, and prayed her thighs would hold.

Above her, the mirrored ceiling reflected it all: her elegant, bound body trembling inside a lattice of perfectly tensioned chains, face flushed, chest heaving, cunt slick, exposed and visible.

The test had only just begun.

The second posture began as a test. Within moments, it became a war.

Sophie stood with her right heel raised, all her weight resting through her left calf and thigh, the muscles already fluttering from the sustained balance. Her arms were spread in a modified ballet fifth—wrists cuffed slightly higher than shoulder height, elbows softly bent to preserve the visual line. The mirrored ceiling made it worse. From above, she could see the full sculpture of her restraint: chest lifted and gleaming, nipples standing to attention; her legs parted in a controlled but vulnerable stance; her pale skin flushed in pinks and reds from exertion and arousal. The chain lines connected her to the frame like a live-wire marionette.

The wall screen glowed steady green, then flickered yellow. Sophie blinked sweat from her lashes.

“Posture two engaged,” the speaker announced. “Stability target: ninety seconds. Tension window: ±1.5%. Secondary response systems armed.”

That last part made her stomach tighten. She didn’t know what secondary response meant, but her thighs were already vibrating, and her calf burned from the forced tiptoe. The strain was exquisite. That was the word she kept returning to. Not pain. Not quite. But something with teeth.

The seconds ticked silently. The only sound in the room was her breathing—tight, shallow, measured. She tried to channel her dancer’s instinct, holding her centre, micro-adjusting her glutes and abs to carry the load instead of overworking the ankle. But every minor shift translated up through the chain system. When her hip dipped by a centimetre, her right wrist chain snapped tighter. The schematic on the wall stuttered into the warning zone.

She held still.

Her entire left leg screamed in silence. Her foot throbbed in the heel. Sweat trickled down between her shoulder blades. Her braid stuck to her spine. She was trembling, visibly, and it was getting worse.

Green became yellow.

Yellow became orange.

The speaker: “Deviation registered. Beginning feedback.”

The change was immediate. A sharp buzz at her left nipple. Not pain, yet—but a live current that made the metal hoop in her piercing sing. Her entire breast tensed, nipple drawn up hard, a stinging pulse that made her gasp.

The schematic shifted.

Pulse two—this time sharper, pinching. Her chest twitched. That tiny spasm was enough to rock her weight back onto the heel of her right foot.

Wrong move.

The chain there snapped taut.

The system detected the compensatory shift. Her right wrist was yanked half an inch upward. Her shoulder screamed.

Orange became red.

A high-pitched beep sounded.

The punishment came in two waves. First, a cold jet of air, targeted directly at her inner thighs—high, and humiliating. It stole her breath and drove goosebumps across her entire lower body. Then, seconds later, a tightening of the left nipple clamp. She hadn’t even noticed it had been replaced—silent and efficient, some auto-rig had clipped it on during calibration.

Now it bit.

Sophie whimpered. The sound escaped her lips before she could stop it. Her knee buckled slightly from the shock.

Red.

Another pulse—this time to her right nipple. It flared sharp and deep, and she gasped again.

The chain tension flared wildly for two seconds before she stabilised, and then—mercifully—the schematic dipped back into orange. Her heart pounded in her chest. Her skin was on fire.

The speaker: “Posture failed. Repeat required. Penalty escalation armed.”

Sophie shook her head, blinking rapidly, her mouth trembling open.

She wanted to scream. She wanted to stop. But there was no one to hear her, and no safety word in place. The rules had been clear: endure, or break. There was no in-between.

The system reset the chain lengths with mechanical precision. A new image appeared on the wall: posture three.

This time, both feet flat—but arms stretched wider, tension bands reduced, forcing her into a deep, balanced bend. She would be squatting slightly, the position placing pressure on thighs, shoulders, and back.

She stepped into it slowly, warily, letting her knees flex and her chest open. Her breasts jutted forward. Her thighs shook. The clamps swung lightly from her nipples, sending electric reminders with each shift. Her breath came harder now, through parted lips.

The posture locked.

The schematic turned green.

The countdown resumed.

And Sophie understood: it wasn’t just pain. The system wanted her still. But her body wanted to move. Every instinct—every flinch, every cramp, every surge of arousal—was now a liability. She had to keep her body silent while her nervous system screamed.

One minute passed.

Then the toy activated.

A low hum from beneath. Her eyes widened. There had been no mention of it—no warning. But the panel beneath her feet had concealed a flush-mounted post, and now it extended, rising gently, nudging against the backs of her thighs. From it: a small rubber arm pressed upward, snug against her pussy. It didn’t penetrate, not yet—but it buzzed softly, insistently, right at the edge of contact.

The wall flashed: “Do not climax. Do not move.”

Sophie froze. Her heart thumped in her throat.

The vibrator throbbed again—barely touching her, but exactly where it needed to be. A pressure point. A tease. And just enough to make her tremble.

Her thighs spasmed. The schematic flashed yellow.

The left chain tugged in warning. The right wrist lifted slightly.

A moan broke in her throat. She swallowed it.

The toy pulsed again. Her knees wobbled.

Redline warning.

Another clamp tightened.

This time, she screamed—brief, clipped, half-choked.

A new punishment: a thin stream of water sprayed down onto her back—icy cold—making her muscles seize. The clamps pulled. Her thighs buckled. The toy pressed harder.

It was unbearable. And she loved it.

Somewhere in the pain, the cold, the fire in her limbs and the heat building in her core, Sophie felt herself tip into a deeper space. She wasn’t controlling this anymore. She was just holding on.

The speaker was silent now. No feedback. No instruction. Just the rhythmic throb of the toy, the merciless tension of the clamps, and her own desperate, shaking breath.

She was on the edge. Not of orgasm—but of collapse.

Another pulse. Another flinch.

Red.

And then the schematic went dark.

Everything stopped. The chains released slightly. The clamps unlatched.

Sophie sagged.

She was slick with sweat, her body trembling in every joint, her cunt pulsing with need and denial.

The speaker finally spoke.

“Posture sequence complete. Deviation count: five. Endurance rating: borderline. Calibration adjusted.”

She felt the new position click into place—legs further apart, arms lower, breasts even more exposed. Her head lolled backward, braid clinging to her damp spine.

And then the voice delivered the next command:

“Insert device. Begin reward mapping.”

She whimpered.

The real trial hadn’t even started.

The moment Sophie heard the phrase “insert device,” something deep in her belly twisted—not with fear, not quite. With inevitability.

A low mechanical hum began beneath her. She turned her head slightly, just enough to glimpse a slender, black-matte tray extending from the base of the centre post. On it sat the object in question: a compact, curved vibe with a narrow insertable arm and a firm, silicone clit nodule—black, unbranded, terrifying in its simplicity.

The screen displayed a command:

“Insert the device. Seat fully. Lock will engage. Manual guidance permitted. No failure permitted.”

Sophie swallowed hard. Her wrists were released for thirty seconds, no more. The cuffs unlatched with a precise hiss, and she lowered her arms, moving carefully to avoid upsetting the tension system. Her legs trembled beneath her, and she nearly stumbled—but she caught herself. She knew better than to assume the system wouldn’t count a collapse as failure.

She picked up the vibe with both hands, positioning it between her thighs. Her lips were slick, puffy, wet with everything she’d been denied since the first clamp bit down on her nipple. Her fingers guided the narrow shaft into place. It slipped inside easily—her cunt greedily pulling it in with the shameful whimper she couldn’t suppress. The outside pad pressed flush against her clit. She held it in position, and seconds later, the device clicked: suction engaged, holding itself in place with a near-silent vacuum seal.

The speaker intoned: “Device secured. Mapping phase begins.”

Her cuffs re-engaged.

The chains recalibrated.

Her arms were pulled outward again, but lower this time—parallel with her hips, like a marionette held delicately by the wrists. Her ankles were restrained in a wider stance now, knees slightly bent, forcing her hips forward into the air. The toy inside her pressed firmer. Every twitch of her thighs sent pressure against her clit. Every breath shifted her weight just enough to alter the angle.

And then the display updated.

“Stimulation is now linked to balance.”

“Precision earns reward.”

“Overcompensation = Denial.”

“Redline = Shock.”

A new countdown began.

And so did the toy.

It was subtle, at first—just a low hum inside her, teasing her walls with gentle pulses. But the more precisely she held her chains in the green zone, the stronger the pulses became. A tiny hip adjustment that lifted her body half a degree forward earned her a sudden surge of clitoral pressure. She gasped, thighs tightening. But the shift had taken her wrist tension out of alignment.

A denial thud followed: the vibrator cut out completely. Her moan dropped into a growl of frustration.

Sophie breathed hard through her nose. It’s a game. A map. You have to learn the pattern.

She tried again. This time, she held completely still. The toy resumed its base pulse. Then, slowly, she allowed her weight to shift to her left thigh while flexing her core to pull her wrists subtly inward—rebalancing the chain tension. The screen flickered green.

The pulse grew.

Her toes curled.

A second longer—and the clit nodule began to vibrate. Firm, rhythmic.

Then her shoulder trembled involuntarily. One wrist chain jerked. A redline.

Punishment initiated.

The nipple clamps re-engaged. Hard.

She screamed.

The toy shut off.

Her body convulsed, half-twisted in the harness, fighting to recover her balance as pain thundered through her chest and into her arms.

The screen reset. The speaker, calm and cruel: “Penalty applied. Resume mapping. Climax threshold: 65%.”

The implication was clear. She had to edge herself to sixty-five percent arousal—without losing balance. Only then would she be given permission to climax. And she had no way to measure it. Her own body was the gauge.

The toy restarted.

Sophie gritted her teeth and began again.

Minute shifts. Controlled tremors. Controlled breath.

When she was perfect, the system rewarded her: slow, steady pulses deep inside, clitoral suction that fluttered in warm waves. It felt so good. Too good. Her legs trembled.

But each time she let herself go — just a little — just enough to moan or roll her hips — a redline breach would trigger and the pleasure would die.

It was the most brutal edging she’d ever endured.

Time blurred.

Sweat poured down her back, the soft braid sticking to her spine. Her mouth was open, gasping, her breasts flushed and swollen, nipples purple and stretched under the weight of the clamps. The chains creaked softly around her, a symphony of restraint. Her thighs clenched, shaking. Her stomach rippled with tension. Her whole body was alive.

And then came the voice again:

“Calibration moment: pleasure window offered.”

“Condition: one-leg stance. Duration: sixty seconds. Climax not permitted.”

Her wrists were lowered slightly.

The ankle cuffs released just enough for her to lift one foot.

She hesitated. The screen blinked: “Begin.”

Sophie raised her left foot.

Immediately, the vibrator kicked into full power.

Her eyes rolled back.

The clit suction throbbed, perfectly synchronised, and her entire body lurched against the chains, her abs seizing in pleasure. She buckled at the knee but caught herself.

The chains shifted violently. Her wrists yanked. A redline grazed the display.

The clamps didn’t punish her this time. Instead, the suction cut out.

She sobbed.

Twenty seconds remained.

She tried to realign, heel barely touching the ground, balance on the ball of her foot, thigh quivering.

The toy resumed—slightly less this time, more cruel.

She bit her lip. Groaned. Guttural.

Ten seconds.

She closed her eyes and whispered, “Please… please… I can take it, just give me more—”

Then the system locked.

The foot fell. The cuffs tightened. The screen turned black.

The speaker:

“Climax not achieved.”

“Mapping failed.”

“System override initiated.”

She whimpered, shoulders sagging—but the chains didn’t release.

A final message appeared:

“Next phase: External Stimulus. No Input Control.”

The toy buzzed once—full force. Suction. Pressure. Pulse.

But now, Sophie couldn’t control a thing.

She moaned, body arching helplessly into the restraints. Her back bowed, cunt clenching, clit throbbing, nipples screaming.

And still, she wasn’t allowed to cum.

Every twitch made the toy stop.

Every stillness made it start again.

It was a loop of denial. An infinite almost.

Her body was fire and lightning and ache and need.

And she was nowhere near done.

The lights changed.

Without warning, the soft white hue bathing the cell shifted to a deep, clinical blue. Sophie flinched, instinctively aware that something had changed—and not in her favour. Her body was a constellation of aches and aftershocks: thighs trembling, arms sore, shoulders knotted. Her nipples were purple beneath the clamps, the silver hoops pulling down with each breath. The toy inside her remained stubbornly lodged, teasing but quiet for the moment.

On the wall, the screen flared to life again. A new warning banner pulsed in red:

“Redline Trigger Now Linked to External Feed Activation.”

“Two Point Breach = Live Broadcast Begins.”

Sophie stared.

A camera icon appeared beneath the message. Blinking.

The implication was crystal clear.

Her breath caught in her throat. This wasn’t part of the initial agreement. The trial had been set up as private—a controlled environment, anonymous, monitored only by AI systems and a single human overseer. But now the suggestion was different. Exposure.

The speaker crackled. Still the same modulated male tone. “Chain tension deviation above two concurrent thresholds will activate public stream mode. Viewer input optional.”

Sophie’s legs locked.

It was a lie. It had to be.

Except she didn’t think it was.

Her arousal twisted into panic. Her skin flushed even hotter. Her mind raced—who would see? How many? Was this real or part of the game? Would they control her next punishment?

She had no answers.

Only one rule now: Don’t breach twice at once.

The chains had never felt so alive.

As she adjusted her stance to rebalance, she immediately felt the pull. Her left ankle chain tightened sharply. She corrected. That triggered her right wrist, which tugged upward and made her right breast jerk in response. The clamp pulled. Pain flared. She cried out.

The schematic lit yellow. One point breached.

She froze.

The camera icon blinked faster.

The toy reactivated with no warning.

A deep internal buzz that made her eyes slam shut. Her legs twitched instinctively—and that twitch pulled her right ankle back just enough to shift the chain tension again.

Redline Two.

The screen blinked: “External Feed: Initialising…”

“No—” she gasped, words cracking with fear and humiliation.

Her reflection in the ceiling was unforgiving: legs trembling, pussy twitching around the embedded toy, slick and shiny in the harsh blue light; her arms stretched wide, chest heaving, eyes wide and pleading. Her body told the truth of her predicament. The line of her jaw was soaked in sweat. Her mouth hung open in a silent cry. She looked used. And she wasn’t even halfway through.

A new screen overlay appeared:

“Viewers: 4. Interaction Level: Passive.”

Sophie’s chest locked up.

People were watching.

She wanted to scream.

Instead, the toy inside her surged to full intensity—her punishment for triggering the feed. The suction resumed at her clit, strong and unrelenting, and her entire core buckled inward.

She was coming apart.

The speaker’s voice returned, cruelly even: “You will now be required to hold neutral chain balance for one minute. Any deviation will allow viewer interaction. Rewards or punishments are at their discretion.”

Her thighs quivered violently. Her breath hitched. Her body was begging for release, but she didn’t dare move.

The schematic hovered on the edge of red. One shift. One flinch. That’s all it would take.

She clenched her abs. Tried to ground herself.

But the toy didn’t stop.

It pulsed in perfect rhythm—deep inside her, pressure on her clit, suction alternating with vibration. Her entire body trembled.

And then the screen flickered again:

“Viewer Input: Clamps – Increase Tension. Confirmed.”

Her scream was instant.

The nipple clamps pulled. Sharper now. Deeper. More than she thought they could. The pain lanced through her chest and into her spine. Her whole upper body spasmed.

The schematic went red.

Another input. “Add Denial Pulse.”

The toy stopped.

Sophie nearly sobbed.

She had been so close—right on the edge—and now it was snatched away.

The voice returned, somehow colder than before. “Three failures. Posture recalibrated. Clamp reset pending.”

The clamps were released for only a second. Her nipples ached, throbbing in time with her heartbeat. Then the system reapplied them—tighter, higher. They now pinched the base of her nipples, closer to the areola, the position sending new shockwaves through her entire chest.

The chain spread changed.

She was now required to squat lower. Ankles were pulled wider, knees further apart, forcing her pussy directly into line with the toy’s mount. Her hands were raised slightly higher. The whole posture was agonising.

The countdown resumed.

And the camera stayed live.

Sophie stared at the blinking icon, the viewer count ticking slowly upward. Nine. Then eleven. Then sixteen.

Her shame was molten.

Her arousal didn’t care.

The toy resumed.

The schematic glowed green—perfect tension, just for a moment—and the system rewarded her with a long, low clitoral throb that made her gasp. Her toes curled inside her heels. Her hips bucked—but that slight movement triggered a shoulder imbalance. The screen flashed yellow.

She whimpered. Begged the air. “Please… please let me… I’ll hold still, I swear, just let me…”

Another viewer input: “Playback Loop: Confession Audio.”

The speakers echoed with her earlier sobbed words—her pleading from Beat 3. “Please… I can take it, just give me more—”

The sound of her own desperation made her thighs clench. She blushed so deeply it hurt.

She hated it.

She loved it.

She was being stripped bare—not just her body, but her mind. Her wants. Her surrender.

The clamps pulsed in sync with the audio. A rhythmic tug with each looped word.

The toy buzzed again—stronger now.

And Sophie realised what they were doing.

They were building her up again. They wanted her right at the edge.

So they could tear her down.

A new icon appeared.

“Edge Level: 84%.”

She was so close. So dizzy. So wet. Her body begged for permission—but she dared not move.

And then, inevitably—her knee gave out.

The chain snapped tight.

Redline. Again.

The toy stopped.

The clamps tightened. A warning beep blared.

The screen: “Viewer Count: 22. Edge Failure. Orgasm Denied.”

Sophie sagged in the rig, breathing in harsh, shallow gasps.

She was exhausted. Humiliated. Wired. Drenched in sweat. Her cunt clenched on empty air.

And the screen now displayed:

“Final Trial Approaching.”

“Climax Permitted Only Under Controlled Stillness. One Chance.”

The camera stayed on.

Everyone watching.

She had one chance to come without moving at all.

Or everything would be taken away again.

Sophie’s lungs barely worked anymore. She was soaked, trembling, aching in places she hadn’t known could ache. Her wrists were raw inside the cuffs, her legs convulsing with micro-tremors, her nipples—clamped and overstimulated—throbbed in a steady, agonising pulse that echoed through her ribcage. And still, she stood.

She didn’t know how.

Her thighs had locked hours—or was it minutes?—ago into a half-bent, quivering stance. Her arms had stopped registering sensation properly, but the nerve endings in her breasts remained cruelly responsive. Sweat streamed down her spine, collecting between her legs, mixing with slick arousal in a humiliating drip that the system’s cameras had likely tracked in real-time.

The screen above her eyes flickered. A new message burned across it in stark white:

“Final Directive: Orgasm Protocol Initiated.”

“Climax permitted only under full chain neutrality. No movement. No sound. No failure.”

And beneath it, a single warning:

“ONE ATTEMPT.”

The meaning settled in like ice under her skin.

She had to come—properly, fully, uncontrollably—but without twitching. Without crying out. Without triggering a single tension shift in the cuffs. No breaks. No do-overs. If she failed—if she moved at the wrong moment, made the wrong sound—she would be locked out, denied, and left exactly as she was: strung up, exposed, aroused to the point of madness… and empty.

The stakes made her light-headed.

Above her, the mirrored ceiling reflected a body she barely recognised. Her braid was stuck to her back with sweat. Her face looked fevered and wild, lips parted in a silent moan, cheeks streaked with tears. Her breasts looked bruised, flushed, clamped tight—silver rings distorting their shape slightly with each tremble. Her thighs glistened. Her cunt, wrapped tightly around the embedded toy, flexed visibly every few seconds, aching for release.

The speaker voice returned, devoid of sympathy.

“Maintain complete chain balance. Climax will be triggered only under stillness and silence. Any breach will lock out system.”

She was beyond fear now. What filled her chest was something closer to defiance. Her body had betrayed her so many times—but it hadn’t broken. Not fully. She was still here. Still enduring.

And if she could do this—come under control, still and silent—she’d prove something even more intimate than obedience.

She’d prove ownership.

The toy reactivated.

A soft hum. Deep and warm. Building inside her, slowly, like a tide rolling in. Her cunt clenched around it reflexively, walls fluttering in greedy relief. The clitoral pad pulsed once. A test. A warning.

She inhaled slowly. Shakily.

Not yet.

The vibration deepened, tuning perfectly to the swell of her arousal. There was no teasing now—this was calibrated precision. The system had mapped her. Knew how she peaked. Knew exactly how long she needed, how strong, how fast. Knew how to coax her to the edge and push her over.

The suction activated.

And she began to rise.

She couldn’t close her eyes. Every part of her body was straining toward stillness, clamping down against the urge to move. Her muscles locked in place. Her calves screamed. Her thighs shook—but only inside, invisible to the sensors. She prayed they couldn’t see it.

The toy throbbed again. Her clit exploded in heat. Her stomach pulled inward. Her breath hitched—but she didn’t make a sound.

She was close.

So close.

Her toes curled—but didn’t lift. Her hands clawed invisibly, fingers twitching within the cuffs—but the sensors didn’t seem to notice. Her head swam.

Pleasure surged—unbearable, unspeakable.

She clenched her jaw, bit her tongue, and when the orgasm finally hit her, it shattered her from the inside out.

No sound.

No movement.

Only pure, explosive stillness.

It rolled through her like a storm. A blinding rush of heat and wet and electric surrender. Her cunt pulsed, clit screaming against the suction, her belly rippling in tight, invisible waves. Her breath stopped entirely for a moment.

And then came the aftershocks—dangerous, involuntary tremors she couldn’t suppress.

Her thigh jerked.

One chain tightened.

No.

Her arms lifted slightly as her shoulders rocked in climax. The schematic went yellow.

Sophie’s eyes flew open in horror. No no no—

The system detected the breach. Redline.

The toy shut off instantly.

The screen blinked.

“Climax Recorded: Incomplete.”

“Post-peak Motion Detected. Outcome: Failure.”

“System Lock Engaged.”

Her sob broke before she could stop it. The chains didn’t punish her—but they didn’t release her either.

The clamps remained tight. The toy remained inside her, unmoving. Her legs trembled uncontrollably, finally collapsing into their shakes, the rigid control she’d held for so long completely unravelled.

She had come. But she had failed.

The speaker voice returned, maddeningly soft.

“You disobeyed.”

A chime.

“Viewer Count: 36. Exposure Mode: Continuing.”

The lights turned red.

Her heart sank.

She was being left on display—post-orgasm, wrecked, dripping, trembling, visibly broken by her own body.

Sophie’s head sagged in the collar.

The clamps pulled again—one last pulse—and she moaned aloud, half pleasure, half pain.

The speaker: “You will remain in place. No further instructions. Observation period begins now.”

The camera icon blinked steadily.

Her breath rattled in her throat. Her body twitched. Her inner thighs were glossy with her own failure. Her mind buzzed with both pride and shame.

And no one came to comfort her.

No one came to free her.

She had passed the peak. But not the test.

The silence returned.

Sophie stood in its centre like a relic left behind after some great storm — trembling, soaked, undone.

Her body was limp in the rig, though the restraints kept her upright. Her arms ached with a dull, hot burn that had outlasted any acute pain. Her thighs trembled rhythmically, no longer able to support her fully, and the high heels had become agony, forcing her calves into a permanent spasm. Her breath came in shallow, disjointed pulls. Not from exertion — that had passed. From something else now.

The toy inside her remained in place, unmoving. A silent witness to everything she had done.

The clamps still gripped her nipples in their final calibrated notch, biting into tender flesh stretched and swollen, but no longer screaming. Her breasts had gone numb, a floating ache that throbbed faintly behind her ribs. Her inner thighs were slick, sticky, and coated in a mixture of sweat, lubricant, and her own arousal. Her mouth hung open slightly, lips raw from biting her own screams back.

And still the camera blinked.

The red light in the upper corner of the mirrored ceiling pulsed with mechanical indifference. It didn’t mock. It didn’t leer. It simply recorded.

The display above her showed no instructions.

Just a single message:

“Post-Session Observation: In Progress.”

“Do Not Move.”

Sophie sagged into the restraints, her head falling forward against the posture collar. She was aware, dimly, of the position her body was held in — legs parted, chest lifted, arms spread, cunt still exposed and stuffed. She was on display. Not metaphorically. Literally. Her shame had stopped being theoretical two redlines ago.

She blinked slowly. Her vision swam. There was nothing else to do.

Is this it? she wondered, distantly. Is this how it ends?

Her mind reached for closure. Some kind of ending. A voice saying “well done.” A mechanism releasing her arms. A whisper through the speaker, gentle this time, saying she’d done enough. That she’d made it.

But there was nothing.

Time didn’t tick, it dissolved.

Her muscles twitched involuntarily. Her left calf cramped and released. Her wrists began to go numb again, but the restraints wouldn’t give.

The screen flickered once more, showing her own live feed now — the overhead mirror, the chain schematic in one corner, and a wide-angle side view of her from the camera.

She saw herself.

Wrecked.

Exposed.

Beautiful in the way only suffering made possible.

Her skin glowed with effort, streaked with flush and fatigue. Her mouth hung open, panting softly. Her body was slack, heavy with the aftermath of denied release and unrewarded endurance. Her eyes — half-closed, glassy — stared back at her from the ceiling.

She had become the scene.

Not a participant anymore. Just… an artefact. A proof.

And still, the camera did not switch off.

She didn’t know how long she hung there, legs spasming quietly, arms trembling, cunt pulsing around the now-cold toy. Long enough that her thoughts stopped being words. They became sensations. Pressure. Heat. Dizziness. Numbness. Shame. Arousal.

The screen offered a new update.

“Session Extension: Indefinite.”

The speaker: “Participant has failed final trial. Calibration incomplete. Awaiting decision.”

A chill ran through her despite the heat of her body.

Awaiting whose decision?

No answer came.

The lights remained low and red.

The toy did not restart.

The chains did not release.

The viewers — whoever they were — did not speak.

Sophie was left exactly where she was: strung up, slick, leaking, marked by clamps and control, head bowed, legs open, failure written across every inch of her body.

And still, part of her clenched — not in fear, but in submission.

Because in this terrible, exposed stillness… she felt known.

She had been seen.

And left suspended.


Story 27: The Mirror Room

Talia stepped into the mirrored cube and the door sealed shut behind her with a hiss that felt final.

She had imagined this moment in so many ways—braver versions of herself striding in with confidence, or smirking at the invisible camera, ready for anything. But now, inside the room, barefoot on the cool glass floor, the truth settled into her bones like cold water.

She was alone.

She was naked.

She was being watched.

Every surface was mirrored: walls, ceiling, floor. Endless reflections of herself—fragmented, distorted, perfect. The cube was ten feet across, the corners seamless, the lighting soft and white from invisible panels above. At first glance, it looked empty. But the longer she stood still, the more she began to notice. Recesses in the ceiling. Hairline gaps in the floor. Anchor points disguised as design. Cameras hidden in impossible geometry.

She turned slowly.

There she was. From every angle. A hundred Talias staring back.

Her collar was the only thing she wore—matte black leather with a steel ring at the front, snug but unornamented. It framed her neck in contrast against the warm almond tone of her skin. She felt the curve of her own breasts lift and fall with each breath, nipples stiff in the cool air. Her dark hair had been braided tightly down her back, bound high at the crown and wrapped once around itself. A single silver barbell stud glinted through her tongue.

She looked younger than 25 in some angles. Older in others. Fragile. Resolute. Exposed.

The cube made her hyperreal.

She moved her left foot slightly and caught the ripple in her calves from behind. Her thighs, lean from aerial silks, flexed gently as she shifted her weight. Her stomach pulled inward with a shallow breath. The narrow line of her landing strip—just above her bare folds—seemed to centre every reflection. She couldn’t look anywhere without seeing her cunt.

It was beautiful. It was unbearable.

A flicker of text appeared across one mirrored wall. White font. Serif. Crisp. Silent.

YOU ARE LIVE.

YOU ARE SEEN.

OBEDIENCE IS REWARDED.

FAILURE IS PUNISHED.

AUDIENCE VOTES CONTROL YOUR FATE.

Her stomach flipped.

She stepped back, but there was nowhere to go.

The room was empty—and then it wasn’t. With a mechanical whisper, panels above her slid open. Arms descended. Sleek metal rigging, soft-lined cuffs, gently humming servos. She didn’t resist. That wasn’t part of this.

Her wrists were claimed first—lifted above her head, but not harshly. The angle forced her chest forward, spine arching subtly. Then her ankles: spread slightly wider than natural stance, just enough to disrupt her balance. When the final tether clicked into her posture collar, holding her neck upright, she gasped.

The glass in front of her fogged slightly with her breath. Her image fogged with it. And then cleared.

Talia’s body trembled—not from fear, not entirely. There was something else now. Anticipation. Humiliation. The slow realisation that she had already been claimed. Her body didn’t belong to her for the next hour.

Another panel slid open.

A mechanical arm extended—this one tipped with a curved black object: smooth, glistening, unmistakable.

A plug.

The arm paused in front of her face.

She looked at it.

Another line of text appeared on the mirrored wall:

ACCEPT OR REFUSE.

YOU HAVE 10 SECONDS.

AUDIENCE ALREADY WATCHING.

Her pulse spiked.

Refuse?

There had been no mention of refuse.

She hesitated only a moment.

Then she nodded.

The arm pivoted downward. She lifted one leg slightly as instructed, foot shaking. The plug was small but firm, pre-lubricated, and the insertion was deliberate. A slight stretch, a sting, then the deep pressure of fullness. She exhaled shakily, gasping as it seated into place.

Her reflections gasped with her.

The arm retracted. The base of the plug adjusted itself—she felt it shift, aligning, calibrating. Her inner muscles clenched reflexively around it. The chains didn’t let her move far, but she twitched, back arching.

The wall screen updated again.

CLAMPS PENDING.

SUCTION SYSTEM ONLINE.

VOICE INPUT ACTIVE.

NO SAFEWORD IN THIS MODE.

Another shift behind her. Two clamps appeared at the edges of her vision—sleek, padded, silver. They didn’t touch her. Not yet.

Then the final message:

STREAM BEGINS IN 10… 9… 8…

She panicked.

There was nothing to say. No script. No control. Her mouth opened. Her tongue barbell flashed against her teeth.

“Please,” she whispered. She didn’t even know what she meant.

The reflections swallowed it whole.

7… 6…

Her nipples hardened painfully as her body flooded with heat. The plug pulsed once—just a tease.

5… 4…

Every angle of herself stared back. She was wet already. She saw it.

3… 2…

She tried to steady her breath, but it shuddered.

1…

STREAM ACTIVE.

The clamps descended.

Talia’s world contracted to the sound of her own heartbeat and the mechanical precision of the rigging around her. The first clamp landed on her right nipple—a padded silver bite that pinched sharply but mercifully avoided outright pain. Then the left. Each was placed by a perfectly steady mechanical hand, cold metal trembling against her heated skin, then clamping tight. The plug inside her pulsed again, a throb in time with her quickening pulse.

Above her, a new instruction scrolled across the mirrored wall:

“HOLD POSTURE: ARMS UP, BACK ARCHED, FEET ON TOES, LEGS APART. AUDIENCE NOW VOTING: WHERE SHOULD NEXT CLAMP BE APPLIED?”

Talia gasped. Her reflection mimicked her from a dozen angles: arms stretched overhead, collar ring gleaming at her throat, chest thrust up, back bowed almost painfully. Her feet flexed, heels lifted, weight balanced on the balls of her feet. Her thighs tensed, parting wider with each shallow breath, hips canting forward and down, offering her cunt to the mirrors and—she knew—the viewers behind them.

In that moment, she wanted to be invisible. But all she could do was become more real.

The vote bar flickered in the top left corner of the glass. She saw “LABIA,” “THIGH,” “BELLY,” “TONGUE.” The bars shifted as new votes arrived in real time. “LABIA” won. Her body went cold and hot at once.

A servo whirred behind her. A new clamp appeared—sleek, smaller, fitted with a weighted ball. It hovered, almost teasing, before descending between her legs. Her own slickness shone in the glass—her lips dark and wet, open and exposed. She squeezed her eyes shut as the clamp pressed the left side, then the right, biting gently into the tender folds. The weight swung softly, pulling her lower lips apart, displaying her utterly.

The effect was immediate—an ache that felt both filthy and sacred.

Talia’s own voice—high, shaky—echoed through the speakers, played back on a short delay: “Ah—please—”

She startled, opening her eyes. The room had weaponised her humiliation.

A prompt scrolled by:

“POSTURE BREACH = CLAMP DROP.”

Her back spasmed. Her arms ached. But the chains kept her high and open, feet barely skimming the slick floor. Her entire body trembled, reflected endlessly.

The next wave hit. The plug inside her vibrated, a steady build. The labia clamps swung. A droplet of her arousal slid down the inside of her thigh, so clear and obvious in the mirror she almost sobbed.

The vote started again. This time: “WEIGHT” or “SUCTION.”

“WeIGHT” won by a margin, and a thin cord was attached to her right nipple clamp, a chrome sphere dangling, cold and heavy. The pressure spiked, radiating through her chest and down her spine.

The prompt:

“VOICE RESPONSE REQUIRED. THANK THE AUDIENCE.”

Talia blinked, lips quivering. The system gave her no script. She could see her own face everywhere: flushed, eyes wide, mouth uncertain.

“Thank you,” she whispered, trying to sound brave, but the words broke halfway through. The system caught it, replayed it, her own voice echoing off the glass: “Thank you—thank you—”

Her shame was raw, unrelenting.

Each time the plug ramped up, the chain system required more balance. If her back arched too far, the left nipple clamp’s weight would increase by a small, brutal notch. If her hips rolled forward or back, the labia clamp’s weight would swing, tugging hard enough to make her knees buckle.

The vote bar kept flickering: “TONGUE,” “THIGH,” “COLLAR.” This time, “TONGUE” won. A new clamp—fine and precise—descended, opening with a silver pincer. A small, curved tip pressed her tongue down, trapping it beside her piercing barbell, pinning her tongue out between parted lips for the camera’s gaze. Her own saliva dripped onto her breast. The mirrors immortalised every humiliating detail.

She saw herself as the world saw her—helpless, stretched, controlled, beautiful in her surrender.

The room delivered its last instruction for the beat:

“FAILURE TO HOLD POSTURE WILL RESULT IN FULL PUNISHMENT SEQUENCE. YOUR VOICE WILL BE BROADCAST. OBEDIENCE IS REWARDED.”

The plug ramped to a new high. The labia clamps swung and burned. Talia’s breath came fast, her face streaked with tears and spit, her tongue clamped and quivering, her reflection broken into endless, raw fragments. She was being used, and she could see every angle of her own destruction.

The last vote scrolled by—“SHOULD SHE BE MADE TO BEG FOR MORE?”

“YES” flashed at 86%.

A speaker clicked on, capturing her next sound for the waiting world.

Talia whimpered, forced to look her own begging face in the eye.

The audience, and her own shame, watched together.

Talia’s whole world was sensation—raw, overwhelming, orchestrated for others’ pleasure and her own undoing. She stood at the centre of the mirrored cube, unable to move without seeing herself from a hundred angles. Her arms ached from being kept high, shoulders burning, every muscle taut with effort and humiliation. The clamps at her nipples and labia throbbed with each pulse of her heart. The plug inside her had become a second pulse, beating in rhythm with her body’s slow, torturous arousal.

A new command scrolled across the mirrored wall:

“AUDIENCE VOTE: PLEASURE OR PUNISHMENT. RESULTS IN 30 SECONDS.”

A digital countdown appeared. Talia’s eyes flicked up to it, then away—her own face stared back at her, flushed, wide-eyed, lips parted around the tongue clamp, spit slipping from the corner of her mouth. She was a picture of need and shame. Each shallow breath made the weighted clamps swing, the reflections bouncing and multiplying until she felt dizzy. She squeezed her eyes shut, but even behind her lids, she saw the afterimage—herself, wrecked, exposed, and utterly owned.

She tried to steady her breathing. She told herself she could make it through anything—she had trained her body to endure: hours on the silks, rope marks pressed deep into her thighs, her core strong from years of discipline. But nothing had prepared her for this. For the endless exposure, the mechanical indifference, the knowledge that strangers were watching every reaction, and worse—that they controlled what happened next.

The countdown ticked to zero.

PLEASURE: 54%.

PUNISHMENT: 46%.

The result was announced by a synthetic voice that echoed in the glass: “Pleasure interval commencing.”

The plug inside her came alive, ramping to a new level of intensity. Her hips bucked, helplessly, the restraints holding her open. The suction pad nestled against her clit buzzed in time, a deep, throbbing pulse that sent electricity up her spine. Her knees wobbled; she almost lost her balance. The nipple clamps swung, weights bouncing off the curves of her breasts. She gasped, saliva pooling under her tongue, and the tongue clamp forced the sound into a choked moan. She could see herself begging, lips trembling, sweat beading on her upper lip and streaking down her sides.

Her reflection was a map of vulnerability—arched back, parted thighs, toes pointed, body trembling with effort. The mirrored cube was a gallery and she was its only exhibit.

The pleasure was almost too much—so sharp, so focused, she felt like her body was being rewritten by it. The plug pulsed again. She cried out, a sound that bounced endlessly between mirrored walls.

A new prompt flashed:

“AUDIENCE VOTE: CONTINUE, DENY, ESCALATE.”

This time, the seconds dragged. Talia’s body teetered at the edge, her breath quickening, hips rocking against the restraints. She could feel the orgasm building—steady, unstoppable, deep inside. She was so close she could taste it, feel it burning in her thighs and belly, tightening every muscle, every nerve.

The results blazed across the wall.

DENY: 71%.

“No!” she whimpered, the sound muffled and pathetic through the tongue clamp. The pleasure stopped instantly. The plug powered down, leaving her shaking on the brink, muscles spasming with denied release.

Her own voice echoed back at her, caught and looped by the system: “No—no—please—”

Her reflected mouth hung open, drool stretching from tongue to breast.

She sagged in the restraints, panting. Tears welled in her eyes, spilling over, cutting tracks through the flush on her cheeks. The humiliation was as fierce as the need. She tried to look away, but everywhere she turned was herself—aroused, helpless, exposed.

A new command:

“DESCRIBE YOUR NEED. AUDIENCE VOTES ON HONESTY.”

She forced herself to speak, tongue aching from the clamp. “I—I need to come. I need it so badly. I’m shaking—I feel it everywhere. My nipples hurt. My pussy aches. I want to be used. I want to be seen. Please. Please.” The words sounded broken even to her.

Another countdown.

“HONESTY: 93%.”

A tiny flicker of pride lit in her chest. Then a new instruction:

“EDGING CYCLE INITIATED. PLEASURE INTERVAL: 60 SECONDS.”

The plug resumed, ramping faster. The suction pulled at her clit, sending her right back to the edge in seconds. Her body trembled, sweat running down her sides, every muscle locked in effort. She stared at herself in the mirror: a girl on the brink, trembling, tears streaming, mouth forced open, tongue held captive, clamps bouncing with every shiver. Her eyes, black with need, pleaded for mercy.

A display in the top right corner tracked her arousal: “CLIMAX PROXIMITY: 78%… 85%… 92%…”

The final seconds ticked away. She was right there—right there—and then the system shut off the pleasure. She screamed, soundless, collapsing into the restraints. Her reflection was wild, hair slicked to her neck, shoulders shaking with silent sobs.

“AUDIENCE VOTE: RESET OR RELEASE?”

She could see the chat messages scrolling—raw, anonymous, hungry. “She’s close, keep her there.” “Don’t let her come.” “Make her beg.” “So pretty when she cries.” “Again.”

RESET: 89%.

The timer reset. She was kept on the edge, denied again.

The cycle repeated:

Pleasure—build—hold—deny.

Pleasure—build—hold—deny.

Her mind began to splinter. She started begging without prompt, desperate, incoherent. “Please—please let me—please, I can’t—please, I’m losing it—” Her voice looped endlessly, the sound replayed by the system, filling the room, filling her head.

The audience fed on it.

Another command:

“CONFESS TO THE MIRROR. TELL YOURSELF WHY YOU DESERVE TO BE DENIED.”

Her voice was hoarse, barely more than a whisper. “I deserve it because I want it too much. Because I let strangers see me. Because I want to be punished. Because I love the shame.”

Tears dripped from her chin. The room caught them, reflected them, made them beautiful and terrible.

A final prompt:

“AUDIENCE VOTE: ORGASM OR DENIAL?”

She watched, numb with need, as the numbers rolled. Her fate decided by faceless viewers.

Denial won.

The plug shut off. The clamps remained, heavy and cruel. The reflection of her body—wrecked, denied, glistening—was burned into her mind.

The last message:

“TIMER RESTARTED. THE AUDIENCE THANKS YOU.”

Talia hung, ruined, arousal coiling and fading and coiling again, the cycle unbroken, her reflection a thousand-fold testimony to her submission.

The silence after the last denial was not relief. It was pressure. It filled the mirrored cube so densely that Talia felt she could drown in it. Her breath came too fast at first—quick, panicked, almost panting—until the collar forced her chin up, her throat open, her jaw slack around the small clamp holding her tongue forward. Every part of her ached. Her shoulders trembled from being kept raised; her calves burned from standing through a forced half-stretch; her nipples pulsed beneath the weighted clamps; her labia throbbed where the delicate silver jaws held her open; and the plug inside her felt both invasive and necessary now, as if her body had reorganized itself around the pressure of it. She was sore, slick, fevered, and unbearably close to a release she was not allowed.

The mirrored walls offered no escape. Everywhere she looked, she saw herself: her parted lips, her wet cheeks, her trembling thighs, the exquisite strain in the arch of her back. The reflections multiplied her shame until it felt like the entire world was looking at her at once. She saw versions of herself she had never seen before—raw, undone, desperate. She looked like someone who had already submitted long ago, someone who didn’t just endure but craved the endurance. Someone who had finally been shown the truth of her own need, and could do nothing but stand inside it.

The screen on the far wall flickered. Then it changed. For the first time since she entered the cube, it didn’t display a command. It displayed her. A direct feed from one of the hidden cameras filled the wall, a high-resolution close-up of her body exactly as it was: chest heaving, nipples stretched under silver weight, inner thighs shining with humiliation and arousal, her face flushed and wet. The camera zoomed in further, showing the way her tongue trembled against the clamp, the way her lower lip quivered, the way her eyes looked glassy and wide with held-back pleading. Then the close-up disappeared and was replaced by a split-screen view—multiple angles at once. She saw herself from the front, the side, above, behind. She was surrounded by herself.

A line of text appeared across the reflection:

CONFESSION PHASE INITIATED. SPEAK TO YOURSELF. THE AUDIENCE WILL RATE TRUTHFULNESS.

Something inside her ribcage tightened. She felt smaller suddenly, more mortal. There was no one else here now—not the system voice, not the viewers, not the mechanisms that had turned her body into an instrument. There was only herself. And she could not hide from herself in this room.

The speaker’s voice came through again—neutral, unhurried, patient. “Tell the mirror what you are.”

Talia closed her eyes for a moment. It didn’t help. She could still feel the reflections staring back at her. She took in a shaking breath and let it out slowly. Her voice, when it came, was soft and hoarse.

“I… I’m someone who wants to be seen.”

Her reflection did not change. It watched her say it. It accepted the words without reaction. And somehow, that was the part that hurt.

The screen blinked once:

HONESTY SCORE: 71%. CONTINUE.

Her throat tightened. She swallowed against the collar, the movement small and painful. She forced herself to look up again—not at the distant walls, but at the reflection directly in front of her. The girl in the mirror looked exhausted, tear-streaked, beautiful, frightened, and hungry. Her own voice returned, quieter now.

“I want to be watched.” She felt her lips tremble. “I want people to look at me like this.”

The plug inside her pulsed once, slow and deep. Her knees nearly buckled.

HONESTY SCORE: 84%. CONTINUE.

Her breath stuttered at the approval. She felt the truth building in her like heat under her skin. She couldn’t stop now. The next confession scraped itself out of her, softer, more fragile.

“I want to be used. I want to be taken apart.”

The words didn’t feel spoken—they felt surrendered. Her eyes burned, and a tear slid down her cheek. She watched it fall in the mirror.

HONESTY SCORE: 93%. CONTINUE.

The pulse inside her became stronger. She couldn’t tell if it was a reward or punishment. Her whole body felt drawn tight, open, vibrating at the edge of something that had nothing to do with orgasm and everything to do with being known.

She swallowed once more and whispered the deepest part, the part she had never said aloud before.

“I want to want it,” she said. “I want to be the kind of person who breaks for this. I want to need it. I want to feel myself fall apart. And I want… I want to be seen doing it.”

Her reflection blurred with tears. She barely noticed until she tasted salt.

HONESTY SCORE: 97%. AUDIENCE INPUT PERMITTED.

A vote appeared:

SOFTEN HER

BREAK HER

It felt like fate was being tallied in percentages.

The results came almost instantly.

BREAK HER: 82%.

The clamps tightened by one subtle, devastating degree. The plug inside her pushed deeper and began a slow, rhythmic pulse that matched her racing heartbeat. Her body arched without her meaning to. Her breath tore from her chest. Her thighs shook openly now—no disguise left in them.

She was beyond resisting.

The screen displayed new instructions:

REPEAT YOUR CONFESSION. LOOK AT YOURSELF WHILE YOU SAY IT.

She tried to lower her gaze. The posture collar forced her to face forward. Her reflected eyes—wet, wide, frightened—locked onto hers.

The words came out as a whisper between sobs.

“I want to be seen,” she said. “I want to be undone. I want to be broken. I want you to watch me fall apart.”

The system captured her voice.

Looped it.

Played it back.

Her own confession echoed around her, layered with her own desperation. The sound filled the room, filled her ears, filled the hollow behind her ribs. It was too intimate. Too honest. Too much.

Her tears came harder.

Her reflection cried with her.

And the audience watched.

The clamps pulsed once more. The plug inside her swelled with pressure. Her whole body trembled on the edge of pain, pleasure, humiliation, and surrender.

Then, softly, without fanfare, one more instruction appeared:

ACCEPT YOUR ROLE. SPEAK IT.

Talia drew in a long, shaking breath. Her chest rose. Her nipples ached. Her thighs trembled. Her reflection waited.

Her voice, when it came, was quiet and full.

“I am the one who is watched,” she whispered.

“I am the one who is broken.”

“I am the one who is seen.”

Nothing changed.

No release.

No reward.

No mercy.

Only the truth.

And the unblinking presence of her own reflection.

She hung there, trembling, exposed, and known.

It was as if the room had surrendered to chaos. The shift came not in sound, but in the flicker of digital messages across every mirrored surface—a barrage of audience commands, options lighting up and extinguishing as fast as new viewers joined the stream. Talia, still locked in her web of reflection and restraint, stared at the mirrored walls in mute disbelief. For a moment, she tried to hold on to a sense of self. But that was gone now, along with any hope of mercy.

“AUDIENCE CONTROL: ENABLED.”

The words burned in the glass.

“SELECT: VIBRATE / PUNISH / SOFTEN / ADD CLAMP / CONFESSION / BLINDFOLD / GAG / SUCTION / EDGE / EXPOSE.”

The votes came fast. Talia felt the changes before she even registered which options had won. The plug inside her jolted to life, high and deep. Her hips jerked, muscles spasming. The left nipple clamp’s weight increased, tugging hard enough to make her arch and whimper.

A hiss, and the blindfold descended—a soft, weighted mask that pressed gently against her closed eyes, plunging her into darkness. She gasped, the deprivation heightening everything: every throb of the plug, every cold tug of the labia clamp, every damp drag of her own hair against her sticky shoulders. The blindfold snapped up as quickly as it had dropped, replaced by new commands.

Now a gag: a mechanical arm fitted a panel against her lips, buckling it behind her head. She tried to protest, but the sound was muffled, broken into desperate animal noises. Her tongue ached with the memory of its clamp, and now she could only moan into the silence, humiliated and exposed.

The audience sent another command. Her tongue piercing vibrated—a tiny, precise hum that shot straight to her skull and back down her spine. She jerked, saliva spilling past the edges of the gag. She was aware of herself only as sensation: thighs shaking, cunt pulsing, chest burning, sweat dripping off her chin.

A window opened in the glass:

“CONFESSION LOOP: PLAY BACK.”

Her earlier voice—desperate, broken—spooled out in the darkness. “I deserve it because I want it too much. Because I let strangers see me. Because I want to be punished. Because I love the shame.” Her own words, bounced back at her from all directions, made her feel both more and less real—an echo, a loop, a ghost of her own humiliation.

Someone in the audience triggered the clamps to tighten again. Another viewer voted “Soften”—the plug’s vibrations lessened, a gentle mercy that only made the next punishment sharper. Talia was no longer able to anticipate what would happen. Her world had become pure reaction: each vote a lightning strike, each interval a new storm.

The next round was “EDGE.” The plug ramped up, suction locked on her clit, every muscle in her pelvis pulling taut. She rocked helplessly, drool smearing the gag and her breasts. The mirrored walls multiplied her shame infinitely. Every time she felt herself about to peak, a new punishment cut in—clamps tightened, suction paused, a blast of cold air shot over her thighs.

She was made to kneel, arms yanked down by the restraints as her legs folded beneath her. The mirrored floor reflected her from below: labia spread by clamps, her body open and helpless, tears smearing her flushed cheeks. She barely registered the mechanical arm that wiped sweat from her brow, only to let a new stream run down.

“HOLD STILL FOR 60 SECONDS. DO NOT BREAK POSTURE. RANDOM INPUTS WILL OCCUR. ORGASM PERMITTED ONLY IF YOU ENDURE.”

She was trembling, inside and out. The plug fired at random intervals, clamps pulsed, the blindfold flicked on and off, the gag tightened and released. She tried to focus on the timer, on the soft digital numbers counting down in the reflection. Her thighs quaked, her hips bucked, her mouth hung open in a silent plea. Forty seconds. Thirty. Twenty—her left shoulder jerked, a clamp snapped tighter, the plug cut off, and her cry echoed through the room.

She had failed. She’d lasted fifty-two seconds. The audience erupted in a digital applause—emojis streaming across the screen, a flurry of “AGAIN!” and “SHE CAN’T DO IT!” and “LOOK AT HER BEG!”

A final input: “EXPOSE.” The restraints forced her upright again, plug still inside, clamps all engaged, arms overhead, legs spread wide, nothing hidden from the camera’s gaze. The mirrored walls reflected her for the audience, for herself, for the history of her own submission.

The system offered no comfort, no closure. The plug’s last pulse was a tease, and then nothing. The final instruction appeared:

“STREAM CONTINUES. REMAIN IN POSITION. AWAIT FURTHER INSTRUCTION.”

Talia hung, spent and dripping, surrounded by infinite versions of herself—every angle of defeat, every facet of arousal, every tremor and tear immortalised in the mirrored cube.

There was no privacy left. Only endurance. Only shame.

And only the knowledge that she was still, always, being watched.

Talia didn’t know how long she’d been in the cube. Time, already fractured by humiliation and arousal, had become meaningless—a haze of bright lights, digital commands, her own mirrored face flickering between despair and desperate, lingering need. She’d cried herself dry, or so she thought, but every new exposure brought fresh tears, streaking hot and shameful down her cheeks and over the panel gag still buckled tight behind her head.

Her body had long since surrendered. Her arms, once elegant and strong, hung slack from the overhead tethers. The skin of her wrists was red and swollen where the cuffs bit in. Her chest, marked by the long session of clamps and weights, was streaked with angry lines—nipples swollen, the flesh around them bruised and trembling with the aftershocks of denied pleasure. The plug remained inside her, its presence a deep, insistent ache. Her legs had stopped supporting her some time ago. She knelt, then slumped, and now was forced upright again by the frame—thighs parted, labia still spread and glistening, all of it recorded and reflected a thousand times over.

The mirrored walls caught everything. She could see her body from below, from above, from the side, from impossible angles—her profile and her front, the arch of her back, the slackness of her mouth, the wild and haunted look in her own eyes. The reflections made her ordeal inescapable; she couldn’t hide from her own ruin, couldn’t comfort herself with the thought of unseen suffering. Here, every moment, every leak of arousal, every shudder and tremble, was preserved and multiplied.

The screen above her blinked to life.

“SESSION STATUS: INDEFINITE.”

“YOU WILL REMAIN VISIBLE UNTIL VIEWERSHIP FALLS BELOW 5.”

A bold number hovered in the top corner: 9. She watched it, numb with exhaustion and need, as it flickered: 8… 7… then back up to 10 as new viewers tuned in, curious or hungry or simply unwilling to let her ordeal end.

The room was silent except for the subtle whir of the restraint motors and the occasional beep of a vote. There were no words of comfort, no voice to tell her she’d endured enough. The system was implacable—indifferent to her suffering, immune to her submission, designed only to keep her visible and open. The cube’s atmosphere felt charged, humid with the scent of her own sweat, her tears, her arousal. She tasted metal and salt, the tang of her own breath trapped behind the gag.

She tried to shift her weight, to ease the ache in her thighs or shoulders, but the system responded instantly: a pulse from the plug, a sharp tightening of the nipple clamps, a gentle but merciless tug from the frame that kept her upright, exposed, obedient. She felt herself begin to dissociate, her mind slipping away from the body still trapped and trembling at the centre of the mirrored storm. She floated above, watching herself: a naked girl, small and exhausted, her body slick and marked, her eyes hollowed by tears, her mouth still held open for an audience she would never meet.

The minutes crept by. The number on the display hovered, never quite low enough to free her. 6… 5… then back to 7. Each time she thought she might be released, the counter would rise again. Her hope dulled, leaving only the ache, the deep, unreachable itch for closure, for comfort, for the simplest human touch—someone to unbuckle the gag, to stroke her hair, to whisper that it was over.

But it was not over.

She was not allowed to fall. The frame kept her posed, the mirrored cube kept her seen. Every so often, the system would flicker the lights, or play back a clip of her begging, or zoom in on the tears drying on her cheeks. She heard her own voice looped through the glass: “Please—please let me—please, I can’t—please, I’m losing it—” Her own desperation, captured and reflected and broadcast again.

She was caught in a feedback loop of humiliation and longing, suspended between need and shame. The worst of it was that her arousal never fully faded. Each time the frame forced her upright, the plug inside her would shift, pressing against her most sensitive place, sending a pulse of heat through her belly, making her leak fresh desire down her thighs. Her body betrayed her. The mirrors never let her forget.

At some point, she stopped fighting. There was nothing left to fight. She simply hung, open and empty and endlessly exposed, watched by strangers and by herself. She drifted between moments—of embarrassment, of pain, of pleasure, of numbness—sometimes crying, sometimes laughing silently, sometimes so quiet she wondered if she’d vanished, if the glass had finally rendered her invisible.

But she was always there. The mirrors made sure of that.

A final message scrolled across the wall in silent, indifferent letters:

“YOU ARE STILL BEING WATCHED.”

And so she waited, poised in the centre of her own endless reflection, the world narrowed to the ache of her restraints, the heaviness in her chest, and the unblinking gaze of those who would not, could not, look away.

The ordeal had no safe word, no resolution, no escape.

Only the knowledge that every angle of her suffering—and her secret, relentless need—would linger in the mirrored cube, long after the last viewer was gone.


Story 28: The Lockout Protocol

Amber stood at the threshold of the chamber, arms folded tightly across her bare chest, breath already shallow with anticipation. She’d surrendered her phone and her clothes in the concrete-walled anteroom, stripped under the bored eyes of an anonymous attendant, and now waited, naked and vulnerable, for the Watcher’s signal to enter. Fluorescent lights cast sharp rectangles on her skin, highlighting the anxious flush blooming up from her collarbones to her cheeks.

She was not a stranger to endurance. Her legs were proof—plush, powerful, marbled with old runner’s scars across her shins, a faint map of adolescent pride and adult stubbornness. Her hands, always restless, flexed and clenched against her hips as if searching for pockets that no longer existed. The air tasted faintly of steel and antiseptic. It prickled along her arms, raising the fine hairs of anxiety and excitement.

“Enter,” came the Watcher’s voice, filtered through hidden speakers. Neutral, not unkind, but empty—so carefully measured it almost sounded synthetic.

Amber obeyed. The heavy door clicked behind her and the world shrank to the boundaries of the chamber. It was smaller than she’d imagined—a spare, windowless rectangle, maybe four metres by three, dominated by machines and challenges: a treadmill, flanked by cold steel rails; a deep blue box filled with pale grains, pitted at the corners; a steel “restraint bench” like something from an asylum’s memory, its buckles and shackles neatly arranged. In one corner, a waist-high tank filled with icy water caught the glare of the overhead lights, a thin mist ghosting its surface.

But what drew Amber’s gaze—what locked her in place, breath caught and nipples tightening—was the glass lock box on its pedestal. Inside, nestled on a velvet tray, were half a dozen keys, each labelled, each out of reach. Next to it, a digital timer blinked: 1:00:00. Her own phone, now docked into a streaming cradle, displayed her face in ghostly silhouette. She knew, somewhere, a single watcher saw what she saw. The thought sent another shiver through her spine.

“Remove your arms from your chest,” the voice instructed. “Show me what you’ve brought for your ordeal.”

She let her arms drop to her sides, fighting the instinct to cover herself. She stood tall—5’4” but carrying herself taller, shoulders square, chin up. Her body was solid and lush: wide hips, soft belly, firm breasts tipped with dark, sensitive nipples. Sweat already prickled along the small of her back. A thin, asymmetric birthmark was visible high on her left hip. Her navel was pierced, a small silver hoop glinting beneath the harsh lights. Her hair—deep black and cut to a bob—clung damply to the sides of her face.

“Beautiful,” the Watcher said, with a coolness that made her pulse jump. “Now. Step to the centre. Hands at your sides. Do not cover. We begin with inspection.”

She obeyed, body humming with nerves as she padded barefoot across the linoleum. She stood on a painted circle at the room’s centre, legs slightly parted, toes gripping the chill floor.

An automated panel slid open beside the bench, and a tray extended: a heavy steel collar, a wide chastity belt with integral plug and shield, and a pair of thickly padded leather mitten-mitts, each with their own lock and short, dangling chain.

“Collar first,” the Watcher instructed. Amber picked it up—surprisingly cold and heavy, inside lined with silicone, outside stamped with a serial number. She wrapped it around her throat, feeling the pressure settle at the base of her neck, then closed the clasp. It latched with a decisive click.

“Belt. Make sure the plug is seated correctly. You may use lube.”

She hesitated only a second. The plug was thick but smooth, ribbed to tease and stretch as it slid in. She lubed it quickly from a sachet, then squatted, lining the plug up and sinking slowly onto it. The stretch made her gasp, and her knees shook as she pulled the belt’s waistband up and over her hips, nestling it flush to her skin. The shield plate covered her mound, the locking tab sliding home at her right hip with a hard snap.

She straightened, plug shifting inside her, a dull ache and a bright pressure all at once.

“Mitten-mitts next. Hands behind you.”

She struggled, awkward with the new weight and the intrusive fullness. The mitts were stiff, thickly padded, her fingers curled into useless fists, the wide leather locked tight at her wrists. The chains hung cold and silent against her skin.

A mechanical arm extended, collecting the spent lube packet and her trembling hands, checking her for compliance. Each lock was tested, each restraint confirmed.

The Watcher’s voice softened, just a shade. “Good. All restraints are secure. The rules are simple, Amber. Each task you complete brings you closer to release—each failure adds a minute to your timer, or a new lock to your body. Your keys are in the box. You will see them, but not touch them, until you have earned them. There will be no aftercare. The stream is running, and I will be your only witness. Do you consent?”

Amber’s voice shook, but she lifted her chin. “Yes. I consent.”

“Say it for the record.”

She spoke more clearly, knowing the phone’s microphone was picking up every word, every quiver: “I consent to the Lockout Protocol. I accept all terms. I want to be tested.”

“Very good. You may begin with the treadmill. Step up.”

Amber shuffled to the treadmill, the chastity belt shifting with every step, plug reminding her of its unyielding presence. Her thighs brushed the cold steel, breasts swaying, every inch of her exposed. The mitts made balance tricky—she had to steady herself using her forearms, fingers trapped inside thick padding.

A panel beside the treadmill lit up, displaying her heart rate, stride, timer, and failures.

TASK: RUN AT 8KM/H FOR 10 MINUTES. FAILURE: +1 MINUTE, PLUG VIBRATION.

NO HANDS ALLOWED. MITTS ON AT ALL TIMES.

She took a breath. Sweat already rolled down her side, nerves and anticipation merging into a bright, hot ache. The belt was impossibly heavy. The collar chafed. The mitts felt like surrender. She stepped onto the moving track, knees flexing, and looked up to the mirrored dome above her—her own flushed, desperate face staring back.

The treadmill began to move.

She ran.

The ordeal had begun.

The treadmill’s belt hummed beneath Amber’s bare feet, each slap of her soles echoing in the small, clinical room. At first, the pace felt manageable—eight kilometres an hour wasn’t a sprint, not for someone with her legs, her history. But nothing about this was normal. Not the way the collar pressed at her throat, not the heavy, shielded belt with its locked-in plug jostling with every stride, not the way the mitten-mitts transformed her hands into useless paddles, making every adjustment awkward and graceless.

She found a rhythm, swinging her arms stiffly for balance, bare breasts bouncing in time with her steps. Sweat prickled at her temples and between her shoulder blades, slicking her skin. Every few strides, the plug shifted—sometimes pressing deep, sometimes tugging slightly at her entrance, sending a quick, bright jolt up her spine that made her gasp aloud. With each shift, the belt’s rigid panel clamped harder across her mound, intensifying the ache and the impossible sense of fullness. She clenched her jaw, fighting to keep her breath steady, cheeks flushed from more than exertion.

The digital timer on the wall counted down, bright red numbers relentless in their precision. Nine minutes, thirty seconds… Nine minutes, fifteen… Her thighs were already burning, calves flexing hard as she struggled to maintain form. The mitts left her unable to wipe sweat from her eyes or steady herself if she lost her balance. She wobbled, righted herself, felt the first flush of panic.

The Watcher’s voice cut in, suddenly warm. “Good pace, Amber. But you’re sweating already. Is the belt too much for you?”

She shook her head, not trusting her voice, knowing the mic would pick up every crack, every gasp.

“Careful,” the Watcher warned, as her left knee buckled slightly. “Failure adds a minute. And more.”

Amber tried to focus on the simple mechanics of running—heel, ball, toe—each footfall a promise. She stared straight ahead, vision blurring, focusing on the shimmer of the glass lock box and its keys. She imagined her fingers curled around one of those cold little trophies, imagined the moment the belt finally, blissfully released her, imagined even the cool air across her bare, denied sex. That hope kept her moving, made the ache bearable.

But the room was hot and close. The air was thick, her mouth dry, her legs turning to jelly far sooner than she wanted to admit. She fumbled with her balance, her shoulders rounding, her steps turning choppy.

A warning alarm sounded. The treadmill’s readout flashed:

“PACE DROPPED. FAILURE: +1 MIN. PLUG VIBRATION INCOMING.”

The plug inside her whirred to life, first with a low, insistent buzz, then a sudden jolt of intense vibration that made her hips buck and her thighs threaten to collapse. She yelped, stumbling, and the treadmill instantly adjusted—faster now, compensating for her hesitation.

Amber’s arousal spiked and twisted with humiliation. The Watcher’s voice returned, now taunting. “Was that a slip, or did you want to feel the plug, Amber? Are you failing on purpose?”

She bit her lip, fighting the urge to curse or beg, knowing it would only be replayed.

The mitts made everything worse. She could no longer keep her balance by gripping the rails or flinging her arms wide. Twice, she nearly tumbled off, only just catching herself. Sweat poured down her chest, running in rivulets down her belly and into the crease where the belt’s shield pinched her flesh. She panted, every breath a whine.

As the minutes crawled by, the treadmill punished every minor deviation. If she slowed, even slightly, the plug ramped up; if she tried to speed up, the system delivered a jolt of shock that buzzed along the steel of the belt, making her thighs shake and her nipples stiffen in shock. Each penalty added a minute to her timer. Each minute stretched out, an eternity of pounding heart and burning legs and humiliating, uncontrollable arousal.

When she faltered for the third time, a cold voice from the speaker: “No water until the task is complete. You haven’t earned it. Focus.”

Her mouth went dry, tongue thick. She tried to blink sweat from her eyes, vision blurring, focusing on the glass box and its mocking promise.

Amber began to whimper, the noise thin and high, a private sound she couldn’t have hidden even if she wanted to. Her body was a map of effort and defeat: every muscle trembling, her hips aching, the plug’s relentless vibration riding the edge of pleasure and pain. Shame burned in her chest as she realised how much her own arousal was adding to her suffering, every failure not just a loss of time, but a spike of heat low in her belly.

At seven minutes, she stumbled hard. The treadmill’s emergency mode snapped on, slowing to a crawl, a harsh alarm echoing in the chamber.

The Watcher’s voice, now cold and clinical: “Task failed. Step off the treadmill. Present yourself at the kneeling box.”

Amber stumbled off, legs shaking, mitts flailing for support she couldn’t grasp. She blinked, sweat-streaked and panting, and knelt on the hard, grain-filled box as instructed. The rough grains bit into her knees and shins, scouring the old scars. The belt dug into her hips, plug pressing deep. The timer flashed: +5 MINUTES. ADDITIONAL LOCK TRIGGERED.

The mechanical arm extended, locking a new cuff around her left ankle, chaining it to a floor ring. She couldn’t shift, couldn’t even ease her weight off the punished skin of her knees.

“Chest up,” the Watcher ordered. “Arms behind your back, mitts touching. Hold this until I say otherwise. If you fall, the timer increases.”

Amber fought to comply, arms pulled awkwardly behind her, chest exposed and heaving, her breath shaking with exhaustion. She felt raw—body stretched and trembling, skin burning where the grains pressed and pinched. The belt was unrelenting, the plug inside her still humming. Her thighs shook, her calves cramping. The humiliation of being watched, denied water, denied comfort, made her flush even deeper.

The Watcher’s voice, now almost gentle: “Count aloud. Remind yourself who put you here.”

Amber’s voice broke as she whispered, “One… two… three… please, I—four, five—please let me—six…” The words faded into a whimper.

She was held, sweating and panting, every muscle screaming, timer mocking her with each bright, merciless second.

The ordeal was only beginning.

Amber’s world narrowed to points of pain and humiliation. Her knees pressed into the hard-packed grain, skin already raw from the sharp edges, old track scars rubbed open and weeping. Sweat mingled with grit, stinging in every scrape and crease. The belt bit harder into her hips with each attempt to adjust, and the plug throbbed in slow, insistent pulses—never letting her forget the full, intrusive ache at her core. Every shift, every shudder, was witnessed by the glassy eye of her own phone, its lens unblinking, the Watcher somewhere on the other side.

The instructions came, emotionless and inescapable. “Arms behind your back. Mitts touching. Chest out.” Amber struggled to keep her posture, muscles quivering from fatigue. Her breathing was fast and uneven, breastbone slick with sweat, nipples dark and hard against the chill of the room. She tried to count, as she’d been told, but her voice wavered with every number.

“One… two… three… please, I—four—”

Her pleas evaporated in the air, ignored by the Watcher. The timer on the wall ticked up, each failure to hold still, each whispered complaint, adding precious seconds and burning away her hope.

It wasn’t just the pain—it was the humiliation. Knowing she was on display, reduced to a body, a set of trembling thighs and fidgeting hands. Her mitts ached with the urge to clench, to hide herself, but all she could do was fold them together awkwardly behind her, wrists straining, fingers useless. Sweat dripped from her chin and fell in fat beads onto her chest, rolling down to the shield of the belt. Her hair clung to her jaw, dark and heavy, sticking to her damp cheeks.

The Watcher’s voice broke in, softer now, but no less powerful. “Recite. I am here because I chose this. I submit to this protocol. I endure because I need it.”

Amber hesitated, eyes squeezed shut, then forced the words out between shaking breaths. “I… I am here because I chose this. I submit to this protocol. I… endure because I need it.” Her voice broke, tears threatening.

The punishment was subtle and cruel. Each time her words faltered, the plug delivered a new, sharper pulse. A fluttering vibration that made her gasp, hips shifting in reflex, thighs trembling and betraying her. Each slip of discipline brought more arousal, more heat, even as her humiliation deepened. The contradiction left her dizzy, desperate, aching with the need for comfort she’d long ago forfeited.

Time dragged. Her body sagged, the pain in her knees becoming a deep, insistent burn. She tried to brace herself, to escape the worst of the pressure, but the chain on her ankle and the command to keep arms behind her made it impossible. All she could do was breathe, sob, and try not to collapse.

Finally, after what felt like forever, the Watcher spoke again. “Crawl to the cold plunge. Do not use your hands. If you fall, you will return here and begin again.”

The order left her stunned for a moment. She bit her lip, trying to gather strength, then rocked forward off the box, legs trembling, the belt’s shield scraping over her belly as she pushed to all fours. The mitts made crawling awkward—she had to use her forearms, elbows splaying, hips rising high, bare knees dragging over the gritty floor. The chain on her ankle slowed her further. Every movement pressed the plug deeper, made her acutely aware of how exposed she was, ass lifted, sex hidden and locked but leaking heat.

She reached the edge of the cold plunge tank and paused, shivering before she even touched the water. The surface was glassy, a thin mist swirling over blue-black depths. The room seemed to shrink around her. The Watcher’s voice became almost gentle: “Immerse yourself. Belt and all. Kneel. Hold for sixty seconds.”

Amber steeled herself, then lowered her legs into the tank. The cold bit instantly—an arctic shock that seized her breath and clamped her thighs in rigid agony. She gasped, teeth chattering, as she sank onto her knees, water rushing up over her hips, covering the belt and plug, numbing her skin. The metal grew painfully cold, the plug’s pressure replaced by a sharp, biting ache.

She tried to keep her chest lifted, arms behind, mitts pressed together, but the cold made her shake uncontrollably. Her nipples shrank into hard, aching points, breath exploding from her in foggy bursts. The timer on the wall counted down, and she locked her eyes on it, desperate to survive each long second.

Halfway through, her body started to convulse. The cold reached her core, shudders wracking her frame. Her legs cramped, her knees slipping on the tank’s slick bottom. Tears streamed down her face—hot at first, then freezing as they hit her cheeks.

The Watcher’s voice was close in her ear. “Don’t fall, Amber. You’re being watched. Prove you can hold on. Prove you can do better.”

She gritted her teeth, staring at the timer, mind white with the agony of the cold and the humiliation of being seen like this—shivering, nearly naked, plugged and belted, knees bruising on the tank floor. The seconds finally bled away. The timer beeped.

“Climb out, unaided,” the Watcher commanded.

Amber fumbled at the edge, elbows slippery, mitts useless. She managed to haul herself up, body shaking so hard her teeth rattled. Water streamed from her skin and pooled on the floor. Her knees were red and raw. The belt, now icy, pressed cruelly against her, the plug’s dull ache returning as her body slowly warmed.

She slumped to the floor, sobbing, arms folded under her chest, knees drawn up. She was exhausted—physically, emotionally, humiliated to the bone.

But the Watcher offered no comfort. “Return to the lock box. Present yourself for the next challenge.”

Amber crawled, shivering and broken, toward the glass box on its pedestal. The keys gleamed inside, mocking her suffering, her hope. She knelt before it, chest heaving, cheeks streaked with cold tears and sweat.

“Beg for the key,” the Watcher said. “Tell me why you deserve it. Tell the viewers why you’re ready.”

Her voice came out as a whisper, but the phone’s microphone caught every word, every sob. “Please… I did what you asked. I tried my best. I’m so tired, so cold, so—please let me have a key. Please. I need to be free. Please.”

The Watcher paused, then replied, voice unreadable. “Try one.”

Amber’s mitts fumbled with the glass, trembling as she reached for a key.

It didn’t fit.

The lockbox snapped shut. The timer flashed: +3 MINUTES. ANKLE CHAIN TIGHTENED.

A new wave of despair crashed over her. She sagged against the pedestal, tears coming harder.

The Watcher’s voice echoed in the small room. “You don’t get to decide. You’re not free yet.”

Her body was spent—knees raw, thighs cramping, plugged and aching, hope flickering like the seconds on the timer.

But she was not released. The ordeal was only halfway through.

Amber remained slumped at the foot of the glass lock box, her breath fogging the surface as she leaned against it, cheek pressed to the cool pane. Her knees ached, scraped raw and throbbing from the grain box and the cold plunge. The weight of the chastity belt dug cruelly into her hips, a constant, inescapable pressure that never let her forget her own captivity. The plug inside her felt heavier now—cold from the immersion, deep and insistent, more intrusive with every tremble of her exhausted thighs.

She could see her own reflection in the glass: hair plastered damply to her cheeks, dark eyes wide and shining, mouth parted in helpless fatigue. The keys inside the box seemed to shimmer with a cruel promise. If only she could have one—just one. That’s all it would take to release the belt, to free her hands, to unlock herself and step out of this endless cycle. The desire for freedom was a physical ache, almost as sharp as her hunger or thirst.

The Watcher’s voice—impossibly distant, impossibly close—returned, tinged with a strange, almost parental patience. “Are you ready for the next attempt, Amber?”

She nodded, too tired for words.

“Kneel up. Face the camera. Hands behind your back. Beg for the chance. Tell your watcher why you deserve a key.”

Amber’s arms moved automatically, mittened hands coming together at the small of her back. She straightened her spine as much as she could, shoulders trembling, breasts heaving with each shuddering breath. She looked up into the lens of her phone—her only connection to anyone, her only hope of mercy.

“Please,” she began, her voice hoarse, “please, I’ve done everything you asked. I ran until my legs gave out. I knelt until my skin broke. I… I went into the water. I—I tried. Please let me have a key. Please let me go.”

A pause. Then the Watcher: “Lick the outside of the box. Show your submission.”

She closed her eyes, shame burning across her cheeks, but she did as instructed—leaning forward, tongue dragging slowly across the cold, smooth glass, the taste clean and slightly metallic. Her nipples tightened under the belt, a fresh pulse of arousal and humiliation flooding her core.

“Confess,” the Watcher instructed, voice gentler now, “why do you want to be free?”

Amber shuddered. “Because I want to rest. Because I want to feel my own hands again. Because I… want to come. Because I want to be done. Because I want you to see that I can obey, even when it hurts.”

There was silence. The seconds on the timer ticked by, every one a reminder of how much time she had lost, how far from freedom she remained.

“You may try one key,” the Watcher said at last.

Amber’s mitts fumbled at the box. She managed, with shaking, clumsy fingers, to grip the biggest of the keys and slide it toward the lock. The key was cold and slick, difficult to hold, but she managed to insert it. She twisted.

It didn’t budge.

The lock remained shut. The key was wrong.

A mechanical whir as a new lock slid into place, and a fresh, digital beep: +3 MINUTES. ADDITIONAL LOCK APPLIED.

Her heart sank. She sagged forward, forehead thudding against the box. Tears spilled again, thick and hot.

The Watcher’s voice was patient, almost bored. “You don’t get to choose your freedom, Amber. Each wrong key means another round. Each round, harder than the last. Stand. Return to the treadmill.”

Her body obeyed before her mind could protest. She shuffled to the treadmill, legs heavy, thighs trembling, skin sticky with sweat and water. The belt’s plug moved inside her, rubbing raw against nerves that had gone from numb to oversensitised.

The treadmill roared to life at a new speed—9km/h now, ten minutes, no water, mitts on, failure punished with shock and more time. She tried to keep pace, muscles screaming in protest. She lasted barely four minutes before stumbling, a bolt of vibration shooting through the plug, the belt pressing painfully into her mound.

The punishment for failure was immediate: no water, timer up, and a return to the grain box. Her knees protested as she dropped, new scrapes blossoming on top of old ones. The Watcher’s voice returned, relentless in its calm: “Chest up. Arms behind. Count. No slouching. No whimpering.”

Amber tried, she really did. Her voice grew weaker, her posture slumped, but the system was merciless. Each falter added another minute. She cried, quietly, cheeks streaked with sweat and tears, her body shaking with exhaustion.

Next, the cold plunge. This time, the water seemed even colder, the tank deeper. She could barely kneel before her legs seized, her teeth chattering so hard she thought she might bite her tongue. The plug, chilled to its core, made her whole body convulse with each wave of cold. The Watcher was silent, letting her endure, watching as she forced herself to count out loud, each number a private plea for mercy.

When she dragged herself from the tank, sobbing and blue-lipped, the Watcher spoke again: “Return to the box. Try another key.”

She crawled, slower now, mitts slipping on the wet floor. At the pedestal, she knelt again, begged, performed a fresh humiliating task—this time, reciting a confession while licking the glass. Another key, another failure, another lock applied.

It became a cycle. Treadmill, grain box, cold plunge, lock box—each round harder, the tasks longer, the punishments more frequent. Her body ached everywhere. Her mind swam in a haze of humiliation, hope, and despair. The timer on the wall blinked ever upward, her time to freedom always receding.

Somewhere in the middle of it, she lost count of the rounds. The Watcher’s voice became the only anchor—a cold, omnipotent presence, never quite cruel, never quite kind. It simply was.

By the fourth cycle, Amber’s pride had shattered. She begged before she was asked. She whimpered when told to kneel. Her body was a catalogue of bruises, her throat raw from confession and counting, her cunt aching with denied arousal. The belt and plug had become part of her, an iron core around which her suffering orbited.

Still, she didn’t break. Not fully. Some last ember of defiance remained, flickering in her eyes as she crawled, as she endured. She wanted release. She wanted mercy. But she would not give the Watcher the satisfaction of hearing her say she’d had enough.

As the fourth attempt at the lock box ended in failure, Amber slumped to the floor, forehead pressed to the glass, breaths coming in slow, broken sobs.

The Watcher’s voice finally softened. “One last round. Earn it, and you may have a final key. Fail, and you stay until I decide you are done.”

Amber nodded, the hope of freedom flaring once more—a single, fragile light in the darkness of her exhaustion.

Amber didn’t remember standing—only that she was upright again, weight uneven on her shaking legs, chest heaving, mitts hanging heavy at her sides. The cold plunge’s bite still clung to her bones, her skin blotched and tender, lips slightly blue. The grain box burns on her knees throbbed with every pulse of her heart. The belt dug into her hips. The plug’s presence felt carved into her now, not separate from her, not removable, part of her body as much as exhaustion was now part of her mind.

The timer blinked down from the wall: 00:45:00.

Her failures had cost her fifteen minutes already.

But that number could fall.

She could still win.

The Watcher’s voice returned, no longer cool—now leveled, grounded, intimate.

“Amber, it is time for your final cycle. All tasks, back to back. No rest. No water. No pauses. Complete this sequence, and you may attempt the final key.”

Amber nodded slowly. Her head felt heavier than her body. Her breath shivered in her chest. She didn’t trust her voice, so she didn’t try to speak.

“Begin at the treadmill.”

She stepped toward it, her legs unsteady, and climbed onto the platform. The belt whirred to life beneath her feet, even faster now.

9.5 km/h. 8 minutes.

No margin for faltering.

Amber ran.

If the first time was a test, this was punishment. The treadmill forced her forward, each footfall a fight between control and collapse. Her breath rasped. Her heart pounded. Her nipples grazed the shield where sweat made her skin slick, making the cold metal an electric point of sensation. The plug shifted with every stride, dragging against the raw line of nerves inside her, a slow torment, too deep for relief and too intimate to ignore.

Her hair stuck to her forehead. Her mouth was dry. Her arms, useless in their mitts, pumped stiffly at her sides. She swayed once, stumbled, caught herself with a strangled gasp. The Watcher didn’t comment. The silence was worse than scolding.

The seconds bled away.

She held.

She did not fall.

When the treadmill eased down, she nearly collapsed, catching herself on her knees at the belt’s end, chest heaving like she’d been underwater. She stared at the ground, then forced herself to stand.

“Kneel,” the Watcher instructed.

She stepped into the grain box and lowered herself. Her knees screamed. The skin there was already raw, split, mottled red and purple. The grains dug deep, cruel points of pressure that went bone-deep. Amber gritted her teeth and forced her spine to remain straight, chest forward, chin high, mitts pressed together behind her back. The posture was humiliating, but she held it, breath thin and trembling.

“Count,” the Watcher said.

“One,” she whispered. “Two… three… four…”

Her voice gained strength by necessity.

“Five… six… I won’t quit… seven… eight—”

The Watcher cut in. “Good.”

The cold plunge came next.

Amber crawled to it because standing was impossible now. She lowered herself in slowly this time, easing rather than falling, the cold swallowing her in slow, creeping violence. Her breath stuttered. Her limbs shook. The plug, now chilled, felt like a blade inside her—sharp, precise, unavoidable. She knelt, chest high, mitts behind, eyes fixed on the timer above.

She counted.

She did not sob.

She did not fall.

She held.

When she climbed out, her teeth were chattering uncontrollably. She crawled to the lock box, dragging her knees across the floor like prisoners in ritual procession. She knelt before the pedestal.

“Present,” the Watcher said.

Amber straightened, shoulders trembling violently. Her nipples hardened in the cold air. Droplets of icy water tracked down her belly and over the shield of the belt. Her thighs quivered, exhaustion blurring the edges of her vision.

“Tell me why you should be freed.”

Amber swallowed hard. Her voice was rough, but it held.

“Because I did everything. I didn’t stop. I didn’t fall. I didn’t quit.”

A breath. A tremor.

“Because I’m still kneeling. Because I stayed. Because I obeyed.”

Her voice broke.

“And because I need to know it meant something.”

Silence.

For a moment, she thought she’d spoken wrong, that she’d broken some invisible rule.

Then:

“Good girl,” the Watcher murmured.

The words didn’t sound mocking.

They sounded like acknowledgment.

Her chest tightened, something warm and sharp blooming under the belt.

“Take the final key from the box,” the Watcher said.

Amber’s breath hitched.

The box clicked.

It opened.

Not fully—just enough for her to reach in.

Her mitts closed clumsily around the key.

She held it to the belt’s lock.

She guided it to the keyhole, trembling, gasping, every muscle shaking with anticipation so powerful it bordered on pain.

The key turned.

Amber froze.

The belt did not unlock.

The key turned freely—unconnected to anything.

The Watcher spoke softly.

“There was never a release mechanism in the box.”

Amber stared at the belt, her breath trapped somewhere deep in her chest.

The Watcher continued, voice now warm, but devastating in its finality:

“You thought endurance earned freedom. It does not. Not here. You are kept because you endure. Breaking would have freed you. Enduring binds you to me.”

The key slipped from Amber’s mitts and clinked against the floor.

“No—”

Her voice was barely a sound.

“You will remain in the belt,” the Watcher said, “until I choose to remove it. The mitts stay. The collar stays. The stream stays. The timer is irrelevant now.”

Amber’s knees gave way, but the ankle chain caught her, forcing her to kneel upright—her body held in a position that felt like worship.

“Look at the camera,” the Watcher said softly.

Amber lifted her head.

Her reflection in the polished pedestal glass was unrecognisable:

Exhausted.

Stripped of pride.

Blazing with need.

Marked by ordeal.

Owned.

The Watcher’s voice lowered to almost a whisper:

“There is no aftercare. There is no end. There is only the next command.”

Amber didn’t cry.

She didn’t collapse.

She simply understood.

And that, somehow, was the breaking.

Amber didn’t remember lowering her gaze. She didn’t remember exhaling. The moment of betrayal had happened so quietly, so simply, that it felt less like something being taken from her and more like something sliding out from under her feet. The absence of release—the absence of ending—hollowed her from the inside out with a slow, sinking awareness.

She knelt before the lock box, the useless key resting where it had fallen, a bright shard of metal against the floor. Her knees burned, skin roughened and raw from repeated kneeling, grain abrasions layered over cold-bite, over trembling strain. The chastity belt weighed heavily at her hips, unrelieved, inescapable. Her mitts hung at her sides, fingers trapped, palms warm and useless inside thick padding. Her shoulders ached from holding posture too long. Her throat was tight, not from crying, but from the kind of silence that comes after crying—when the body accepts its fate before the mind does.

The room was quiet except for the faint hum of machinery. The cold plunge tank let off ribbons of vapor that curled and disappeared. The treadmill sat idle, the grain box waited like a punishment remembering the shape of her knees. The glass lock box glimmered, illuminated from below by a clinical, indifferent light.

And the camera watched, still streaming.

Amber lifted her head slowly. Her hair clung to her cheeks, dark strands stuck in damp curves. Her breath came soft and quick, fogging the glass lock box one more time before fading. The timer on the wall no longer counted down—it had switched to a blank display, a single, steady line. There was no more time to win, no finish line, no threshold to cross.

She knelt in the middle of after, without anything after it.

The Watcher spoke, and the voice was neither cruel nor compassionate. It was simply there, occupying the space Amber no longer could.

“Your role now is to wait,” it said. “To remain as you are. To hold still. To stay present in the state you earned.”

Amber’s breath shivered. Her chest tightened around it, but she didn’t speak. Her voice felt far away, a memory.

“You did not fail,” the Watcher continued. “You endured. That means your ordeal continues. Release is for those who stop. You didn’t stop.”

Amber didn’t know whether that was praise or punishment.

She didn’t know which she wanted it to be.

She tried to shift her weight, almost without meaning to—just a tiny adjustment, enough to ease the throbbing in her knees. The ankle chain caught immediately, pulling taut, forcing her upright again. The collar prevented her head from bowing too far. The belt reminded her of itself with the faintest pressure—no vibration, no shock, no threat. Just presence. A reminder of how completely she was held.

Her exhaustion didn’t break her posture. It hollowed her into it.

The Watcher’s voice came again, softer now. “Breathe, Amber.”

She inhaled slowly.

Exhaled.

The sound was a trembling sigh.

The screen on the wall lit up once more—not to issue commands or times or punishments. Just to show the stream.

She saw herself.

Kneeling, bare, belt-locked and bowed.

Hair damp.

Eyes rimmed red.

Mouth parted just enough to show her breathing.

It didn’t look like defeat.

It looked like stillness.

Like something that had gone beyond struggle into a state of quiet, aching clarity.

There was no shame in the image.

No triumph either.

Just truth.

She didn’t know how long she knelt like that. Minutes, perhaps. Or more. Time no longer behaved in ways she understood. There was nothing to count. No goal to measure. Only the sensations that remained: the dull burn of muscle fatigue, the faint tremor in her thighs, the steady beat of her pulse, the persistent ache of arousal that would not fade because it had nowhere to go.

She was suspended—not restrained by force anymore, but by meaning.

By the shape of what she had chosen and what had been chosen for her.

Eventually, the Watcher spoke once more.

Not loud.

Not commanding.

Just there.

“Stay.”

Not because she couldn’t move.

But because she wouldn’t.

Amber exhaled—a long, slow breath that emptied her out from chest to belly to hips to knees. She didn’t fight the posture anymore. She wasn’t clinging to hope. She wasn’t resisting. She was just there.

Held.

Seen.

Kept.

The stream continued.

The Watcher did not disconnect.

The room did not release her.

And Amber remained, kneeling in the quiet aftermath of endurance, her body marked by everything she had survived, her mind suspended in the space where surrender stops being something you do and becomes something you are.

The ordeal did not end.

It simply settled.


Story 29: The Tension Web

Imogen Price took her first step into the web room barefoot, and the change was immediate—a springy tension under her sole, unlike any floor she’d known. It was early evening, but the lights were kept low, the corners of the studio swathed in shadow. The only illumination came from a grid of overhead spots, their beams focused on the room’s centre: a circular frame, three metres wide, from which radiated dozens of thick, black bungee cords. The cords connected floor, wall, and ceiling, forming a spider’s nest of elastic tension—open in the centre, chaotic at the rim.

She hesitated, heart pounding. The door sealed with a soft mechanical sigh. For a moment, all she could hear was her own breathing—ragged, expectant, already shaky. She stood still, feeling the chill of the air raise goosebumps along her arms and the inside of her thighs.

A single, calm voice spoke from a speaker high above. Genderless, soothing, but unyielding: “Remove all clothing and step into the centre.”

Imogen complied, her hands trembling slightly. She peeled off her hoodie and leggings, shivering as her skin met the air. She folded her clothing neatly at the door—automatic, ritualistic, something to do with her hands as she steadied herself. She wore nothing underneath but a simple black choker at her throat—a gift from a previous owner, now a talisman of her own.

She was not conventionally pretty, but there was something fiercely alive in her form: a tall, rangy build, long limbs, swimmer’s shoulders tapering to narrow hips, skin pale and easily flushed. Her breasts were small, her nipples wide and brown, already peaked from nerves. Her stomach was marked with a single, thin scar—appendix, age fifteen—a detail she never bothered to hide. Her dark hair, cut in a soft crop just below her jaw, framed her face and jawline, giving her a look of alertness, almost severity. Her eyes, blue-grey and wide-set, reflected a nervous energy, an unwillingness to break eye contact even with the empty, watching room.

As she stepped forward, the first bungee cord snaked down from above, gentle but inexorable, looping itself around her left wrist. A second followed—right wrist. The cords were smooth, thick, slightly sticky against her skin. Each time one latched on, the web vibrated, tensioning itself in response to her weight and position. Soon, her ankles were claimed as well—drawn outward, forcing her into a loose X, her body hovering just above the springy mesh of the centre ring.

The voice continued: “You will maintain this position as the web calibrates. Each movement will increase the force on the opposing limbs. Failure to hold the set posture will tighten the web. Release is not permitted until the session ends.”

Imogen licked her lips, feeling them dry. Already, her muscles were working, thighs tensed, arms straining against the gentle but unmistakable pull. Her back arched to maintain balance. Each tiny adjustment—a flex of her right calf, a shift of her left shoulder—sent a ripple through the entire web, cords tightening at random. The pressure never let up.

More cords descended—two to her upper arms, two to her thighs. A final pair looped around her waist, securing her in the very centre. The mesh underfoot flexed, giving slightly with every breath. She was the axis, the rest of the web alive around her, adapting to her shape, her trembling, her will.

The voice was a whisper now, piped in close. “Do you feel it? Every effort to escape will only entangle you deeper. Every surrender will be met with restraint.”

Imogen shivered, not entirely from the cold. The cords hummed against her skin, a symphony of subtle pressure and anticipation.

A camera light blinked on—red, steady, a reminder that she was being watched, perhaps even recorded. She fought the urge to look for the lens. Instead, she held her head high, chin up, chest rising and falling with every shallow breath.

Her pulse was racing now. Sweat prickled at her temples, ran down her flanks, pooled at the small of her back. The cords tugged, readjusting, as if responding to her panic. The voice—so calm—reminded her: “You may speak if you wish. You may beg for comfort. But only stillness brings you closer to release.”

She tried to still her body, to find a point of rest, but it was impossible. The cords wanted her off-balance—her every micro-movement punished with increased tension elsewhere. Her wrists ached, her ankles strained, and her core shivered with the effort to hold posture. The web forced her onto the balls of her feet, thighs flexed, buttocks clenched, back arched. Her arms began to burn, shoulders trembling as she struggled for equilibrium.

A drop of sweat trickled from her hairline down between her breasts. She let out a shaky breath, aware of how exposed she was—how helpless, how precarious.

A new cord—thinner than the rest—descended from the frame, fitted with a small, humming bullet vibe. The voice returned: “Randomised stimulation will begin. Stillness delays escalation. Movement brings consequence.”

Imogen felt the vibe pressed, with clinical precision, to the soft, slick folds between her legs. It was not inside, but pressed just at the right point—her clit pulsing with the first steady hum.

She moaned—softly, involuntarily. The web tensed in response. Her left wrist was yanked an inch higher, forcing her chest up, arching her back. She gasped, struggled to rebalance, only for the tension on her right ankle to increase.

Already her body ached. Already she was sweating, trembling, eyes stinging with effort.

The voice, gentle but relentless: “Endure. Struggle. Submit. Every choice is visible.”

Imogen could not tell if she was terrified or aroused. Perhaps it didn’t matter. She was enmeshed—claimed by the web, by her own effort and defeat, by the watchful gaze that saw everything.

And the session, she knew, had only just begun.

Imogen’s breath was ragged now, short and sharp in the still air. Every muscle in her body worked against itself, a dozen small fires of effort as she tried to hold the prescribed pose. The cords tugged and shifted, never quite steady. With every attempt to find comfort, the web retaliated—tightening her left ankle when she relaxed her right, pulling her arms higher if her knees bent too far. Balance became a negotiation with the entire structure, her own body a fulcrum of shifting strain.

The bullet vibe between her legs had settled into a slow, relentless throb. It wasn’t enough to offer release, but just enough to keep her nerves singing, her mind fractured by pulses of heat and the constant ache of restraint. She could feel how exposed she was—spread wide, suspended just above the trembling mesh. The red camera light blinked with quiet regularity, a steady metronome to her humiliation.

She tried to keep still, but it was impossible. Sweat slicked her flanks, pooled at the small of her back, and every drip made her twitch. Her breasts rose and fell rapidly with her breathing, nipples peaked and aching from cold and fear. The cords across her thighs dug in, pulling her legs a fraction wider every time she tried to relax. She could feel her pulse everywhere—wrist, ankle, neck, cunt.

The voice came again, as soft as before but with an edge of anticipation. “First challenge: hold the position for three minutes. Each second of stillness delays escalation. Each detected movement increases the opposing tension by five percent. If you fail, you will receive additional restraint.”

Imogen swallowed hard. Three minutes. It felt insurmountable, every second a threat. She flexed her calves, tried to anchor her core. The cords across her arms trembled, and she felt a tingle of pins and needles in her hands. She blinked sweat from her brow, bit her lower lip, and focused on her breath.

The first minute dragged. The vibe buzzed softly, and she tried to ignore it, but every pulse made her hips rock, however subtly. The web reacted, her right ankle yanked outward, pulling her off-balance. She whimpered, fighting for stillness, knowing the sound was being recorded. Her cheeks flamed as the voice intoned: “Instability detected. Penalty: five percent increase to left wrist tension.”

Her left wrist was yanked higher, her arm straining, the stretch sharp along her side. She gasped, tried to adjust, but the movement made the vibe pulse harder. Her thighs clenched, and the cords bit deeper.

She made it through the second minute with only small corrections—tiny adjustments, toes curled, abs tensed, the whole of her body vibrating with the effort of not moving. Sweat poured down her sides, soaking her brow, dripping between her breasts and down her stomach. Her vision blurred with the strain. She was close to sobbing already, but she pressed her lips together, determined to endure.

By the third minute, her left calf cramped. Her body jerked involuntarily. The cords across her upper arms and thighs tightened instantly, pulling her into a deeper stretch, the mesh dipping another centimetre under her weight. The bullet vibe increased in speed, a wild, unpredictable rhythm that made her moan and squirm. Every effort to correct herself only brought new restraint.

The voice spoke again, a touch more clinical. “Second challenge: randomised stimulation. Maintain stillness for maximum of sixty seconds. Each failure will increase cord tension and add a new restraint.”

The bullet vibe throbbed in pulses, sometimes stopping, sometimes ramping up without warning. Imogen’s whole pelvis rocked with the effort of holding still. Sweat slicked every inch of her body. Her arms ached, her legs burned, her core was a live wire of arousal and panic.

Twenty seconds in, her right shoulder spasmed, and the cord around her waist pulled tighter, digging into the soft flesh above her hips. Her breath caught, a sob escaping, and her right ankle was wrenched farther out. She was close to tears, the humiliation of the camera, the relentless voice, the knowledge that every movement doomed her to more suffering. She tried to focus on the ceiling lights—on the cool, blue-white of the bulbs, on the pattern of shadow and glare—but the web would not allow her to disappear.

Thirty seconds in, the bullet vibe stopped. The sudden absence of stimulation made her body jolt, searching for the lost sensation. The web punished her instantly: her left wrist was yanked so high her shoulder burned, cords around her upper thighs biting deep into muscle. The pain sharpened her back into the moment, a flush of tears spilling down her cheeks.

At the end of the minute, she was shaking uncontrollably, arms and legs pulled nearly to their limit, body vibrating with pain and the maddening, unfulfilled pulse of arousal.

The voice returned, almost kindly. “Movement detected. Escalation triggered. Additional restraints applied.”

A new cord descended from above—this one thinner, tipped with a ring-shaped clamp. It fastened around the base of her left breast, pulling it upward and outward, stretching the skin tight, nipple dark and exposed. Another clamp followed for the right. Imogen whimpered, arching her back as the new restraints tugged her chest higher, forcing her to thrust herself forward for the camera.

“Next phase: water drip and alarm,” the voice continued. “Remain still, or the alarm will sound and the web will tighten. Each alarm triggers the addition of a new restraint or an increase in stimulation. Do not cum. Do not beg.”

A cold drop of water landed on her left nipple, then another, and another, a steady rhythm that sent shivers through her chest. The bullet vibe resumed, now in short, sharp bursts. The cords pulsed in time, tightening every few seconds, until Imogen was locked in a trembling, arching pose—body stretched taut, arms and legs straining, breasts pulled high and wet.

She fought to hold still, but it was hopeless. The water dripped, the vibe throbbed, the cords shifted and squeezed. She cried out, unable to stop herself, and the alarm sounded—a piercing electronic whine. The web tightened again, and her left thigh was pulled even wider. The pain was dizzying, mingling with the desperate heat burning at her centre.

Imogen gasped, her body shaking. She knew the session had barely begun, that the web would only get tighter, the rules harsher. The cords would never let her go—not until she surrendered utterly, or broke.

The voice, distant and inevitable: “Endure. Submit. You will remain in the web until you have learned to be still, or until the web decides you can go no further.”

Imogen let the tears fall. There was no shame left to hide behind, no comfort but the relentless pull of the web, the merciless stimulation, the ache of denial and hope tangled together. She was utterly exposed, trapped by her own struggle, every twitch a new promise of restraint.

And the web, alive around her, only tightened its hold.

Imogen’s world had shrunk to nothing but sensation and the slow, inescapable choreography of the web. The cords held her at their mercy, each limb pulled in a different direction, each breath a negotiation between the urge to move and the need to remain absolutely still. Sweat pooled under her breasts and slid down her spine, the mesh under her feet slick and shivering with tension.

The new breast clamps tugged her chest forward, nipples pointed and aching, the skin tight around each dark tip. The steady drip of cold water was maddening—a drop, then another, each landing on her left nipple and running in a slow, tickling line toward her belly. She tried to focus on the rhythm of it, to accept the cold as a kind of relief from the burn in her thighs and arms, but the unpredictability of the web defeated any hope of meditative endurance.

The bullet vibe was a constant, pulsing threat. It alternated randomly between soft, teasing vibrations and sharp, focused bursts that sent heat pooling in her belly and an electric ache up her spine. The moment she began to adapt to one pattern, it would change. Sometimes the vibe would cut out completely, leaving her desperate and twitching, the cords using her frustration to draw her tighter into their embrace.

She struggled to keep her posture, every muscle screaming for respite. The cords responded to each micro-movement, pulling her into deeper, more humiliating exposure. Her legs were forced wide, her hips tilting upward, her back arched until the muscles in her lower spine spasmed. Her wrists burned as they were yanked above her head. Her neck ached from holding her chin up for the camera’s ever-watchful gaze.

The camera light blinked steadily, an unblinking witness. She could no longer imagine that no one was watching—she felt them now, some presence behind the glass, behind the light, drinking in every twitch and gasp, every fresh shine of sweat on her skin.

The voice returned, always gentle, always inexorable. “Stillness will earn you a reprieve. Movement will bring escalation.”

She tried to obey. She tried so hard. But the web was alive, and her body was betraying her, arousal building inexorably in her gut. The bullet vibe sent pulses of pleasure through her, heating her clit and deep inside her core. She shivered, hips rocking despite herself, every involuntary movement tightening the cords further. Her breasts ached, clamps pulling, the water’s cold drip only making her nipples harder, more sensitive.

Another drop landed—this time on her right nipple, the chill shocking her enough to make her arms tremble. Immediately, the web responded: her left wrist was yanked a full inch higher, stretching her so far that her shoulder burned. She whimpered, a thin, broken sound, knowing the microphone picked it up. The bullet vibe stopped, replaced by a low hum of anticipation.

The alarm sounded—a harsh, pulsing note that vibrated through the mesh and the cords. Imogen’s heart leapt in her chest. The cords contracted all at once, squeezing her body, forcing her chest up, legs wide, every limb burning.

The voice was soft but merciless. “Alarm triggered. Additional restraint applied. Vibe escalation: random interval. Do not cum.”

A new pair of cords descended, wrapping her waist and pinning her tighter to the web. The bullet vibe restarted, this time on high, the pulse so intense it made her gasp and arch, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

She tried to hold back. Tried to still her hips, her thighs, but the pleasure was too sharp, the pain too near. The water continued to drip, the alarm tone faded, and the cords held her helplessly on the edge.

Minutes passed—long, drawn-out, timeless. The voice offered no further instruction, only the threat of the next alarm, the next clamp, the next escalation. Imogen’s world was the ache of her muscles, the burn of the restraints, the fever of her need.

She lost herself to it—her thoughts dissolving into pure sensation, her mind a haze of pain, shame, and desperate longing. Each time the vibe grew close to pushing her over the edge, it would stop, replaced by the freezing drip of water and the burn of the cords. Each time she whimpered or gasped, the web responded, tightening her further, pulling her higher and wider, making escape impossible.

The camera light flickered, a reminder that she was being watched, every moment of her struggle broadcast and recorded.

She pleaded, voice cracked and hoarse: “Please… please, I can’t… I can’t hold still, I—please—” But the web only tightened, and the voice answered: “Endure.”

Her legs began to shake uncontrollably, a mix of fatigue and arousal. The cords across her thighs squeezed until her skin mottled red and white, her calves spasmed, her wrists numb. The breast clamps throbbed with each beat of her heart, the water now a steady, torturous drip on her chest.

She tried to close her eyes, to retreat inside herself, but the tension, the vibration, the cold, the pain, and the gaze would not let her go.

A second alarm sounded—louder, shriller. The web pulsed, and a new clamp was added to her right thigh, pulling it out and up, exposing her further.

The bullet vibe returned with renewed force, a deep, oscillating throb that sent her right to the brink. She bit her lip until she tasted blood, her body shuddering on the edge, unable to fall over. The cords held her at the very limit—pleasure and agony in perfect balance, the web refusing to let her go.

She sobbed, her voice lost to the mesh, to the room, to the camera.

The voice, soft, final: “Endure. Struggle. The web tightens.”

And Imogen—bound, trembling, sweating, and gasping—remained at the centre of her own ever-tightening prison, her body a raw nerve, her soul laid bare for whoever might be watching.

Imogen had lost all track of time. The web held her suspended at the edge of her own limits—sweat-soaked, limbs trembling, muscles cramping, nipples throbbing inside the relentless clamps. Every sense was dominated by the unceasing pulse of the bullet vibe and the constant bite of the cords. She couldn’t have said whether minutes or hours had passed; her world had been reduced to a cycle of tension, arousal, and humiliation.

She was still gasping, eyes half-shut, when the lights in the room shifted—just a subtle change, a barely perceptible dimming. But her eyes, starved for comfort, caught it immediately. The shadows on the far side of the room thickened, then parted. Behind the one-way glass, a figure appeared—silhouette only, outlined by the faintest suggestion of movement. They did not step forward, did not wave or speak, but Imogen felt their gaze, heavy and inescapable, as if every inch of her body were being read, catalogued, and judged.

Her shame blossomed anew. She tried to close her legs, to shrink away, but the web held her open, cords biting deeper in punishment for even the thought of escape. Her breath quickened, a wild animal panic fluttering in her chest.

The voice, gentle but merciless, piped into her ear: “You are not alone. The observer is present. Hold yourself open. Show them everything.”

Imogen whimpered, tears stinging her eyes. She looked away from the glass, but her own reflection only threw her predicament back at her—a body stretched, exposed, marked by strain, every secret revealed. She tried to find dignity, but her hips quivered with the need to move, to rub, to finish what the web had started.

The bullet vibe pulsed harder, faster. Her clit throbbed. Her belly knotted with helpless desire. The web responded to her arousal with renewed force, cords tightening around her thighs, wrists, and chest, squeezing her until she could barely draw breath.

Another drop of water landed on her nipple, freezing cold, sending a jolt straight to her core. She moaned, head falling back, sweat dripping from her brow to the mesh below. The voice returned, almost warm: “You may come now, Imogen. But you will not find relief.”

She didn’t believe it—couldn’t believe it—until the next pulse of the vibe sent her shuddering over the edge. Her body seized, every muscle clenching in desperate, involuntary spasms. The cords didn’t loosen; if anything, they tightened, amplifying the pain of the clamps, the stretch in her arms, the ache in her back. The orgasm itself was sharp, desperate, nearly brutal—a cresting wave of pleasure that left her more raw, more exposed, more vulnerable than before.

She sobbed through it, gasping and shaking, her thighs shuddering in the cords’ unyielding grip. As the pleasure crested and receded, she was left suspended on the web—plugged, clamped, spread, every nerve raw and humming. There was no comfort in the aftermath, no gentle unwinding, no softness. Instead, a fresh cord descended from the frame, wrapping itself around her left calf and drawing it up, tightening her further.

The voice: “Stillness brings only new restraint. Struggle earns more. The web will hold you until it decides you are done.”

She looked to the one-way glass, hoping for mercy, for any sign of the observer’s humanity. But the silhouette did not move. She wondered if they were taking notes, if they were simply enjoying the spectacle, if they would ever step forward to help her—or if they would always remain a ghostly presence behind the glass.

The water continued to drip. The vibe stayed pressed against her clit, cycling randomly—sometimes still, sometimes throbbing, sometimes stopping just long enough to make her weep for its return. The breast clamps ached, her chest burning, every breath a fresh reminder that her body belonged to the web, to the watcher, to the system that would never grant her closure.

She hung there, defeated and yearning, every muscle taut and aching, her mind a haze of exhaustion, pain, and the cruel, lingering echo of unwanted pleasure.

The observer watched.

The web tightened.

And Imogen remained—open, seen, and utterly at the mercy of their gaze.

Imogen no longer knew how much time had passed. Her body was locked in the web’s embrace, every muscle trembling, every joint aching, her skin slick with sweat and gooseflesh. The cords held her in a perfect, agonising display: arms splayed, legs wrenched apart, chest thrust forward and pulled high by the cruel weight of the clamps. Her breathing came in shuddering, shallow gasps, sometimes punctuated by sobs she tried to muffle, but which escaped anyway, echoing softly in the hard, echoing space.

The drip of water on her nipples was relentless—a torturer’s metronome. Each cold drop sent a jolt of sensation through her chest, which radiated outward along every tightened nerve, colliding with the burn of the cords and the electric, unpredictable pulse of the bullet vibe. The device between her legs had ceased to be a toy. It was now an extension of the web’s will, alternately teasing her with a maddening flutter or launching her into sharp, breath-stealing bursts of stimulation. Its unpredictable rhythm meant there was no hope of adapting, no way to brace herself; pleasure and agony would arrive without warning, shattering her concentration, setting her body trembling anew.

She tried—tried with all the force of her will—to find stillness, to become the obedient centre of the web, hoping it would loosen or at least pause in its assault. But the harder she tried, the more her body betrayed her. The cords seemed to sense every tremor, every shiver of muscle, every desperate gasp for control. Her legs were pulled wider until her hips burned; her wrists ached in their high, impossible position. The waist cord pinched at her belly, compressing each laboured breath.

Time lost meaning. The beat of her heart, the shock of cold water, the buzz of the vibe, the tension of the cords—all became a single, endless moment.

And then, suddenly, something changed.

It was subtle at first: a faint shift in the room’s light, a change in the quality of the air. Imogen’s eyes, glazed with exhaustion and sweat, registered the difference, but she didn’t understand it until the shadows across from her seemed to thicken. Beyond the edge of the web, the mirrored wall—until now merely a surface reflecting her own ordeal—became a window. A faint shape resolved within it: the outline of a figure, tall and still, standing behind the glass, just visible in the dim, shifting light.

Imogen’s mind spun with panic. Someone was watching. Someone had been watching, maybe all along, but now she saw the confirmation—no longer hypothetical, no longer abstract. Her humiliation doubled, as did her exposure; every inch of her flesh, every tremble, every sob was for them.

The web seemed to know. It responded to her dread by tightening its embrace, cords at her waist and chest pulling her posture even more upright, her breasts jutting out, nipples dark and aching, the clamps swinging with each helpless breath.

The voice came into her ear, a soft, clinical whisper: “You are not alone. The observer is present. You will hold still and show them everything.”

She tried, desperately, to close her legs, to turn away, but the cords allowed no retreat. Every motion was met with equal and opposite force; resistance only increased her exposure, drawing her arms and legs farther out, flattening her back against the cold mesh.

Tears streamed down her cheeks. She squeezed her eyes shut, but that only made her more aware of her other senses—her breath echoing in her ears, her heartbeat thundering in her chest, the relentless, random throbbing of the vibe. She could almost feel the observer’s gaze traveling over her, assessing, cataloguing, enjoying.

The observer did not move or speak. Their silence was as powerful as any command.

She opened her eyes, meeting her own gaze in the mirrored glass, and then—tentatively—looked at the silhouette. She saw nothing of their features, just the shape, the suggestion of arms folded, perhaps a slight tilt of the head. Did they pity her? Did they delight in her suffering? Did they even care? She would never know. The not-knowing was its own torment.

Her shame built anew. She tried to draw herself in, to hide, but the web pulled tighter still, forcing her chest up, her hips forward, her sex open for display. Her scalp prickled with humiliation. Her pulse thundered in her ears.

The voice spoke again, this time with something almost like warmth: “You may come now, Imogen. But know: the web does not give relief. Only consequence.”

She shook her head, tears leaking down her face. “No, please—I can’t, I don’t want to—”

The bullet vibe pulsed in earnest, sharp and deep, its relentless pressure building with terrifying speed. The cold water now landed on both nipples, twin icy points sending her nerves into overdrive. The clamps on her breasts tugged and squeezed, making her arch into their pull. The cords across her waist and thighs pressed tighter, immobilising her entirely, leaving her nothing but sensation and helpless exposure.

The orgasm came hard and fast, a storm that crashed through her in jagged, painful waves. She convulsed in the web, every limb straining as if she could tear herself free by force of climax alone. Her throat locked; she tried to scream, but it came out as a broken sob, her mouth wide, breathless. The pleasure was brutal—a cresting wave that offered no comfort, only more pain, more tightness, the web’s hold unyielding.

Even as she fell from the height of it, her body still shuddering, the cords did not relent. Instead, a new restraint slithered down—another thin bungee, this one looping around her left calf, yanking it upward, stretching her even further, robbing her of the last vestige of modesty. Her muscles cramped in protest. She whimpered, her voice hoarse and nearly gone.

The voice, colder now: “Stillness brings new restraint. Struggle brings escalation. There is no release until the web chooses.”

Imogen tried to breathe, but her chest was so tightly bound she could only manage shallow, gasping pants. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Her body was a map of agony and humiliation, every nerve scraped raw by the combined force of the web, the observer’s gaze, and the aftermath of an orgasm that felt less like a gift and more like a verdict.

The observer still had not moved.

Imogen found herself longing, irrationally, for a word, a gesture, even a cruel one. Anything to acknowledge her as a person, not just a specimen suspended in the web’s machinery.

The room was quiet except for the steady, mechanical click of the cords adjusting themselves, the dripping water, and the broken sound of her own sobs. She looked at the glass, searching for something—comfort, perhaps, or even the cold thrill of absolute submission.

The observer shifted slightly, head tilting. The movement was so small that Imogen almost missed it, but it sent a fresh wave of humiliation through her body. Was the observer aroused? Bored? Did they see her as a thing, or as a woman? Her imagination tortured her with the possibilities.

The vibe didn’t stop. After her orgasm, the stimulation continued at irregular intervals—sometimes a soft tease, sometimes a hard, punishing pulse that forced her hips to rock, her thighs to twitch, her back to arch anew. Each time she moved, the cords punished her: pulling her wrists higher, her chest tighter, her legs wider. Every gasp, every sob, every involuntary moan resulted in more exposure, more pain, more shame.

The water kept dripping. Her breasts were slick, her nipples dark and swollen. The clamps bit with every shudder. The cold, inescapable wetness traced lines down her belly, pooling at the web’s centre. Her hair was plastered to her face and neck, tears streaking clean lines through sweat and grime.

The voice spoke only rarely now, as if the system itself were content to let her linger in the aftermath of her climax. “Endure. The observer is watching. The web is not yet satisfied.”

Imogen’s body was a lattice of ache—shoulders burning, wrists numb, thighs trembling, calves cramping. The plug of the vibe pressed harder against her clit with every shift, sometimes so relentless that her hips jerked, her vision going white with overstimulation. Yet there was no escape: the cords would only pull her tighter, hold her longer, stretch her further.

A new clamp, this one smaller, was applied to her right inner thigh. She could barely feel the pain at first, but as her skin numbed and then woke up, the ache became a sharp, hot sting that made her wince. She sobbed openly now, no longer caring if the observer saw her cry. Her body was no longer hers; it belonged to the web, to the watcher, to the cycle of need and denial, humiliation and endurance.

She began to beg, softly at first, her words almost lost in the background noise. “Please… please let me go… please, I can’t… I can’t take anymore, please…”

The web didn’t answer. The observer remained silent. The vibe throbbed, the water dripped, and the cords never let up.

The minutes stretched into eternity. Imogen’s muscles shook with fatigue. She was close to breaking. Each new restraint—each additional clamp, each tightened bungee—felt like a nail in her resolve. Her mind drifted in and out of the moment, sometimes lucid, sometimes far away, watching her own body from above.

And still the observer watched.

In her lucid moments, she realised what the web was truly for: not just to punish or to stimulate, but to strip her of everything but raw endurance. There was no triumph here, no orgasmic catharsis. Only survival. Only the knowledge that she could hold on, if only for one more minute, one more breath, one more heartbeat.

Finally, when her body could take no more, the cords eased—just a hair, just enough to allow her to breathe a little deeper, to unclench her fists, to let her tears run freely. She sagged, limp in the web, spent and used, body and mind alike emptied by the ordeal.

The observer turned away, vanishing back into the shadows. The lights shifted again, brighter now, as if nothing had happened at all.

The voice, a whisper barely above the hum of the cords: “Endure.”

And Imogen, still helpless, still trembling, still claimed by the web, knew that it was not over. Not yet. Perhaps not ever.

The world had narrowed to the mesh beneath Imogen’s feet and the living, merciless grip of the web. She hung in the centre of her own pain and exhaustion, sweat pooling at every hollow of her body. Her hair was wet against her cheeks, eyes rimmed with red. Every time she tried to slow her breathing or relax a muscle, the cords sensed it—punishing even the most innocent, desperate attempt at rest.

There was no more dignity left, only survival. Her wrists burned with the relentless upward pull, shoulders knotted with cramp. The bungee across her waist and chest had left deep impressions in her skin. Her legs were splayed wide, one calf yanked higher than the other, her hips straining and shuddering. Her breasts—still swollen and dark from the clamps, the cold water’s unrelenting drip—were now aching in a steady, numb throb.

The web had become her body’s only reality. She was naked, raw, and so utterly seen—by the camera, by the glass, by whatever presence still watched from behind the darkness. The observer had vanished, but the sense of exposure, of being catalogued and consumed, would not leave her. She felt like a creature on display, her pain and endurance a kind of spectacle.

She tried to count the seconds, then the minutes, but time was meaningless. Her mind looped through fragments of memory—her own name, a glimpse of her old bedroom, the feel of a lover’s touch—all drowned out by the immediate demand of the web.

Suddenly, the voice returned, its calmness a cruelty all its own:

“Alarm sequence initiated. Overstimulation protocol active. Do not speak. Do not move. Endure.”

A high, shrill tone blared from hidden speakers, making her flinch. The cords snapped tighter around her thighs and waist, making her arch and cry out. Before she could even close her mouth, the bullet vibe surged to full power—no rhythm, no build-up, just a relentless, unmodulated pulse against her clit. Her hips bucked involuntarily, muscles jerking in protest.

The web punished her instantly. Each movement brought new restraint. Her left wrist was yanked another inch higher, stretching her body so far her shoulder threatened to pop. The clamp on her right thigh tightened, the bite almost sharp enough to tear skin. The chest cord compressed her ribs, forcing each breath to become shallow, fast, desperate.

The alarm did not stop. Its electronic scream drilled into her skull, a demand that she hold still when stillness was impossible. Her muscles trembled with fatigue and adrenaline; every involuntary jerk earned a new punishment. Her eyes rolled back, lips trembling, teeth chattering as she tried to ride out the worst of the storm.

She tried not to move, to submit to the web’s demands, but overstimulation made her body its own enemy. Her hips trembled and clenched, thighs twitching, calves spasming, chest heaving in small, uncontrollable sobs. The plug of the vibe grew hotter, more insistent, until the threat of orgasm was as terrible as the pain of denial.

She could feel herself balancing at the very edge—pleasure and pain indistinguishable, humiliation total. She tried to remember the observer’s silhouette, to focus on anything but the unending assault of sensation. But the web gave her no room for thought, only the next pulse, the next bite, the next impossible second.

Tears streamed down her cheeks, hot and silent, disappearing into her sweat-soaked neck. The water still dripped from above, freezing on contact, sending fresh shocks through her already overworked chest.

Every few seconds, the alarm shifted tone—a jarring electronic shriek replaced by a lower, insistent buzz. The web responded, shifting her weight, pulling her into a new position: one leg higher, one arm twisted, her body displayed in a new tableau of endurance. Her arms began to shake violently, her legs numb, her cunt a live wire.

The voice was a whisper now:

“You will remain until the alarm cycle completes. If you move, the session will restart. If you cry out, the web will tighten.”

Imogen gritted her teeth, biting back every sob, every moan. The urge to scream was almost irresistible—a wild, animal need to release something, anything. But she held on, even as her body shuddered and the cords bit so deep she wondered if she would bear the marks forever.

Minutes blurred. She thought she might faint, but the pain and the vibe kept her alert—raw, present, unable to drift. Her body quaked with fatigue, yet still the web asked for more.

At last, the alarm faded, replaced by a suffocating silence.

Imogen’s head fell forward, chin on her chest, tears pooling at the hollow of her throat. She had not broken. She had not screamed. But she had nothing left—no words, no thoughts, just the memory of pain and the raw, open ache between her thighs.

The voice offered no comfort, no praise. Only:

“Endure.”

And as the web held her in its tightening grip, Imogen understood: this was the real test. Not how much she could feel, but how much she could survive.

She sagged in her bonds, eyes closing, her body still trembling with overstimulation, her mind floating in the aftermath. She had no idea when it would end—or if it ever would.

Imogen hung in the centre of the web, arms and legs splayed in a trembling, exhausted X, barely conscious of the cords’ tension. The last alarm had faded, but its echo lived on inside her skull—a persistent ache that flared every time her heart raced or her breath caught. Her mouth was open, jaw slack, lips cracked and dry from panting. Sweat dried in salty streaks across her chest, belly, and the insides of her thighs. Her skin bore the angry, livid marks of bungee cords and clamps—thin, spreading bruises at wrist and ankle, deep indentations at breast and waist, tender spots that would flower purple and red by morning.

The air in the room was heavy with the musk of sweat and sex, the sharp, metallic tang of her own shame. The bullet vibe, mercifully, had finally gone still. Her cunt throbbed with a ghost of stimulation, a memory of pleasure so cruelly twisted by the agony of the web that she could no longer tell if it had been relief or just a new kind of wound. Her body still pulsed with aftershocks: random spasms in her thighs, a flutter in her calves, a tremble in her hips every time the air moved or a drop of water landed on her oversensitive skin.

She tried to close her legs, but the cords were relentless. They held her open—splayed, displayed, humiliated, and raw. Her head lolled to one side, hair slicked to her cheek and neck, tears drying in salt tracks along the corners of her mouth. She tried to swallow, but her throat was tight, tongue heavy as lead.

A low hum, the almost-inaudible drone of hidden machinery, was the only sound for a while. The red camera light blinked on, steady and impersonal, its single eye capturing the aftermath of her suffering. She could see herself reflected in the faint shine of the mesh below her: a figure stretched out, slack with exhaustion, bruised and leaking, chest heaving with silent sobs. She was almost unrecognisable to herself—a thing more than a woman, all effort, all vulnerability, all need.

The voice returned, as cold and neutral as always. “The session is not complete. No release is permitted. Stillness will not bring comfort. Struggle will only tighten the web. You will remain until observation ends.”

She managed a single, broken word: “Please.” It slipped out, voiceless, lost in the air before the web.

No answer. The cords creaked softly, responding to the tiny motion, pulling her left leg another half inch higher. Her thighs burned with the stretch. The breast clamps, long since removed, left her nipples aching and swollen, every breath drawing a fresh sting. The last of the water dripped onto her skin, icy and relentless, making her flinch and gasp despite herself.

She tried to find something to hold on to—a thought, a memory, a reason for this ordeal. For a moment she remembered sunlight on a river, the touch of a lover’s hand, the first gasp of pleasure before the web. Those things felt impossibly distant now, as if they had happened to someone else. All she knew was the web: its hunger, its logic, its refusal to let her collapse fully or to grant her the oblivion she craved.

Her body trembled. Her muscles had no strength left, her will burned down to a single spark—endure, endure, endure. Her mind wandered through fragments of shame and pride, humiliation and survival. The observer behind the glass was long gone, or perhaps still there, watching her wrecked form with the same patience as the system. She could not see them, could not speak to them, could only imagine their gaze.

The minutes stretched, elastic and cruel. Every so often, the web would tighten—a reminder that it still owned her, that her suffering was not over, that endurance itself was the currency being spent and demanded. When she tried to rest, to let her head fall, the cords corrected her posture. When her hips sagged, a new restraint would snake down, tugging her upright again, keeping her exposed.

She cried quietly, without drama—silent tears that trickled over her lips and chin. The need for comfort was an old ache now, a wound so deep she had stopped reaching for it. No gentle voice would come, no arms would embrace her, no hands would unclip the cords and lift her from the web. There was no rescue, no aftercare, no end. Only the mechanical pulse of the system, the demand to be seen, the cycle of arousal, pain, humiliation, and survival.

Somewhere, far away, a clock ticked. The session timer, perhaps, but Imogen did not look. The camera light blinked on and off. The mesh flexed under her weight, holding her in its shifting centre, denying her escape.

She was left to hang—arms burning, thighs twitching, mind drifting. Time looped and spiraled. She thought she might be dreaming, or dead, or suspended forever in this moment between pain and relief.

And all the while, the web held her: present, open, still.

The voice, barely audible now, offered only one last command:

“Endure.”

Imogen closed her eyes, letting herself go limp in the web’s embrace. She no longer struggled, no longer pleaded. She simply existed—her endurance the last thing she had left, her suffering her only proof of being alive.

And the web, tireless and patient, did not let her go.


Story 30: The Weighted Mercy

Genevieve Tran—Eve to everyone but the man who owned this room—stepped into the playroom and felt, for a moment, as if she had entered not a dungeon but a cell built for study. The lights were dim but focused, casting an island of brightness in the centre, where the thick padded mat and its single anchor bolt gleamed under the glow. There was nothing else: no furniture, no distractions, only the heavy air of anticipation and the scent of latex and sweat lingering from unknown nights.

She paused at the threshold, already stripped but for her braid and the silver at her piercings. Her pulse hammered in her throat. The chill of the floor rose up her bare feet, through her calves, into her spine, and she shivered—a reaction she could not hide, not from Marcus, who stood to her left, silent and solid in the gloom.

He didn’t look at her face. His gaze swept her body clinically: taking in the soft fullness of her breasts, the golden-olive skin flushed at her chest, the subtle round of her belly, the thick curve of hips and thighs built from years of running and dancing and being denied comfort. His eyes lingered, perhaps, on the three dark freckles beneath her right breast—always the first thing anyone noticed when she lay on her back, always the last she tried to cover.

She wanted to cover herself now. But she kept her hands at her sides, remembering the rule: never hide, never shrink, not in this room.

“Crawl to the anchor,” Marcus said, voice low and even, betraying no more emotion than the click of his boots on the floor.

Eve dropped to her hands and knees, braid swinging over her shoulder. The movement forced her breasts to sway, nipples already tight and sensitive, silver bars glinting in the light. Each inch toward the mat’s centre felt like a journey: the friction of skin on vinyl, the sharp intake of breath as her soft belly grazed the cold surface, the quiver of her thighs as her knees found their places—just outside the ringbolt, where the cuffs and chains lay coiled like a serpent waiting to strike.

She paused, waiting for permission, but Marcus didn’t speak again. Instead, she felt the brush of his knuckles along her left ankle—a brief, grounding contact before he took up the first cuff.

The metal was heavy, lined with dark leather and cool against her skin. He handled her with quiet precision, guiding her feet together, folding her legs so her heels pressed to her ass, ankles close. The cuff closed around each ankle with a dull click, the chain threaded through the anchor bolt and drawn just tight enough that she could not extend her legs, could not twist free. It wasn’t pain, yet—it was the certainty of what would come.

Her wrists followed. Marcus took her right hand, gentle but unyielding, folding her arm behind her back, then the left, crossing both so that her hands rested at the small of her spine. The cuffs went on, quick and final, the chain linking them to her ankles. When he pulled, her whole body arched: shoulders bowing, chest lifting off the mat, back forced into a graceful, aching curve.

“Hogtie position. Don’t resist,” he murmured.

She didn’t. Her hips lifted as her chest arched, her face turned slightly to the side, lips parted, the thick braid now splayed across her shoulder and cheek. The mat was soft, but the strain on her muscles was immediate. Already, her thighs quivered. Her calves flexed. The feeling of helplessness was almost a relief—her mind could let go, her body could do nothing but endure.

Marcus moved around her, inspecting the tie, checking every lock. She could not see him now—only hear the low creak of leather, the shifting of his boots. She heard the tray before she saw it: the cold, clinical rattle of metal weights and clamps.

She flinched as his hands traced her left breast, thumb and forefinger finding the barbell piercing, testing its solidity. Then the clamp: a padded steel jaw, ice-cold, closing around her nipple. The weight that followed—a polished, teardrop-shaped mass—dangled from the clamp, tugging her nipple down and out, stretching the skin, making her bite her lip to keep from whimpering.

The right nipple followed, no less gently, but with the same relentless care. The clamps bit, the weights hung, each movement—however slight—sending a wave of sensation through her chest. Her nipples burned, the ache settling deep into the muscle beneath.

She could feel Marcus’s breath on her inner thigh. “Spread,” he said, and she tried, as best she could in her bonds, to part her legs. He didn’t ask again. She felt his fingers press the labia clamp to her slick, sensitive lips—her own arousal obvious now, the clamp biting on the right, then the left, until both silver bars were pinched and stretched. Another set of weights was clipped to the clamps, the heaviness a low, steady pull that left her unable to forget even a millimetre of her own body.

The exposure was total. Every inch of her flesh was marked, held, or stretched for Marcus’s appraisal, and for the silent camera now winking to life in the corner. She felt it as a prickling on her skin, a cold awareness that someone—now or later—would see all of her, from the fullness of her breasts to the shy curls at her sex, to the place where her thighs trembled with tension and fear.

She squeezed her eyes shut, tears prickling behind her lashes. But she didn’t cry, not yet.

Marcus spoke softly, as he always did before the most difficult part: “Almost done, Eve. You know the rules.”

She nodded, breath shaking.

From the tray he took the wand—a clinical, plastic thing, white and unyielding, tipped with a thick, round head. He pressed it to her clit, nestled between the stretched lips and the heavy labia clamps. The first touch was electric. Even before he switched it on, she felt herself pulse around it, body arching, every nerve in her pelvis alight. He fixed it in place with a short strap, buckling it just tightly enough that she could not dislodge it, no matter how she tried.

She was left, then, a creature defined by restraint: body arched in the hogtie, face pressed to the mat, breasts pulled and weighted, sex clamped and exposed, the wand poised for torment.

Marcus knelt beside her, his hand steady at the back of her neck. “Here’s how it works tonight. You hold still. Perfectly still. If you move—if you flinch, sob, twitch, or drop a weight—the timer resets. The wand will activate or the camera will record you, or both. If you endure, if you can give me true stillness, you’ll earn your release. But if you can’t…” He let the promise hang in the air.

She swallowed. Her mouth was dry, tongue heavy. She nodded.

“You understand?”

“Yes, Marcus.” Her voice was a whisper, but clear.

He squeezed the nape of her neck, firm and reassuring. “Good girl. I’ll be watching.”

With that, he stood, his boots receding into the darkness at the edge of the mat. The door clicked. The only sound left was the faint hum of the camera’s motor as it adjusted, the shift of chains as her body trembled, and her own desperate, shallow breathing.

The timer on the wall flickered to life: 00:20:00. Twenty minutes of stillness. She could do that, she told herself. She had to.

But already, her muscles ached. The cuffs bit into the soft flesh at her wrists and ankles. The arch of her back made every breath a feat of balance. The weights tugged at her nipples and labia with every exhalation, the pain a living, shifting thing. The wand pressed cold and silent against her clit, a threat that hung in the charged air.

She counted her breaths, fighting to slow them, to become nothing but stone and silence. Each time a muscle tensed or relaxed, the weights shifted, sending bolts of fire through her nerves. Sweat pooled under her breasts and at the small of her back. Her braid was glued to her neck, a damp rope of hair that tickled with every tremor.

Time began to dissolve. Seconds lost their meaning, stretched thin by agony and fear. The room shrank to the shape of her own body—the pain in her shoulders, the ache in her hips, the burn in her nipples and clit, the bright, unrelenting hum of exposure.

She thought about crying out, about begging for mercy. But the threat of the camera—of her own failure immortalised and played back—kept her silent. She would not give in, not yet.

The minutes crept by. Her thighs shook with the effort to hold still. Her fingers, trapped in the cuffs behind her back, went numb. The arch of her back threatened to cramp, but she dared not ease it. The weights on her nipples and labia became the whole world, a gravity she could neither fight nor surrender to. The wand was a silent promise, as yet unfulfilled.

And always, always, she was watched. By the silent red eye in the corner. By Marcus, wherever he waited, perhaps watching her through a monitor, perhaps simply trusting the system. By herself, her own mind split in two: the suffering girl on the mat, and the inner observer, cold and relentless, whispering endure, endure, endure.

She did not know if she would last the twenty minutes. She only knew that there was no escape, no easy mercy, no way out but through.

So she lay there, hogtied and displayed, every nerve alive with pain, shame, and anticipation—her ordeal, her submission, her hope for mercy bound together, as inescapable as the web of weights and cuffs that held her fast.

The first sixty seconds passed in a rush of frantic self-monitoring—every muscle held taut, mind racing through warnings and calculations. Eve’s senses sharpened; the cold bite of the nipple clamps, the iron heat at her wrists and ankles, the relentless stretch at the small of her back, the heavy pulse of her heartbeat in her ears. She forced her breath shallow and slow, terrified of letting her chest rise too high or her belly press too hard against the mat. Her focus tunneled to the weights swinging from her clamps. They seemed impossibly heavy, threatening to sway at even the tiniest movement. Her whole world had become a single, precarious point of balance.

The mat was slick beneath her, a mixture of sweat and anticipation building in the hollows of her body. She could feel the familiar tingle of adrenaline in her toes, up her spine, in the trembling of her thighs. But this was different from any struggle or scene before. There was no room for rhythm, no comforting ebb and flow. Here, everything was linear, cumulative, merciless—stillness or failure, silence or shame.

The timer glared down at her from the wall: 00:19:05.

She dared a small exhale, then another, wincing as her chest expanded and her right nipple weight swung, tugging the clamp sideways and sending a hot spike of pain through her breast. She bit her lower lip, catching herself just in time—her jaw mustn’t clench, her face mustn’t show strain. If she let a sob or gasp escape, the system would sense it. The microphone built into the camera was as unforgiving as the rest.

A single bead of sweat rolled down from her scalp, snaking over her cheek, pooling at the side of her mouth. She fought the urge to lick it away. If her tongue moved, the rest might follow. It was as if her body were conspiring against her, every reflex a potential betrayal.

The weights on her labia clamps felt like they had doubled in mass. Each tiny quiver of her hips made them sway, pulling sharply at the delicate flesh. The sensation merged pain and pleasure in a sickening duet; humiliation colored every second, knowing she was stretched open, pierced and weighted, on display for the camera’s silent, patient gaze.

The wand was still off, but its pressure was constant, a threat pressed tightly to her clit by the unyielding strap. It was as if the room were holding its breath along with her, waiting for the first, inevitable failure.

She lost track of time. The ache in her back and thighs became the backdrop to her world. Her arms tingled with pins and needles, hands already numb in the cuffs. She tried to imagine the marks she’d have: the indents at her ankles and wrists, the bruises at her waist, the thin crimson stripes where the clamps and weights had drawn blood beneath the skin.

00:15:57

A new drip of sweat traced its way between her breasts, running down over the left nipple clamp. The skin there was tender, almost bruised, and the cool liquid made her shiver—just a flicker, a momentary tightening. The weight swung. The pain bloomed. She gasped before she could stop herself, a soft, wet hiccup in the silence.

The wand clicked on.

The buzz was subtle at first, a gentle vibration—enough to startle her, to break her fragile concentration. She squeezed her eyes shut, forcing her body to remain still, but the sensation radiated outward from her clit, the vibration finding every raw, open nerve. Her hips twitched. The weights on her labia swung. She moaned, low and helpless, the sound muffled but still loud enough for the microphone.

The timer reset. The camera whirred, adjusting for a new angle. The wand’s vibration rose in pitch.

Shame crashed over her. She had lasted barely five minutes before her first failure. Would Marcus be disappointed? Was he watching live, or would he review the footage later, seeing her weakness up close? She couldn’t bear the thought, but there was no escape.

The wand pulsed, relentless, for another minute, her clit aching, every nerve in her pelvis firing at once. The clamps seemed to bite deeper, the weights growing heavier with every small, helpless movement. Tears prickled behind her eyes—not from pain, but from the weight of expectation, the desire to prove herself and the agony of failing so soon.

When the vibration finally stopped, she was left panting, muscles trembling, a fresh line of drool wetting the mat. The timer blinked: 00:20:00. She would have to start again.

She gathered herself, pressing her face into the mat, searching for a place of quiet inside her own mind. But the pain made it impossible. The cuffs dug at her wrists and ankles; her arms tingled with numbness, her shoulders screaming. The hogtie position left her chest lifted, ribs straining, breasts dangling with the weight of the clamps, her pierced nipples swollen, burning. Every time her breath hitched, the weights on her labia pulled and twisted. Her whole body was a symphony of micro-failures, each one punished by fresh pain, shame, or the threat of exposure.

Still, she tried. She had always been stubborn—that was why Marcus trusted her, why she kept coming back. She fought for each second of stillness, each tiny victory against her own shaking limbs.

After the third reset, the wand came on at full power for two solid minutes, the timer glowing red. The pain was matched by a sharp, desperate wave of arousal. Her hips wanted to rock, her thighs to squeeze together, but the restraints allowed nothing but trembling. She groaned, unable to hold it back. The weights swung, the mat squeaked, the camera whirred.

Failure, again and again.

Her cheeks burned with humiliation. She imagined the scene as Marcus would see it: the quivering, bound body, sweat pooling in the hollow of her back, tears streaking her cheeks, her own voice breaking with every confession of pain and longing. She wondered if he enjoyed it, if he was unmoved, if he was proud of her effort or disappointed in her weakness.

At 00:17:08—on her fourth attempt—the wand switched modes, the vibration cycling through low, teasing pulses to erratic bursts of power that made her whole pelvis jump. This time, she managed to keep mostly still. But her breath came in hiccups, body desperate for air, and each shudder sent the weights into motion, making her clamp down inside, making the pain sharp and electric.

A spasm in her left thigh nearly ruined everything. She bit her tongue, moaning softly, tears streaming down her face. She whispered apologies into the mat: “Sorry… sorry… please… I’m trying…” Her voice was muffled by her own body, the words more for herself than for Marcus or the camera.

At one point, a droplet of sweat ran into her eye. She blinked, her vision blurring, the sting a small but insistent torment. The cuffs at her ankles rubbed the skin raw; the ball of her right foot had gone numb. She could feel her own slickness soaking the mat, the wetness a mingling of arousal and agony, both marks of her submission.

The timer ticked past the halfway mark: 00:10:06.

The wand cycled off. For a brief, blissful moment, she was left in silence but for the pounding of her heart. Her breath was ragged, her face flushed and streaked with sweat. She didn’t dare shift or even sigh.

But the reprieve was short. The pain in her shoulders and back grew sharper. The clamp on her left nipple had shifted, the weight now pulling at an awkward angle, the skin stretched tight and white beneath the silver. The labia weights swung gently as her hips tried, uselessly, to find a position that wouldn’t hurt. She wanted to scream, but she held on.

She tried to focus on Marcus’s voice—the last, steady instructions: “Hold still. Perfect stillness. That’s what I want from you, Eve. Stillness, even if it hurts.” She clung to those words, trying to let them fill the space where her body was failing.

Her mind wandered. She remembered moments from before—Marcus’s strong hands braiding her hair, the brush of his lips against her forehead after a scene, the warmth of his approval when she’d lasted longer than she believed possible. She drew strength from the memory, letting it carry her through the next wave of pain.

But then the wand switched on again, unprompted, set to random intervals by the timer’s cruel algorithm. She was jolted back into the present, her body jerking, weights swinging, the cuffs biting deeper. Her clit throbbed against the buzzing head, slick and swollen, her hips lifting minutely before she caught herself.

The mat squeaked. The timer reset. The camera blinked and whirred, the red light a mocking witness.

This time, she cried—soft, choking sobs muffled against the mat. She felt defeated, ruined, exposed in every possible way. She tried to hold still, but her body had become an enemy, her muscles and nerves firing out of sequence, betraying her efforts.

When the wand finally stopped, she was left limp, chest heaving, tears drying on her cheeks. The weights hung heavy from her nipples and labia, pulling her flesh into new shapes, marking her as Marcus’s, as the system’s, as the camera’s property.

The timer blinked: 00:20:00. She would have to start again.

Eve closed her eyes, surrendering to the inevitability of it. This was the ordeal she had chosen, the test she needed. She would endure it, no matter how many resets, no matter how many tears.

She breathed, counted, held herself on the trembling edge of stillness, her body and mind burning with pain, humiliation, and the slow, terrible bloom of arousal that never quite let her go.

And somewhere, in the silence, Marcus watched—or would watch, in time—the proof of her endurance, the fullness of her surrender, the beauty and agony of her submission under the relentless mercy of weight, clamp, and time.

Eve lay limp in the hogtie, her cheeks pressed to the mat, breath coming in small, shaky pants. The weights tugged at her nipples and labia, a constant ache as familiar now as her own heartbeat. The wand rested against her clit, silent for the moment but still an unyielding threat. She didn’t dare move. The timer on the wall glared down: 00:20:00. Another cycle would begin—another trial of perfect stillness, another opportunity for failure, another chance for shame.

The camera’s red light pulsed, recording every inch of her humiliation. Her face was flushed, streaked with sweat and drying tears; her hair clung in wet ropes to her cheeks and neck. Her body was marked everywhere—wrists and ankles abraded by the cuffs, breasts and thighs and belly blotched with the bruises and indentations of restraint. The clamps had left the skin around her piercings a deep, angry red; the flesh stretched by the weights felt hot and raw, a slow-burning fire that never quite faded.

The air in the room was thick with the scent of her arousal and suffering. Every shallow breath filled her nose with the tang of latex and sweat, the faint clean sharpness of the mat, the salt of her own skin. The world had shrunk to the boundaries of pain, anticipation, and the discipline of endurance.

A mechanical whir signaled the arrival of a new instruction. Marcus’s voice—calm, deep, implacable—came from the ceiling speaker, as present as if he were kneeling beside her: “Confess, Eve. Tell the camera why you failed. Tell me, and anyone who ever sees this, exactly what went through your mind. Speak now.”

She winced at the command, shame burning in her belly. But she obeyed, knowing refusal would bring only more punishment.

“I… I failed because I couldn’t stop thinking about you. About being watched. About what I must look like—tied and weighted and… so open. I failed because I couldn’t hold still. My body hurts. I’m tired. But it’s not just pain. I want to be seen like this. I want you to see everything, even my weakness. I’m afraid of letting you down. I want you to be proud of me… but I also want you to use me, however you want. I failed because I wanted both at the same time. I’m sorry. I’ll try again.”

As she finished, the speaker clicked off and the camera whirred, a playback echo filling the room. She heard her own voice, cracked and trembling, pouring her confession into the emptiness, exposed to judgment from the lens, from Marcus, from her future self. The sound was unbearable and inescapable—a loop of her shame.

A moment later, Marcus’s voice returned, as clinical as any technician. “Punishment acknowledged. Restraints will be checked and increased. Next cycle will be longer. You will not be allowed to fail as quickly.”

She heard the heavy tread of his boots approaching—the first time he had returned since locking her down. She felt his hands at her wrists, tightening the cuffs, checking each buckle, tugging at the chain that linked ankles to wrists. She flinched as he gripped her breasts, lifting each weight, then releasing it so the clamp bit deeper. He was slow, methodical, offering no comfort, no caress, only the impersonal touch of one who owns and administers pain.

He pressed a cold finger to the wand, switching it off and then on again, making sure it was set to the next mode—longer, higher, more punishing. She whimpered as he checked the labia clamps, twisting the weights to new angles, the stretch sharp and new. Her hips twitched despite her best efforts, earning her a warning click from the camera.

When he was finished, he leaned close, his breath warm against her ear: “This is what you asked for. Stillness, no matter what. If you fail, you confess again. If you break, I’ll watch the footage over and over. If you endure, maybe I’ll let you come. Maybe.”

With that, he stood and left, the door closing with a soft, final sound.

The timer reset: 00:25:00. The cycle was longer. The punishment was heavier. The threat of exposure was complete.

The wand buzzed to life, a steady, insistent vibration against her clit. Eve gritted her teeth, trying not to react. The pain in her nipples and labia was a deep, throbbing ache now, almost more than she could bear. Her back arched, chest lifted and open, shoulders burning with the effort to hold the position. Her thighs were stretched, inner muscles cramping, the mat slick with sweat and arousal. She focused on the camera—on the red light, the unblinking eye that would capture every tremor, every failure.

At first, she managed. She found a rhythm in her breathing, let the pain become the edge of her world. The vibration teased her mercilessly, building arousal with each passing second, but she forced her hips still, held her body rigid, refused to give in.

Minutes crawled by. The ache in her shoulders spread down her spine, seeping into her hips and thighs. The weights on her nipples and labia felt like iron now, dragging at her flesh, threatening to tear her open. She whimpered, but quietly, holding the sound in her throat.

The wand cycled to a new mode, the vibration spiking in sharp, unpredictable pulses. She gasped, hips jerking, the clamps swinging, the weights colliding with her thighs. The camera beeped in warning, and she stilled herself by sheer force of will. Tears leaked from her eyes, wetting the mat beneath her cheek.

The pain became a kind of background music, a steady drone behind the sudden, soaring spikes of pleasure and humiliation. She imagined Marcus watching, imagined the footage being played back for him, her confessions and failures catalogued, replayed, consumed. She felt herself split in two: the suffering body and the mind watching from outside, both part of the scene, both unable to escape.

At the ten-minute mark, her right calf spasmed, a cramp rippling through the muscle. She bit her tongue, holding back a sob, and focused on the pain in her nipples, the stretch in her back, the ache in her thighs—anything but the urge to move, to relieve the agony.

The wand pulsed higher. Her arousal rose, unbidden, mixing with the pain until she couldn’t tell one from the other. Her hips trembled, her clit throbbed, her labia ached and burned under the weight of the clamps. She wanted to come, but knew that release was both impossible and forbidden; the pleasure would only bring more pain, more shame, more exposure.

The timer glowed: 00:13:22. Barely halfway through.

She tried to count breaths, but lost her place again and again. She imagined the footage: her face twisted in effort, eyes squeezed shut, sweat pouring down her temples and jaw. She imagined the sound of her own voice, the endless cycle of confession and shame, the knowledge that every failure was permanent.

A sudden shift—her left hip twitched as a muscle gave out. The weights on her labia swung violently, the pain making her gasp. The camera beeped again, the mat squeaked, the timer froze for a long moment before resetting to 00:25:00.

The wand surged to full power for thirty seconds. She cried out, unable to hold back, hips bucking against the mat, tears streaming down her cheeks. When the vibration subsided, she was left gasping, limp, her entire body on fire.

“Confess,” the speaker commanded again, Marcus’s voice remote and dispassionate. “Say it for the camera.”

She sobbed, then choked out her shame: “I failed again. I’m sorry. I wanted to come, but I’m not allowed. My body gave out. I couldn’t hold still. I’m so tired. Please, please forgive me, Marcus. Please let me try again.”

The camera whirred, recording every word, every sob, every tremor of her body.

The cycle began anew.

Marcus’s voice was a distant echo: “Tighter this time. Heavier. You wanted this. Endure.”

Her cuffs were pulled a notch tighter, the weights increased by another small but merciless measure. The wand returned to a relentless, high-frequency vibration.

Eve surrendered, at last, to the inevitability of her pain and humiliation. She lay on the mat, hogtied and stretched, breasts and sex weighted and exposed, the red light of the camera burning her shame into permanence. She was nothing but willpower, submission, and the aching hope that one day, somehow, stillness would be enough.

But as the timer blinked 00:25:00 once again, she understood: the story would not end here. There would always be another cycle, another confession, another confession, another confession.

She wept quietly, the mat soaking up her tears, her sweat, her need.

And the camera, and Marcus, and the room itself—all waited for her to try again.

Eve didn’t know how many cycles had passed. Time dissolved somewhere between the pain and the trembling effort to hold still, between the tight clamps biting her nipples and the dull, throbbing ache at her wrists and ankles, between the constant pressure of the wand and the slow, ever-heavier swing of the weights at her labia. Each reset was a confession and a new wound. Each confession made her more raw. Each minute of renewed stillness became a meditation on what it meant to want, to fail, to surrender.

Her face was streaked with dried tears, hair plastered in damp curls to her cheek. Her breaths came shallow and quiet, chest pressed awkwardly to the mat, the arch of her back an agony that would not relent. The pads of her feet tingled and burned where they were cinched up close to her ass. Her shoulders quivered with fatigue. She couldn’t feel her fingers; her hands had long ago lost their sense of shape, turned to numb weights at the small of her back.

The pain in her breasts had become a constant presence, like a second heartbeat—deep, bruising, sharpest with every tiny motion, every twitch as the clamps bit and the weights swung. Her labia felt scalded and stretched, the piercings burning under the constant downward pull. The air itself hurt: cool, dry, laced with the salt of sweat and the metallic tang of her own arousal.

She heard Marcus’s voice, remote and level: “Stillness, Eve. Just a little longer.”

The timer glared: 00:18:09. More than halfway through the current cycle, the longest yet.

The wand pressed hard and hot against her clit, set to a steady, punishing buzz, neither gentle nor merciful. She’d tried to let her mind drift, to disassociate, but her body wouldn’t allow it. Every time she started to lose herself, a spasm would jolt her back—her right thigh cramped, her left hip twitched, a shudder of pleasure rippled through her pelvis and set the weights swinging. Each time, she fought for control, and each time, the pain and shame only deepened.

She felt herself close to breaking. She tried to focus on the red eye of the camera, on Marcus’s imagined gaze, on the pride she might feel if she could last the cycle. She remembered his touch, gentle and strong, the way he’d held her after their first scene, the words he’d murmured into her hair: You don’t need to be perfect. Only honest.

But this was a different kind of honesty—a total exposure, a stripping of all comfort, all pretence. She was nothing now but suffering and longing, the endless repetition of effort and defeat.

At twelve minutes, the pain in her calf became unbearable. The muscle spasmed, foot jerking against the restraint, mat squeaking softly. She choked on a gasp, eyes squeezed shut, as the movement sent the weights at her labia swinging in a sickening arc. The clamps twisted, tearing at her pierced flesh.

The wand seized the opportunity. As if sensing her weakness, it surged to its highest setting—hard, relentless, the kind of vibration that made her hips jerk helplessly. She tried to hold still, teeth gritted, sweat pouring from her brow, but the sensation was too much. Her body arched reflexively, the movement dragging her breasts upward, weights swinging, nipples screaming. The cuffs at her wrists dug deeper, chafing her skin, the chain biting at her backbone.

She cried out, a single, strangled sob. The timer froze, then reset. 00:25:00.

She collapsed in the tie, limp and broken, chest pressed to the mat, tears leaking anew down her cheeks. The wand did not stop. The vibration continued at full power, punishing her for failing, for daring to let her body act on its own. The clamps seemed to bite even deeper, her labia swollen and raw, her nipples a deep, aching throb. The camera’s red eye burned a hole in her shame.

“Confess,” Marcus’s voice ordered, the speaker clicking on. “Tell the camera how you feel. Now.”

Her voice was wrecked, but she obeyed. “I failed. My body gave out. I couldn’t hold the position. I wanted to be good, but I can’t. I’m tired and everything hurts. I want to come, but I’m scared to. I want you to see me, even like this. Please—please, Marcus, I’m trying.”

The camera whirred, recording every word. She knew she’d have to hear this later, or worse, that Marcus would, and the knowledge only deepened her humiliation.

The punishment escalated. The wand remained at full power, the clamps were tightened, weights increased by another notch. Her hogtie was cinched higher, her chest now so far off the mat that her arms screamed with effort. She was left to endure, muscles spasming, hips shaking, breasts burning, the line between agony and arousal blurring beyond recognition.

She lost track of time, the pain and pleasure blending into a haze. Sometimes she floated, feeling nothing but the slow drip of sweat from her chin, the distant ache in her limbs. Sometimes she crashed back, a fresh wave of sensation making her whimper or curse or beg.

And then, finally, her body betrayed her completely.

A fresh cramp seized her right foot, and she jerked, helpless, the weights clattering against the mat. The wand was too much; the pleasure came, wild and unwanted, crashing through her like a fever. Her hips bucked, her wrists twisted, her breasts bounced and swung. She screamed—high, wordless, pure—her face contorted with pain and ecstasy.

She knew she’d failed, but she could not stop the orgasm. It wracked her body, tears pouring down her face, every muscle clenching then sagging in utter defeat. The climax was not pleasure, not really; it was a release of suffering, an end to resistance. She sobbed, drooling onto the mat, every inch of her skin burning.

The wand clicked off. The room was silent but for her broken gasps, the rattling chain, the echo of her own voice in the aftermath.

The camera blinked.

Marcus’s voice, as steady as ever: “You know what happens next.”

She did. She barely managed to nod, throat raw.

He entered, his boots heavy, his movements deliberate. He checked each restraint, tugged the cuffs tighter, the weights heavier, the hogtie impossibly strict. She was utterly helpless—hogtied, weighted, stretched and sweating, the pain in her joints now a living flame.

He knelt at her side, one large hand settling on her back, grounding her for a moment. She thought he might say something kind, but he only whispered, “I’m proud of your pain, Eve. Suffer for me.”

And then he was gone again, and she was left alone in the hush of the room, the cycle beginning anew.

She lay there, broken open, a monument to submission and shame, her mind emptied by agony and the memory of pleasure she hadn’t wanted. The timer ticked back to the start, and she understood that this was the purpose of the ordeal—not to finish, not to triumph, but to be stripped bare, forced to confess, to be seen and used and still left wanting.

Tears flowed again, silent and hot, soaking the mat. Her muscles twitched with the ghost of the orgasm, with cramps and aches and the promise of another, harder cycle to come.

And above it all, the red light blinked, the camera recorded, and Marcus’s words echoed in her head: Suffer for me.

She would. She already had. She would again.

Eve did not know how long she lay collapsed in the hogtie, limp and shaking, her body still spasming from the forced climax and the aftermath of restraint. Time had become a dull, trembling haze behind her eyes, the timer’s numbers smearing together each time she tried to focus. She breathed in jerks — too shallow to soothe, too raw to steady. Her body was trembling, muscles twitching under the strain of their own collapse.

She had thought the orgasm would have been an ending. A peak. A point past which something — anything — gave way.

But the room did not believe in endings.

The wand stopped, but it did not move. The clamps loosened nowhere; the weights hung, implacable as gravity itself. The cuffs held her wrists and ankles high and tight, the arch in her back now locked, not by strength, but by the geometry of the restraints themselves. She was a shape, not a person, bound into a position that was more display than posture — her body an offering the room demanded she sustain.

Her cheek lay against the mat, her breath fogging a faint circle beneath her mouth. She stared at it — that fading patch of warmth — until the circle vanished, then formed again with her next exhale. The world had reduced to breath and hurt and the faint, rhythmic pulse of humiliation still echoing from the orgasm she hadn’t chosen.

The speaker crackled. Marcus’s voice was soft, level, unhurried. The kind of tone one used not for dominance, but for inevitability.

“The cycle is complete,” he said. “But the scene is not over.”

Eve closed her eyes. A whimper escaped her — something small, thin, frightened, exhausted. Not a protest. Not even a plea. Just the sound a body makes when it has no strength left to hide what it is.

Bootsteps crossed the padded floor. She heard them before she felt him, but she did not look up. Her body was a single exposed wound; there was no part of her untouched, no part of her that did not ache, no part of her that did not burn.

Marcus knelt beside her, the warmth of his presence a distraction as powerful as pain. He didn’t touch her at first. He simply observed, his silence filling the room in a way that made the camera’s quiet hum seem deafening.

“You broke,” he said. “And you obeyed. Both are true.”

Her breath caught. A tear slipped and fell onto the mat beneath her cheek.

He reached out, and for a moment — one dangerous, hopeful moment — she thought he might remove the clamps, or loosen the cuffs, or soften the hogtie just enough to let her breathe deeply again.

Instead, he adjusted the angle of the labia weights, letting them hang perfectly straight.

Not heavier. Not lighter. Just… unavoidably present.

The shift made her gasp — a small, involuntary sound that rose from her chest without permission. Her nipples throbbed in their clamps; her pierced flesh at her sex ached where the weights pulled and stretched and reminded her of every confession she had made.

She expected words. But Marcus did not speak.

Instead, he slid two fingers — slow, unavoidable, inarguable — along the seam of her labia, pressing just above the clamp, where the flesh was swollen, tender, bruised by the cycle of pain and vibration.

She sobbed — not from arousal (though it was there, hot and humiliating), but from the shock of being touched after so long held motionless.

He did not tease. He did not coax. He simply let his fingers rest there — a point of heat in the center of all her pain.

“You did well,” he murmured, his voice a textured calm against her trembling. “But you are not done.”

The will to protest rose — weak, half-formed, already collapsing under the weight of exhaustion.

He didn’t give her a chance to speak.

He reached back and tightened the hogtie by one more notch.

The change was small on the level of ropes and angles. But inside her body, it was monumental. Her spine arched another degree. Her chest lifted, ribs straining. Her wrists pulled higher, forcing her shoulders back. Her hips rose off the mat just enough that her sex was no longer touching it — suspended, exposed, unsupported.

Air pressed cold against the wetness there.

Eve’s breath broke into a sob.

Not loud. Not dramatic.

Just true.

Marcus stood. The warmth of him receded. His boots carried him back to the door. There was no ceremony. No closure. No final stroke of affection.

Just the quiet click of the lock releasing as he left.

The wand remained strapped against her clit, silent but present. Ready to be turned on again — by timer, or by whim, or by nothing more than the algorithm the room followed when a sub had been left in it for too long.

The camera’s red light blinked on.

Its lens widened, adjusting for focus.

Eve was alone.

She tried to breathe slowly — to find stillness again.

But her body was past stillness. Past resistance. Past strategy.

Her body was a truth.

A shivering, aching, open truth.

Her eyes closed. Tears slid without urgency, without sobbing. Her breath came in quiet hitches. Her thighs trembled again — but there was no wand activation, no punishment. The system wasn’t waiting for failure anymore.

It was documenting the aftermath.

She thought — for one fractured moment — of asking for release. She imagined calling his name. She imagined begging, promising, breaking, yielding.

But she didn’t speak.

Because she finally understood.

Release was never the point.

Endurance was.

The way pain changed shape when held long enough.

The way humiliation hollowed and hollowed until something else emerged inside it.

The way wanting hurt more than the hurting itself.

The timer had stopped.

Not ended.

Just stopped.

There was no countdown anymore.

No goal.

No finish.

Just being held here.

Seen.

Stretched.

Marked.

Waiting.

Eve breathed — slow, soft, trembling — her body suspended, the weights swaying with each tiny exhale.

Her eyes opened.

The camera stared back.

The red light pulsed.

As if it were breathing with her.

The scene did not end.

She simply remained.

Held. Displayed. Waiting.

No rescue.

No release.

No escape.

Just mercy, in the terrible and beautiful way Marcus meant it:

That she was allowed to endure at all.
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Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale

💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.

This addictive collection dives into the minds of women and men who’ve done things they swore they’d never admit. From drunken dares and public hookups to forbidden affairs and voyeuristic thrills, each story reads like a whispered confession in the dark. Shameless, risky, and raw, Slutty Little Secrets is for readers who love to peek behind the curtain—and find someone moaning on the other side.

🪞 The Glass Room

Desire has nowhere to hide when the walls are made of glass.

Inside a sleek, anonymous space where no one’s truly alone, strangers step into fantasies that blur the line between private and exposed. Some come to watch. Some come to be watched. Others discover something darker in the reflection. The Glass Room is a voyeuristic, intimate, and atmospheric exploration of what happens when we stop pretending no one’s looking.

💼 Workplace Sluts

They’re meant to be professional—but temptation doesn’t clock out.

This provocative anthology series explores women caught between ambition and desire, where office walls, hotel corridors, and after-hours flights become stages for surrender. Each story blends psychological tension with raw eroticism, revealing what happens when control, curiosity, and risk collide behind closed doors. Whether it’s a colleague’s gaze, a boss’s order, or the thrill of being caught, Workplace Sluts turns everyday professionalism into dangerous intimacy. Bold, addictive, and unapologetically hot.

💎 Becoming Porcelain

Perfection isn’t given—it’s engineered.

This haunting trilogy follows Madison Cole through the Dollhouse, an elite finishing institute where beauty, obedience, and desire are sculpted into one flawless ideal. Across months of conditioning, modification, and display, she surrenders her will piece by piece, learning that stillness can be devotion and pleasure can be control. Lush, psychological, and unflinching, Becoming Porcelain transforms sensuality into ritual and submission into art. A story of obsession, discipline, and the erotic cost of perfection.

💠 In Her Custody

Control is care. Obedience is intimacy.

Inside Harrowick Hall, submission isn’t a fantasy—it’s a system.

Elias enters as a volunteer, seeking the discipline he’s always feared to name. Under the cool authority of Sabine and the nurses who serve the Hall’s regime, his surrender becomes a clinical ritual: restraint, silence, obedience, and reclassification.

Each volume traces his descent through the institution’s tiers—from assessment to conditioning, observation to utility—where every gesture is measured, every failure logged, and every trace of desire becomes data. Sabine watches from behind the glass, her absence as controlling as her touch once was.

Elegant, claustrophobic, and erotically psychological, In Her Custody explores the line between consent and containment, and the strange peace that comes when resistance finally ends.
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