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You knew what this was the moment you opened it.

Some stories don’t just hold your attention.

They keep you exactly where they want you.

— R. Vale
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Author’s Note

Before we begin…

If you enjoy dark, daring, and deliciously wicked stories, you might want to join my private reader list.

Subscribers receive:

free exclusive stories

early access to new releases

bonus scenes Amazon doesn’t show

reader-only giveaways and sneak previews

Join here:

romanvale.uk/secret

Now… let’s begin.

— Roman Vale


Story 1 - Bound by Time

I like knowing exactly how long I’ll be helpless.

Forty-five minutes. No more. No less. That’s the number glowing green on the little digital screen between the cuffs, and it might as well be carved into stone. I set it deliberately, like always—tested it three times, confirmed the backup release is timed to unlock five minutes after, and positioned it well out of reach under the nightstand. This isn’t something I do casually. It’s a ritual. Every part of this is chosen. Controlled.

It’s the control that lets me give it up.

The bedroom is already dark except for the soft orange flicker of the LED candles. I used to use real ones, but the idea of fire while gagged and cuffed makes my chest tight for all the wrong reasons. The flickering glow spills over velvet bedding and the exposed black straps of the under-bed restraint system—everything I need, laid out clean and ready. I already changed the sheets. Already triple-checked the lube. Already silenced every notification on my phone and put it in airplane mode, except for the music timer app that’ll start playing when the cuffs close. I’ve done this enough to get it right.

My robe slides across my shoulders as I move around the bed—silk over bare skin, soft as breath. I’m wearing only thigh-high socks underneath, and nothing else. The AC hums gently, stirring the hem against my thighs. Outside, I can hear distant thunder. The forecast says the storm might hit in an hour, maybe two. That should be after the cuffs release. Should.

I glance at the gag resting on the pillow. It’s silicone, black, a firm 1.5-inch ball with a wide leather strap. Cleaned and waiting. My lips tingle just looking at it. I can already imagine the ache in my jaw, the slow drip of saliva down my cheek. The way it silences everything—even my thoughts.

I kneel at the edge of the bed. Breathe in through my nose. Out through my mouth. I can feel the weight in my chest loosening, that tight, electric hum of anticipation pooling low in my belly. Every part of me knows what’s coming, and still—my hands tremble slightly as I pick up the wand. It’s the only thing I don’t restrain. I nestle it between two pillows, angled to rest just against where I’ll need it, cord slack and ready. I’ll have to move to get it right, but that’s part of the game.

There’s a click as I tighten the cuffs around my wrists. Not fully locked yet—just a test fit. One last moment to change my mind. I don’t.

Instead, I reach down to the timer unit, hold the button, and watch the seconds flash into life. 2700. Forty-five minutes. The mechanism chirps softly, and I feel the internal motors pull the restraints taut, snug around the bones of my wrists. Unyielding.

No way out now.

The lock slides home with a sharp little snap, and my heart jumps as if someone else did it for me.

My breath catches.

I pick up the gag and pull the strap around the back of my head. I pause just long enough to meet my own eyes in the dark reflection of the blacked-out window. There’s a faint flicker of candlelight in the glass. My lips part. The ball slides in. I bite down and pull the strap tight until it bites into the corners of my mouth.

There. That’s better.

Now I’m quiet.

Now I’m alone.

And the clock is ticking.

The first five minutes are everything.

That’s how long it takes my mind to stop racing. To stop questioning every detail. The cuffs pull just firmly enough to remind me I’m bound—not just wearing them, but owned by them, for now. My arms are stretched comfortably above my head, clipped to the bed’s underframe restraints, padded but inescapable. I can still shift my hips, but my hands are gone. That’s the threshold: once I surrender them, the rest follows.

The gag is already slick with drool. It presses my tongue down, spreading my lips wide. Every shallow breath slides hot around it, my nose flaring to take in more air. I can’t swallow properly. It doesn’t matter. That’s part of the silence. That soft ache building in my jaw? That’s delicious.

I flex my fingers. The cuffs clink softly.

The vibrator hums softly between my thighs, angled against me from where I cradled it in the pillows. I had to wiggle to get it right. I always do. The first few minutes, I play. Shift side to side. Roll my hips. Let it tease instead of take. The toy is plugged in—no batteries to die halfway through. Low speed, steady, relentless. It warms quickly, already buzzing against my clit, even through the thin sheen of slickness that’s starting to gather.

The air is cool against my skin. Goosebumps ripple across my belly and thighs, my nipples tightening under the silk that clings to my chest. I can’t adjust the robe now. It’s half-open, fallen back over my shoulders, leaving me bare and helpless and exactly where I meant to be.

There’s music now—soft ambient tones from the timer app on my phone. Designed to soothe. Designed to blur time. There are no lyrics, just pulses of slow rhythm, like breathing made sound.

I breathe with it.

My thighs flex. I shift again, a long, slow grind of my hips against the wand’s head. A jolt runs through me. God, yes. My eyes flutter shut.

I can feel how soaked I’m getting. The toy slides just a little easier. That first sharp wave of heat—the one that starts low and pulses upward—it hits hard. I let out a breathy moan into the gag, muffled and half-swallowed. The sound makes me clench, involuntarily. My body wants this. Wants to be helpless. To be used by the setup I created, like I’m just another object in the room.

A shiver rolls up my spine.

I test the cuffs again—tug hard. They don’t budge. That sends a deeper thrill through me. The reality of it, the finality. My wrists tingle from the pressure. I spread my legs a little wider. The wand hums louder in my ears now, even though it hasn’t changed speed. It’s just me—growing more sensitive.

More aware.

My breath is fast now. The drool slides down one cheek. I shift again. More pressure. More heat.

I edge for a while like that—minutes? ten? fifteen? I lose track. It doesn’t matter. The first orgasm is close, but I hold it back. On purpose. That’s part of the game too. If I give in too soon, I’ll spend the rest of the time limp and twitching, too overstimulated to enjoy anything.

But holding back is a different kind of torment.

My thighs tremble. I want to close them, trap the wand, make it enough. But I keep them spread. Force myself to breathe slowly through my nose.

This is the edge I crave—suspended between control and surrender.

When it comes, it’s sudden.

I twist just right. The wand slips slightly and hits the perfect angle. Pressure, heat, everything clenches—and I fall. My body locks up, back arched, legs stiff. I cry out around the gag, a raw, ragged moan that doesn’t sound like me. My whole body shakes as it crashes through me. Sparks behind my eyes. Pulse thudding between my legs.

And then—stillness. Aftershocks. Breathing hard. Slick and spent and glowing.

But the timer still ticks.

Twenty-five minutes to go.

It’s after that first orgasm that everything changes.

My body sinks, loose and humming, but I don’t drift off—not really. Something in me stays hovering, suspended. My awareness narrows to heat and pressure and time. The gag, the cuffs, the slow thrum of the vibrator—they become my whole world. Like the air itself is charged. I can feel everything. Every shift of fabric against my skin, every pulse of blood between my thighs, every creak of the bed frame as I twitch and breathe.

The wand is still pressed between my legs, but I don’t move yet. I can’t. I’m floating in the echo of that climax, heart still thudding in my chest, breath shallow through my nose. Drool pools at the corner of my mouth, slowly sliding down to my chin. I let it. I want to feel messy. Undone.

There’s a sweetness in the restraint now. A warmth, almost. My wrists ache faintly, but it’s the good kind—that slow burn of pressure that reminds me I gave myself away. Willingly. I test the cuffs again, tug gently. They hold. Of course they do.

The storm outside is closer now. Thunder, still distant but heavier than before, rolls low and slow. I feel it in my ribs. It’s like the weather knows what I’m doing, and it approves.

The music is softer now. Or maybe I’m just hearing less of it. Time has gone strange. There’s no clock I can check—just the cuff timer, and I can’t see it. I have no idea how long I’ve been here. That thought sends a ripple of arousal through me. I grind my hips, slowly, carefully, letting the wand nudge just right again. Heat builds quickly. My clit is already sensitive, but the ache is addictive.

I chase the second one slowly.

Eyes closed, I picture myself from above—a spread, gagged body wrapped in silk and restraint. Thighs glistening. Mouth parted, drooling. Gag glinting wet in the candlelight. I imagine a stranger walking in, seeing me like this. Helpless. Wanting. Writhing against the toy I strapped in place for myself.

The idea sends another pulse through me. I whimper—a small, desperate sound, swallowed by the gag. My hips shift harder. The wand slides against slick skin, hitting a new angle, sharper now. That low, molten coil winds tighter.

When the second orgasm hits, it’s messier. Less graceful. My body jerks, uncontrolled, straining at the cuffs. My thighs squeeze, but not enough to trap the toy fully—it buzzes on even as I start to come, forcing the climax longer. My breath hitches. I moan through my nose. It crashes through me like a wave, full and sharp, leaving my skin buzzing and my legs shaking.

Afterward, I’m trembling. My muscles twitch involuntarily. The wand is too much now, but I can’t move it. That’s the cost. That’s the contract.

I pant through my nose. Sweat beads along my temples and chest. My whole body feels overheated, yet somehow open—like every nerve has been scrubbed clean. I could cry, if I had the energy. Instead, I lie there, cuffed, gagged, soaked, half-dazed and smiling behind the gag.

This is what I chase. Not just the orgasms—but the state that follows. The stillness. The stripped-down version of me, with no thoughts except sensation. Nothing to solve. Nothing to perform. Just breath. Just ache. Just now.

Subspace.

I shift again, and the wand buzzes harder. My hips jolt. It’s too much—but I leave it.

I can’t stop.

And I don’t want to.

It’s the lights that go first.

Just a flicker at first—barely noticeable. A quick dimming, like a blink in the corner of my eye. Then everything drops.

Darkness.

The soft candlelight vanishes. The faint hum of the air conditioner cuts out. The low music from my phone dies mid-note. Silence crashes down around me like a weight.

I freeze.

The wand is still humming—it’s plugged into the wall, so that means… no, wait. Was plugged in. It stops, too. Not fading. Just— gone.

My breath comes hard through my nose. The room is pitch black now, shadows swallowing everything. I’m cuffed, gagged, splayed out on the bed—and I can’t see anything.

For a moment, I tell myself it’s fine. Just a flicker. Maybe a breaker. Maybe just the bedroom.

Then the realization blooms like ice in my chest.

The cuffs.

They’re digital.

The timer. The release mechanism. The whole system—it’s powered.

I twist my wrists sharply, panic lancing through me. Nothing. No click. No slack. I groan into the gag, heart pounding harder now. I don’t know if the outage reset the timer or bricked it completely. There’s no readout. No lights. No soft internal whir. Just silence. Just cold, inert metal locked tight around my wrists.

I thrash, once, just to test. The cuffs hold. My shoulders strain, hips twisting, but there’s no give. My ankles scissor reflexively, the sensation of being restrained turning suddenly from erotic to terrifying.

I can’t reach the key—it’s in the lockbox under the nightstand, timed too, also digital.

I start to sweat.

Thunder growls outside, louder now. A flash lights the room for a split second—lightning, blue and sharp. In that brief flare I see my reflection in the blackout window. Gagged. Wide-eyed. Mouth stretched, jaw trembling. A wet trail down my cheek.

Then darkness again.

A high, desperate moan slips from behind the gag. My breath comes fast. Too fast. I try to calm it, try to breathe slow, but the fear is real now. I hadn’t accounted for this. This wasn’t supposed to happen.

Drool trickles freely now, unchecked. My throat tightens around the gag, and I cough—a wet, garbled sound. My jaw aches. I tug the cuffs again, uselessly, over and over, rattling them against the bedframe.

And underneath the fear… something else is rising. A heat. A throb.

Because part of me—the part I hate admitting exists—is turned on by this.

Completely helpless. Gagged. Trapped by my own design. Blind in the dark, unsure when — if — I’ll get out. No way to call for help. No one to know I’m here.

My thighs twitch. My body clenches involuntarily.

Even now, part of me wants more.

That scares me more than the dark.

Beat 5: Pleasure Beneath Panic

I can’t stop shaking.

My body won’t obey me anymore—not that it ever really did. I’m trying to breathe slow, trying to stay calm, but my pulse is everywhere. In my throat. My wrists. Between my legs. My thighs are trembling, slick and open, muscles twitching with leftover tension.

The wand is silent now. Power’s out. But it’s still nestled between the pillows, still resting just against me. It’s not on—but the pressure is there. The memory of vibration. The ache.

It’s too much. And somehow not enough.

I shift my hips again, desperate. I can barely move, but it’s enough to grind against the soft curve of the toy’s head. Even that—just friction, no buzz—makes my clit throb. I whimper into the gag. It comes out ragged, high-pitched.

Every part of me is raw.

There’s no room in my brain for logic anymore. Just heat. Just pressure. I feel like I’m going to cry. I already am, maybe. I can’t tell where the drool ends and the tears begin. My jaw aches like I’ve been biting down for hours. My arms are tingling with the strain. My cheeks are flushed and wet and hot.

The gag is soaked. I can taste the tang of silicone, the faint trace of sweat. I bite harder—not to keep it in, but to hold myself in. To keep from sobbing.

Or screaming.

I arch my back against the restraints, body straining, and slide my hips again. Slower this time. Desperate. Needy. The edge is back, and it’s cruel now. Not pleasure anymore. Not play. Just need. Unrelenting.

The wand shifts a little. My body wants it. Despite everything—the panic, the dark, the loss of control—I’m still aching.

No, not despite. Because of it.

That’s the sick, perfect truth. I can’t look away from it. I chose this. Every piece of it. The cuffs. The gag. The locked box. The helplessness.

And now it’s real.

Now it’s out of my hands.

Lightning flashes again, flooding the room for half a second. I see myself again—gagged, flushed, wrecked. My robe has fallen open, completely. My thighs are slick. My chest heaves with shallow, ragged breaths. My nipples are stiff and peaked, rising and falling with every panicked breath.

Then: black again.

I grind down, helpless. I can’t stop. My clit is so sensitive it hurts—but that’s the only thing keeping me grounded. My hips move on their own now, driven by instinct, by something lower than thought. I twist my legs inward, trying to trap the pressure, trying to force something to happen.

I don’t even realize I’m crying until the sob catches behind the gag.

And just like that, the orgasm hits.

It explodes through me—no slow build, no grace, just impact. A blinding flash behind my eyes. My body locks up, muscles seizing hard against the restraints. I can’t scream—the gag swallows everything—but I try. The sound that comes out is pitiful, choked, animal. My hips buck wildly, trying to ride it out, trying to get away from the pleasure that’s too much.

My wrists pull hard against the cuffs. They burn. I don’t care.

I keep coming.

It goes on forever. Not a wave—a storm. A shaking, helpless unraveling.

When it finally passes, I collapse.

I’m soaked in sweat. My thighs are a mess. My chest rises and falls like I’ve run a mile. My throat hurts. I can’t tell if I’ve been sobbing or moaning or both. My limbs are jelly. My brain is nowhere.

Just heat.

Just emptiness.

I sag against the restraints, limp, boneless. The wand rests against me, silent. I can still feel every contour of it. My body twitches once, a stray aftershock shooting up my spine.

Outside, thunder rolls again—softer now.

Something’s shifting. The air feels different. Charged. About to change.

It takes me a long time to realize the lights are back on.

I don’t notice the soft glow at first—just a vague sense that something has changed. The darkness isn’t complete anymore. There’s shape to the room again. The soft flicker of the LED candles has returned, painting shadows across the ceiling. The hum of the air conditioner comes back to me like a ghost.

It’s subtle. Almost gentle. Like the house is apologizing for what it put me through.

The music doesn’t restart, but the silence feels different now. Less absolute. Less cruel.

And then—a click.

The cuffs chirp softly as power surges back through their internal motor. The screen between them lights up. I can’t see the number, but I hear the faint beep that signals resume countdown.

The panic that had gripped my chest earlier doesn’t return. I’m too wrung out for it. My whole body is heavy, flushed, soft. I feel like wax, half-melted, still trembling from the inside.

I must have been lying like this for a while. Maybe twenty minutes. Maybe more. I have no idea how long the power was out. But now, finally, I feel the promise I made to myself all those minutes ago beginning to be fulfilled.

Another chirp.

And then — release.

The cuffs click open one after the other, hinges loosening, pressure falling away from my wrists. It’s such a small sound, but it feels seismic.

I don’t move right away.

My arms fall to the mattress like dead weight. Red, lined skin glows on my wrists where the cuffs held tight. The first brush of freedom burns in a slow, dull way—not pain, just reminder. I pull the gag’s strap loose with fumbling fingers, slipping it from my mouth, and drop it to the floor.

My jaw screams. My tongue feels too big for my mouth. I take a deep, wet gasp of air, unfiltered. It tastes different—like the storm outside. Damp. Electric.

I roll to my side with effort. Every joint complains. My thighs are sticky, my hair a tangled mess against my face. My robe is twisted, one sleeve half off, the other bunched under my back. I pull it around me slowly, not to cover up, but to feel something warm and familiar again.

Eventually, I sit up. My legs dangle off the bed. They don’t want to hold me. My knees tremble. I lower myself to the floor, one palm braced against the nightstand for balance, the other cradling my wrist like it doesn’t quite belong to me anymore.

The key lockbox sits where I left it, glowing softly again. Still locked, useless now. I brush a finger over it and laugh—hoarse, breathless.

I crawl to the mirror.

There’s a full-length one mounted on the inside of the closet door, half-open. I pull myself in front of it, settle onto my knees, and look.

I look wrecked.

Hair wild. Face flushed. Eyes glassy and rimmed in red. Drool tracks down from the corners of my mouth. My lips are swollen. My chest rises and falls in shallow waves. My robe is damp between my legs.

I look like I’ve been used.

But there’s no one here.

Just me.

Just what I built. What I chose. What I needed.

I touch my wrist again. The mark from the cuff is red and vivid. A reminder. A boundary. A signature of surrender.

I think about what I was afraid of—being stuck. Being forgotten. Losing control.

And how somehow, all of that gave me something more intense than I could have reached on my own.

Outside, rain begins to fall—soft, steady, cleansing. The storm is fading.

I crawl back into bed, robe loose around me, body trembling but calm. I pull the covers over my bare skin. Velvet on raw nerves. I shiver once. Then settle.

My limbs ache. My throat is sore. But I’m smiling.

Because I know I’ll do it again.

Tomorrow, maybe.

Longer this time.


Story 2 - Reflections and Ropes

Liv never thought she’d be the kind of woman to record herself bound and writhing in front of a mirror—but here she was, standing barefoot in her bedroom, wine glass in hand, staring at the red coil of rope on her dresser like it had whispered her name.

The post had only been up for an hour. A new thread on her favorite kink forum: “Mirror Dare—tie yourself, watch yourself, film it (if you’re bold enough).” A few brave souls had already posted teaser stills—blurred shots of rope marks and mirror-gazes, reflections split down the middle like dirty dreams.

Liv hadn’t posted yet. But she had liked three. And bookmarked one.

Now, she stood in the glow of her ring light, her robe barely clinging to her shoulders, and felt the familiar buzz of decision coiling low in her belly.

She set her wine down on the dresser—mostly full, untouched—and pulled the robe open just enough to feel air skim her chest. She exhaled slowly, lips parted.

The mirror caught her full now.

She studied herself the way someone else might. A slow scan.

Warm brown skin—smooth, flushed slightly at her collarbones. Thick thighs, slightly parted. A soft belly with a natural curve, leading down to a tight-trimmed patch above her mound. Her breasts were full, round and high, tipped with dark, soft nipples that had already begun to perk under the robe’s friction. She had always been aware of her body, but tonight it felt framed — like a subject for study.

Her hair was pinned up in a loose knot, a few curls already tumbling free to frame her face. Dark eyes, lined in subtle makeup, glanced from her own body to the phone resting beside the tripod-mounted camera. The vibe app was open already—the bullet plugged in and waiting in its charger.

She ran her fingers over the red rope. It was soft—cotton with a little tooth to it, the kind that would hug skin just enough to leave a mark. She imagined it digging into the delicate flesh of her thighs. Her wrists. Across her chest. The image bloomed behind her eyes, sharper than the wine ever could be.

She swallowed.

The room smelled faintly of jasmine and sweat. Her window was cracked just slightly, letting in the city night sounds—a distant car horn, someone laughing on the street below. In here, though, it felt private. Almost holy.

She took off the robe completely. Let it fall in a whisper to the floor.

Her naked body reflected back at her, perfectly lit by the ring light. She adjusted the mirror a few degrees to capture herself more fully—hips square, chest forward. She rolled her shoulders back. Her breasts lifted slightly. Her thighs flexed. She was flushed now, nipples drawn up tight, her skin tingling from the chill and the thought of what she was about to do.

The camera lens gleamed darkly, silent and waiting. Its red recording light wasn’t on. Not yet.

She reached for the tripod to angle it just right—not at her directly, but at the mirror. It would catch her in reflection, indirect and echoing, her body bound and arching in perfect profile. She had rehearsed the angles already. Practiced poses with her clothes on.

This was different.

This was real.

Liv glanced once more at the rope. At the clamps. At the silver bullet waiting beside her phone.

Her heart beat between her legs.

She picked up the rope and sat down on the bed. Her thighs spread naturally, instinctively. She leaned forward, already imagining the first coil slipping around her wrist.

This wasn’t for anyone else.

Not yet.

But it could be.

The first loop of rope always made Liv’s breath hitch.

It was the texture more than anything—the way it kissed her skin with just enough bite. She fed the rope around her left wrist, pulling a loop tight against the joint. Not painful, but firm. Final. A gentle press that told her, you don’t belong to yourself right now.

She had spent weeks watching tutorials. Practicing knots. Learning which tensions left marks and which ones were just for show. Her hands moved with deliberate rhythm now, muscle memory dancing over the cotton strands. She anchored a chest harness first—a two-loop wrap beneath and above her breasts, with a center cinch drawing them upward and outward.

The rope hugged her tight. Her full breasts bulged slightly above the cords, nipples stiffening further as the loops constricted.

She faced the mirror, seated at the edge of the bed, legs parted in anticipation. Her skin already glistened faintly beneath the ring light. Every detail was visible—the slight tremble in her thighs, the flutter of her stomach as she cinched the final knot behind her back.

Her breath was shallow. Controlled. Lit from one side, her reflection had the softness of a painting and the sharpness of a confession.

She reached for the second length of rope, slid off the bed briefly, and began binding her legs into a frog-tie—thighs splayed open, calves pulled in and secured so that she couldn’t straighten them. Every knot felt like a sentence written across her skin. With her legs drawn up and spread like that, her inner lips parted slightly, soft and already wet.

She saw it. In the mirror.

And she couldn’t look away.

Her hands weren’t bound yet—she’d wait until the last moment for that. But her posture, her reflection, the sheer vulnerability of it—it had already begun. The ritual was working. Her pulse thudded low in her body. She sat back against the pillows briefly, breathing, watching her chest rise and fall as the ropes held her open.

She reached for the bullet next—smooth, cool metal, shaped like temptation. She coated it in lube with one hand and pressed it gently between her lower lips, nestling it where it would sit snug against her clit. It didn’t buzz yet. But her body answered its presence with a fresh ache.

She wiped her fingers clean and tapped the app open. The control screen blinked up at her—sliders and pulses, everything she’d customized earlier. She didn’t activate it yet. Just knowing it was there made her thighs twitch in their bindings.

Next came the clamps.

They were the kind that clicked into place with a tiny screw adjustment—easily removed, but maddeningly effective. She pinched her left nipple gently first, coaxing the bud to full sensitivity, then tightened the clamp into place. The sharp bite made her gasp, and her spine arched as her body clenched in response. She let the pain settle, then repeated the process on the other side. A thin chain connected the two clamps, drooping slightly across her chest, brushing her upper ribs every time she breathed.

The ache from her nipples fed the heat building between her legs.

She sat again, centered in the mirror. All of it was visible now: the breast rope, the clamps, the parting of her thighs. The curve of her sex glistening in the low light. Her arms moved behind her, looping the last of the rope loosely around her wrists—not tight yet. But close.

The mirror made it unreal. Or maybe more real than anything else.

She reached for the camera. Adjusted the angle one last time. Her reflection stared back at her—body flushed, mouth parted, hair messy now around her neck. Her jaw trembled with restraint.

She pressed the record button.

A red light blinked to life on the camera.

The toy was still off. Her hands still free. But in that moment—staring at herself, lit up and bound and watching—she was already caught.

The first pulse caught her mid-breath.

Liv’s mouth parted in surprise as the bullet nestled against her clit kicked to life—a gentle thrum, low and insistent, like a whisper of pressure blooming outward. She hadn’t touched the app. Maybe she brushed the slider accidentally. Or maybe it was the camera’s red light, blinking just beyond the mirror frame, that made her body believe it was time.

She didn’t move. Couldn’t, really. Her legs were still frog-tied and spread wide, pinned open by her own design. The rope cinched deep into the softness of her thighs, creasing her skin just slightly. Her nipples ached under the clamps—dull, steady pain turning sharper every time her chest rose. The chain between them trembled now with each breath.

She looked at herself.

That’s where it began to unravel.

The mirror didn’t lie. It showed her every tremor. The way her thighs flexed against the bindings. The way her lips — both sets — parted slightly, involuntarily. The slow arch of her back as her hips rolled forward, chasing the toy without meaning to.

Her hands were behind her, wrists loosely roped and now resting, palm to palm, in her lap. Not cinched tight yet, but still folded into the suggestion of restraint. She had left them that way on purpose. A visual.

She was performing for herself now.

The app’s vibration pattern shifted—a random pulse sequence she had programmed earlier but forgotten. The bullet buzzed more firmly, then eased back, teasing her, stroking her slickness with invisible fingers.

Her breath grew louder. Audible even over the soft hum of the ring light’s fan.

The girl in the mirror was flushed now. Her breasts pulled high by the rope harness. Her eyes half-lidded. Her lips wet and slack. The clamps stood out against the darker brown of her nipples, glinting with each subtle motion.

She began to pose, without meaning to.

Turning slightly toward the mirror, arching harder, rolling her hips again. She couldn’t escape the vibrator. Couldn’t not look at herself. Every movement was echoed. Reflected. Like she was watching a stranger. A stranger she desperately wanted.

Her thighs twitched again.

The heat built low and sharp, wrapping around her belly and down into the backs of her legs. Her hands squeezed reflexively—even loosely bound, they wanted to hold something, but all she had was rope.

Her first moan slipped free.

Soft. Guttural. Shameful.

It felt like the sound should bounce off the mirror, but it didn’t. The room swallowed it. The camera caught it.

She clenched hard. Her toes curled into the bedding.

Another vibration pattern kicked in—faster now, more focused. Her hips jolted, a gasp catching in her throat. The toy was perfect against her now—slick and pressed, gliding where her body needed it most.

She was close.

So, so close.

And the mirror was right there, watching.

Liv’s climax hit her like it had been waiting in the wings. No fanfare. No drama. Just sudden, overwhelming release. Her whole body jerked against the ropes, back arching, breasts heaving, the chain between her nipples snapping taut as she shook. Her hips ground forward, desperate for more, even as she moaned through clenched teeth.

Her reflection was wild—flushed and sweating, curls falling from her bun, eyes wide and gone.

She saw herself come.

And kept watching.

Her breath came in ragged bursts. Her thighs shook in their binds. The vibrator slowed—a cooldown pattern—but her body stayed caught in its own loop, echoing the orgasm in delayed, involuntary pulses.

She sagged back into the pillows, arms still behind her, skin streaked with sweat, lips parted in disbelief.

The camera blinked steadily.

She didn’t stop it.

Didn’t untie.

Didn’t even look away.

She didn’t hear the door at first.

Still coming down, still shivering, Liv had folded into herself slightly, ropes biting gently into her thighs as her body twitched with fading aftershocks. The vibrator had eased into a low idle hum, still warm against her clit, more comfort now than tease. Her breath came in soft pants. Her mouth tasted of sweat and copper and electricity.

Then — a sound. Sharp. Distant. Wrong.

A key turning in the front door.

Liv’s eyes flew open. Her heart stopped.

No.

No no no — he wasn’t supposed to be home.

The calendar. The text. He was staying overnight with his sister. She checked twice before setting up. He wasn’t supposed to be back.

Footsteps. Casual. Unhurried.

She jerked instinctively—the rope held her fast. Her legs still splayed wide, knees bent up, wrists tucked loosely behind her. No time to untie. No time to reach the camera. Her phone was across the bed, out of reach, still glowing with the vibe app.

She looked up at the mirror—and there she was.

Still bound. Still flushed. Her nipples still clamped tight, chest marked by rope, thighs wet and glistening, the silver bullet still pulsing softly between them.

The footsteps drew closer. Her bedroom door was ajar — just barely, but enough.

Too much.

“Liv?” a voice called. It was Will—her flatmate. Just one word. Puzzled. Casual.

Then the sound of the floor creaking outside her door.

Her blood screamed.

She couldn’t move. Couldn’t hide. The mirror reflected the full scene—her body tied and open, the rope and clamps and slick, the camera pointed straight at the glass.

The door eased open an inch farther.

Silence.

Then a sharp inhale—audible, close. She froze.

Will had stopped. He saw.

He didn’t say anything. Just a beat of stunned silence—then the door eased shut again, almost tenderly. Soft footsteps retreating down the hall. A door closing. Nothing else.

Liv was still shaking.

Her heart pounded so hard she could hear it in her ears. Her face burned. A whole-body flush rose up through her chest, into her scalp. Her breath came in short, shallow bursts.

He saw. He saw.

Her nipples throbbed under the clamps. Her wrists jerked slightly behind her. The toy was still on—the soft, steady buzz an anchor in the storm of panic.

And then something even worse.

Her hips moved. On their own.

She tried to stop them—tried to fight it—but her thighs flexed, pressing into the rope. The vibrator hit just right again. She moaned—shocked, helpless.

No.

But it was too late.

Her body betrayed her.

The second orgasm rolled over her like heat lightning—fast and brutal. Her back arched, mouth open in a silent cry, arms straining behind her. The clamps pulled tighter as her chest rose. Her toes curled into the sheets, the rope digging into her skin as she convulsed.

Her reflection was pure chaos—mouth slack, eyes wide, thighs shaking.

And somewhere, behind the door, Will was still home.

The orgasm dragged on too long. It left her wrecked—sobbing softly, not from sadness, but from too much. Too much fear. Too much shame. Too much pleasure.

And underneath it all—something dark and shining:

The thrill of being seen.

It took her nearly five minutes to move.

She lay still, blinking up at the ceiling, body loose and ruined. The vibrator had finally shut off—whether from the app’s idle timer or just her clumsy, thrashing movements knocking it slightly off-center, she didn’t know. Her skin was damp, gleaming with sweat, and every breath was a tremor. Her thighs quivered with the faint echo of what had just happened.

Of what he had seen.

She kept replaying it in her head: the slow creak of the door, the rush of cold air against flushed skin, the unmistakable gasp. She hadn’t even seen Will’s face—just heard the shock in his voice, felt the sharp wave of exposure roll across her skin like fire.

She had wanted to disappear.

And yet…

She sat up slowly, ropes creaking, hands still bound loosely behind her. Her nipples screamed under the clamps. She hissed and winced as she unhooked one, then the other—each removal a sharp sting followed by a rush of blood and raw sensitivity. She cupped her chest in her hands, trembling fingers brushing faint rope lines across her skin.

Her thighs were soaked. The rope there had left deep grooves. She untied slowly, reverently, legs stiff and slow to obey. When she finally unbound her arms and let them fall into her lap, the relief nearly made her cry.

The room was quiet. Still.

And the camera was still blinking.

Recording.

She turned toward it, naked, messy, skin blotched pink and red from restraint and effort. Her reflection in the mirror was no longer pristine—her hair was a tangled mess, her makeup smudged, the bedding behind her rumpled and dark with sweat. Her thighs bore the sheen of slick release. The bullet toy had fallen between them, its wire curled across the sheets like a trailing sentence.

She looked fucked. Not in the casual sense—but in the full, feral, unapologetic way.

And she didn’t look ashamed.

Shaken, yes. Breathless. But not ashamed.

She stood up on unsteady legs, crossing to the camera with her arms wrapped around herself—not hiding, just grounding. She hovered over the record button. One finger ready.

She could delete it.

The whole thing. No one had seen the footage. Not yet. She hadn’t uploaded anything. Hadn’t saved. She could throw it away. Pretend it never happened.

But she didn’t press stop.

Instead, she turned back to the mirror.

She walked back to the bed, picked up the rope again—it was still warm—and ran it across her palms. She sat. Gathered her knees beneath her. Turned slightly so the camera would see her only through the reflection.

Then, still trembling, she looped the rope slowly around one wrist.

A test.

A promise.

Her breath slowed.

She met her own gaze in the mirror—pupils wide, lips parted, cheeks flushed—and for the first time, she smiled.

Not shy. Not small.

A full, wicked smile.

She didn’t know if she’d ever tell Will. If she’d speak of it at all. Maybe he would never bring it up. Maybe he hadn’t seen as much as she feared. Maybe he had.

But what mattered was this:

She had dared herself.

And now she knew what she was capable of.


Story 3 - Devotion in the Storm

It started with the smell.

That earthy, electric scent that rolls in just before a summer storm—sharp on the tongue, heavy in the chest. Maya had opened the back door out of habit, expecting muggy heat. But the breeze that slipped in was cool and damp, and the second it touched her skin, something in her body stirred.

The rope was already in her hand.

Not planned—not exactly. But she’d left it coiled on the kitchen counter that morning, and now she stood barefoot on the tile, heart drumming in her ribs, feeling the air shift like the sky had just dared her to act.

The backyard was hers. Fully enclosed, tall wood fencing on all four sides. No windows facing it. Just climbing vines and unruly herbs in mismatched pots. A narrow path of flagstone broke through patches of long, dew-damp grass. The far corner held a small trellis half-wrapped in ivy, and beside it—the plastic lawn chair she used for reading on warm nights. A rusted grill leaned uselessly near the gate.

It wasn’t beautiful. But it was private. And that mattered more.

She stepped out slowly, rope in hand, the drizzle kissing her skin in fine, cool mist. Her oversized T-shirt—soft, threadbare cotton—clung to her hips almost instantly. The ground was warm beneath her soles. The air smelled like mint and wet cedar.

This had always been a fantasy.

Not just bondage. Not just being exposed. But giving herself up to something bigger—to the elements. To rain sliding down her skin. To the weight of rope slick against her body, her mouth stretched wide, breath stolen by the open sky.

The weather app said “light showers.” It hadn’t lied. But it hadn’t told her what those showers would do to her.

She went back inside just long enough to gather her tools. The rope—jute, warm and worn from use. The suction-cup dildo from her nightstand. A small handful of wooden clothes pegs. The bit gag — soft black silicone, shaped to fill her mouth and hold it open without pain.

No underwear. No bra. Just long socks and the clinging tee. The kind of soaked fabric that outlines everything and hides nothing.

Maya set the umbrella up near the chair, pushing the pole deep into one of her larger planter pots and angling it to shelter the seat just enough. It wouldn’t hold against wind, but that didn’t matter. It was all part of the illusion: a boundary between comfort and surrender.

She pressed the toy to the chair and felt the suction take hold with a faint pop. Adjusted the angle. Touched the tip once—it was slick with lube already. Or maybe with anticipation. Hard to tell anymore.

Then she walked the perimeter. One full circle. Checked the gate. Pressed her ear to the wood. Silence.

Still alone.

She stood in the grass, holding the rope, and felt the rain pick up slightly—no longer mist, but gentle needles tapping against her skin. Her thighs clenched. The inside of her shirt stuck to her nipples. Her pulse throbbed lower, deeper.

She tested the gag—just for a second. Bit down on the bar. It filled her mouth, pushing her lips open, the side straps pulling taut at her cheeks. She let it hang loose for now. Just enough to remind herself what it would feel like when she had no choice but to wear it.

Her body answered in slick heat.

The ropes were wet already. So was she.

Maya walked toward the chair, her hair pulled into a loose braid, rain matting the strands against her neck. The rope dangled from her hand like a leash she meant to wear.

This wasn’t kink tonight.

It was devotion.

And she was ready to kneel.

The first rope always went to her ankles.

Maya sat on the plastic lawn chair, her thighs already damp from the rain and the seat. She bent forward and wrapped the jute around her right ankle and the front chair leg, pulling it snug just above the bone. The knot cinched tight, rope darkened by the drizzle. She did the same with the left—legs now spread wide, locked to the frame.

The sensation alone made her stomach flutter.

The rain wasn’t heavy yet—just constant, soft as fingertips. But the drops soaked her shirt within minutes. The fabric clung to her skin, tracing the roundness of her breasts and sticking between her thighs. Her nipples stood out, stiff under the cotton. She didn’t adjust the shirt. Let it cling and reveal. That was part of this—the slow unmaking of modesty.

She stood again, carefully, ankles bound wide. It was awkward but doable. The dildo stood upright on the center of the seat, suctioned into place. The soft gray silicone gleamed now, slick with lube and rain.

She reached for the bit gag next.

Holding it up, Maya paused—inhaled slowly. It looked primal in her hands. A tool of surrender. She slid it between her lips, the thick rubber bar pressing her mouth open, stretching her jaw. Her teeth sank into the rubber. She buckled the strap behind her head, fingers moving without hesitation. The corners pulled tight against her cheeks. Drool began almost immediately, slicking her tongue and gathering at the corners.

She moaned once—short and low—and felt her whole body tighten in response.

Next came the clothes pegs.

She pinched her left nipple first, coaxing it between her fingers, hardening it with touch and rain. When it peaked, she opened the wooden peg and clamped it on with a sharp, practiced snap.

The pain was immediate—bright and focused. Her thighs jumped against the ropes.

She gasped into the gag.

The second one followed. The moment the clamp bit down, her eyes fluttered shut. Her body throbbed with a confusing, delicious mix of discomfort and want. The pressure pulled at her chest every time she breathed. Every movement echoed there now.

She stood panting through her nose, her body already soaked and bound in all the right places—except one.

The toy waited.

Maya turned, faced the chair again, and slowly lowered herself onto the dildo. It parted her easily, her soaked arousal guiding the way. The stretch was slow and deliberate, deeper with every inch. She had to brace herself on the chair’s backrest as she eased down fully, her bound legs trembling, thighs held wide by the anchored rope.

When she bottomed out, she moaned into the bit—a low, needy noise that felt ripped from somewhere under her ribs.

She sat there a moment, impaled, trembling.

Then she stood again—carefully, legs still bound, sex aching and full. It took effort and balance, but she managed.

The trellis behind the chair was warped, aged, but strong enough.

With trembling hands, she looped the final rope around her wrists. She crossed them at the base of the trellis slats, above shoulder height, and tied them tight. The knot was out of reach now—not locked, but difficult. Difficult enough.

As the rope pulled her arms upward, her chest lifted, clamps pulling taut. Her back arched. The bit gag kept her mouth open, breath fogging in the cool, wet air.

And now—now she was done.

Fully bound. Ankles spread and tied. Dildo buried inside her. Nipples clamped. Arms roped above her. Rain running down her thighs, sliding between her cheeks, matting her braid to her spine.

The umbrella shuddered in the breeze. Her shirt clung and twisted, offering no protection.

She moaned softly, rocked her hips once — and the dildo shifted inside her.

Her whole body lit up.

She did it again. Then again.

Her thighs trembled. Her nipples ached. The clamps bounced slightly with each grind. Her breath rasped around the gag. Rain slid into her open mouth, mixing with drool, tasting like metal and storm.

She wasn’t posing. Wasn’t pretending.

Maya was offered to the sky.

And the sky was beginning to take her.

The rhythm came slowly.

Maya let her hips move in short, shallow rocks—the toy inside her shifting with every motion, slick and steady. Her legs were pinned wide, and the rain-slick rope at her ankles creaked as she found her pace. The dildo filled her fully, brushing that perfect spot each time she ground downward. She couldn’t move much. Couldn’t thrust. But what she had was enough.

It was the restraint that made it better.

Her arms strained above her, wrists bound tight to the trellis. The tension there pulled her chest upward, back arched, clamps tugging at her nipples with every motion. The pain had settled into something deeper—a throb she could almost time her movement to. Rain ran down her spine and into the cleft of her ass. She let it.

Her shirt was useless now—soaked and transparent, sticking to her curves like it had become part of her skin. The collar sagged enough to expose one breast fully, the clamp on that nipple standing out like punctuation. Her braid stuck to her back in wet coils. She was drenched, every part of her glistening in the storm’s half-light.

The air was louder now. Rain hitting leaves, the umbrella, her shoulders. The wind whispered through the vines. Every sound felt close. Secret. Like the storm was watching—and rooting for her.

She moaned around the gag, unable to stop herself.

It came out raw and low, more vibration than voice. Rain slipped between her lips. Drool ran freely down her chin. The bit held her open, and she bit down harder as her hips rocked again, firmer now.

The ache was growing fast.

Every movement pushed the dildo deeper. Her inner muscles clenched around it, soaking it, welcoming it. Her thighs trembled with the effort of holding steady. Her arms pulled against the rope above her, body drawn tight like a bow.

Her orgasm was coming.

It built low, slow, like heat blooming from within her pelvis and rising through her belly, her chest, her throat. Her moans came quicker now. Each one sharper. Each grind harder, more desperate. She was moving in rhythm with the rain. A living, gasping ritual.

She closed her eyes.

And came.

The climax tore through her like lightning—sudden, explosive, full-body. Her hips slammed down as much as the rope allowed. Her thighs seized, clenching against soaked rope. Her back arched violently, and the clamps on her nipples snapped in response—pain and release tangled into one dizzying wave.

She screamed into the gag. A broken, drowned sound.

Every muscle trembled. Her wrists jerked against the rope, the trellis creaking faintly. Her whole body pulsed around the toy still buried inside her, every aftershock dragging new sound from her throat.

And still—the storm went on.

When she came down, her breath was ragged. Her body sagged forward, arms still bound, legs trembling. Her shirt clung to every curve, soaked and transparent. Rain ran freely down her thighs and calves. The clamps still throbbed against her skin.

She blinked up into the gray sky.

The air was so cool it felt like balm on her flushed cheeks, on her stinging nipples, on the raw heat pulsing between her legs.

She had done it.

She had tied herself up, outdoors, in a storm. She had surrendered to the elements. And they had taken everything she gave.

Maya let her head rest against her bicep. She could hear her own breathing. Could feel her own pulse.

And somewhere, beneath all that—another ache was starting.

One she knew wouldn’t go away until she did it again.

Maya didn’t notice it right away.

Her body was still shivering with aftershocks, head bowed, shoulders slumped forward against the stretch of the ropes. Her jaw ached from the gag. Her thighs twitched, soaked and unsteady. The dildo inside her pulsed with phantom pressure. Her breath came in damp, shallow bursts through her nose.

Then came the sound.

A sharp, plasticky crack — the umbrella tipping sideways in its planter with a wobble—and a sudden cold splash as rain hit her full-on across the chest.

She flinched hard.

The vinyl dome had toppled, dumped off-kilter by the wind. It crashed onto its side next to the chair, half-folded, water pooling inside it like a broken promise. The protection was gone. All at once, Maya was exposed.

Rain pelted her shoulders. Her breasts. Her face. Cold, insistent. It poured through the sagging collar of her shirt, down her spine, into the valley between her cheeks. Her soaked braid clung to her collarbone. Her breath hitched with every drop.

The rush of wetness shocked her alert again.

She shifted her weight, suddenly aware of the dildo still rooted deep inside her. Her thighs protested, overstimulated. She tried to rise.

Tried again.

Nothing.

She grunted into the gag—a wet, muffled sound.

Her arms were still pulled taut above her, bound at the wrists to the trellis. She twisted her shoulders, testing the knot. Her fingers strained, searching, slick and clumsy. Her wrists turned—once, twice—but the rope held.

And that’s when she realized:

The knot had swollen.

The rain had soaked every fiber, tightened every coil. What had been reachable before—just barely—was now stiff, bloated, and out of range.

Her breath quickened.

She twisted again, tried to turn her hands inward, claw for a loop — nothing. The rope dug harder into her skin as she struggled, sending little lightning bolts of panic through her arms.

She moaned once—high, sharp—then clamped her teeth down harder on the bit gag.

The world narrowed.

The rain. The sting in her nipples. The pressure between her legs. The trapped sensation pulsing through her wrists. Her body started to squirm in place, thighs tugging at the ankle ropes, hips shifting atop the dildo without meaning to.

She was still tied.

Still filled.

And no longer in control.

The panic rose hard in her chest—real now. She blinked rapidly, rainwater stinging her eyes. Her muscles burned from strain. Her breath came faster. Her teeth clenched against the rubber bit, drool spilling from the corners of her mouth, mixing with the rain streaming down her chin.

She was soaked. Gagged. Trapped.

What if someone walks by?

What if the trellis breaks?

What if I have to scream through the gag just to get help?

She stopped moving.

Held still.

Just breathed.

And slowly, the panic began to ease.

This was the risk she had craved. This helplessness—not imagined, not rehearsed. Real. Complete.

She exhaled slowly through her nose.

And as the rain hammered her skin and her nipples throbbed and her thighs clenched again involuntarily around the toy… Maya realized something else:

She was getting wet again.

In more ways than one.

Maya let the panic settle in her chest like silt—heavy, but not choking.

She couldn’t get free.

Her wrists throbbed, slick with rain, rope cinched tighter than before. She could feel the trellis strain faintly behind her with every twitch, but it wouldn’t give—and the knot wouldn’t budge. Her legs were still pinned wide, her feet soaked through the socks, mud now squishing up between her toes. Her arms ached. Her jaw ached. Her nipples pulsed with a raw, electric sting.

And she was still filled.

The dildo sat deep, unmoving, lodged inside her by the very structure she’d tied herself to. She was soaked to the bone, chest rising and falling in ragged rhythm, breath hissing through her nose around the bit gag.

And her cunt… was clenching again.

Unbelievable. But undeniable.

Maya let her head fall back. Rain struck her face, slid into her eyes, ran down into the open curve of her mouth. She coughed against the intrusion, then moaned — not from pain. From the flicker of heat building low in her belly again, rising from the place she thought had already been wrung dry.

She was helpless.

And her body wanted it.

The thought struck hard—arousal spiking sharp as a whip across her skin. She gasped into the gag, hips jerking slightly. The toy shifted inside her, and the sensation made her legs jolt. Her whole body was raw, nerves crackling from overstimulation and exposure. The clamps on her nipples had begun to sting deeply, pain blooming outward with every shift of her shoulders.

She rocked her hips again. Once. Then again, slower.

The dildo pushed forward and back, its slickness renewed by her own wetness and the rain. She could feel the suction base squish faintly beneath her, water trapped between her thighs and the plastic chair seat.

She started moving in a rhythm she couldn’t stop.

Her thighs burned. Her arms screamed. Her lips were slick with drool and rain. The rope bit deep into her wrists now, marks carved into her skin. She didn’t care.

She was riding the storm now.

Grinding against the toy with full-body effort, legs trembling with every shift, breath ragged and heavy. Her shoulders shook. Her chest heaved. The clamps dragged painfully across her shirt as her breasts bounced, nipples stiff and swollen beneath the pegs. Each movement sent a new pulse through her core.

The orgasm rose too quickly.

She knew she should slow down—but she couldn’t. Not now. Not with the rain pouring over her like approval. Not with the wind wrapping around her like breath. Not with her own body betraying her again and again.

She moaned into the gag—longer now, louder. Not a sound of fear.

A sound of fury. Of pleasure. Of surrender.

Her whole body locked up, rocking frantically, muscles shaking. Her hands curled into fists above her, rope pulled taut. Her thighs pressed down hard, slamming herself deeper onto the toy. Her lips peeled back in a silent cry.

And then—

The clamps came off.

She didn’t pull them.

They popped off mid-thrust, loosed by water, friction, and too much motion. The sudden release sent a shockwave of pain-pleasure through her chest. Her nipples throbbed and ached and howled, and the scream that ripped from her gagged mouth was animal.

The orgasm crashed through her—total, violent, unstoppable.

Her back arched. Her arms yanked against the rope. Her entire body shuddered and pulsed and poured itself out into the storm. Rain soaked her skin, her cunt, her gag, her open throat. She came so hard her vision blurred. Her thighs clamped tight. Her calves spasmed.

She didn’t stop moaning. Not until her lungs burned.

And even then, she kept twitching.

When it finally passed—when her body sagged forward, limp and weeping and gasping—Maya couldn’t think. Couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move.

She was just there.

In the rain. In the ropes. In the silence that followed thunder.

Eventually, she turned her wrists inward. The knot was still swollen—but her hands, now wet and shaking, found the loop.

Pulled once. Twice.

It slipped.

The slack gave way like breath, and her arms dropped at once, falling limp against her sides. She almost cried.

She eased herself off the toy, legs wobbling. Her thighs felt alien, like meat on trembling stilts. She collapsed onto the wet grass, letting the rain wash her bare skin, her spit-slick lips, the bruised swell of her nipples.

The wind cooled the fire still burning under her skin.

She lay there for a long time.

Face to the sky. Arms out. The rope still clinging to her ankles. The bit gag still hanging loosely around her neck.

She had no words.

Just sensation.

Just a slow, growing smile that curled across her face like lightning far off in the distance.


Story 4 - Silence Between Coats

There was no sound in the house but the hum of the fridge and Clara’s breath.

She moved barefoot on the carpet, each step deliberate, each movement rehearsed. The scissors were already taped under the shelf in the back of the closet—positioned carefully earlier in the afternoon, just in case. The ties were ready too: one long loop of plastic she’d pre-closed just enough to click snug with a tug. Another two for her ankles. The remote for the plug sat within reach on a folded towel, battery checked, setting on low. And next to it—gleaming in soft light—the gag.

Thick. Round. Jet black silicone.

She picked it up with both hands. It felt heavier than usual tonight. The ball was oversized, wide enough that she’d feel it for hours after. Its smooth weight pressed against her palm like a challenge. She exhaled slowly. Her thighs clenched around nothing.

The vibrating plug was already in. She’d inserted it in the bedroom, slow and slick with lube, while kneeling at the edge of the bed. The cool stretch had made her moan. It buzzed faintly now, nestled deep, just a whisper—not enough to push her, but enough to remind her what was coming.

She tugged her stockings up a little higher, just above the knees. They were sheer black, soft against her thighs, useless in every way except how they made her feel. Feminine. Exposed.

She stepped into the closet.

It wasn’t huge, but it was deep. Shelves on one side, coats on the other. Her perfume clung to the air—soft floral, warm and musky. The carpet was plush beneath her knees as she sank down between the jackets and shelves, positioning herself facing the wall, back just brushing the coats behind her.

She picked up the ball gag again and brought it to her lips.

Her mouth opened automatically. The ball pressed in deep, stretching her jaw. She inhaled through her nose. Her lips stretched around it, cheeks hollowing as the corners pulled back. The straps buckled tight behind her head. Her tongue flattened helplessly against the firm silicone. Already, drool began to pool under her tongue.

Silence, she thought. Real silence.

The next part had to be fast.

She looped the first zip tie around her wrists, behind her back. Pulled. It clicked—once, twice—then bit home with a final, unforgiving snap. No turning back now.

She hissed through her nose as her arms settled. She couldn’t twist far. Couldn’t reach anything.

Then her ankles. She shuffled one zip tie around them both, clicked it closed, tugged. Her knees bent and opened slightly—not enough to expose her fully, but wide enough to feel held. The plug inside her hummed softly, her thighs already twitching with restraint.

Then she sank back. Let herself go fully still.

The coats above brushed her cheeks. One sleeve fell against her temple, soft and padded. Her toes curled against the carpet. Her lips moved instinctively around the gag, trying to swallow—but the ball wouldn’t let her.

She blinked into the soft dark of the closet. The only light was a sliver from the hallway behind her. Her body was bound, gagged, plugged—utterly still, utterly present.

This was what she wanted.

No noise. No attention.

Just the muffled ache of being truly alone with the pressure.

And, if she lasted long enough…

The promise of being undone.

Time passed strangely in the dark.

Clara had no clock. No phone. No way to measure how long she’d been curled in the tiny space between her hanging coats and the shelf behind her, arms zip-tied behind her back, ankles cinched close, the thick ball gag stretching her mouth wide. She could only track her breath. The weight of the plug. The way her body shifted slowly from tension to desire.

The first few minutes had been about stillness—holding perfectly still, soaking in the helplessness, letting the silence settle over her like a second skin. She’d focused on her jaw, on the ache where the gag pulled her lips wide. On the tightness in her wrists, the way her shoulders had to rotate just to make room behind her back. On the pressure of the plug, faint and consistent, pressing up into her every time she exhaled.

But now…

Now something in her had turned.

The stillness wasn’t enough anymore.

Her breath came faster—not panicked, just charged. The plug had started to feel heavier, deeper, the gentle pulse of vibration becoming harder to ignore. Her thighs twitched. Her lips parted further around the gag, a strand of drool slipping slowly from the corner of her mouth onto her chin. Her hips rolled once—just a test.

It was enough.

The toy shifted inside her with the smallest grind. Pressure against her walls. That slick, frictionless sensation that made her nerves tingle like sparks behind her knees.

She rocked again.

The zip tie at her ankles creaked faintly. Not breaking—just a reminder of its presence. The sound made her pussy clench.

The coats around her brushed softly against her bare skin. The fabric of a down jacket whispered over her shoulder; a wool coat sleeve drooped and kissed her temple. All of it smelled like laundry, warmth, her. She could taste the gag now—rubber and silence—thick against her tongue. It filled her, forced her to breathe slowly, to hold back every moan that threatened.

The plug gave no mercy.

Its rhythm was steady, low, like a whisper just behind her clit, always there, never quite enough. But in the silence—in the dark—it became everything. Every second she spent kneeling in the closet, it seemed to sink deeper into her, pressure spreading outward, coaxing out trembles she couldn’t stop.

Her thighs parted slightly. Her knees were still bound, but she could grind now—tiny, shallow motions, barely more than a pulse. Her hips moved forward, back. Again. And again.

Drool slid down her chin. Her wrists strained instinctively behind her, fingers twitching uselessly. Her toes curled.

She imagined someone opening the door.

Not fully—just the creak of the knob, a shaft of hallway light slicing across the carpet. Her body discovered. Her gagged face, soaked chin, squirming hips. Whoever stood there would see everything: the ties, the plug, the stockings, the heat in her eyes.

They wouldn’t even have to touch her.

She was already nearly there.

Her breath shook. The coats muffled the sound, swallowed it. Her jaw throbbed. Her shoulders ached. And yet her body rocked harder now, instinctive, desperate, pulling at the sensation that was building sharp and fast in her belly.

She had no hands to stop herself.

No voice to beg for it.

No way to slow down.

And yet, she didn’t.

She didn’t even try.

She was just beginning to tremble in earnest when the air shifted.

A faint vibration through the floor. Then a dull clack. Then—

The unmistakable sound of a door opening somewhere in the house.

Clara froze.

Thud.

Click.

Rustle.

Then—the unmistakable slam of the front door.

Clara’s blood turned to ice.

She stopped breathing. Froze in place, muscles locked, plug still deep inside her and buzzing faintly—an echo of arousal now swallowed by sheer, instant panic.

Footsteps. Just a few, muted. Then the jingle of keys tossed into a dish.

It wasn’t a stranger. That would have been worse. Or maybe better. But the sound was familiar.

It was her partner.

They were home early.

She hadn’t planned for this. Hadn’t thought to double-check the calendar. Hadn’t heard a text or warning—her phone was in the other room, screen down, silenced. Her heart slammed against her ribs.

The zip ties held tight. Her jaw ached from the gag. Her thighs were spread. She could feel the drool on her chin. Still plugged. Still vibrating.

Still completely, undeniably bound.

She didn’t dare move.

She tried to inhale through her nose—slow, shallow. She counted. One, two…

Footsteps again. In the hall now. The floor creaked slightly with weight.

She squeezed her thighs together, reflexively trying to still the plug, to shut down her own body. But the toy kept humming. Low. Persistent. Almost mocking.

And worse—the gag.

Her jaw was pried open too far to call out clearly. If she made a sound, it would come out mangled. Wet. Exposed. And they’d come looking. Open the closet.

No.

She forced herself to breathe. To go still.

In the dark, every tiny sound became a threat. A floorboard creaked outside the bedroom. The faucet turned briefly in the kitchen. Footsteps again—retreating this time. Thank god.

But she couldn’t relax.

Her shoulders trembled from the effort of staying still. Her thighs were slick with her own arousal, stockings damp from pressure and sweat. She could feel the pulse in her throat. Her gagged mouth leaked steadily, drool running down her neck.

And underneath it all—the plug.

Still vibrating. Still nestled inside her.

Still waking her body up even as her brain screamed for stillness.

Don’t move.

Don’t twitch.

Don’t… come.

She was no longer in control. Not of the house. Not of her body.

She was a ticking thing in a closet. Waiting. Throbbing. Leaking.

And it wasn’t over yet.

Clara’s whole body ached with restraint.

She knelt motionless in the dark closet, zip-tied, gagged, soaked with tension. Her heart pounded in her ears. The vibrating plug inside her throbbed with maddening constancy, each buzz ricocheting through her pelvis like a low, insistent drumbeat.

She couldn’t move.

Couldn’t breathe deeply.

Couldn’t stop it.

The footsteps had faded, but they might return. The door could creak open at any moment. Her partner could look for something—a sweater, a pair of shoes—and find her here. Naked under her shirt. Stockings clinging to trembling legs. Drool coating her gag, soaking down her neck.

Her thighs twitched again.

No.

She clenched, resisting the wave that was already building again in her lower belly. The plug was still buzzing, slick from her arousal, settled perfectly against her. It wasn’t pounding—not aggressive—just present. Relentless. Every pulse dragged her closer. Every moment she held still made the pressure build.

She couldn’t do anything about it.

She couldn’t scream.

Couldn’t beg.

Couldn’t come without risking being caught.

But her body didn’t care.

Her hips trembled. Her wrists flexed behind her back, muscles fluttering under the zip tie. She tried to steady her breathing—in, out—through her nose. But her breath caught on a sob she couldn’t make. Her mouth was too full. Her gag too wide.

And the pressure hit her like a wave breaking from inside.

She started to come.

Not loud. Not visible. But undeniable.

Her thighs shook violently. Her stomach clenched. The orgasm bloomed silently through her, her head pressed tight to her knees as she gasped against the gag, the sound muffled and wet. Drool poured freely now, dribbling down her chin onto her chest. Her hips jerked once, twice, as she ground helplessly against the source of her undoing.

It was devastating.

Because she couldn’t cry out. Couldn’t moan. Couldn’t do anything but feel it.

Her face contorted, her eyes squeezed shut. She shook, she clenched, she rode every pulse until her thighs gave out beneath her and she sagged into the coats around her—completely spent, breath heaving, body twitching.

The silence afterward was deafening.

And in it—one more creak. Closer.

A footstep?

A door?

She didn’t move. Didn’t breathe. Just waited in the aftermath, trembling in silence, completely exposed.

The floor creaked again.

This time, right outside the door.

Clara’s lungs locked. Her thighs were still damp with release, her body half-limp, but her mind snapped into sharp, frozen alertness. She pressed her back into the coats, trying to disappear into the closet wall.

Don’t open it. Please don’t open it.

A faint rustle. Fabric brushing fabric. The telltale slide of a hand against a doorknob. Her mouth stretched around the gag, saliva pooling, tongue heavy and useless. Every breath now dragged through her nose in tiny, tremulous gasps. Her body screamed from the orgasm still echoing through her bones, but her muscles refused to move.

Then—a beat of silence. Long. Awful.

They’re standing there. They’re right there.

She could smell herself. Sex-slick thighs, drool on her chest, the faint scent of silicone and lube. Her whole body trembled.

A soft metallic sound—maybe keys? A button snap? It was impossible to tell.

She waited for the click. The hinge. The moment the light would flood in and she’d be seen — flushed, tied, gagged, shaking, soaked with sweat and pleasure and shame.

But it didn’t come.

Instead, the sound of footsteps moved away.

Slowly. Faintly. Then: a door. Closed. Silence.

And for the first time in what felt like hours, Clara exhaled.

Her body went limp.

She had not been discovered.

But she had come, helpless and gagged, with someone inches from the closet.

The thrill of it rolled through her like a second, quieter climax. A shame-laced, aching pulse of heat that pooled in her core all over again.

She was alone now. But not untouched.

Clara stayed still for a long time.

Her thighs still trembled, her wrists ached, and drool slid slowly from her chin onto her chest. The silicone ball gag pulled at the corners of her mouth like an anchor—heavy, wet, silencing. Her jaw throbbed from holding it so long. She had no idea how long she’d been in the closet.

But she knew one thing for certain:

She was finally alone again.

The footsteps had stopped. The house was quiet. No more doors, no more voices. Just the hum of distant appliances and the soft static of her own breath.

She let her head fall forward, letting the coats swallow her. Her body sagged in the zip ties, chest rising and falling in long, exhausted waves. The vibrating plug had gone still—or maybe it hadn’t—but her nerves were too fried to tell anymore.

She had survived it.

The intrusion.

The panic.

The orgasm.

The silence.

Now came the part she always dreaded.

The aftermath.

Her body was sore in too many places—the backs of her thighs, her shoulders, the corners of her stretched mouth, her calves from kneeling. Her wrists had gone slightly numb. But more than anything, she felt full — not just from the toy still deep inside her, but from the experience itself.

The risk had been real. The helplessness wasn’t pretend. She hadn’t controlled the timing. She hadn’t known if she would be discovered.

And the thought that she still might be—that her partner might still return—sent a shiver through her that wasn’t fear at all.

She swallowed against the gag. Useless. More drool followed.

It was time to get out.

She twisted her shoulders, shifting awkwardly in the tiny space, letting her back bump the coats and her knees scoot an inch at a time across the soft carpet. The zip ties didn’t give. But she didn’t expect them to.

She knew exactly where the scissors were hidden.

And she would get to them.

Eventually.

Clara shifted her weight, knees biting into the plush carpet as she angled her body sideways.

The coats brushed her bare arms, her neck. She winced as her shoulders protested—the zip tie had held tight for too long, and the strain was catching up to her. Still gagged, still leaking drool in thick strands down her chest, she began the slow crawl toward the back of the closet.

The scissors were taped behind a shoebox on the lowest shelf.

She had practiced this before. But never while so wrecked.

Each shuffle of her knees made the plug inside her move. Not enough to arouse—not now—but just enough to remind her that she was still stretched, still filled. Her breathing hitched. Her thighs trembled with residual tension. She wanted to rest. To collapse on her side and sleep until morning.

But the pressure on her wrists wouldn’t let her.

She needed out.

She turned her shoulder, bumping the side of her head into the shelf. Her cheek smeared drool against the wood. She let herself flop forward until her upper arm landed against the shoebox. Then she twisted—slowly, blindly—until her bound wrists were behind it.

Felt for the tape.

It took forever.

The tape had peeled slightly at the edge—just enough to curl under her searching fingers. She hooked it with one thumb and pulled. It gave with a soft crack, the safety scissors dropping into her waiting palm.

She nearly sobbed.

Gripping them backwards between two fingers, she began sawing at the zip tie binding her wrists.

It wasn’t elegant. Her fingers were cramping. The angle was wrong. Her jaw still throbbed from the gag. But little by little, the plastic gave way—until it snapped, and her arms fell apart with a breathless jolt.

She flexed her fingers slowly, one at a time.

Blood rushed back. Pins and needles. Then relief.

She reached up and unbuckled the gag.

The ball popped from her mouth with a thick, wet gasp. Spit clung to her lips and chin, trailing down her neck in a warm, humiliating ribbon. She didn’t care.

She breathed. In, out. Deep and slow.

Then she sat up, wiped her face with the back of her arm, and cut the tie from her ankles.

Her legs curled beneath her, tender and trembling.

She had done it. She was free.

And she wasn’t done yet.

Clara stepped into the bedroom like she was surfacing from water.

Her legs trembled, her jaw still sore from the gag, arms heavy with fatigue. The air felt impossibly cool on her bare thighs. She could still feel the faint buzz of the plug inside her—even though it was finally off. Her shirt clung to her with sweat. Her chest rose and fell in slow, spent waves.

She turned toward the mirror above her dresser.

Stopped.

And stared.

Her lips were red and swollen, glossed with saliva. A pale line ran down her chin and throat, catching the soft light from the window. Her hair was a tangle, cheeks flushed, chest rising fast. The zip tie marks on her wrists were already darkening—angry little stripes of evidence.

She looked…

Ruined.

And unmistakably alive.

Clara stepped closer to the mirror. Reached up and brushed the back of her hand across her cheek, wiping a final smear of drool away. Her breath fogged the glass. Her nipples were visible through the thin fabric of her shirt, peaked and tender.

She touched her stomach. Then her thighs.

And smiled.

Not a smug smile—not proud, not even relieved.

Just real.

She sat on the edge of the bed and reached for her phone.

There was a single message.

[Partner’s name]:

“Just popped in to grab my coat. Didn’t want to wake you. Be home later. ❤️”

Clara stared at the screen.

Her breath hitched. She set the phone down in her lap, blinked once, then let out a long, slow exhale that turned into something like a laugh.

He’d been there.

So close.

She’d gagged herself in the dark, zip-tied to the floor, plug humming in her ass—and he’d been feet away, none the wiser.

It was terrifying.

It was perfect.

She leaned back on her palms, thighs still loose, the ache still deep inside her. Tomorrow she’d be sore. Maybe bruised. She might even confess a little of it—not the whole thing, just enough to tease. To make him wonder.

But tonight?

Tonight, the secret was hers.

And she was going to fall asleep with a smile on her lips, rope marks on her wrists, and the taste of silence still warm in her mouth.


Story 5 - The Bathroom Pact

Rachel liked her rituals.

It wasn’t just about getting off—though that was definitely the plan—it was about the build. The slow choreography of turning her small, drafty bathroom into something closer to a private stage. Something sacred.

The salt lamp cast the room in amber light, warm and low. She folded a towel on the tile floor—twice, then a third time, so it would pad her knees. She set her toothbrush beside it, already fitted with the silicone cap she used when it wasn’t for teeth. A little ridiculous, maybe, but she liked the hum of it. Subtle. Precise.

She tested it with a thumb. The vibration buzzed sharp against her fingertip.

Next: the chain.

She’d bought it from a hardware store months ago—a short, weighty link of steel, with a padlock she could fasten behind her ankles. It wasn’t true bondage. She could technically scoot or twist her way out of it if she really wanted to. But kneeling on the floor, ankles looped around the base of the old towel rack? It held.

It held enough.

She slipped off her oversized sleep shirt and dropped it onto the toilet lid. No bra. No panties. Just her ankle bracelet still glinting on one foot. She stepped onto the towel, turned around, and sank slowly to her knees—ass resting on her heels, back facing the old brass towel bar.

The tiles were cold. The towel softened the worst of it.

The chain rattled in her hand. She looped it around her ankles, then behind the base of the towel rack. It clicked once, then again—and then, with a final breath, she shut the padlock.

Snug. Cool. Final.

She pulled slightly. The rack creaked faintly, but didn’t budge. Good enough.

She was locked.

Facing the mirror.

Her knees were just far enough apart that she could rock if she wanted—grind against the towel, maybe—but not enough to fully spread. It would force her to work for it. She liked that.

Rachel picked up the toothbrush again and set it between her thighs. The silicone cap pressed just beneath her clit, not quite touching. The hum of it buzzed in her fingers.

She glanced up at her reflection.

Face flushed. Hair pulled back in a loose knot. Breasts hanging slightly with the curve of her spine. Her nipples were already hard—the air in the bathroom kissed them every time she inhaled. Her hips looked soft like this. Her thighs spread over the folded towel, ready.

No music yet.

She liked the sound of her breath.

She leaned forward and touched the brush to her skin—not quite centered—just enough to begin.

Rachel let the hum settle in before she moved.

The toothbrush wasn’t strong—not like a wand or one of those overbuilt toys with too many settings—but it was precise. The buzz danced through her fingers, into her wrist, and straight into the nerves between her thighs.

She adjusted the angle, nudging it against herself—not right on her clit, just nearby. A teasing edge of contact. Her hips jerked lightly at the touch. A breath escaped her lips.

The chain clinked behind her as her ankles shifted.

She looked up at her reflection.

Her chest was rising faster now. The flush across her collarbone had deepened into a warm pink that spread down between her breasts. Her thighs were already glistening. She couldn’t help it—her body always responded like this when she had to work for it. No shortcuts. Just tension and pressure and patience.

She leaned forward a little, keeping the brush steady.

The contact was maddening.

Her clit throbbed with each second, but she didn’t let it settle directly. She shifted the toothbrush just enough to graze, to flirt. Her body trembled under the restraint. She couldn’t spread wider—the chain allowed just enough give to part her knees, but not enough for full access.

She was locked into the rhythm. The angle. The ache.

Her thighs clenched. She closed her eyes.

One hand gripped the base of the sink in front of her, steadying her. The other kept the toothbrush moving in slow, faint circles.

She felt the first crest hit her like heat rising through her stomach—a coil tightening low in her belly. Her clit buzzed with anticipation.

She backed off.

Groaned softly. Her voice echoed in the bathroom—breathy and high.

Her nipples tingled. The air felt sharp against them. She shifted her weight and began again—slow, controlled, grazing the toothbrush across the slick fold of her labia, then back toward her clit.

She was soaked now. It smeared warm across her thighs, onto the towel beneath her knees.

Another wave began to build. Stronger this time.

She let it crest just high enough for her hips to roll forward—instinctively—the pressure overwhelming.

Then she pulled away.

“Fuck,” she whispered, smiling through the frustration.

She looked up again.

Her hair had loosened from its knot—a few dark strands curled down across her forehead. Her face was flushed, lips parted, mouth glistening. She looked like someone mid-confession. Someone on the brink.

You could stop teasing, she thought.

You could finish.

She didn’t.

Instead, she leaned forward again—a little closer this time—hips tilted just enough to press herself harder into the buzz of the toothbrush.

She was already shaking.

She didn’t care.

This was hers—this tension, this restraint, this mess she was making on her own bathroom floor. There was no one watching. No performance. Just her, her breath, the chain behind her, and the low hum making her body sing with every passing second.

Another build.

Her thighs trembled. Her hand faltered.

She gasped—nearly tipped over the edge—and tore the toothbrush away with a frustrated whine.

The orgasm hovered, burning just behind her clit, aching for her to take it.

She didn’t.

Not yet.

Rachel laughed once—breathless—and pressed her forehead to the cool porcelain of the sink.

She needed a second. Maybe a towel. Something to wipe her face.

She reached forward toward the edge of the sink—then turned toward the door.

That’s when she saw the knob.

Tried it.

And froze.

It didn’t turn.

The door was locked.

Rachel blinked.

She jiggled the knob again, slower this time.

It didn’t move. Not even a hint of give. The mechanism held fast.

Her brain stalled for half a second.

She let go, turned back toward the room, scanned it automatically—as if maybe she’d left the key somewhere in sight. But there was no key. No bowl on the counter, no hook by the sink. Because she always left it on the hallway shelf outside the door.

She felt her stomach drop.

The chain tugged at her ankles when she tried to turn fully. It stopped her short. Her knees dug into the folded towel beneath her. The toothbrush buzzed gently on the floor, forgotten for the moment—a mocking little reminder of what she’d meant to be doing.

Don’t panic, she told herself.

The door had one of those old-style privacy locks—the kind with a push-button inside and a keyhole on the outside. She usually remembered to unlock it after prepping the room. She always did.

Except tonight, she hadn’t.

She tried the knob again.

Still locked.

Her breath hitched, and her cheeks flushed deeper—not with arousal this time, but with rising heat. A hot, uncomfortable prickle of embarrassment started spreading across her chest.

She was naked.

Her ankles were chained to the base of the towel rack. The padlock was real. The towel under her knees was damp with sweat and slick from where she’d been grinding into it.

And she was stuck.

She leaned her forehead against the bathroom door. Cool wood. Shallow breath. Her nipples brushed the surface and tightened from the contact, painfully sensitive.

The silence felt heavier now.

She couldn’t even pace. Couldn’t stretch. Couldn’t move more than a foot in any direction without dragging the chain taut.

She would have to call for help.

And even that meant crawling—barefoot, bound—across the floor to where her phone sat on the closed toilet lid. Her only lifeline. Two feet away. Might as well be twenty.

She squeezed her eyes shut.

This wasn’t part of the plan.

She could see herself in the mirror now—the mess of her hair, the flush on her cheeks, the drop of arousal still trailing down her inner thigh.

You’re going to have to explain this to someone.

That thought alone made her thighs clench—not from fear. Not exactly.

From something else.

Something worse.

Or better.

Rachel didn’t move right away.

She crouched there, naked and breathless, forehead resting against the door like it might offer an answer. Her fingers toyed absently with the chain between her ankles. She felt it tug slightly, a cold reminder that she wasn’t going anywhere.

She could still feel the hum of the toothbrush in her body—not physically, it had gone quiet beside her—but in muscle memory. In the ache between her thighs. The orgasm she’d denied herself was still there, crouched inside her like a loaded spring.

She pressed her thighs together and swallowed.

Panic hadn’t taken over yet. But something else had. Something more dangerous. That itch just behind her breastbone. The one that whispered: What if you didn’t stop?

What if she kept going?

Right here. Right now. Still chained. Still locked in.

Still unable to do anything about it if someone knocked, or called out, or walked down the hall and realized the bathroom hadn’t flushed or moved for too long.

Her hand crept forward.

She picked the toothbrush back up.

It buzzed to life in her palm, innocent and familiar. She looked down at it. Then at her reflection.

She looked obscene. Hair loose and wild, cheeks flushed dark, breasts hanging soft and pink, skin damp with sweat. Her thighs were shaking. Her lips parted. She didn’t look scared.

She looked needy.

She turned up the vibration one notch.

Then scooted forward on her knees—just a few painful inches across the tile, chain tugging tight behind her—and braced her elbow on the sink counter. Angled her hips. Spread her thighs as far as the links would allow.

And pressed the brush between them.

She moaned without meaning to—sharp and sudden—the sound bouncing off the tiled walls.

The pressure hit her hard. She didn’t ease into it this time. Didn’t tease. The toothbrush vibrated right against her clit and her whole body jolted.

Her head fell forward.

Her mouth worked silently around the breath she couldn’t catch. She bit her lip hard enough to sting.

She wasn’t being careful now.

The floor was cold and unforgiving beneath her knees, and she didn’t care. Her thighs were slick and trembling. The toothbrush buzzed mercilessly between her legs. She moved her hips against it, short, desperate strokes, chasing what she’d denied herself earlier.

She came close.

Too close.

Her body tried to slow down.

She didn’t let it.

She wanted it ugly now—full of sound and sweat and shame.

She was stuck. That was real. Her ankles were chained. The door was locked. She had no way out unless someone let her out. That thought set her off like a live wire.

Her climax hit like a slap.

She slapped the counter once, hard, knuckles white against porcelain. Her mouth opened in a silent scream. The breath came back with a sob as she bucked against her own hand, thighs locking, head pressing into her bicep.

She couldn’t hold herself up.

The orgasm tore through her in one long, wracking wave. Her hips jerked, stomach clenching, knees scraping slightly on the tile. Her thighs spasmed with every pulse of the toy.

She didn’t stop it.

She didn’t slow down.

She pressed it harder, moaning now, half-delirious, until the pleasure began to tip into sensitivity, and then into pain, and only then did she let the toothbrush fall from her hand, onto the tile, still humming faintly in the space beside her knee.

Her body sagged.

Rachel slumped forward, cheek to her arm, drool at the corner of her mouth.

She didn’t move for a full minute.

Her breath came in long, ragged exhales. The salt lamp glowed quietly in the background. The chain still held her ankles tight behind her, and the door still wouldn’t open.

She was a mess.

But the ache inside her had changed.

It wasn’t panic anymore.

It was peace.

Rachel lay slumped forward, body molten.

Her knees were numb. Her thighs twitched with aftershocks, nerves still firing in short, uncontrollable pulses. Her palm rested limp on the bathroom floor beside the toothbrush, its motor finally gone still. She didn’t remember turning it off.

She tried to breathe evenly, but her chest still hitched with every few seconds. The tears on her cheeks surprised her—just moisture that had leaked from the corners of her eyes, unannounced. She wasn’t crying. Not exactly. But her body had been through something big.

Her lips were dry. Her forehead was slick.

The tile beneath her knees was unforgiving—cold and just a little damp with sweat and slick. Her nipples grazed the cabinet edge every time she moved, still stiff, still aching. She felt heavy. Spent.

And she was still chained.

That part made her stomach flutter, even now.

It wasn’t pretend. She hadn’t crawled free the moment she came. She was still locked to the towel bar, ankles snug in steel. If someone walked in right now, they’d find her like this: half-collapsed on the sink, flushed and trembling, her thighs streaked and glistening, her hair wild and damp, and her only lifeline two feet away.

She looked toward her phone.

It sat there on the toilet lid, just where she’d left it. Screen black. Waiting.

That was next.

She couldn’t stay like this forever.

Her roommate would be home eventually—a few hours, maybe—and she wasn’t sure if she had the courage to be discovered accidentally. If she was going to be seen like this, she needed it to be her choice.

Sort of.

Rachel shifted, groaning softly. Her thighs ached as she stretched forward. The chain bit lightly at her ankles as she reached, spine curving, one elbow dragging across the floor until she could finally brush her fingers against the edge of her phone.

It clattered into her palm.

Her thumb trembled over the screen.

She was going to have to ask.

Still bound.

Still wet.

Still wrecked.

Rachel unlocked her phone with a shaky thumb.

The light from the screen felt too bright after so long in the salt-lamp warmth. She blinked down at the messages, her heartbeat ticking again with something between dread and absurdity.

There was only one option.

She opened her roommate’s thread.

She stared at the text box.

How do you say please come unlock the door, I accidentally chained myself to the towel rack naked and orgasmed so hard I forgot where the key is… without actually saying it?

Her thumbs hovered.

Then tapped, slowly.

Hey. Can you… come unlock the bathroom?

She hit send.

Then cursed under her breath.

Too vague.

Too weird.

She followed it up.

It’s not an emergency. I’m fine. Just… stuck. Door locked and I don’t have the key.

She waited. No response.

She typed again, then deleted. Then again.

Finally, she added:

Please don’t knock. Just unlock it and go. I’ll explain later.

That part was a lie. She wasn’t sure she would explain. Not really.

Still no reply.

Rachel exhaled, thumb hovering over the call icon. She didn’t want to use it. Her voice would shake. It was too real if she had to say it.

But after a minute, she tapped the call button anyway.

It rang.

Once. Twice.

Click.

“Hey,” her roommate answered casually.

Rachel tried to speak.

Nothing came out.

She cleared her throat. “Hi. Um. Could you come unlock the bathroom? I— I locked it by mistake. Key’s not in here.”

A pause. The faint sound of footsteps.

“You good?”

“Yeah,” she said quickly. “Fine. Just… stuck.”

“Okay, be there in a sec.”

Rachel ended the call. Then dropped the phone in the towel beside her and leaned her head back against the wall.

The floor was still cold.

Her body still ached.

But help was on the way.

And she didn’t know if she was more humiliated—or relieved.

Rachel heard the footsteps a moment before the knob turned.

Her breath caught.

The chain clinked softly behind her as she instinctively straightened her back. It was useless—she was still naked, still on the floor, still tethered to the towel rack with her thighs parted and skin flushed.

The lock clicked.

The door creaked open.

Soft light from the hallway spilled in, overlapping the amber warmth of the salt lamp. Rachel shielded her eyes with one hand.

Then she looked up.

Her roommate stood in the doorway.

The moment stretched.

She didn’t step in. Didn’t say anything. Just froze, eyes taking in the scene in one slow sweep: Rachel kneeling, red-faced, shirt crumpled nearby, the toothbrush lying silent on the tile, and the unmistakable glint of steel around her ankles.

Neither of them spoke.

Rachel’s lips parted. “I—”

The roommate raised a hand. Not scolding. Not teasing. Just stopping the explanation before it could start.

Then, gently: “Key’s on the hallway shelf. Want me to grab it?”

Rachel nodded, heat flaring fresh across her chest and neck. She pressed her thighs together, tugged at the hem of her shirt for modesty she’d long since lost.

Her roommate disappeared.

The silence was so loud it nearly roared. Rachel’s heart hammered. Her hands fidgeted in her lap, brushing across her still-sensitive thighs. She couldn’t tell if she was about to laugh, cry, or combust.

Then the footsteps returned.

Her roommate reappeared with the little brass key and crouched near the towel rack. She didn’t speak. Just inserted it into the padlock, turned once, and let it click open with a soft metallic sigh.

Rachel’s ankles loosened.

Freedom.

The chain slipped off her skin and pooled on the floor like a quiet confession.

Her roommate stood again.

They met eyes for the first time.

“I’ll… give you a minute,” her roommate said softly. No edge to it. Just matter-of-fact. As if she’d walked in on someone napping on the floor, not kneeling bare, still leaking arousal and breathless from the kind of orgasm you don’t talk about in daylight.

Rachel nodded.

“Thanks,” she whispered.

The door closed behind her.

Alone again.

Unchained.

She didn’t move.

She just sat there, legs folded to the side now, body still humming, breath slowing. Her chest ached with adrenaline and embarrassment and something warm beneath it all—a strange, soft satisfaction.

It wasn’t how she’d planned it.

But maybe… it had been exactly what she needed.

The water lapped gently around her shoulders.

Rachel lay back in the tub, arms draped over the rim, hair damp and floating. The salt lamp still glowed in the corner, casting warm light through the steam. The chain, now coiled neatly on the bathmat, was silent. Still slightly warm from her skin.

Her ankles bore faint red marks where the links had pressed in. Her thighs ached in a good way. Her calves, too. Every part of her felt stretched and rung out—not in a painful sense, but in a way she hadn’t felt in weeks.

She slid deeper into the water, letting it lap across her breasts, and let her mind float.

It was absurd. Embarrassing. And honestly?

Hot.

The part of her that had panicked—red-faced and scrambling, filled with dread—wasn’t gone. But it was softer now. Muted by the glow of what had happened after. By the sheer physical release of it.

She’d done it. Been helpless. Been stuck. Been seen.

And survived.

She reached for her phone, towel-wrapped and perched on the sink. Just a single message.

From her roommate.

“Next time, maybe leave the key inside? 😅”

Rachel snorted softly, thumb hovering over a reply. She started typing:

Next time I’m unplugging the toothbrush first.

Then deleted it.

Instead, she sent:

Thanks again. I owe you. (Maybe not an explanation though.)

No immediate reply.

She set the phone aside, slipped further under the water, and let her legs float wide in the warm, forgiving bath.

She could still feel it.

All of it.

And she smiled.


Story 6 - When Control Melts

My name is Erin Wolfe, and I don’t take chances with this kind of thing.

I’m twenty-eight, lean from running, with wiry arms, narrow hips, and a streak of perfectionism I usually blame on my mother. It comes in handy when you’re tying yourself up on purpose.

The bedroom is candlelit—soft pillars arranged around the edges of the rug, flickering shadows across cream walls and blackout curtains. I’ve unplugged every glowing appliance but one: the outlet timer, rigged for the wand. The air smells like beeswax and linen spray. The overhead fan is off, but the window is cracked, letting in a cool slip of air that brushes my bare skin.

Everything’s been tested. I’ve run through the sequence three times, fully clothed.

Now I’m naked but for a tank top—thin, barely skimming the tops of my thighs. No bra. No underwear. The kind of vulnerable that makes your breath go tight before anything even touches you.

I start with the harness.

The rope is soft cotton, dyed slate gray. The waist loop rests low on my hips; snug, but not cutting in. From there, I thread one line up between my legs and cinch it through the waist loop—tight enough to press against my clit when I move, but not enough to bruise. Another loop crosses my chest, just below my small, pointed breasts, framing them. It pinches a little as I inhale, but I like the pressure. It makes everything feel deliberate. Held.

Next is the wand.

It’s strapped to a firm pillow with double-layered velcro bands—angled slightly upward, so when I kneel astride it, the head presses directly into me. I’ve tested the position: once I lower down and secure my wrists, I won’t be able to shift away. Not until the release system activates.

I double-check the ice lock above the headboard.

It’s homemade—a plastic tube with a steel key sealed inside, suspended by paracord. It holds tension in the wrist cuffs via a second rope strung through a carabiner. When the ice melts, the rope drops, and I’ll be able to pull free. That’s the idea.

I grip the bedframe, heart ticking faster.

Then I reach for the ring gag.

It’s red, wide, and slick with faint lube so I won’t scrape my lips. My jaw parts as I push it in—the ring nestling against my tongue—and buckle it behind my head. My mouth is locked open now, drool already beginning to form at the corners.

The silence deepens.

I kneel on the bed and straddle the pillow.

The wand’s head nestles between the ropes under me. It’s not on yet—but even the shape of it, firm and expectant, makes my thighs twitch. My hips rock forward instinctively. I stop myself. Not yet.

I grab the blindfold. Soft black satin. I pull it down over my eyes.

Darkness.

The last thing I feel is the cold bite of the wrist cuffs sliding around my arms. I thread each wrist through its loop, arms above my head. My hands find the rope strung through the anchor point. I grip it, and with one practiced motion, I give it a pull.

Click.

The rope tightens. The ice lock groans softly under tension.

My arms are locked overhead now, elbows bent, wrists pulled snug to the headboard.

I’m gagged. Blindfolded. Restrained.

The wand lies beneath me, still.

The timer will trigger in five minutes. Then the real game begins.

I let out a slow, nasal breath through my nose.

This is my design.

And I’m ready for it to go wrong.

I can’t see the light change, but I hear the soft click of the timer.

A second later, the wand beneath me hums to life.

Low. Deep. The kind of vibration that travels through the fabric of the pillow and straight into the ropes between my thighs. I suck in a breath through my nose and instinctively try to shift—but the cuffs above me hold fast. My wrists twitch. No give.

The harness tightens just enough to remind me that I tied it well. Every angle, every contact point presses into me like a hand I asked for. Not gentle. Not cruel. Just in control.

The first sound from my mouth isn’t a moan—it’s more like a gasp broken open by the ring gag. I feel drool begin to slide from the corner of my lips. I can’t stop it. I don’t try to.

I lower my hips, just slightly. Let the wand press harder.

The blindfold makes everything deeper. The darkness is complete—no flicker of candlelight, no outline of the bed. Just sensation. The smooth rope. The heat under me. My breath coming in tight little pushes through my nose.

I rock once.

The wand buzzes through the rope directly into my clit.

My thighs seize. The first wave of warmth pulses through my stomach. I moan, gagged and open, and my voice comes out wet and half-formed, echoing faintly in the quiet room.

The playlist starts.

Slow piano, something ambient. It drapes over me like a second blindfold. The rhythm helps me time it—hips rocking in slow, needy movements, just enough to work against the wand’s steady hum.

I’m already wet. The ropes are damp between my legs, slick with arousal. Every shift pushes the pressure harder. My wrists strain against the cuffs. I want to pull them down. Want to arch forward. Want to see.

I can’t do any of it.

And that helplessness spreads through me like fire.

The gag forces my mouth wide. I’ve stopped noticing the drool—it’s just part of the mess now. My head tips back slightly, and the strain on my arms makes my back arch, pushing my hips harder into the buzzing pillow.

My body’s shaking already.

This was the plan—to bring myself right to the edge, hold it there. To come just as the key dropped, hands still locked above my head, only able to move when the system allowed it.

I know the wand. I know my body. I can ride this out.

Another roll of my hips.

Another buzz through the harness.

Another involuntary whimper.

My clit throbs. My thighs tremble. I want to come so badly already—but I hold myself just shy, just a flicker below it.

This is control.

My control.

Every part of me is exactly where I placed it. No one watching. No one judging. Just me, the ropes, the hum of the wand, and the room breathing with me.

And I feel powerful.

Until the hum gets louder.

A step higher. A setting I didn’t choose.

And I realize—the wand just turned itself up.

The shift in pitch is unmistakable.

The wand’s hum deepens—not just louder, but stronger, heavier. It pulses up through the pillow and straight into my core like it’s burrowing. My hips jerk in response. I try to pull back, but there’s nowhere to go.

No, no—

This isn’t right.

The timer’s supposed to run the wand through a slow build—five minutes on low, then pause, then high. It should’ve cut out by now, left me aching.

Instead, it’s ramping up.

My blindfold presses tighter to my face as I thrash once—a quick, instinctive twist—but the cuffs hold fast. The rope between my thighs tightens with the movement, tugging across my clit. The new pressure makes me groan behind the gag, drool spilling fresh across my chin.

I can’t turn it off.

The wand is wired into the timer, and the timer is mechanical—old-school, analog, no app, no override. I picked it for that reason. It felt safer somehow. Less risk of interference.

But something’s misfired.

A power flicker? A missed dial?

My thighs are already quivering. The harness is soaked. I try to shift off the wand—twist my hips, lean—but the ropes and my own position hold me there. The pillow presses up like it’s been waiting for this moment.

The ice lock isn’t even close to dropping.

I can hear it groaning under tension above me—still frozen, still firm.

The key is up there. Out of reach. Dripping slowly.

Too slowly.

I pant through my nose, trying to stay calm. The ring gag makes my jaw ache, stretched and useless. I try to bite down on air, but nothing relieves the pressure. My mouth drips, wide and silent, breath hitching in and out like a warning siren.

The wand surges again.

This time I scream—gagged, muffled—hips bucking involuntarily. My wrists strain against the rope. The cuffs dig into my skin. I can’t stop my body from responding.

It’s too much.

Too fast.

And I’m stuck.

I try not to sob, but the sound escapes anyway—wet, guttural, strangled by the ring gag stretching my jaw. It comes out broken, raw, echoing through the dark.

The wand is relentless.

Each pulse feels deeper, crueler. The rope harness between my thighs is soaked now, slipping against slick skin and holding the wand’s vibrations exactly where I can’t handle them. Not for this long. Not at this strength.

I try to lift my hips—to roll away from it—but the rope keeps me straddled and the cuffs hold me in place. I’m locked in.

Another wave crashes through me. My whole body convulses.

My wrists strain against the cuffs. They creak, but they don’t move. The ice lock overhead holds the tension tight. The key is still frozen. I can feel the rope flex faintly with each drop of meltwater, but it’s not ready. It could be ten more minutes. Twenty.

My body is betraying me in the meantime.

My thighs tremble. My stomach is clenched tight. My breath stutters through my nose in uneven bursts. My chest burns with the effort of not giving in—not yet—not this way.

I moan again, higher now, as the wand pulses once—twice—three times in rapid fire.

It’s working against me, like a machine that smells weakness.

The drool from the gag slides over my lips and down my chin. It tickles my throat. I want to wipe it away, but my arms are locked above me, trembling with tension. My jaw aches. My jaw hurts.

The blindfold is soaked against my cheeks from sweat—and maybe tears.

I can’t tell.

I can’t see anything. Can’t speak. Can’t move. The only thing I can do is feel—and it’s too much.

I shudder violently as the wand hits a sweet spot, grinding through the ropes into my clit with pinpoint pressure.

My legs kick once—a helpless, spasming attempt to escape.

But there’s no escape. There never was. I designed this. I made this trap. I walked into it willingly.

And now I’m begging for it to stop with nothing but gagged sounds and quaking thighs.

My orgasm comes closer—again — too close. I try to edge away from it, to ride the wave back down, but the wand is merciless. I can’t retreat. I can’t slow down. My body won’t let me.

I scream behind the gag—a full, raw wail—and the sound bounces off the walls in a mess of breath and spit and desperation.

My body starts to go rigid.

Not yet.

Please.

I don’t even know who I’m begging. Myself? The machine? The key?

Another vibration hits—long, deep, unforgiving.

And I break.

The climax hits me like a seizure.

My thighs clamp. My wrists pull. My hips grind forward so hard the pillow shifts an inch, just enough to wedge the wand tighter against me. I can’t stop screaming, gag be damned. The moan tears through me, primal and gasping.

It goes on forever.

I ride it with my whole body—arching, locked, sobbing into the blindfold. It doesn’t stop. It keeps crashing through me, again and again, until I’m shaking too hard to sit upright. My muscles give out, my arms sagging against the cuffs, my chest heaving.

The wand is still humming.

The vibrations are cruel now—overstimulation sharp as needles.

I twitch once. Twice. Then I collapse sideways against the rope, whimpering as the contact becomes unbearable.

But there’s still no key.

No mercy.

Just the drip of melting ice above me, and the wet heat of my own breath behind the gag, and the quivering mess of a body I can’t pull away.

I sob quietly.

And wait.

Time becomes a blur.

I don’t know how long I lie there—half-collapsed, gagged, blindfolded, still trembling. My whole body is a raw nerve. Every shift of my hips sends new sparks through me—not pleasure anymore, just sharp, sizzling sensitivity that borders on pain.

The wand hasn’t let up.

It buzzes beneath me like it owns me now—not a toy, but a force. I can’t tell where I end and the vibration begins.

I want to move. To pull away. To scream again. But the fight is gone. My wrists are limp in the cuffs, arms trembling from the strain of holding myself upright so long. My mouth is open and drooling through the ring gag, tongue twitching uselessly in the hollow of it.

I sag fully onto the pillow. Let my weight press against the wand. Let the overstimulation crest again—because there’s nothing else I can do.

I cry out once more, high and thin. The sound comes from somewhere deep and broken.

Then—finally—I hear it.

Crack.

A soft clink. A splash.

The sound of the ice lock breaking.

A second later, the rope above me slacks. My arms fall forward instinctively, pulling the cuffs with them, elbows dropping to the mattress. My shoulders burn with relief.

It’s over.

But I can’t move yet. I’m not ready. My body is twitching in aftershock. My breath stutters in my nose. The gag is soaked, my face a mess. The blindfold is sticking to my temples.

Still, I make myself shift—just enough to ease off the wand. My hips roll away in tiny increments. Even that much hurts.

The silence when the contact breaks is deafening.

The wand keeps buzzing, but no longer inside me. Just… near. I hear it more than feel it. My body finally gets a second to breathe.

I reach up, weakly, and fumble for the blindfold buckle. My fingers are slick. Clumsy. But I get it. I pull it off.

The candlelight washes over my eyes like sunrise.

Everything looks wrecked.

The pillow is soaked. The rope harness between my thighs is wet, twisted, stained dark. My chest rises and falls like I’ve run a mile. I can barely sit up.

I reach for the wand’s cord and yank it from the wall.

Silence.

My ears ring.

I lay there, curled on my side, hands shaking as I undo the gag strap. It pops out of my mouth with a sticky sound, and I let it fall beside me on the bed. My jaw aches. My tongue feels too large for my mouth.

I breathe. In. Out. In.

My body won’t stop shivering.

Eventually, I sit up.

Untie the rope from my waist. Peel the damp strands from my skin. Pull the tank top over my knees to cover myself, even though there’s no one here to see.

It’s reflex.

I look around.

The key sits in the dish, still glistening. My wrists are red. My thighs are blotchy and still twitching occasionally. My heart has finally started to slow.

I did it.

It broke me a little. But I made it through.

And I’m still here.


Story 7 - Synced and Seen

The camera lens stared back at me like it knew.

Not accusing. Just patient.

I adjusted the tripod one last time, angling it slightly lower to frame more of the mattress—a soft gray throw laid out across the hardwood floor of my apartment, rumpled just enough to look effortless. The ring light beside it cast a warm halo across my skin. Flattering. Intentional.

I liked how it made my body look.

I’ve always been a little soft. Not skinny, not toned—somewhere in between. Curved at the hips and thighs, with plush, natural breasts that never quite fit into bralettes the way I wanted. My nipples were already hard under the thin fabric of my shirt, pressing lightly against the cotton. I could feel how visible they’d be on camera. I didn’t fix it.

My legs were my favorite part—long, smooth, wrapped in black thigh-highs that hugged just tight enough at the tops to dig in a little. A detail only I would notice. Or anyone who paused the video.

This wasn’t for anyone but me.

Or at least, it wasn’t supposed to be.

I moved to the laptop—a silver MacBook on a low table beside the mattress—and checked the Bluetooth connections.

Plug: connected. Wand: connected. Webcam: recording to my “Solo” folder. The same folder I’d recorded into for months, without issue. Local sync only.

I thought.

The ring gag lay beside the lube on a folded towel—red silicone, wide enough to leave my jaw aching by the end. I hadn’t decided yet whether I’d use it tonight. But just seeing it there, within reach, made my pulse skip.

I opened the control app on my phone. A soft blue interface blinked to life—waveform sliders, battery levels, vibration patterns. Plug first. A lazy pulse. Just enough to make me aware of how empty I still was.

The toy buzzed once in acknowledgment—quiet and firm in my palm. I slicked it with lube, bit my lip, and knelt on the edge of the mattress.

I took my time easing it in.

The stretch made my breath catch in my throat. My hips rolled forward, instinctive, greedy. Once the plug slipped fully into place, I exhaled a shaky moan—not loud, but low in my throat. My thighs pressed together.

I stayed kneeling a moment, eyes closed, letting the fullness settle.

I could already feel it in my clit—that low internal pressure that turned every breath into something needy.

Still filming.

I peeled my shirt up and off, letting it fall beside the towel. My breasts lifted with the movement, nipples dark and tight from the air and arousal. I glanced at the camera. No pose—just a flicker of eye contact with my future self. The woman who’d be watching this again later.

I lay back on the mattress, one leg bent, the other stretched wide, letting the camera frame everything. The plug pulsed gently inside me—matched to my heart rate now. It throbbed deep with each beat.

I reached for the phone.

I still hadn’t touched the wand.

I wasn’t ready.

Not until I gagged myself first.

I sat up, legs shaky already, and reached for the gag.

The ring was cool against my fingers—red silicone, wide and slick with lube where I’d prepped it earlier. I’d used it enough times to know exactly how far I could push it. And tonight, I wanted to feel it from the inside out.

I parted my lips and pressed the ring into my mouth, tilting it in gently, careful not to scrape my teeth. My jaw stretched slowly around the circle until it settled between my teeth. I buckled the strap behind my head with quick, practiced fingers.

Instantly, my breath changed.

The open stretch forced me to breathe shallowly through parted lips. The ring gag always did something to my brain—not just physically, but mentally. It made me aware of how wet my mouth got. How unspoken I became. How hard it would be to explain myself if anyone walked in.

It made everything feel louder.

Even the throb of the plug inside me.

I crawled toward the camera and held the gag in profile for a second—not for performance, just for the record. My tongue was already poking slightly through the hollow. Drool would follow. It always did.

I rolled onto my back again and reached for the cuffs.

Just one—a thick leather band with Velcro and a locking buckle. I cinched it around my left wrist and clipped it to the metal eyelet mounted at the corner of the mattress. It wasn’t total restraint. I could still move—twist, pull away, slide my fingers through my hair—but the illusion of being bound was enough.

With the plug deep inside me and the gag filling my mouth, I already felt on edge. The cuff was just a final note. A promise to myself.

The phone buzzed against my thigh, still open to the app. My thumb hovered, then slid the wand’s slider from “off” to “low pulse.”

The hum began instantly.

Even without it touching me, the sound made my thighs tighten.

I reached down and guided the wand between my legs, pressing the broad head against the rope of pressure the plug had already carved into me. I didn’t need much—just contact. Just enough for the first reaction.

It worked.

The wand buzzed against me in slow, steady rhythm. Not teasing. Not aggressive. Just steady. Perfect.

My hips bucked forward instinctively. A full-body twitch. The cuffed wrist pulled against the restraint as my back arched off the floor. I moaned—muffled, broken—the ring gag holding my mouth wide and helpless.

Drool hit the corner of my mouth.

The wave came quickly. Pressure, heat, pulse, slickness—all colliding in a rhythm I couldn’t slow. My hips rocked with every hum. I could feel my pussy gripping around the plug. Each squeeze made the internal buzz sharper, more needy.

I wanted more.

I cranked the wand up half a notch.

The new setting was deeper—like thunder beneath my skin. My thighs spread wider, and the sound I made wasn’t even a moan anymore. Just a choked, hungry gasp through the gag, spit flying with every breath.

My fingers curled in the sheets. My cuffed wrist strained. The camera blinked its steady red dot in front of me—recording everything. My face. My open mouth. My body jerking beneath the wand.

I looked good. I knew I looked good.

And I was going to come soon if I didn’t slow down.

I took a shuddering breath and shifted the wand away, just slightly. Enough to hover, to tease. I wasn’t done yet. I needed this to last. I wanted to see every second of it later.

I didn’t notice the upload icon blinking on the screen in the background.

Not yet.

I was panting through the gag, hips hovering just off the mattress, wand buzzing against my soaked skin, when something flickered across the corner of my vision.

A soft chime.

Not from the phone.

From the laptop.

My head turned instinctively—eyes blurry with arousal, focus slow—and I saw it. A faint pop-up in the corner of the screen. No sound. Just a background status bar.

Uploading 1 file to Shared: Naomi + Theo > Videos

I froze.

My whole body locked. The wand pressed hard against me as my muscles clenched, caught mid-movement. A high whimper escaped me—not pleasure this time. Confusion. Dread.

No. No. That’s not where it’s supposed to go.

I stared at the screen.

The folder name hit me like cold water. I hadn’t thought about it in months — Naomi + Theo. A shared archive we used back when we were still a thing. Collaborative spreadsheets, recipes, a few old trip photos. I hadn’t touched it since the breakup.

But I hadn’t removed access either.

And it was still linked to my default cloud sync.

My “Solo” folder hadn’t stayed local like I thought. The backup kicked in automatically. Of course it did. I’d switched laptops last week. The auto-settings must have defaulted back to shared sync.

Which meant the file—the entire video, timestamped and live—was now uploading in real time to a folder Theo could still open.

Maybe had already opened.

Maybe was watching right now.

A wave of nausea hit me, tangled with arousal and panic. My cheeks flushed hot, even as a chill ran over my bare shoulders. I tried to move—to reach for the laptop—but my left wrist was still cuffed to the mattress, and the ring gag made it impossible to say anything out loud. Just wet, helpless breathing.

The wand buzzed against my inner thigh, still active, still hot.

My body throbbed. But my mind had gone white with alarm.

I tried to twist away. The plug inside me shifted deep. I gasped.

My orgasm hadn’t gone anywhere. It still lurked just below the surface—confused now, tangled up in fear and exposure and some sick, electric thrill I didn’t want to name yet.

My gaze snapped back to the red blinking camera light.

Recording.

Still live.

Still syncing.

And I wasn’t done.

I should’ve stopped.

I should’ve ended the recording, yanked the plug, ripped the gag out, done something. But I didn’t.

I couldn’t.

My whole body was caught between two impossible forces—humiliation rising like floodwater and the slow, burning heat between my thighs that refused to let go. The wand was still humming against me. The plug pulsed in time. My gagged breath rasped through the ring as my jaw ached, drool sliding down my chin.

And that upload bar was still blinking on the laptop screen.

Uploading to Shared: Naomi + Theo > Videos

I shut my eyes.

Maybe it wasn’t finished.

Maybe he hadn’t opened it yet.

Maybe he had.

The thought sent a bolt of shame down my spine. My back arched off the mattress. My cuffed wrist tugged the restraint tight. I moaned—not from pleasure, but from the unbearable not knowing. From the image burned in my mind: Theo opening the folder. Seeing the file. Double-clicking.

Seeing me like this.

Mouth stretched open. Plugged. Gagged. Cuffed. Filming myself for no one—or for anyone.

My hips moved again before I could stop them. Just a subtle roll forward. The wand pressed harder.

And suddenly, the shame didn’t stop me. It pushed me.

I imagined what he’d think.

How he’d stare at the video, watching me squirm and drool and struggle with the toys I used to hide from him. Watching me get off harder than I ever had with him.

Would he be disgusted?

Turned on?

Would he forward it?

The thought shouldn’t have made me wetter. But it did.

I moaned again—louder, more desperate—the sound bouncing off the apartment walls, sharp with spit and gag and arousal. My nipple brushed against the sheets, hard and sensitive, and I twisted my torso, trying to ride the pressure building inside me.

The wand buzzed mercilessly. I still hadn’t turned it off.

I didn’t want to.

A low, full-body tremble built in my thighs. The plug shifted again with each squeeze of my muscles. Every pulse felt like it was synced to my heartbeat now—and my heart was thundering.

The file was probably uploaded already.

Too late.

He’s watching.

That did it.

The edge crested before I could brace for it.

My body spasmed, arching high. My voice ripped through the ring gag—a long, raw scream that went silent halfway, swallowed by the way my throat seized with pleasure.

I was coming.

For him. For the camera. For whoever saw it.

I writhed, hips jerking, the wand now grinding cruelly against my overstimulated clit. My legs kicked wide, heels dragging across the mattress, my fingers gripping the sheets like I could tear through them.

Tears welled in my eyes. I couldn’t stop them.

The orgasm kept going—wave after wave, making my chest heave, my jaw slack, my eyes blur under the force of it. My left wrist yanked again and again at the restraint, but I didn’t try to break free.

I wanted to be caught like this.

Exposed.

Ruined.

Claimed by the file now spinning out into the cloud—no longer mine alone.

By the time the wave finally began to slow, I was gasping through the gag, sobbing quietly, legs still twitching. The wand slipped to the side, buzzing against the sheets now, still humming.

The camera kept recording.

The red light blinked steadily.

And I didn’t dare stop it.

My body lay in ruins.

Trembling, slick with sweat, flushed from throat to thigh. My jaw throbbed around the ring gag, mouth still forced open, drool stringing down my neck onto the mattress. I could feel the heat trapped between my thighs—sticky, aching, the plug still pulsing faintly inside me.

I didn’t move.

The wand had fallen away during the final wave—mercifully out of direct contact—but my clit was still too sensitive to touch. Every breath sent a ghost of sensation through me.

And the camera kept blinking.

Red.

Watching.

I reached for the restraint first—the cuff on my left wrist. My fingers shook as I peeled back the velcro and let my arm fall limp beside me. It ached from the tension. My muscles buzzed like aftershocks.

I sat up slowly, body protesting every shift.

Then I unclipped the gag.

The strap peeled wetly from behind my neck. The ring slid from between my teeth with a soft suction pop, and I immediately gasped—the first unencumbered breath I’d taken in… I didn’t even know how long.

My jaw throbbed with relief. My lips were raw. I wiped at my chin with the back of my arm, but it didn’t matter. I was soaked. Wrecked. Glowing in the camera’s soft light like I’d been claimed by something other than myself.

I turned to the laptop.

The file was there.

Naomi-Cam_0716.mp4

Duration: 00:18:34

Status: Uploaded

Location: Shared > Naomi + Theo > Videos

I stared at it.

It hadn’t been a dream.

I hadn’t imagined the sync.

The file was real, sitting in that folder like it belonged there—timestamped, labeled, visible to anyone who still had access. Theo, at the very least. Maybe his desktop had synced automatically. Maybe it was sitting there right now. Open. Playing.

Maybe he’d already watched it start to finish.

My stomach turned—equal parts dread and something darker.

I should delete it.

I should move it, lock it down, remove his access, wipe the folder. Change the file name. Anything.

But I didn’t.

I just sat there—legs still parted, plug still deep inside me, wand buzzing softly beside my hip—and stared at the screen.

Waiting.

For a message.

For a reaction.

For the world to say something about what I’d done.

I didn’t know if I wanted to be forgiven.

Or watched again.


Story 8 - Bound Above the City

The city hummed beneath her.

Jade took the stairs two at a time, hoodie zipped to her throat, the press of clamps against her nipples making every movement sting just right. She kept her pace light—silent—even though she was the only one on the sixth floor this late. The building was quiet, windows dark except for the warm yellow glow of her own apartment two floors below.

She didn’t look back.

The rooftop door creaked as she opened it—always did, always would. She slipped through quickly and let it shut behind her, tugging the hood tighter around her face against the breeze.

Up here, the air smelled like concrete and old rain.

The city beyond the ledge glimmered in silence—not loud, but alive. Cars moved six stories below, amber streetlights flickering across their roofs. The wind was gentle. Enough to lift the hem of her oversized hoodie and tease at the bare skin underneath.

Jade took a long breath.

This was her favorite part—not the restraint, not even the orgasm.

The moment before.

She stepped out across the rooftop, sneakers crunching faintly on gravel near the edge. The vent pipe near the northwest corner was her anchor—a thick steel column running from the stairwell down through the lower apartments. It was solid. Unmoving. She’d tested it.

She dropped to one knee beside it and reached into the front pocket of her hoodie.

One leather belt.

One pair of stainless steel cuffs.

One phone, app open, screen glowing.

Her heart ticked faster.

She cinched the belt tight around the pipe, threading it into a double loop. It would be the anchor point for the handcuff chain. Just short enough that she’d have to kneel beside the pipe and twist her body awkwardly if she wanted to find comfort. That was the point.

The egg inside her gave a faint, inert weight—not vibrating yet. But its presence was constant, full. She clenched around it involuntarily and exhaled slowly.

She reached up under the hoodie.

No bra. Just clamps—tight and silver, biting gently into her nipples. She’d added them in the mirror before leaving her apartment, and they’d burned through the stair climb. A perfect ache. One that hadn’t dulled yet.

Satisfied with the belt loop, Jade clipped one end of the cuffs to it and tested the angle—crouched, thighs parted slightly, one arm reaching behind her. Awkward. Submissive. Controlled.

Her favorite.

The key was already tucked into the sole of her sneaker, wrapped in a scrap of black cloth. She could get it, later. Assuming her fingers weren’t shaking too badly.

She paused.

Pulled up the app.

Set the egg to activate on a timer — thirty seconds from now.

Then she lowered herself into position.

The cuff around her right wrist clicked closed with a finality she loved—not brutal, not helpless, but committed. Intentional. Her breath shivered through her lips. She knelt on one knee, ass resting lightly against her heel, left hand free but curled in against the cold concrete.

The egg still hadn’t started.

The clamps bit with every breath.

The hoodie clung to her in the breeze.

Jade closed her eyes and counted quietly.

Five. Four. Three—

The vibration bloomed inside her.

The first pulse made her gasp.

It wasn’t loud—just a low, internal hum. Smooth and steady. But inside her, it bloomed like a secret. A push against the soft walls of her body, reminding her she was filled. Plugged. Exposed.

Jade sucked in a breath and let it out slowly.

The cuffs clicked softly as her arm shifted, tugging faintly at the belt looped around the pipe. The leather held firm, just as she expected. No give. No forgiveness. She could twist her body a little, pivot her hips, but her arm was tethered back like a leash. It forced her to lean forward, shoulders hunched slightly, cheek brushing the curve of her bent knee.

The city breathed with her.

A few car horns below. Wind across the rooftops. Distant voices somewhere blocks away.

But up here—silence.

The egg vibrated again.

A longer pulse.

Jade bit her lip and squeezed her thighs together. The clamps on her nipples shifted against the inside of the hoodie, tugging just slightly as her posture curved forward. Pain sparked behind the ache, bright and sharp, the kind that stung before it melted into something darker.

She loved that. That slow surrender. The way stillness wasn’t safe anymore.

Her left hand—the unbound one—flattened against the concrete. Cold under her palm. Real. The only point of control she had left.

Another pulse—stronger this time. Her breath caught.

She rocked forward on instinct, the movement subtle, contained—just her hips shifting half an inch as her body clenched around the toy. The internal pressure pulsed outward. It wasn’t enough to make her moan, but her mouth opened anyway. Silent. Gaping.

She rolled her neck, let the hood fall back.

Cool night air kissed her throat, her ears, the tops of her shoulders where the hoodie had slipped slightly. She felt too warm and too bare all at once.

The next vibration came quicker—two short bursts, followed by a deep hold.

Jade shivered.

She twisted slightly, as much as the cuff would allow, and let the stimulation ride over her in waves. Her thighs began to tremble. Her mouth was open now, her breath coming faster, barely a sound above the wind. She didn’t dare speak. Didn’t dare groan.

She’d chosen this spot because it was quiet. Tucked behind a low vent wall, shielded from the main rooftop path. But not completely hidden.

That was the point.

There was always a chance.

She leaned into the thought as she rocked her hips forward again—firmer this time. The egg pressed perfectly against the swell of her inner walls. Jade grunted, soft and barely audible, as her cuffed wrist pulled tight once more.

Her thighs flexed. Her toes curled in her sneakers.

The clamps on her nipples tugged again.

It was building. Fast.

Her muscles were coiling up from inside—tight and trembling. The breath in her chest had nowhere to go. She pressed her cheek to her own knee and let the vibration buzz through her.

More.

The word flickered in her mind like a whisper.

She rolled her hips again—more urgent. Harsher. The cuff snapped taut. The belt held. She couldn’t move far. Couldn’t chase the pleasure. It had to come to her.

The egg answered.

It pulsed—slow, firm, deep—and her body reacted on instinct. Her clit throbbed. Her thighs quivered. Her mouth opened in a gasp she couldn’t hold back.

And then—

creak

The sound cut through the air like a blade.

The rooftop door.

Footsteps.

Voices.

Jade froze.

Jade didn’t breathe.

The rooftop door groaned again—louder this time—followed by a heavy metal click as it latched shut. Then laughter. Two voices. A pair of footsteps crunching against the gravel.

Male and female.

They weren’t whispering. They weren’t trying to be quiet. They didn’t know anyone else was up here.

And they were getting closer.

Jade pressed her body as tight as she could into the shadow of the pipe, her cuffed wrist pulled awkwardly behind her, torso twisted half-forward. Her knees screamed from the tension. The clamps on her nipples ached with every heartbeat.

The egg didn’t stop.

It pulsed again—lazy and cruel—and her body twitched in response. She grit her teeth and barely managed to stay silent. Her thighs flexed hard. Her free hand slid over the concrete, trembling, fingers splayed.

The voices moved across the rooftop.

“It’s quiet tonight,” the woman said.

“Yeah, no one ever comes up here.”

They were right. No one did.

Except her.

Jade tried not to whimper.

The couple moved toward the low wall—maybe ten feet away, maybe less. Cigarette flick. Lighter click. The scent drifted toward her on the breeze.

They were just around the corner from her position—on the other side of the vent pipe and ductwork. Not far enough. If either of them took two steps left, they’d see her.

And she couldn’t run.

Couldn’t hide.

Couldn’t do anything.

Not with the cuffs. Not with the belt. Not with the vibrator still buzzing inside her like it had no idea the world had changed.

Her face flushed with heat. Her mouth hung open, jaw slack, drool starting to pool again.

She tried to shift. To tilt her hips, subtly, so the egg wouldn’t hit the exact right spot. But the restraint worked against her. She was stuck in position—perched, exposed, full.

“You think that one guy still lives in 3C?”

“The guy with the bike? Maybe. His window’s dark.”

Their voices floated around her, casual, close, oblivious.

Jade wanted to scream.

Or come.

But she couldn’t do either.

So she held her breath and waited, body trembling in silence, every nerve screaming against the stillness.

Jade’s body had learned to obey silence.

She didn’t breathe too loudly. Didn’t let her cuffed arm twitch. She even pressed the side of her cheek into the cold concrete beside the pipe to ground herself—because anything else might give her away.

The egg inside her had no such discipline.

It pulsed again, harder this time—a deeper, rhythmic throb that shot heat straight through her core. Her inner muscles clenched before she could stop them, a full-body flinch that made her wrist yank the handcuff taut.

The metal rattled—just once.

Too quiet, she hoped, for the couple to hear.

She gritted her teeth, eyes squeezed shut, feeling every bead of sweat beginning to collect between her shoulder blades. Her knees burned from the tension, her thighs aching from the constant bracing. The clamps on her nipples had gone from sharp to a dull, raw ache—each shift of fabric dragging them just slightly out of alignment.

And the worst part?

Her orgasm was still building.

It wasn’t frantic now. It was cruel—stretched out over minutes, denied by stillness, fed by fear. Her breath came in slow, tight gasps through her open mouth, as if exhaling too fast might make a sound. Her teeth barely touched her lower lip, trembling. Her core throbbed helplessly against the shape buzzing inside her.

The egg’s latest pattern was deliberate—two deep pulses, a hold, and a fade. It didn’t push her over. It dragged her toward the edge.

On the other side of the vent wall, the couple smoked and talked. Their voices buzzed like radio static.

“You ever come up here when we were dating?”

“Once. With that bottle of rosé. Remember?”

“Mmhmm.” A kiss. A faint clink of glass. “You were wearing that little strappy dress.”

Jade’s toes curled inside her sneakers.

A sudden wave of heat flushed her cheeks, spread to her chest. She could feel the hoodie sticking to her back now, the fabric caught in the sweaty curve above her ass, her body fully exposed underneath. She imagined how she looked—crouched, bound, hips tilted toward the skyline, thighs pressed together with tension. Her nipples raw and clamped. Her expression one of helpless, leaking desperation.

Her body wanted to finish.

Her mind was begging her not to.

She bit down on the inside of her cheek to stay quiet, but the egg throbbed again—firmer. Almost smug. It was like it knew she couldn’t do anything about it. Her thighs trembled violently. She felt the pressure cresting again—slick, pulsing, maddening.

She moaned—a tiny, broken gasp barely more than a breath.

Too loud?

She didn’t know.

The couple’s voices continued undisturbed.

Her body didn’t care.

She rocked her hips forward, just once, barely a motion—the cuff stopped her from tilting too far. That tiny motion made the egg press deeper, and the clamps tug again, and the orgasm hit her.

No warning this time.

Just a full-body seizure of sensation.

She jerked hard, heel dragging across the concrete, her entire body tensed like a wire. The moan that escaped her throat was muffled by the pressure of her teeth against her tongue—no real sound, just raw, tight air and a spasm she couldn’t contain.

Her vision blurred.

Muscles shook.

The wave tore through her like heat lightning—fast, brilliant, invisible and everywhere. Her legs trembled. Her core pulsed again and again, rhythm matched to the toy’s final surge.

She tasted blood on her lip.

And still—the voices.

“You cold?”

“A little. Wanna head back down?”

“You go. I’ll finish mine.”

Jade sagged.

Tears stung her eyes. Her whole body slumped forward, only the restraint keeping her from collapsing fully. Her knees scraped, her free hand clenched to a fist, her jaw still open and twitching. Her orgasm hadn’t faded so much as burned out — like a fuse melting into silence.

She was wrecked.

Soaked.

Still not alone.

She didn’t dare move.

Didn’t even try to catch her breath.

She just waited, shaking, one long minute at a time.

The rooftop was silent again.

Jade’s heartbeat was the only thing she could hear—pounding in her ears, dull and steady like the city’s own rhythm.

She hadn’t heard the rooftop door close. Just footsteps fading, laughter swallowed by distance, the light scrape of a shoe near the stairs.

They might be gone.

They might not.

And she didn’t know if they’d seen her.

The thought settled into her chest with a strange, breathless pressure. Not panic. Not yet. Just weight. The kind that came with unspeakable questions. What had they noticed? A shadow? The glint of metal? Her silhouette bent at the pipe like an offering?

Or had they seen everything?

Her body still trembled.

She was raw and flushed, hoodie clinging to her back, sweat cooling against her spine. The vibrator had finally gone still inside her—either timed out or gone quiet from her motionless collapse. She wasn’t sure.

But the memory of its rhythm still echoed through her body.

She lifted her head slowly, cheek peeling from the rough concrete. Her muscles protested the movement—every joint tired, every limb heavy.

Her left hand braced against the ground as she shifted upright, one knee beneath her. Her right wrist still cuffed to the belt looped around the pipe. Still tethered.

She looked toward the edge of the roof.

No one there.

She turned her head further. Her lips parted, still swollen from pressure and heat. A breeze caught her hood, brushing hair from her damp forehead.

Nothing.

She let her eyes drop to the vent pipe beside her. Then down to her own body.

The hoodie had ridden up during her climax—exposing the curve of her hip, the swell of her ass, the space between her thighs sticky with arousal. She tugged it down weakly with her free hand.

Pointless.

If they’d seen, they’d seen.

And god help her, some part of her wanted them to have.

Her nipples throbbed in their clamps. The bite of the metal hadn’t dulled. In fact, it felt sharper now—her skin extra sensitive, like a live wire had been left inside her. Her clit still twitched occasionally. Not in pain. Not quite in pleasure.

Just in echo.

Her cuffed wrist turned in its loop again, slowly, testing. Not struggling. Just remembering it was there. Remembering what she’d chosen. What she’d risked.

And how fucking hard she’d come because of it.

Jade licked her bottom lip, tasted copper.

She didn’t smile.

But she didn’t regret it either.

Her fingers moved on instinct now.

She crouched slowly, reaching into the side of her sneaker—the one thing she had prepared for escape—and tugged out the small cloth bundle with the key inside. Her hands were unsteady, slippery with sweat, muscles still weak from the full-body tension she’d just unraveled.

She fumbled the key twice before guiding it into the lock.

Click.

The cuff snapped open, and her right arm dropped free like it had been holding the weight of the whole night.

She sat there for a moment—legs folded beneath her, hoodie bunched at her waist, nipples still clamped, egg still deep inside—letting her body figure out what to do with freedom.

Her shoulders slumped forward. Her breathing slowed.

Nothing else moved.

The rooftop stretched silent around her, wind teasing the corners of her hood again, lifting it like a question. A lone siren wailed in the far distance, echoing off the high-rises and traffic lights.

Jade finally pulled the clamps off, one at a time.

She winced—each one released a sting that made her hiss between her teeth. Her nipples throbbed back to life, painfully tender. She cupped both breasts through the hoodie, pressing gently, grounding herself with the ache.

Then she reached down and slid the toy from her body.

It came out slowly—still warm, slick with need, her inner muscles clinging a little even now. She felt the aftershock roll up her spine as she tossed it onto the towel she’d brought. No more vibration. Just memory.

She stood shakily, hoodie dropping over her thighs again.

Her knees buckled for a moment—unused to standing, to release. She laughed quietly, not at the situation, but at how ridiculous she must look: windblown, soaked, flushed and ruined, smiling like she’d just stumbled off a rollercoaster.

She gathered her things one by one—cuffs, belt, towel, phone. She didn’t check her reflection in the camera app. Didn’t scroll through her toy settings or open the timer log.

She didn’t need to.

Her body remembered everything.

At the rooftop edge, she paused—just long enough to stare down at the neighborhood glowing in quiet orange and gold. Streetlamps. Windows. Passing headlights like floating embers.

Nobody knew.

Or maybe somebody did.

She didn’t care.

She was still here.

Jade pulled her hood up again, tucked the key back in her shoe, and walked to the rooftop door—bare underneath, chest still aching, thighs still wet.

She didn’t look back.


Stay With Me a Little Longer

Thank you for reading Tied to Myself: Volume 1.

If you enjoyed this first descent into private ritual, restraint, and surrender, the next book in the series is waiting for you.

Next: Tied to Myself: Volume 2 — Waiting in Silk

The ritual deepens in Volume 2, where anticipation becomes its own form of exposure. A new woman steps willingly into the hush of a room prepared for display, tension, and private unveiling. The mood is softer, more poised, and every detail is arranged for what comes next.

When you’re ready, keep going. https://a.co/d/0iCOA2EZ
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Roman Vale is an independent author of erotic romance and kink-forward fiction, writing stories shaped by control, consent, and desire that deepens rather than resolves. His work unfolds in deliberate, intimate spaces — contracts, rituals, confined dynamics, and chosen imbalances — where surrender is negotiated slowly and power is exercised with intention.

If you sight up for my mailing list you will get a free ebook straight away and then will be able to join my monthly give aways too.

You can connect with me on:

https://romanvale.uk

https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=61584740375802

Subscribe to my newsletter:

https://romanvale.uk/secret


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found something here to crave — something intense, tender, unsettling, or impossible to forget — I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review.

Every review helps other readers discover my work and keeps these dark, daring stories reaching the people they were written for.

— Roman Vale
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Year of Denial – Quarter One - Teased & Tormented: Teased & Tormented: Femdom Chastity, Erotic Denial, and the First Three Months of Submission - 3 Books in 1 Collection

https://a.co/d/03cTDc3m

One contract.

Three months.

No release.

Adam thought he agreed to a simple challenge.

One month locked in chastity to prove he could change.

Rachel knew better.

What begins in January as a relationship ultimatum quickly transforms into something far more deliberate — a carefully structured system of control, denial, and obedience.

Each month tightens the rules.

Each evaluation strips away another layer of resistance.

Each moment without release reshapes Adam’s body, his thoughts… and eventually his identity.

Quarter One: Teased & Tormented collects the first three volumes of the Locked for the Year saga:

• January Jail – The cage closes for the first time.

• February Frustration – Adam learns there is no early release.

• March Meltdown – Denial becomes psychological.

Catch up on the series so far now! New book every month.
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The Glass Slipper: A Dark Fairytale of Power, Desire, and Possession

https://a.co/d/06Ay4M91

The Glass Slipper is a dark Cinderella retelling that transforms a familiar fairytale into something far more intimate, dangerous, and psychologically charged.

Ella has spent most of her life surviving quietly. In a house that was never truly hers, she has learned to be useful, obedient, and easy to overlook. She knows how to make herself small. She knows how to endure. What she does not know is what it means to be fully seen — not as a servant, not as an inconvenience, not as a burden, but as something wanted.

Everything changes with the invitation to the royal ball.

But this is no innocent celebration, and the palace is not glittering with romance. Beneath the beauty and ceremony lies something older, darker, and far more deliberate. The women invited are not simply guests. They are being observed. Assessed. Measured. Every glance means something. Every interaction is part of a design. And at the centre of that design is the Prince — a man who does not chase, does not guess, and does not charm in the way the storybooks promise.

He chooses.
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Do Your Worst: She said she could take it. He never promised to stop - A Dark Romance of Power, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/0gpb7SX1

She said she could take it. He never promised to stop.

Kate wants more than date nights and polite kisses. She wants the tremble that starts in her belly when she kneels; the hush that turns the world soft when he says good girl. One reckless whisper at the kitchen table—do your worst—becomes a contract neither of them can forget.

Sam doesn’t bargain with desire; he builds it. Rules arrive like gifts wrapped in ribbon: how she stands, how she speaks, how she waits. Mornings taste of obedience; evenings taste of consequence. And when he decides her devotion should be worn, not just spoken, Kate feels the first cool brush of metal and understands: this isn’t a phase. It’s a life.
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14-Day Lock: A Valentines Day Ritual Femdom Romance of Chastity, Control, and the Pleasure of Obedience

https://a.co/d/0a10F8dm

Fourteen days.

Fourteen keys.

One lock she controls completely.

Isla Mercer does not play games.

Every February, she begins the same ritual—carefully measured, deliberately unromantic, and absolutely unyielding. A glass heart sits in the centre of her living room, filled with fourteen identical keys. Each one represents a day of control. Each one must be earned through obedience, service, and restraint.

Theo has agreed to submit.

From the moment the lock clicks shut, his pleasure is no longer his concern. Isla does not offer mercy, reassurance, or reward. She offers structure. Rules are spoken once. Failure resets everything. Desire is allowed only as fuel for obedience, never as a bargaining tool.

[image: ]

The Valentine Handler: A Dark Valentines Day Romance of Chastity, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/06ezmhIH

Every February, she takes one man.

Powerful crime families don’t call Valentina Moreau to kill their problems.

They call her to reassign them.

Known only as the Valentine Handler, Valentina specialises in bloodless victories—contracts instead of bullets, devotion instead of destruction. Her methods are elegant, discreet, and irreversible.

This year’s assignment is Luca De Santis: a reckless syndicate heir whose charm, excess, and entitlement are destabilising the city’s fragile balance of power. Killing him would start a war. Letting him live unchecked would be worse.
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Til Denial Do Us Part: A Femdom Marriage Contract Romance of Chastity, Power Exchange, Denied Pleasure, and a Wife’s Awakening into Control

https://a.co/d/0gpRLjMm

On the night before their wedding, Elena and Daniel sign a joke “Marital Control Contract.”

What begins as laughter quickly becomes the most dangerous kind of truth.

When fiery, athletic, red-haired Elena slips the velvet pouch with the key into her bag, she tells herself it’s only a game. But once the ring is on her finger and the vows are said, something shifts inside her—something bold, hungry, and impossibly powerful. Daniel expects a perfect wedding night. Instead, his new wife gives him a soft kiss, a teasing smile… and the first denial.
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