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For the reader who enjoys a little restraint.

Some tension isn’t meant to be escaped.

It’s meant to be felt, slowly and completely.

— 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 9: Chained to the Chandelier

The chain glinted softly in the amber dusk light, curled like a steel snake on the cream rug. I ran my fingers along it — smooth, cold, and heavier than it looked. I liked the way it resisted my touch, the promise of what it could do to me. Just over a meter. I’d measured it twice. Cut it down once. Just short enough to force tension. Just long enough to make me think I was in control. Probably.

My tools were already laid out in a crescent around the rug’s edge — ritualistic, deliberate. Each item in its place. The ankle cuffs with their quiet leather creak, still warm from the radiator. The black belt collar, its interior soft suede, its outer strap matte and serious. The egg vibrator sat primly on a folded towel, next to its discreet little remote. And the chain, coiled like it had teeth.

The chandelier above me wasn’t built for bondage. It was antique brass — ornate, too delicate for its own good — but I’d noticed the steel mounting ring months ago, centered where the body met the ceiling plate. I’d tested it carefully, looped a resistance band through it, pulled my weight upward slowly until my arms burned. It hadn’t creaked then. Still hadn’t. I told myself that meant it was safe.

It probably was.

The room was quiet. Warm from the evening sun, though dusk was already pressing in through the windows. The music playing through the speaker was soft and scratchy — some anonymous lo-fi track that made me feel like I’d stepped out of time. This was mine, all of it. This little corner of softness and shadow. And I was going to ruin it, beautifully.

I stepped out of my slippers and let my bare feet sink into the rug. Plush. Faintly damp where I’d been standing. I hadn’t realized I was sweating.

The air moved gently against my skin — high ceiling fan on low, windows cracked open behind the drapes. It smelled like sandalwood and old books. The collar went on first. I threaded the strap through the buckle at my throat slowly, drawing it snug, then one notch tighter. Not choking, not yet — just enough to press when I tilted my head down. It made me feel…held. Like the first loop of a story drawing closed.

“You’re really doing this,” I murmured aloud. My voice sounded too loud. I swallowed it.

I sat on the rug, knees open, and picked up the egg. It was cool in my hand, freshly cleaned, still faintly damp. I brushed it across my lips, just to feel something — then down over my sternum, pausing above my navel. My thighs parted more willingly than I expected.

It slipped in with a soft press and a tightening sigh. My body welcomed it. Low tension, no resistance. I clicked the remote and set it to the first setting. A gentle buzz started immediately — faint, like a purr from somewhere deep inside. I shivered.

The cuffs came next. Left ankle first — the buckle snug, the weight familiar. Then the right. My heartbeat was starting to thump in my throat. I kept catching myself holding my breath.

“Just five minutes,” I said under my breath. “You wanted to try it. So try it.”

I stood carefully, testing my balance. The egg buzzed with each step — not intense, not yet, but enough to make me feel…full. On edge. My inner thighs tensed reflexively. I moved like a woman trying not to spill something precious between her legs. Or maybe like one who wanted to spill.

I clipped one end of the chain to the chandelier’s steel loop. The click of the carabiner was sharp, decisive. Final.

Then I brought the other end down and attached it to the center D-ring connecting my cuffs. I let it hang. Stood upright. Felt the weight of it start to pull down.

Then I crouched — slowly, cautiously — and the slack disappeared almost instantly.

The chain tugged hard.

I had to lift onto the balls of my feet to avoid wrenching the chandelier. My heels hovered off the floor. The tension bit into my calves. My knees barely bent — just an inch lower — and the collar tightened immediately at my throat. Not choking. Not yet. But enough to say: don’t go further.

I breathed in.

And back out.

My body was already responding — a bead of sweat rolled down my spine. My thighs tightened on instinct. I tried to shift weight from foot to foot and found I couldn’t. The chain wouldn’t allow it. My legs had no rest point. Every muscle below the waist had to engage, hold, balance. Even the vibrator — faint and steady — made it worse. I clenched around it without meaning to.

God, this was already hard.

But it was good hard. The kind of difficulty that meant I was right on the edge of something.

“You wanted to feel helpless,” I whispered. “So feel it.”

I lowered another half-inch.

The pull grew sharper. My thighs flared in protest, burning. My calves screamed. I wanted to cry out — not from pain, not yet, but from the knowledge that I had done this to myself.

And that I couldn’t stop.

I eased down another inch, then another — just until my thighs were nearly parallel with the floor. That’s when it happened.

The chain snapped fully taut with a quiet clink, and something shifted in the chandelier above — a faint creak, metal on wood. I froze.

Not because I thought it would break — not really. I’d tested it. But there was something about that sound, the ceiling talking back to me, that reminded me I wasn’t entirely safe. That maybe I wasn’t supposed to be doing this.

The burn in my thighs flared instantly. I’d dropped too low too fast. My muscles hadn’t caught up. I tried to lift again and found I couldn’t — not fully. My heels were hovering, ankles yanked together just shy of parallel. The chain held me centered beneath the chandelier’s ring, tension drawn through my whole lower body like piano wire. I could feel it in my hips, in my calves, in the clenched ache just above my knees.

This wasn’t the comfortable squat I’d imagined. It was a stretch-pull bind, and it was already demanding more from me than I’d planned.

I reached for the couch — instinctively, stupidly — but it was three feet out of reach. The remote was on the cushion, blinking a soft red. I could barely see it in the dim light, and I definitely couldn’t reach it. My hands hung loosely at my sides, twitching.

The egg hummed on. Steady. Ruthless.

That quiet vibration now felt maddening. Not arousing. Not yet. Just distracting — like a reminder I couldn’t escape. My body clenched around it involuntarily, which only made it worse. The strain in my thighs forced my hips open wider, stretching everything, keeping me poised in a half-sink that my muscles weren’t trained to hold.

“This is fine,” I whispered. “You said five minutes.”

But I hadn’t started a timer.

The collar nudged at my throat every time I swayed forward, a gentle correction that became firmer the longer I hung in this squat. I couldn’t fully straighten, and I couldn’t fully drop. My entire body was suspended in this awful, delicious middle — nowhere to rest, nowhere to lean. Just the hum of the vibrator and the burn setting in like wildfire in my legs.

I blinked sweat from my lashes. My breathing was already quickening, shallow. My thighs shook once — a small tremor — and I exhaled through clenched teeth. If I moved too much, I’d throw off my balance. If I tried to stand, the chandelier might groan again. I couldn’t afford either.

So I held.

Seconds passed. Maybe a full minute. Maybe more.

The hum inside me kept going — steady, low, warm — until my awareness of it began to shift. It didn’t feel like noise anymore. It felt like heat. Like something kindling.

I couldn’t ignore it.

And I couldn’t move with it.

My whole lower half was clenched, not in pleasure, but in preservation. The vibrator teased against a body that was too busy fighting gravity to relax.

My thighs quivered again, harder this time. A ripple of tension ran up my spine. I dropped another half-inch without meaning to, and the chain tugged again — hard — yanking my feet closer together, my balance even more precarious.

I bit my lip, trying to breathe through the shake. My muscles were going to give. Not yet, but soon. And when they did, I’d either collapse forward or be held in place by that chain until I begged to be let down.

Which was impossible.

Because I was alone.

Because I’d locked myself here.

And the remote was already out of reach.

A low sound escaped my throat — something between a moan and a frustrated whimper. I was wet. I could feel how wet. The vibrator had wormed its way back into focus, its rhythm matching the pulse that was building now despite the ache. My thighs were cramping. My knees hurt. But under all of it — beneath the strain, the sweat, the clenched restraint — was the slow, steady climb of arousal I couldn’t stop.

Wasn’t sure I wanted to stop.

“God,” I whispered. “You’re a fucking idiot.”

My voice cracked, breathless with strain. The egg pulsed on. My inner muscles twitched. And still I held — barely — trembling in the center of my own trap, nowhere to go, and nothing to do but endure.

I tried to shift — just a tiny adjustment — to take pressure off my left thigh, which was starting to burn like fire. But the chain didn’t allow it. My ankle cuffs tugged inward, unyielding. My calves screamed in protest.

I bit down on my lip, forcing a long breath through my nose. I couldn’t even let my knees drop outward — not without pulling on the chandelier and choking myself on the collar. My whole body was locked in this trembling squat, suspended an inch above collapse.

And then I felt it — the vibrator inside me pulsed harder.

It wasn’t my imagination.

My eyes flew open, heart stuttering. The rhythm had changed — not just in pressure, but in depth. A timed increase? I’d forgotten I’d left it in cycling mode. It always ramped up around the five-minute mark.

I hadn’t expected to still be stuck when it happened.

“No—no, no, no,” I hissed.

The vibration throbbed deep inside me, suddenly deliberate, pulsing up into my core like it had an agenda of its own. I clenched down on it instinctively — wrong move. My thighs spasmed. A tremor ran down my left leg and into my toes.

I bent forward reflexively, reaching—

—and the remote slipped from the couch cushion and clattered to the hardwood.

It bounced once, rolled—

—and disappeared under the edge of the sofa.

Gone.

I stared, stunned, as the realization hit: I couldn’t reach it. Even if I could somehow pivot and hop forward on trembling legs — which I couldn’t — I was locked to a point above my head. No slack. No escape.

I was alone.

Stuck.

The egg buzzed harder. The sound was louder now, cruel. The kind of toy hum that made your body betray you. A tight, low whine just barely audible over my panting.

The shame hit at the same time as the heat.

I’d made this trap. Tied every link in it. And now I was squirming in it — legs shaking, thighs spasming, muscles trembling — and I couldn’t stop it. Couldn’t escape it. My pussy throbbed, wetness slicking down my inner thigh.

I hated how much that turned me on.

My calves trembled again, the left one cramping now. I let out a sharp grunt — not pain exactly, but frustration. I shifted my weight again and dropped another half-inch. My knees screamed. The collar pulled tight at my throat.

That one inch made everything worse.

The chain yanked more firmly now, holding my ankles nearly together. My stance was unstable — thighs splayed, calves locked, toes straining for the rug, arms floating awkwardly for balance.

And the vibrator was cruel now. It pulsed in fast, tight bursts, a pattern I recognized. One that usually ended with me writhing in bed, clutching the sheets.

But there were no sheets here. No bed. No hands.

Just this awful, exquisite hold. And the unrelenting buzz inside me.

“Oh my god,” I gasped.

I could feel it — the pressure gathering. Not slow now. Fast. My body was reacting even as I tried to resist. My inner walls clenched in rhythm with the toy. I moaned, low and shaking.

I needed to move. To press against something. To grind. But I couldn’t. My legs wouldn’t cooperate. My balance was too fragile. And the second I moved wrong—

The chandelier creaked again. A high metallic sound, subtle but sharp.

I froze.

Panic surged through my chest. I was suddenly too aware of the weight pulling down on that ring above me. Too aware of how close I was to collapsing. My muscles were done. My thighs were jelly. My knees were trembling violently now, and my toes were slipping on the rug’s weave.

My head dropped forward.

My breath came in short, ragged bursts.

I tried to speak — to say something, anything — but my voice failed me.

The vibrator shifted again, now at a brutal, pulsing high. My whole body jerked.

My orgasm was building. No control. No delay. It was dragging me under whether I wanted it or not.

And all I could do…

…was hang there, helpless and shaking, bound by my own mistake.

It was like my body had stopped caring whether I wanted it or not.

The egg throbbed at full intensity now — fast, brutal pulses with no rhythm to brace against. Each burst hit like a jolt through my core, bouncing off overstretched nerves, ricocheting up my spine. My inner muscles clenched in reflex, then refused to let go. I cried out — loud, cracked, helpless.

My thighs were vibrating now, but not from the toy.

From exhaustion.

I’d been locked in that squat too long — too tense, too taut. My legs were done. They were shaking like leaves in a storm, fluttering beneath me, and I knew — knew — that when they gave out, there’d be no graceful descent.

But the climax was coming anyway.

And I couldn’t stop it.

I tried to twist, to shift, to do something with the pressure building behind my pelvis — but there was nowhere to go. My body was stuck in this awful balance of strain and surrender, and now it was choosing surrender.

I made a sound — strangled, high in the throat — and felt my muscles clench again, spasming harder.

The collar yanked tighter against my neck.

That pushed me over.

It hit like an ambush.

One moment I was trying to breathe, trying to stay upright, trying to hold on — and the next I was coming with a full-body snap, like a rubber band pulled past its breaking point.

My orgasm tore out of me with no warning. No build. Just impact.

My body convulsed — spine arching, legs finally collapsing beneath me — and the chain pulled tighter as I dropped that final inch. My knees nearly buckled. The cuffs locked my ankles in place, so I couldn’t fall. I just hung there, convulsing, chest heaving, forehead pressed to my upper arm, mouth wide in a silent scream.

Everything seized at once.

My cunt clenched around the egg so hard I thought it might break.

My legs were shaking violently, no longer controlled. Every breath came ragged and shallow. I sobbed once — not from sadness, but from sheer overwhelm. It wasn’t even a moan. Just noise. Just everything breaking loose inside me all at once.

I’d never come like that.

Not without my hands. Not without movement. Not like this — totally still, locked, held midair by my own design, crushed between pain and pressure and something too deep to name.

The orgasm kept going. I couldn’t stop it.

I didn’t want to, not anymore.

The burn in my legs merged with the burn between them — pain and pleasure on the same wire. My toes curled against the rug, searching for leverage that didn’t exist. I sobbed again, this time followed by a moan that echoed in the still air.

The chandelier creaked one more time, louder now.

But I didn’t care.

I was already gone.

When it finally started to ebb, I sagged in the chain — body limp, thighs trembling, sweat running down the backs of my knees. My vision blurred at the edges. My chest heaved. My lips were parted, dry, my chin streaked with something I didn’t have the energy to identify.

The egg kept going. A little softer now, but still moving, still there.

And I realized dimly… I couldn’t get out yet.

I was still locked in place. Still tethered. Still…quivering in the aftermath.

The thought should have scared me.

Instead, it thrilled me.

I couldn’t breathe right.

Not deeply, not fully. My chest heaved in shallow bursts, each inhale jagged, like my ribs were too tight around my lungs. I sagged against the chain, finally letting the full weight of my body fall into it.

My legs were gone. Nothing left. They twitched once beneath me, but there was no strength, no control. I couldn’t have stood even if I wanted to.

The cuffs held my ankles snug, and the chain was so taut now it lifted slightly between them, pressing into the curve where my calves met. I could feel my pulse there — fast, unsteady. Beating like a hummingbird’s wings.

The egg was still on.

Still humming, but lower again. Back to the first setting. Cruel in its own way — like an echo of the storm that had just passed. It made my hips flinch. My cunt twitched in aftershock, like it was trying to wring out whatever sensation was left.

I couldn’t take more. Not right now.

But I couldn’t shut it off, either.

My forehead rested against my shoulder, neck bent forward, collar pressing gently against the edge of my windpipe. I wasn’t choking — not anymore — but I was aware of every breath. Of how my whole body was bowed and trembling and utterly spent.

The rug beneath me was soft. I couldn’t see it anymore — my head was hanging too low — but I knew the pattern from memory. Cream with gold threading. I stared at it, unfocused, as sweat rolled from the underside of my breast and dripped onto the floor in a slow, silent dot.

I didn’t speak.

Didn’t move.

Didn’t dare.

It was like something inside me had gone perfectly still — not numb, but stunned. Quiet. As if the part of me that normally watched, calculated, narrated, had been taken offline.

And all that was left was sensation.

Burning thighs. A core that still pulsed. Ankles bound close. The faint hum of the vibrator echoing inside me like a second heartbeat.

I wasn’t sure how long I stayed there.

Maybe minutes. Maybe longer. The world had narrowed to the ring of the chandelier above and the loop of chain between my feet. The afterglow was strange — not sweet or relaxing. Heavy. Like heat pressing in from the inside.

My fingers twitched at my sides, slow and clumsy. I hadn’t even realized how numb they were. My whole upper body had gone loose, boneless — like I’d melted out of tension and into something quieter.

And still…

A little shiver ran down my spine, low and tight.

I was still turned on.

Not actively. Not urgently. But the way my thighs clenched — weakly — when the vibrator pulsed again made it clear: my body wasn’t finished. Not entirely.

God help me.

I tilted my head back slightly, testing my balance. The collar shifted at my throat again. Not painful — just present. It reminded me, like the chain did, like the cuffs did, that I was still exactly where I’d put myself.

Still locked.

Still stuck.

Still…herself.

I wasn’t panicking. Not anymore. But there was a part of me — small, quiet — that knew I had a problem. That knew recovery wasn’t going to be quick.

I’d have to find a way to stand. To reach the chain clip above my head. To brace myself on nothing. And that was after I dealt with the fact that my legs felt like water and my pussy still throbbed with every shift.

I smiled, barely.

It was wild. Stupid. A little bit dangerous.

But I’d done it.

I’d taken myself there.

And part of me… part of me wanted to do it again.

It took longer than I wanted to even try to move.

When I finally gathered the nerve, I braced myself — mentally first, then physically. I shifted my weight to the balls of my feet, or tried to. My thighs screamed in protest, the muscles rigid with soreness and barely responsive.

I whimpered.

The kind of sound that comes not from pain exactly, but fatigue so deep it borders on defeat.

“Okay,” I breathed. “Okay. You have to move.”

I lifted my head slowly. My neck cracked. My spine stretched. The collar shifted on my throat as I brought my hands up — trembling, loose-fingered, still unsure of their strength — and reached toward the clip above me.

My balance wobbled immediately.

The chain tugged in response, yanking my ankles back together just enough to throw me off. I gasped and gritted my teeth, forcing my knees to lock and my weight to center.

I couldn’t lift high enough from my toes alone. My arms were too shaky to fully reach. The chandelier creaked again — a dull groan like old wood protesting. My pulse kicked.

I stopped. Breathed. Waited for the trembling to settle.

Then I tried again.

This time, I bent my knees just slightly — just enough to take tension off the chain — and jumped. A tiny motion, more of a lift than a leap. My fingers caught the clip. Fumbled. Missed.

Swore.

Tried again.

Caught it.

And finally, finally, the clasp released.

The chain fell slack with a muted thud, and I collapsed instantly — not all the way to the ground, but enough that my knees hit the rug hard and I doubled over with a grunt, breath gone.

The cuffs were still on.

But I didn’t rush to remove them. I just lay there on the soft rug, folded forward, breathing like I’d run a mile uphill in the dark.

The egg still buzzed softly inside me.

Mocking me. Rewarding me.

I let my forehead rest on the floor, the rug scratchy against my skin. My hair stuck to the side of my face with sweat. I was shaking, sore, soaked, and completely, totally undone.

And yet…

I was smiling.

Not a big smile. Not smug. Just a quiet, exhausted curve of lips. The kind of expression that belongs to someone who survived something she wasn’t sure she could handle.

I reached behind me — hands still unsteady — and unclasped the cuffs one at a time. The buckles fought back. My fingers were clumsy. It took longer than it should’ve. But I got there.

Eventually, I rolled onto my side, one hand resting on my thigh, the other still cradling the chain, now just a length of inert steel again. Its coolness soothed my skin.

The egg… I removed it last.

Slowly. Carefully. My body clenched in protest as I slid it free. The wet sound of it made me blush — like I hadn’t already exposed every part of myself tonight.

When it was done, I lay flat on the rug, staring up at the chandelier.

The room was quiet again.

The sky outside the window had gone from dusk to dark. A few streetlights glowed past the drapes. The music had looped. I hadn’t even noticed it stopping and starting again.

Everything had shifted.

Even the air felt different — heavier, more reverent. Like the room itself knew what I’d done.

What I’d made myself do.

I’d been afraid it wouldn’t work — that the chain would be too short, or the egg would turn off, or I’d get scared and bail early. But none of those things had happened.

Instead, I’d pushed my body until it shook. Fought my own design. Gave in only when I had no other choice. And in the end… I’d come harder than I ever had.

Alone.

Suspended.

Locked by my own hand.

My thighs ached. My shoulders burned. My pussy still throbbed. And I knew without question that tomorrow I’d wake up sore and smiling.

I reached for the folded towel, wiping between my legs, then over my face. The collar was the last thing I removed, and even then I lingered with the buckle between my fingers, hesitant to let go of what it meant.

But I did.

I cleaned up slowly, reverently. The chain coiled back on the rug. The cuffs folded and set aside. The egg powered off, finally, and tucked back into its case.

And when it was all done, I stood in the center of the room — naked, trembling, marked by red bands around my ankles and neck — and looked up at the chandelier one more time.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

It didn’t answer.

But I knew what it had given me.


Story 10: The Balcony Bind

The sun was dipping low between buildings, washing the city in a haze of gold and violet when she stepped out onto the balcony. Her bare feet made no sound on the cool tiles, but her heartbeat filled the silence like a drum.

She’d left the lights off inside. No need to attract attention prematurely. The twilight was enough — dim but not dark, warm on her skin, the breeze brushing through her open robe like a secret hand.

The eighth floor wasn’t exactly private.

She told herself it felt high enough to be invisible. But the street below was visible between the buildings — parked cars, the occasional passing pedestrian, a dog barking half-heartedly somewhere nearby. Windows on the opposite tower glittered faintly, a few of them open. Most of the balconies were empty. But not all.

That was part of the thrill.

She hesitated near the railing, silk robe fluttering against her thighs. It had a single belt looped loosely at her waist. Nothing underneath. She’d chosen the robe on purpose — something sheer enough to tease, soft enough to slide off if she moved wrong.

She’d fantasized about this.

Kneeling. Blindfolded. Hands cuffed behind her, unable to shield herself from view. It had haunted her for weeks — the possibility of being seen, the humiliation of it. The arousal.

Now that she was here, though, her stomach fluttered hard.

This was real. The cuffs were real. So was the blindfold folded neatly on the patio chair. So was the slim bullet vibrator waiting beside it — small, silver, weighty in its simplicity.

She reached down and picked it up, her fingers trembling just slightly. The toy buzzed to life with a twist — a low, steady hum that she quickly clicked off. Not yet. Not until she was ready.

She glanced out again — searching windows, balconies, corners. No movement. No one looking.

Still.

It wouldn’t take much. One glance upward at the wrong time.

Her thighs clenched.

Her breath came shorter.

She backed up to the chair and sank onto the edge, robe slipping open over her knees. Her skin prickled where the breeze found it — her nipples already stiff, more from nerves than cold. She set the cuffs down beside her and leaned forward, resting her elbows on her thighs.

She could still go inside.

Could still change her mind.

Could close the balcony door and pretend she never intended this. Make tea. Watch something dumb. Act like she wasn’t already soaking just from thinking about locking herself up out here.

Her hand moved between her legs. Just a brush. Just to check.

Yes. Wet. Slippery, throbbing slightly. From fear. From want.

She closed her eyes and drew a slow breath.

“You want this,” she whispered aloud — barely more than breath. “So do it.”

She picked up the vibrator, slipped it between her thighs, and pressed it lightly into place. Not inside. Just nestled where it could feel the pressure. It didn’t hum yet, but she already felt its presence like a brand.

Next: the blindfold.

She stood, turned toward the railing, and tied it in place — a long silk strip wrapping twice around her head, knotted gently at the back. It blocked out everything. The city vanished. So did the windows. So did the doubt.

In the dark, she felt only the breeze.

Only the weight of her own robe swaying.

Only the way her breath caught as she reached behind her and picked up the handcuffs.

They were real cuffs — not play ones. Cold to the touch, steel and definite. She fumbled them open and stepped forward until her shins brushed the base of the railing.

Then she sank to her knees.

The floor was cold. Not painful. Just enough to remind her she was vulnerable.

She reached back, one cuff at a time, and snapped them into place around the vertical bars of the railing.

One click. Then the next.

Her wrists were locked — arms behind her, shoulders open, chest rising to meet the breeze.

Her robe fluttered again.

This time, it didn’t close.

Her breasts were bare.

Her cunt, already wet, was open to the night.

She shivered.

And didn’t move.

She didn’t move for a long time.

Not because she wasn’t ready — but because everything was already happening.

The moment the second cuff clicked shut behind her, her body seemed to know. Her breath hitched. Her spine stiffened. Her chest rose, exposed to the breeze that instantly found her nipples and tightened them into aching peaks.

Her knees shifted minutely on the cold balcony tile, searching for stability. The stone was smoother than she remembered — slick with condensation, maybe — or maybe just slick from the nerves bleeding through her skin. She tried to settle back, to rest her weight on her heels, but with her wrists cuffed behind her to the railing, the angle left her tilted slightly forward, chest open, thighs parted.

The robe didn’t close this time.

It fluttered behind her like wings — caught in the lazy city wind — baring the full curve of her breasts, the faint ridge of her ribcage, the tender heat between her thighs where the vibrator was nestled.

She swallowed hard.

The blindfold made everything worse.

Or better.

She wasn’t sure.

But without her eyes, the world felt louder. The cars below. The occasional click of someone’s heels on pavement. A laugh. A shout. All of it filtered upward like heat — and her brain refused to separate any of it from danger.

She was so visible.

And she couldn’t see anything.

That imbalance tore through her — delicious and terrifying. Her imagination filled in what her eyes couldn’t. Faces in the windows across the street. Someone looking up from the sidewalk. Someone already watching. Someone about to whisper, look at her.

She shuddered. Her breath caught in her chest.

And then — she shifted her hips.

Just slightly. Just enough.

The bullet vibrator clicked against the tile beneath her, and the vibration flared to life — low, insistent, unmistakable.

She hadn’t forgotten it was there.

She just hadn’t expected it to feel that good.

The first pulse caught her completely off-guard. Her mouth dropped open in a soundless exhale. The toy was small, but perfectly positioned — pressure-triggered, responding to every shift of her weight. Now, with her thighs parted and her center exposed, it vibrated with each trembling adjustment she made. The stimulation was steady, but passive — not something she could grind into. Not something she could move with.

Just a constant hum. Teasing. Demanding. Completely out of her control.

She clenched reflexively. The cuffs tugged behind her, reminding her there was no escape. No way to cover herself. No way to move the toy away.

She was trapped with it.

Her mouth stayed open as she tried to breathe evenly. Her nipples throbbed with each breath, catching the breeze and stiffening harder. Her skin was flushed, her robe barely attached to her shoulders, nothing hiding her anymore.

She tried to whisper something — maybe a curse, maybe her own name — but her throat had gone tight. She was too aware of her own exposure. Too aware of the silence on the street below. The wind in her ears. The vibration against her clit.

She shouldn’t be doing this.

God, she shouldn’t.

But that shame curled in her stomach like fire.

Her hips twitched again — unintentionally — and the toy answered with another throb. Her legs shivered. Wetness gathered quickly, slicking her folds, adding sensitivity to every flicker of pressure. She moaned, barely audible, into the night.

The blindfold kept her floating.

The cuffs kept her still.

And the vibrator — small, merciless thing — kept her present.

She began to tremble, held in place, open to the sky, unable to hide.

She couldn’t move.

Not because she was afraid of being seen — not anymore. That fear had already happened. It had bloomed inside her like a bruise, low and deep, staining her breath, her skin, her thoughts.

Now, stillness wasn’t about safety.

It was about survival.

Every time she shifted — even slightly — the bullet vibrator buzzed harder against her, sending jolts up her spine. Her knees were damp now, pressed to the cool tile, her thighs trembling with tension she hadn’t meant to build.

Her whole body was clenched — not just from restraint, but from the unbearable way her arousal had crept into every corner of her awareness.

It was everywhere.

The blindfold still blocked everything in front of her, but that made the rest of the world louder. She could hear a car door slam somewhere down the block. A pair of voices arguing playfully — something about dinner, or a show, she couldn’t tell. Music thumped faintly from an open window. Laughter, sharp and sudden.

She didn’t know if it was near her.

She didn’t know if anyone was looking up.

But her body believed it.

And that belief made her burn.

She froze as footsteps echoed on concrete far below — slow, uneven — followed by the high bark of a dog. A leash jingle. A woman’s voice: “Come on, Miso, don’t eat that.”

The steps passed.

But the moment stayed.

Her heart thundered in her chest. She felt utterly exposed, cupped in the air like a dish someone had left out on the railing. The silk robe had long since slipped from her shoulders. It now hung uselessly at her elbows, cradling nothing. Her breasts jutted forward with each breath, nipples so stiff it hurt. Her inner thighs were slick and parted.

And the toy…

The toy had become unbearable.

She couldn’t thrust. Couldn’t rub. Couldn’t even squirm without the vibration flickering back to life and tormenting her again. The thing was too perfectly placed — cradled between her labia, vibrating only when her hips dipped or her knees shifted.

Every involuntary breath brought her closer.

She tried not to moan. Failed. The sound leaked out of her lips like a secret. Her cheeks burned with it.

Still, she didn’t move.

She couldn’t.

Because she knew if she did — if she gave in and tried to press harder, or twist, or grind — the cuffs would yank at her wrists, the toy would click fully on, and she’d come right there.

On the balcony.

In the open.

Visible.

Maybe watched.

And yet—

Her clit throbbed with each breath. Her folds were soaked, sensitive, overstimulated from the subtle friction. Her hips had begun a near-invisible tremble — not rocking, not thrusting, just a constant quiver she couldn’t stop.

The shame was exquisite.

What kind of woman did this?

What kind of woman knelt in full view of the city, naked under a silk robe, blindfolded, bound, getting wet from the idea that a stranger might see her fall apart?

Her kind.

Her mouth opened, gasping as the toy flared again with a twitch of her hips. The sensation sent lightning through her abdomen. Her belly clenched. Her pussy tightened. Her arms pulled reflexively against the cuffs, and they held — cold, unrelenting, a clear reminder that she couldn’t hide, couldn’t cover, couldn’t end this until her body took over.

“I can’t,” she whispered.

But her body didn’t believe her.

She was teetering.

Every second was too much — her thighs burned, her breath came ragged, the pulse between her legs throbbed in rhythm with the city’s noise.

She was edging now — not from control, but from restraint.

One more sound. One more twitch. One more imagined eye on her from above, or below, or across the street—

And she’d be done for.

The slam of the door was loud enough to crack her spine straight.

Not hers. Not close enough for that. But loud — metal on metal, followed by quick, heavy footsteps and the distinct sound of a sliding glass door a few balconies over.

She froze.

Everything in her body stilled — not gracefully, not obediently, but like a deer locking eyes with headlights.

She didn’t know where it came from. Couldn’t see anything, blindfolded like this, cuffed and bare, body trembling and exposed to the darkening sky. But she heard it.

And her body believed it meant someone was there.

Watching.

The toy buzzed as her hips jerked forward from the startle, sending a deep vibration right into her clit. She gasped — loud, this time — her knees nearly slipping apart on the slick tile. The cuffs yanked her arms backward, her chest arching forward in a helpless thrust she didn’t mean to make.

Another footstep. Close.

She moaned — not from pleasure. From terror.

She tried to speak. Tried to say, Wait. Please. No, or maybe just stop, but her throat was closed, her mouth full of breath she couldn’t control.

She was completely exposed.

Naked.

Blindfolded.

Wet.

With a toy now buzzing steadily against her in an intolerable rhythm. It had clicked on fully, no longer flickering — just pulsing deep, relentless, each throb louder than the last.

She couldn’t shut it off. Couldn’t reach it. Couldn’t cover herself or run or hide. She could only kneel — knees parted, robe fallen behind her, thighs slick, nipples sharp and visible to anyone on the facing balcony.

And if someone was there…

If they had stepped out at the wrong moment — or the perfect one—

They would see everything.

And she—

She came.

Just like that.

No warning. No buildup. No permission.

Her body broke.

The orgasm slammed through her like a wave breaking a dam. She gasped — high and sharp — and convulsed forward, hips rocking into the toy, legs shaking so hard the cuffs clinked against the railing. Her back arched. Her mouth opened in a silent cry.

And still the vibrator went on.

She was coming and she couldn’t stop.

The humiliation was unbearable — and perfect.

Her thighs twitched violently, locking and unlocking, dripping now, her whole core a clenched, screaming knot of nerves. She sobbed through it, a breathless sound that blurred shame with release. Her forehead dropped to her chest. Her wrists pulled at the cuffs. Her knees scraped against the floor.

She imagined someone watching.

A stranger.

A neighbor.

Someone filming.

She came again.

Shorter this time — a burst behind her eyes, a tremor in her arms, her whole body twitching like a puppet with frayed strings.

“God—” she gasped, barely forming the word. “Oh god—”

And then it was done.

Not clean. Not quiet.

But over.

Her body sagged. The cuffs held her from falling completely, but just barely. She was folded forward, panting, blindfold still on, the vibrator finally shifting loose and rolling to one side with a soft clatter.

The silence afterward was worse than the noise.

The city hummed beneath her like nothing had happened.

And she couldn’t tell if she’d been seen.

She didn’t want to know.

Because maybe that was what made it so hot.

She didn’t move.

Couldn’t, really.

Her knees had spread wider at some point — the orgasm forcing her thighs open as the cuffs yanked her spine taut. Now, she hung between those two tensions: arms pulled behind her, breasts low and heavy in the night air, forehead tipped forward, blindfold damp with sweat.

The vibrator had rolled away, no longer touching her.

But its absence didn’t bring relief.

She was still soaked. Her thighs slick, inner muscles twitching with residual aftershocks, her breath coming in slow, uneven pulls like her body hadn’t figured out it was over yet.

And the robe?

It was gone from her shoulders completely — pooled somewhere behind her back, forgotten. Her skin tingled in the breeze. Her nipples were still stiff, like her body refused to unclench all the way.

And beneath it all… the ache.

The aching stillness of being left open, helpless, and undone.

She couldn’t shake the thought: someone might have seen.

It was the not-knowing that kept her still now. Not the cuffs. Not the blindfold. The possibility.

What if they had?

What if they were still there, watching her slump, flushed and used, arms bound and robe undone?

That thought sent another tremor down her spine. Not orgasmic. Not even arousing.

Just raw.

A breath escaped her lips — not quite a sigh, not quite a moan. Just an exhale that trembled on its way out, like her lungs were trying to let go of something her body wasn’t ready to release.

The tile beneath her knees was wet now, though she couldn’t tell if it was from sweat or slickness or the slow drop of breeze-cooled arousal.

Probably all of it.

She turned her head slightly, cheek brushing her own shoulder. Her blindfold was starting to slide from sweat. She didn’t reach for it. Didn’t even try. Her wrists were still locked behind her, cuffed to the railing, arms half-asleep and sore.

The city was quiet again.

Whatever sound she’d heard — whoever had stepped out — was gone now.

Maybe they had never looked.

Maybe they’d seen everything.

She didn’t know which was worse.

Or better.

Her thighs twitched again, involuntary. Her legs were numb. Her arms ached from being bound so long, but even the soreness felt strangely welcome — a consequence she’d earned. A brand of her own desire.

No one had done this to her.

No one had touched her.

And still she was this wrecked.

She smiled.

Tiny. Brief. Real.

Not pride, exactly. Not even relief.

Just recognition. A quiet kind of truth settling in her chest, like the last ripple of a breath she hadn’t noticed she’d been holding.

She was still here.

Still bound.

Still herself.

And somehow… more.

It took longer than she expected to remember her hands.

They’d gone pins-and-needles behind her — half-numb, half-burning — wrists still snug in the cuffs, shoulders tight from the awkward pull. She tried to flex her fingers, and only one obeyed.

She laughed under her breath.

It was breathy. Hushed. Surprised by its own sound.

Then she tried again, shifting her weight forward to take pressure off her arms. Her knees screamed — tile too cold, too unforgiving — and her thighs trembled as she forced herself upright inch by inch, spine uncoiling like an old ribbon.

She couldn’t stand. Not yet.

But she could move.

Barely.

With a shaky exhale, she leaned her head back and tried to reach the cuffs. Her fingers fumbled. The blindfold had slid halfway up her cheek now, sticky from sweat, letting in a faint glow of violet sky.

The key was still tucked in the hem of her robe — she’d threaded it through before she started, safety-first, but her hands were too clumsy now to find it blindly.

After a few awkward scrapes of nail against steel, the lock gave with a muted click.

Then the second.

She was free.

Her arms dropped to her sides like ropes.

She sat there for a moment, not moving — just breathing.

Then she peeled off the blindfold fully, blinking into the city dusk. Lights in windows. Movement far below. A breeze still whispering through the air like a hand ghosting over her bare skin.

She didn’t see anyone watching.

But that didn’t mean no one had.

Her heart fluttered once at the thought. Her lips parted, dry. She looked down at herself — flushed skin, tight nipples, wet thighs, the crumpled silk of her robe half-wrapped around one hip.

She looked wrecked.

Utterly, beautifully wrecked.

With effort, she pushed herself to her feet. Her legs wobbled. She clutched the railing for balance, biting back a groan. Her knees were red from pressure. Her body ached.

She gathered the toy first — quiet now, still buzzing faintly from the last flicker of battery. She shut it off and curled it into her palm.

Then she slid the robe back up over her shoulders, not bothering to tie it. There was no one left to hide from.

She slipped back through the balcony door and closed it behind her.

The click of the lock was soft. Final.

Inside, the apartment was cool and dim. The floor felt warm under her bare feet. She padded to the couch, then stopped halfway — robe gaping, arms limp — and sank down where the shadows touched the floorboards.

There, she let herself fall sideways, curling into herself on the rug, the toy still clutched in one hand.

The silence was gentle.

Not accusing.

Just settled.

She stared at the ceiling. Her body throbbed faintly, a slow rhythm of ache and warmth. Her wrists bore soft red lines from the cuffs. Her knees still tingled. Between her thighs, a tender soreness pulsed with every breath.

She touched the side of her neck — just to ground herself. To feel something that wasn’t shame or fear or thrill.

And then she laughed again.

Softer this time. Almost giddy.

Not because it had gone perfectly. Not because she was proud of it.

But because she had done it.

She had made herself helpless. Visible. Shackled in the open.

And she had survived it.

She tucked her arm beneath her head, let the vibrator roll from her palm and onto the rug, and closed her eyes.

Tomorrow, she’d clean up. Reflect. Maybe even regret it a little.

But tonight…

Tonight she would sleep knowing exactly what kind of woman she was.

And she’d never forget the way it felt to be kneeling in the wind, blindfolded, bound, and ready to break — in front of a city that might have been watching.


Story 11: Caught by Camera

The camera loved this room.

Not because it was pretty — it wasn’t — but because it was mine. The walls were bare except for a blackout curtain I’d thumbtacked behind the bed. The floor was soft foam matting covered with a throw blanket, and in the corner, the tripod stood steady and still, waiting. The ring light hummed low. My laptop cast a faint glow across the mattress.

It didn’t need to be cinematic. Just… honest.

Intimate.

I checked the stream window on the screen. The lighting was perfect — just enough to catch the curves of rope across my chest, when I got to that part. My silhouette was centered. Soft shadows under my collarbones. The open-lipped “just breathing” look I knew always worked best when I wasn’t trying.

Tonight’s stream was locked.

Private room. Invite-only. Eight viewers max. Just enough to feel watched. Just enough to know I couldn’t disappear mid-scene without someone wondering what happened.

I breathed through my nose and looked down at what I’d laid out:

Rope, pre-measured and soft from use.

Egg vibrator — fully charged.

Wrist rope for the tie-back.

Ankle cuffs.

My collar.

The clamps.

I picked up the clamps last. Just looking at them made my nipples tighten. Silver, neat, rubber-tipped, with a little dial at the base to power on the vibration.

I clicked one on briefly — just to test.

The buzz was faint, but sharp. Direct.

I turned it off.

Later.

The ritual always began with rope. I took my time — seated, back straight, pulling the first wrap across my chest, just under the line of my breasts. I moved slowly, deliberately, breathing evenly. I wasn’t in a hurry. The tying was part of the arousal. The rope pressed tighter with each pass — binding me in place, flattening my breath just a little.

The upper band framed my chest. The next wrap cinched it. The third came across and over, lifting my breasts until they looked deliberately restrained — almost offering themselves forward.

It looked so fucking good on camera.

I reached for the clamps.

My hands shook slightly — not from nerves, not yet. From the focus. From the way my mind had already narrowed to this little world of friction and pressure and precision. I slid one clamp over my right nipple and adjusted it until it bit gently. Just enough to tug. Just enough to whisper: this is yours, but not for long.

Then the left.

Both sat perfectly inside the rope frame — tight, centered, waiting.

I didn’t turn them on. Not yet. I liked knowing they were there — ready.

Next: the egg.

It slipped in easily, warm and slick from the lube I’d already applied. The weight of it settled inside me like punctuation. I sighed as it filled me. Not deeply — just enough to press. Just enough to say: soon.

I clicked the remote once. Low. Barely more than a hum.

Still, my hips twitched.

My whole body felt like a note being held between fingers.

Then the ankle cuffs — one, then the other — clicking around the soft rings bolted to the mattress frame. They weren’t pulled wide yet. That came after I slid forward, wrists looped behind the headboard, tied just snug enough that I couldn’t reach anything useful.

Everything was set now.

The rope held my chest high. The clamps tugged forward. The egg buzzed inside me like a secret. The cuffs stretched my legs wider with every breath.

And the camera was live.

I leaned forward, just enough to frame myself — face soft, hair mussed, mouth open slightly.

I smiled.

And then I heard it.

A sound downstairs.

Soft. A creak. Nothing big. Probably the heat shifting the floorboards.

But it made my breath catch.

And then I told myself, calmly: You locked the door.

Everything was fine.

No one was home.

No one but the audience.

The rope pressed tighter when I exhaled.

It always did. That was part of the magic — how the harness turned every breath into something I had to earn. The coils across my ribs compressed just enough to make my chest rise higher, tugging at the clamps with every inhale.

I felt the weight of the clamps constantly now. Not heavy — but insistent. Like small mouths pulling forward with every breath, every twitch. The rubber tips pinched just hard enough to make my nipples ache, and that ache deepened the longer they stayed on.

I couldn’t see them. I could feel them.

And I knew what the camera saw.

Breasts lifted and framed by rope, the clamps tugging each nipple to a hard, needy point. The collar snug around my throat. My arms looped behind me and tied to the bedframe. Ankles cuffed wide, knees bent. Back arched. Legs trembling slightly.

I was art.

Messy, hungry art.

The egg inside me was still on low — but even at that setting, it was enough to keep my attention pulled deep between my legs. It pulsed in little waves, just enough to make my hips flex unconsciously, my thighs tighten and release, over and over again.

I tried not to move too much.

The more I moved, the more everything responded — rope tugged. Clamps pulled. Vibrator teased.

I could feel how wet I was.

I spoke to the camera in a low voice, breathy and unhurried.

“Tell me,” I whispered, “what do I look like right now?”

The chat lit up.

Beautiful.

Fucking perfect.

Roped and ready.

Tug those clamps just a little.

I smiled, slow and lazy, letting the rope press my shoulders back another inch. My chest strained. The clamps shifted — pulled taut — and the ache sparked up into a dull, pulsing burn that went straight to my cunt.

I moaned without meaning to.

The egg pulsed again. My body answered.

Every part of me felt tight. Bound, pulled, vibrating from the inside out.

My thighs spread wider than I thought I could manage. My wrists strained gently behind me. My fingers curled uselessly against the mattress. I couldn’t reach anything. Couldn’t push back. Couldn’t stop the toy.

And I didn’t want to.

The light from the ring lamp made everything feel surreal — too soft, too intimate. I imagined them watching. I imagined eyes fixed on my nipples as the clamps dragged against rope. I imagined strangers stroking themselves to the sound of my breathing.

I bit my lip and tilted my head toward the lens.

“Say my name,” I whispered.

They did.

I closed my eyes, floating in it — the heat, the hunger, the delicious loss of control.

And then I heard it again.

A soft sound.

Not from the speakers. Not from the laptop.

From downstairs.

I froze.

The air snapped into focus — the kind of stillness that has teeth.

I tilted my head slightly, straining to listen.

A creak. Then nothing.

I told myself it was nothing. Just the house settling. Just nerves.

But my breath had already quickened.

The clamps moved with it — a sharp reminder. The vibrator buzzed a little deeper as I shifted.

And somewhere in my gut, a flicker of fear started to burn.

“Focus,” I murmured, more to myself than to the audience.

But now… I wasn’t sure who else might be listening.

The sound came again.

Clear this time. A floorboard. Two footsteps.

Not on the screen.

Not in the stream.

Here.

Inside the house.

The bottom of my stomach dropped. I went ice-cold all at once.

For a second, I didn’t breathe.

I thought — no, hoped — that maybe I imagined it. That maybe it was the sound of a passing car, or a building shift, or something mechanical.

But then I heard it again.

Slower this time.

Closer.

Someone was home.

The door.

The front door.

He was home early.

Panic swept in so fast it made me dizzy.

My body tensed on reflex, yanking against my restraints — and I couldn’t move. My wrists pulled behind me, the rope tugging across my chest, the clamps snapping tighter as I twisted. They bit into my nipples — sharp and punishing — and I gasped, helpless, stuck between fear and pain and heat.

The vibrator inside me didn’t stop. Neither did the red glow of the streaming indicator.

I looked at the laptop.

The chat was still going.

Are you okay?

Did she hear something?

Holy shit—

SHE’S STILL TIED.

Someone’s home. I can see the shadow.

Shadow?

I froze again.

He was in the hallway.

I could hear his footsteps on the stairs. He wasn’t rushing. Just moving.

Like he was taking in the sound from the room.

Like he already knew.

My heart slammed in my chest. I yanked my arms again, trying to reach the knot at the headboard, but it was behind me. I couldn’t turn. Couldn’t get leverage. My wrists strained, my shoulders screamed, and the rope only pressed tighter.

The clamps shifted again. My breasts ached. My thighs twitched.

The egg buzzed.

God. I was still dripping wet.

Still wide open.

Still streaming.

My head snapped toward the camera, even though I couldn’t stop it. My whole body screamed hide, but there was no way to hide.

Not like this.

I heard the soft thump of a hand on the doorframe.

Then silence.

My pulse was everywhere at once — throat, wrists, inner thighs.

Then his voice.

Soft.

Even.

Measured.

“You started without me.”

It wasn’t a question.

It wasn’t angry.

It was… observing.

I didn’t know what to say.

My mouth opened, but all that came out was a high, broken sound — something between a whimper and a moan. The clamps pulsed with it, and I hated how much I felt them. How much I was still reacting.

I couldn’t look at him.

I couldn’t move.

I could only imagine what he saw.

My legs spread. My chest roped. Nipples clamped and red. Arms tied behind me. Body slick and shaking. My collar tight.

My camera still on.

My chat still watching.

And him — standing in the doorway. Silent.

Seeing me for exactly what I was.

Exposed.

Bound.

Caught.

I didn’t dare lift my head.

I could feel him standing there — just a few feet away. The air shifted. I didn’t hear him move, but I felt it. My skin knew. My body knew.

I was still kneeling.

Still tied.

Still streaming.

Still buzzing inside and clamped tight at the chest, every part of me aching and alive. The egg’s pulse was relentless now, not hard, not fast — but there. Always there. Like breath between my legs. Like a voice I couldn’t ignore.

The chat kept rolling.

He sees you.

Oh my god.

Is he gonna touch her?

She’s so wet. Look at her.

I almost said his name.

But I couldn’t get the word out.

My throat was dry. My mouth barely open.

He didn’t speak again right away.

He let the moment stretch — pull — like rope itself, until I felt my body shake from the weight of it. The clamps tugged each time I breathed. The rope pressed my breasts upward, helpless and marked.

Then his voice cut the silence like a blade:

“Don’t move.”

I flinched.

But obeyed.

Like I had a choice.

The way he said it — calm, quiet, almost gentle — made the ache between my legs throb. My body betrayed me instantly. I flexed against the egg. The clamps pulled. I whimpered.

“Just like that,” he said. “Let them see you.”

I gasped — not from the words, but from the meaning inside them.

He wasn’t turning off the stream.

He wasn’t stopping it.

He was joining it.

My whole body flushed so hard I thought I’d faint. My legs shook. My arms trembled. I couldn’t look at him, couldn’t beg, couldn’t even breathe without trembling more.

“Did you plan this for them?” he asked, stepping behind the camera now. I heard the creak of his knee against the mat. “Or for me?”

My lips parted.

I didn’t answer.

I couldn’t.

He leaned forward — just enough to be seen by the stream, not enough to touch.

“Look at you,” he said softly. “You tied yourself up. Spread yourself open. Plugged and clamped and dripping wet — all for an audience that doesn’t know your name.”

My jaw trembled.

“Do you think they deserve to see you like this?” he asked.

I shook my head.

He clicked something.

The clamps on my nipples came alive.

Buzzing. Sharp. Precise.

I screamed.

Not loudly — more of a choked, high moan, punched out of my lungs by shock and overload.

The sensation was direct. No warming up. Just immediate vibration on two already tortured points. My nipples pulsed and twisted under the clamps. The rope held them up and out, nowhere to go, nowhere to hide. The egg inside me buzzed harder.

My body convulsed.

My thighs trembled. My arms jerked against the wrist tie. I was panting now — messy, wet-mouthed, leaking down my own thighs — and I hadn’t even come yet.

He knelt just behind the lens. Still not touching me.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” he said. “So desperate.”

I sobbed.

One of those humiliating sounds you can’t prepare for. Raw. Real. I couldn’t hide my body — but I’d hoped I could at least protect some part of myself. Not now.

“Tell them what you are,” he said, calmly.

I opened my mouth.

Closed it.

Tried again.

“I’m—”

My voice broke.

“Say it,” he whispered.

“I’m yours,” I whispered, trembling.

He smiled.

And I shattered.

I didn’t know when it started.

Not really.

There wasn’t a clean line — no clear beginning to what broke open inside me. One moment I was kneeling, buzzing, burning, trying to hold on. The next, I was shaking.

The clamps sent steady vibration into each nipple now, cruel and direct. They didn’t ramp — they persisted. My breasts were bound high by the harness, each inhale pulling the rope tighter, tugging the clamps harder.

The egg buzzed deep inside me, unrelenting. I was soaked. I could feel how wet I was with every small shift of my hips — slickness smearing against my thighs, heat radiating through my whole lower body like an open wound.

And him.

Just outside the camera’s field. Watching.

Guiding.

Witnessing.

I felt him behind me without seeing. Like gravity. Like god.

“I want you to let them see what happens when you’re not in control,” he said softly.

I moaned, broken.

“I want them to see you come without touching a thing.”

My head dropped forward.

I shook my head once, a weak denial.

Not because I didn’t want to.

Because I couldn’t stop it.

My muscles clenched too hard to control. My toes curled inside the cuffs. The rope across my chest kept me upright even as my spine arched, my hips jolting forward into empty air.

I was coming.

It started in the center of me — not just between my legs, but deep in my gut. Like something pulling loose from inside. Like a scream that didn’t know which direction to go.

The first wave hit and I howled.

Loud. Messy. Embarrassing.

My whole body lurched forward, yanking at the restraints. My nipples throbbed under the clamps. My wrists fought the rope. My thighs slammed against the limits of the cuffs and stayed there, trembling.

The orgasm didn’t crest — it swallowed.

I lost time.

My mouth opened. My eyes closed. I rocked forward again and again, clit pulsing against nothing, pussy spasming around the egg. It buzzed like it knew. Like it wanted to make me scream.

My breath shattered in my chest. Every exhale came out as a whimper. The clamps hurt now — overstimulation screaming through my chest. The rope dug in. My whole body was one long, wet, shaking contraction.

And still…

He didn’t touch me.

Not once.

Just watched.

Just let the stream run.

Let them all see.

I came a second time.

Shorter, sharper. A quick, vicious snap that left me gasping — not pleasure now, just need. It felt like too much. I was full of it. Of sound. Of heat. Of helplessness.

Of him.

My body collapsed forward — the rope catching me, arms still pinned behind. My head hung low. My breath came in open-mouthed bursts. I sobbed once — a real, unfiltered sob. Not pain. Not even humiliation.

Just… surrender.

I had nothing left.

And I didn’t care who saw.

The stream was still running.

I barely registered it — just the quiet hum of the laptop fan and the tiny red light on the webcam. My body was slumped forward in the ropes, breath coming in little stutters. My arms were numb behind me. My nipples ached. My thighs trembled.

I couldn’t move.

Didn’t want to.

There was a soft click. The stream shut off.

Silence followed, thick and strange — not empty, but full. Like the moment after a thunderclap.

I felt him cross the room.

No rush. No performance. Just presence.

Then I felt his fingers.

Soft, warm, careful — not on my skin, but at the knot behind my back. He didn’t speak. Just started loosening the ropes, one pass at a time. The harness began to sag against my chest. My shoulders relaxed a centimeter.

When my arms were finally free, they dropped to the mattress uselessly. Pins and needles stabbed my fingertips.

I whimpered.

He caught my wrists, lifted them gently, and rubbed. Slow circles, grounding pressure. I let my head fall against his arm.

“I’ve got you,” he said softly.

My throat closed.

I didn’t realize I was crying until his thumb caught the tear slipping down my cheek. Not sobbing. Just leaking. From the overwhelm. The release. The impossible fullness of what we’d just shared.

He moved around me again — unclipping the clamps next, carefully, one at a time. They came off with a small snap and left a deep, aching sting behind. My nipples throbbed in the air.

“Too much?” he asked.

I shook my head.

“Just… right,” I whispered.

Then he reached between my legs — not to tease, not to play — just to turn the egg off.

The stillness that followed made my body jolt. Like a light had gone out inside me. I exhaled shakily.

He helped me out of the cuffs. Eased my legs closed. Massaged my calves.

By the time he laid me back on the mattress, I was already drifting — not asleep, but floating. Spent. My head on his lap. His fingers combing through my damp hair. My chest bare and marked from the rope.

My body ached.

But it was the kind of ache that felt earned.

Loved.

Worshiped.

I opened my eyes just long enough to meet his.

He didn’t say anything.

He didn’t have to.

I’d let him see every inch of me — not just my skin, not just my submission — but my need. My craving to be witnessed. My inability to hide anything when the ropes held me open and the screen refused to look away.

And he hadn’t looked away either.

Not once.

He leaned down and kissed my forehead.

“I’ll clean up later,” he murmured.

I nodded.

Then I curled against his leg and let my body fall into the warmth of safety.


Story 12: Shower Strap Predicament

The steam was already rising by the time I stepped in.

I loved the way it fogged the glass. The way it curled around my thighs before touching the rest of me — warm, weightless, slow. The shower tiles were grey and matte, but the water gave everything a shine. My body felt the same: softened, slick, bare.

I was already breathing deeper.

I let the water hit me — hot but not scalding — and ran both hands through my hair, back over my neck, then across my breasts. The pressure from the rain-style showerhead was even and full, pouring down from above like it was trying to press me into the floor.

Perfect.

This was exactly how I wanted to feel before I began — loose, clean, open.

I reached back and turned the water slightly hotter. Not enough to hurt. Just enough to demand attention.

The toys and tools waited neatly on the tile bench: two black velcro luggage straps, folded. A soft waterproof bullet vibe. A short suction-based dildo — thick, firm, recently cleaned and still cool to the touch. And my small travel bottle of silicone lube, because water alone never worked for what I was about to do.

I took a moment. Just stood there. Water cascading down my back, steam clinging to every curve.

The anticipation was always the best part.

I picked up the dildo first.

Pressed it against the tile at waist height — just low enough that I’d have to bend my knees and reach back to ride it. I tested the seal. Pulled against it. It held fast.

Then the vibe. I tested the button. One click — a buzz. Two — stronger. Three — almost too much.

I clicked it off again and set it where I’d be able to trap it between my thighs once I was in position.

Then the lube. A quick squeeze onto two fingers, then down between my legs — spreading gently, sliding over already-warmed skin. I pressed just inside, just enough to coat, not to tease. Not yet.

My clit throbbed once as I touched it.

A good sign.

Then the straps.

They were already looped and secured to the vertical grab bar on the back wall — the kind that hotels use for safety. I had threaded them earlier: one high, one higher. The velcro closures were adjustable, but not easy. Once they were tight, they stayed tight.

I stepped up onto the center of the shower floor — directly under the water — and reached one hand up.

Then the other.

Click.

Click.

The straps closed around my wrists, pinning them high overhead.

And that was it.

The first moment of helplessness.

I inhaled slowly.

My arms were extended, elbows bent just slightly. My chest lifted — breasts rising under the pressure of the pose, nipples hard from steam and exposure. The water ran down my torso in little rivers, pooling in the curve between my thighs.

I tugged once.

The straps held.

I was committed.

The dildo waited behind me. The vibe rested on the ledge.

The steam curled between my legs, softening me, loosening everything — except the tension starting to build inside my belly.

This was what I wanted.

I was bound. I was dripping. I was ready.

And I hadn’t even started yet.

The first thing I did was shift my stance — one foot slightly forward, one back, knees bent — a position I’d practiced in the mirror, the kind that looked casual until you realized how much control it took to stay there.

The water sprayed down between my shoulder blades and rolled over my breasts. My skin was pink from the heat, slick from steam and lube. Every breath felt heavy — like I was breathing in something I couldn’t quite hold.

I lowered my hips until I felt the tip of the dildo nudge the back of my thigh.

A breath.

Then I pressed back.

It slid in slower than I expected — not from resistance, but from eagerness. My body gave in all at once, soft and soaked and wide open. The suction cup didn’t budge. It held steady against the tile while I rocked against it, taking more of it each time.

I groaned.

The pressure was thick, blunt — a stretch that always made me shake a little at first. My hands flexed instinctively in their restraints. I could feel the pull across my shoulders. The water curved around my arms, streamed down my sides, ran between my breasts.

I backed onto the toy fully.

The base met my ass. My legs shook.

My clit throbbed with the ache of being ignored.

Not for long.

I inched my feet wider, careful not to slip, and lowered myself just enough to trap the vibe between my thighs — right at the spot where pressure became pleasure. I shifted my hips, and it bumped me just right.

I clicked it on with a practiced press of my knuckle.

Buzz.

Just a low hum — nothing aggressive. But in this position, with my legs bent, with the dildo inside me, with the steam wrapping around every inch of skin, it was everything.

I moaned — softly, then louder.

The vibe buzzed against my clit every time I shifted my weight. The dildo filled me completely, anchored by the suction, holding me still even as I tried to move. My arms ached slightly from being overhead, but it only sharpened the sensation. My chest rose higher, nipples stiff, pulled taut by the restraint.

The combination — the stretch, the pressure, the vibration — sent sparks from the center of my body out to my fingertips.

I rolled my hips forward.

Buzz.

Backward.

Stretch. Fill. Buzz.

Water poured down my chest like approval.

I couldn’t hold still — not really. Every breath made me sway, and every sway made something pulse. I leaned forward a little. The clamps on my wrists held firm. The vibe shifted with me — tighter against my clit. I moaned again, involuntary.

My inner muscles clenched.

The dildo didn’t move.

My body did.

My thighs burned.

But I didn’t want to stop.

The rhythm wasn’t smooth — more like a slow, helpless rocking — hips gliding against the vibe, then back again to take the toy deeper. The sensation was constant. Unavoidable. My breath got shorter, my hands twitching overhead with every small bounce.

I was close already.

Too close.

And then I felt it.

One foot slipped half an inch. Just enough to tilt my balance.

Just enough to make me brace hard.

The strap on my right wrist pulled tighter. My chest slammed forward. The vibe pressed harder between my legs — exactly where I needed it. The dildo shifted inside me, deeper, firmer.

My moan turned into something sharper.

And I realized I was about to lose control.

It happened in a blink.

One foot skidded — the back one — just a quick slip on a patch of shampoo-slick tile. Not a fall, not yet. But enough to tip my hips forward, fast.

The dildo didn’t shift.

It held.

So instead of pulling out, I impaled myself harder — all at once. I gasped, loud, neck snapping back, water pouring down my face as the strap on my left wrist jerked taut.

My arms burned with the sudden stretch.

The suction base gave just a little, enough to twist the angle inside me. My whole body clenched, hard — thighs seizing, abs tensing — and I couldn’t move away.

I couldn’t even steady myself.

The vibe slipped.

Then pressed harder — not with balance now, but force, pinned between my clenched thighs and the wall of muscle tightening around it.

It vibrated directly against my clit.

Too much.

I cried out, chest lurching, nipples dragged tight across my ribcage from the high-arm stretch. I tried to shift my weight back, to pull away — but the dildo was buried to the hilt, and my legs weren’t cooperating. Slippery, trembling, overworked.

I tried to bend my knees again, to find the rhythm I’d had before.

But now I was just stuck — too low to adjust, too tight to breathe.

The straps held me in place. My back arched hard to compensate, and I moaned as the angle of everything changed — my hips locked down and forward, my clit trapped against the humming vibe, the dildo impossibly deep, unyielding.

My body throbbed.

Everything throbbed.

I couldn’t reach the toy.

I couldn’t reach anything.

My hands were flexing uselessly above my head, fingers curled, elbows locked, the muscles in my shoulders screaming.

“Fuck—”

The word came out hoarse, almost strangled.

Water still poured over me. My hair was plastered to my face, my mouth open for air. I blinked through the spray, trying to calm myself — but there was no off switch. Not for the vibe. Not for the setup.

I had planned this.

I had designed this.

But now…

Now it was running me.

The pressure against my clit ramped higher with every tiny movement of my hips. The base of the dildo rocked just slightly with each breath, keeping me just there. Too full. Too tight. Too close.

I tried to lift onto my toes, to shift again — but that only made the angle worse. My calves spasmed. The egg inside me (if it had been there) couldn’t have made it worse than this — this constant hum, this invasion of stretch and friction.

I was so wet I couldn’t tell what was water and what was me.

Every nerve felt like it had been pulled to the surface of my skin. My jaw hung open. My lips were trembling. My clit was pulsing against the vibe so hard it almost felt like pain.

I couldn’t stop it.

I couldn’t pull back.

I couldn’t do anything except endure.

And come.

It started somewhere low — somewhere behind my bellybutton, like a heat I couldn’t push away.

My legs wouldn’t stop shaking. My thighs had locked, my knees trembling in and out of position as I hovered, stuck between the dildo driving into me and the vibe jammed against my clit. The steam thickened around me like a second skin. My chest heaved.

And the straps held everything in place.

My arms burned above me — not dangerously, not yet — but enough. I could feel each pulse of muscle from my shoulders to my fingertips, could feel the water running in rivers down the insides of my elbows, tracing patterns over my sides.

I wasn’t moving anymore.

The tension was moving me.

My hips twitched.

The toy vibrated harder against my clit with each tiny involuntary buck. It wasn’t the steady pressure of rhythm anymore — it was chaos. Overload. The vibe didn’t care if I was ready. It just kept humming. The suction dildo held me open, stretched around its thickness, and the more I tried to resist the feeling, the deeper it pulled me in.

“God—” I gasped. “I can’t—”

But I could.

And I was going to.

My head fell back under the water. Spray hit my mouth and nose. I blinked hard, sucked air between clenched teeth, and moaned when the angle shifted just enough for the toy to slide.

That was all it took.

It slammed into me — fast and final — that sharp, tightening spiral I couldn’t hold back.

I came with my mouth wide open and no sound.

The kind of orgasm that doesn’t break — it takes.

My body snapped forward against the pull of the straps, legs shaking so hard I thought I’d fall, cunt clenching wildly around the toy still locked inside me. My clit throbbed like it was being lit from the inside, and the vibe just kept going, humming against me, refusing to let me down gently.

I cried out.

Loud.

A choked sob that hit the tile and echoed.

My thighs squeezed. My abs locked. I was spasming in place — helpless, flooded, held wide open. My knees bent further. I dropped an inch, and it drove the toy even deeper. The vibration hit a fresh nerve, and I gasped like I’d been slapped.

I came again.

Quick. Shallow. Brutal.

Everything clenched — pussy, stomach, jaw — a ripple that left me twitching. Water poured over my shoulders. I slumped into the straps, arms pulling tight, ribs rising, the steam smothering every sound.

I couldn’t breathe right.

I couldn’t think.

The only thing I could feel was the relentless, aching pulse between my legs — too much. Too much.

I sagged forward, face tilting to the tile, forehead just inches from the wall. My arms ached. My legs were barely holding me up.

I whimpered, soft and broken.

The vibe was still on.

I couldn’t even reach it.

And I knew — I knew — if I stayed here, it would start all over again.

The sound of the water was the only thing grounding me.

White noise. Rushing. Constant. It poured down my spine and off my hips, washing between my legs where I was still parted and pinned. The heat of it no longer registered as relaxing — it was just there, beating against skin that couldn’t take anything more.

I’d gone soft all over.

Slumped forward in my restraints, hips tilted, legs barely supporting me. My head hung forward, forehead resting near the tile, hair soaked and heavy over my eyes. I couldn’t tell if I was still moaning, or if that was just the echo of blood rushing in my ears.

My arms trembled in the straps. A steady, rhythmic ache had settled in my shoulders — the kind of discomfort that didn’t scream, but whispered you’re finished.

I wasn’t sure how long I’d been shaking.

Seconds? Minutes?

Time melted in the heat.

My thighs twitched uncontrollably every few seconds. Tiny, aftershock spasms that made the dildo inside me rock ever so slightly — enough to make me gasp. My pussy clenched again, weakly, like a muscle remembering its job.

The vibe was still on.

Lower now. A steady pulse. I could feel it more through the ache than the pleasure.

There was no friction anymore. No hunger. Just sensation.

I wasn’t chasing anything.

It was just… happening to me.

I took a breath through my nose — slow, careful, measured.

Then another.

The water curved down my collarbones, streamed between my breasts, dripped from the peaks of my nipples like melted candlewax. I was slick with more than water — I could feel it. Lube. Sweat. Come. Everything. Every part of me was wet.

And sore.

So sore.

My inner thighs ached from clenching. My calves threatened to seize if I moved wrong. My knees shook in time with my breath.

But I couldn’t stop yet.

Because I was still bound.

Still spread.

Still wide open and locked in place.

I groaned — a low, breathy sound that rose from the pit of my belly, not because I was trying to make noise, but because the silence inside me was finally cracking.

The vibe buzzed against my clit.

My hips jerked, helpless.

I sobbed once — not pain. Not pleasure. Just the echo of everything I’d held in.

I couldn’t take another orgasm.

But my body didn’t care.

I didn’t want to move.

Every instinct said: stay. Stay where it’s warm, where the water is soft and loud enough to drown out thought. Let the straps hold me a little longer. Let the ache bloom.

But my arms couldn’t take much more.

My right wrist had started to go numb. Not dangerously—but enough that I knew I had to do something. Get out before I slipped again. Before the afterglow turned into something harder.

I blinked, sluggish, into the steam.

Then twisted my wrist slightly—just enough to reach the velcro edge with the tips of two fingers. My first tug was weak. The second, worse. My body was too heavy. My muscles shook. My knees buckled lower.

But the strap gave.

The sound of it pulling open felt impossibly loud.

My right arm dropped hard to my side, and I groaned from the jolt of it. The blood rushed back. Pins and needles flooded my elbow, my wrist, my fingertips.

One free.

Now the other.

That hand was worse—shaking, less coordinated. I fumbled for the edge, managed to catch it with the side of my thumb, and ripped it open with a clumsy jerk.

My left arm collapsed down, slapping wetly against my hip.

For a second, I just stood there.

Arms dangling. Knees trembling. Breasts heaving.

Still pierced by the dildo. Still buzzed by the low throb of the vibe, snug under the curve of my clit. I felt like I was humming from the inside out. No strength left to pull either toy away.

So I didn’t.

I just let go.

I sank, slow, guided by nothing but gravity. My knees hit the tile with a soft splash. The dildo slipped from me with a wet, reluctant sound. The vibe rolled out and clattered beside my foot.

I exhaled so hard it became a moan.

Then curled forward, forehead against the tile, water pounding down my spine.

Finally.

My body was done.

Spent. Wrecked. Quiet in a way only after could be.

My hands curled against the floor. My mouth hung open. I wasn’t crying, but tears mixed with water on my cheeks all the same.

I was okay.

Overwhelmed, undone—but okay.

The suction base of the dildo still stuck to the wall behind me.

The vibe buzzed once more, faintly, then stuttered to stillness as it shut itself off.

I didn’t move to clean up yet.

I didn’t move at all.

I just knelt there, head bowed, under the water.

Letting the steam and silence hold me.


Story 13: Under-Stairs Cuffs

Maya knelt just outside the closet, breathing through her nose, trying to slow her heartbeat.

The space under the stairs was tight — six feet deep, maybe three feet high at the tallest point, narrowing toward the back like a dark, dust-scented triangle. Carpeted, musty, lined with paint cans and old shoes. She’d cleared out a patch just big enough to curl up in. It smelled like attic and storage. Forgotten things.

Like she wanted to be.

Her skin was already flushed.

She ran her hands down her sides — not nervous, exactly, but deliberate. Her body was lean and tightly wound, hips broader than she gave herself credit for, thighs strong from cycling, arms dusted with warmth from the wine she’d had earlier. Her breasts hung heavy and soft as she leaned forward, nipples brushing the carpet as she checked the placement of everything.

The cutter — small, red, with a plastic safety slide — was set carefully by her left ankle.

The LED tap light glowed weakly on the closet wall, its battery dimming. She liked it that way. A glow, not a spotlight. Just enough to see her tools. Enough to see herself.

And beside the light, resting on a folded towel, lay the rest of it:

Four thick zip ties — two for her ankles, two for her wrists

A small vibrating egg toy, already slicked with lube

A silicone penis gag with a black leather buckle strap

The gag made her stomach flip.

She picked it up first, cradling the smooth, rounded shaft in her palm. Soft but intrusive. Glossy pink silicone shaped like a thick, rounded cock — not oversized, just enough to fill her mouth and hold her jaw open in a way that made drool inevitable.

It was heavier than it looked.

She let the strap dangle around her neck like a collar, the gag resting against her sternum. It bounced gently between her breasts as she shifted to all fours and crawled into the closet, breath catching on the edge of anticipation.

Her pulse spiked as the walls narrowed behind her.

The act of ducking her head under the low slant of the ceiling already felt like giving something up. She had to fold. Shrink. Make herself small enough to fit.

Once inside, she turned on her side, legs bent, knees drawn toward her chest — the position she’d tested earlier. Tight. Constricted. Intimate in a way that made her heartbeat flutter between fear and arousal.

Her body was already reacting. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, even before the toy was inside her.

She slipped the egg in slowly — smooth, easy, the kind of pressure she could hold in place just by breathing. It sat nestled right where she needed it, deep and light, a low hum away from taking over.

Then the gag.

She brought the silicone tip to her lips and kissed it first — soft, like apology. Then opened wide and slid it in. Her jaw stretched as it filled her mouth, the base pressing to her lips. Her eyes fluttered as the leather strap wrapped behind her head.

The moment she buckled it — snug, not cruel — something in her dropped.

It wasn’t just restraint. It was silence.

Maya moaned around the gag, softly — just to hear the way the sound caught. Just to feel herself become quiet. Her breath came heavier through her nose, and a first thread of drool broke free at the corner of her mouth.

Now for the ties.

She wrapped one zip tie around her ankles — snug and deliberate, the nylon clicking through with that unmistakable ratchet-snap. It bit just above the bone. She tugged her legs to test it. No give.

She twisted herself tighter — wrists behind knees now — and threaded the second set of ties behind her back. This part was harder. No turning back once she clicked them shut.

She hesitated only once.

Then pulled.

The final tie locked her wrists behind her — folded and useless, arms bound where she couldn’t see.

She whimpered into the gag.

Her whole body had become a knot. Ankles tight. Knees pulled in. Shoulders curled. The egg rested inside her with perfect pressure. The gag muffled her breath. Every inch of her was contained.

And she hadn’t even turned the toy on yet.

Maya tried not to move.

The closet was too narrow for shifting. The ceiling too low to sit up. The carpet smelled like dust and old cardboard, and her bare skin itched faintly where it pressed against the floor. Her cheek rested sideways on the carpet, gag strap pulling tight behind her ears. Her knees curled up toward her chest, thighs trembling faintly from the strain of being so compact.

The zip ties had no give.

Her ankles were pinned together, wrists folded in the small of her back. The position wasn’t painful, not yet — but it was tight. Intentional. Satisfyingly complete.

And inside her, the egg began to hum.

Just the first setting.

It came on like breath — a low, pulsing whisper buried deep in her core. She sucked in a sharp inhale through her nose, gag keeping her lips parted around the soft stretch of silicone. Drool began to gather at the corner of her mouth, warm and slow.

Her body twitched.

A single, helpless shift of her hips. It wasn’t enough to move the toy much — but she felt it. That internal throb, the fullness that reminded her she’d placed it just right. With her thighs pressed close and her hands trapped, she couldn’t adjust the angle. Couldn’t grind for more friction.

All she could do was feel it.

Every slow pulse teased her from the inside, tightening something low in her belly. The egg didn’t vibrate hard — but it was steady, and that made it worse somehow. A constant presence. A timer. She could already tell: if she stayed like this long enough, it would undo her.

Maya moaned, soft and nasal.

The gag caught it. Made it sound small.

She wanted to roll her hips. To press her thighs together more tightly. But she could barely move. Every motion was muted — ankles restricted, knees pressed close, arms behind her. All her energy went into micro-adjustments: a wiggle of her heel, a slow clench of her inner muscles, a twitch of her shoulder that only made the gag shift harder between her lips.

A line of spit trailed down her chin.

She groaned again — lower this time, from the back of her throat. The sound hit the carpet and vanished. Her face was hot. Her body was burning. Not just from arousal — from containment. From stillness. From knowing she’d made herself like this on purpose, and now she couldn’t escape it.

Her nipples had stiffened against the cool air. The position pressed her breasts in slightly, making them ache. Her thighs pulsed again, twitching forward against her belly. The egg shifted the tiniest bit, and she felt it like a shock.

Closer.

She shut her eyes and let her breath come harder through her nose.

The LED light pulsed dimly in the corner — her only source of sight.

The cutter sat by her foot, still within reach if she needed it.

But she didn’t want to.

Not yet.

Maya wasn’t ready to stop.

She wanted to stay small.

To stay sealed.

And to let the vibration inside her coax something louder out of this silence.

Maya didn’t mean to move.

It started as a small adjustment — a flex of her feet, toes curling instinctively against the carpet. The heat between her legs was getting unbearable. The low hum of the toy inside her had become a part of her pulse. Her hips twitched again, this time a little harder.

She shifted her heel for leverage.

That’s when it happened.

Her left foot brushed against something — smooth, light, just at the edge of her sole — and before she could stop it, it skidded.

The cutter.

It made a soft clack as it bounced once, then slid along the low slope of the closet floor.

Gone.

The tiny red shape vanished into shadow, just past where the carpet dipped toward the storage boxes at the back. She froze. Gagged. Wide-eyed.

Maya kicked out reflexively, trying to catch it — but her ankles were locked. Her feet hit air. Her hands twisted behind her, wrists yanking against the zip ties with a sudden bite of pain.

She whimpered hard around the gag.

Her breathing started to speed up immediately — not panic, not yet, but close. She tried to calm it. Count to three. Focus.

But the toy was still buzzing.

And now she was trapped.

The realization sank in like ice: she couldn’t get out.

The cutter — her one point of safety, her built-in escape hatch — was gone.

She couldn’t reach it. Couldn’t even see it. And she had no hands, no leverage, no voice to call out if she really needed to.

The walls of the closet seemed closer now. The sloped ceiling angled down over her face. The air felt thinner. She flexed her legs, trying to move, to inch toward the cutter — but the way she was curled, the zip ties pulled too hard when she tried.

She couldn’t crawl.

Couldn’t roll over.

Couldn’t scream.

A deep, involuntary moan spilled from her gag — half frustration, half fear.

Her jaw ached. The silicone shaft of the gag filled her mouth too well. Saliva spilled faster now, dribbling down her chin and pooling along the base of her throat. She tried to shake her head, but the strap was tight.

The toy inside her throbbed again.

Her hips jolted.

She was panting through her nose now — short, shallow, fast. Her chest rose and fell in a frantic rhythm, breasts sliding against her thighs where she was folded tight. The tension in her core built like pressure in a sealed bottle.

She was stuck.

Actually stuck.

And somehow, that made her even wetter.

Maya’s thighs squeezed together as much as they could, but the position gave her no friction, no control. The egg pulsed inside her — steady, merciless. It didn’t care that she’d lost the cutter. It didn’t care that she was trembling.

The only part of her in motion was her breath.

And the rising panic behind her eyes.

She pulled at her wrists — hard — trying to slip the tie, trying anything, but all it did was tighten. Her body responded with a fresh flush of heat. Her inner muscles clenched around the toy. Her gagged mouth let out another helpless sound.

She was dripping.

Tense.

On edge.

And completely, utterly trapped in the dark.

Maya couldn’t breathe right.

Not because of the gag — she’d practiced that — but because her own body was fighting her. Fighting the stillness. The zip ties held her exactly as she’d planned: knees pulled up, wrists folded behind her spine, arms twisted tight beneath her thighs.

Her back ached.

Her jaw ached.

And the egg inside her wouldn’t stop.

The low hum had become a kind of punishment — not sharp, not intense, just constant. It teased her with its steadiness, reminded her with every throb that she was full. Helpless. Unable to grind or move or adjust. Just… feel.

And now, all she could feel was the beginning of an orgasm she wasn’t ready for.

It crept in like heat under her skin — slow at first, low in her belly, rising through the tension in her hips. Her thighs twitched. Her toes curled against the zip tie. Her inner muscles squeezed tight around the toy, just once.

She moaned into the gag — loud, needy.

The sound of it echoed strangely inside the closet. Small and round, muffled by the silicone stretching her mouth. Her drool had soaked her chin and neck. Her body pulsed forward, but she couldn’t move. The egg stayed exactly where it was. She was the one clenching around it, now uncontrollably.

Maya writhed.

Or tried to.

Her shoulders barely moved. Her hips tensed, rocking just millimeters. It was enough to drive the toy deeper. Enough to brush it against the sweet spot that made her legs pull tighter on reflex.

The pleasure hit her like a rising wave — not sharp, but steady and unstoppable.

Her eyes rolled back.

Her gagged cry came out wet, low, drawn from the deepest part of her.

And then she was coming.

Hard.

Folded in on herself. Ankles pulled tight. Wrists straining behind her back. Her body convulsed inward — a full-body spasm with nowhere to go. Her thighs clenched so hard she thought she might cramp. Her back bowed, barely. The ties creaked under the strain.

She drooled freely now, mouth stretched and leaking, head pressed to the carpet as she shook.

It lasted too long.

Every pulse of the egg dragged her further into it, kept her clenched and twitching. Her moan stuttered into a sob. Her breath caught, nose whistling with each sharp inhale as she tried to stay silent — and failed.

The release didn’t soften her.

It wrecked her.

Even after the pleasure peaked, her muscles kept fluttering. Her cunt clenched in aftershocks. Her jaw was locked open. Her throat ached.

She was dripping down her thigh, folds sticky and hot, gag soaked, gag strap biting behind her ears.

And she still couldn’t reach the cutter.

She still couldn’t move.

She had come harder than she had in weeks.

And she was still stuck.

Maya didn’t know how long she lay there.

The orgasm had drained her completely — not just her body, but her will. She’d clenched every muscle so hard it left her trembling. Her jaw ached. Her thighs twitched in aftershock. The carpet itched where it pressed against her cheek, but she couldn’t muster the strength to care.

She couldn’t move.

Didn’t even want to yet.

The egg was still buzzing inside her — slower now, the battery likely fading. The vibration was distant, dull. It didn’t tease anymore. It echoed, like her body was remembering what it had just been through.

She was soaked.

Her inner thighs slick with her own release, her chin slick with drool. The gag stayed tight in her mouth, the thick silicone still stretching her jaw open, even as her lips hung loose and useless around it. The strap pulled gently at her scalp, a reminder that her choices had consequences.

Her breath came slow.

Still through her nose, still shallow. But quieter now. Less frantic.

Her body had gone slack within the restraints. Ankles zipped together, knees curled up, wrists cinched behind her back — the fetal position forced tighter by how little room she had to stretch. Her shoulders ached. Her hips had gone numb.

But she didn’t panic anymore.

There was no panic left.

Just the low hum of the toy, the sting of the ties, the warmth in her belly, and the weight of being entirely alone with what she’d done to herself.

Maya let her eyes close.

Not to sleep — just to drift.

The LED light buzzed faintly in the corner. The red cutter sat somewhere out of reach, silent and still. Her breathing filled the closet now. Wet. Slow. Audible in the quiet.

She could feel her pulse in her wrists.

She was still helpless. Still gagged. Still locked in the position she’d designed for herself. There was no backup plan. No camera. No partner waiting just outside the door.

This was her fantasy.

And now she was inside it.

Sore. Spent. Gagged. Wet.

Completely owned by the silence.


Story 14 - Ice Lock Edge

The air in my bedroom was thick with warm stillness — candle smoke, soft music, the gentle tick of the fan sweeping across my skin.

I moved slowly. Everything tonight had weight. Ritual. Purpose.

The bed was stripped down to cotton sheets and anchor points — one rope already threaded through the footboard where my wrists would be tethered, its other end coiled neatly beside the ice lock, now fully frozen, beads of condensation slipping down its smooth length.

I touched the lock with two fingers. Cold. Solid. Maybe an hour’s worth of melt, maybe more. I’d timed it before, but it always felt different when it mattered.

The idea of it alone made my pulse jump.

I walked over to the dresser — bare, skin warm from the candles’ glow — and ran my fingers across the tools I’d lined up in order. Left to right, like steps.

Ankle cuffs. Black leather, padded.

The wand. Cordless. Charged.

Two soft ropes. One already knotted in a loop for my wrists.

Lube.

And the sleep mask. Velvet. Heavy.

I took a breath.

I always loved this moment — the before. The clean surface. The air still holding its breath. My body still my own.

I bent slowly and fastened the cuffs around my ankles, one at a time. Snug, but not biting. I walked a slow circle afterward, testing the tension in my legs. I liked the way the cuffs whispered against my skin when I moved — soft leather flexing.

I picked up the wand next, turned it on just to hear the buzz — low, familiar — then off again.

Soon.

I settled on the edge of the bed, bare thighs touching cool cotton, and slicked a finger with lube. Not much. Just enough to smooth the way. My body was already ready. Had been since the first candle was lit.

I reached between my legs and rubbed slow, lazy circles.

A moan curled up from my chest — not because I meant to, but because I’d been waiting for this.

One more breath.

Then I eased back, head to the pillows, spine sinking into the mattress.

The rope came next. I looped it behind my back, wrists crossing at the base of my spine. I gave it slack at first — not fully pulled, not yet — but threaded the free end through the ice lock, then clipped the lock to the loop at the foot of the bed.

This was the point of no return.

When the rope tightened, I’d be bound until the ice gave way.

But not yet.

I sat up long enough to secure the wand — pressed against me now, nestled between the lips of my soaked cunt. I used a wide elastic strap, cinched it around my hips, toy pointed exactly where I needed it. The bulb pressed with just enough weight to promise.

It wasn’t on yet.

That was part of the control.

I fastened the last knot behind my back, pulled the rope tight. It tugged my wrists toward the footboard. Not far, just enough to make me arch, shoulders back, chest rising with each breath.

The ice groaned.

The lock creaked in its hinge.

And then…

The mask.

I took it in both hands, lowered it gently over my eyes.

Darkness fell.

I lay back, wrists pulled, legs open, wand held in place, breath catching in my throat.

I had time.

At least I thought I did.

The mask muffled everything.

No light. Just the warmth of velvet, hugging my cheekbones, pressing gently over my eyelids. My breath sounded louder now. I could hear the air leave my nose in quiet bursts, slow and shallow, each one syncing with the fan’s lazy rhythm.

The ropes were snug behind my back — not cruel, but definite. They’d pulled my arms down just far enough that my shoulders arched, lifting my chest. The ice lock was already doing its job: tethering me to the bedpost by nothing but time.

My wrists gave a small, instinctive tug.

The rope creaked. The lock held.

That sound alone turned my stomach electric.

I shifted my hips slightly, and the wand pressed deeper between my thighs. The pressure was perfect — not vibrating yet, just there. Waiting. Poised. My folds slickened at the thought of it clicking on.

My ankles were cuffed to the bedframe’s sides. Wide. Open. I’d measured the spacing ahead of time, but now that I was in it, it felt wider than I remembered. I couldn’t bring my knees together. Couldn’t close the space between my thighs. Couldn’t hide.

I moaned softly.

The kind that had nowhere to go. The kind that melted back into the mattress.

With the blindfold on, everything else got louder — the wax crackling in the candles, the subtle click of the fan as it turned, the little swells of music from the speaker tucked in the corner. But most of all, I could hear me.

The wet sound when I shifted.

The shallow gasps through my nose.

The creak of the rope when I tested it — again, gently — just to feel myself not moving.

There was something about that. That stillness.

That proof I was caught.

I let myself lie fully back now, breath rising through my chest. The wand was nestled perfectly where I needed it, the strap cinched so it wouldn’t move once it started. I thought I had time. The remote wasn’t in reach. The setting was manual.

I thought I’d ease into it.

Maybe tease myself by clenching, by imagining, by giving the rope one more pull just to feel how tight I really was.

But the hum started anyway.

A low click. Then vibration.

I gasped.

The wand was already on.

And I hadn’t turned it on.

The sound was unmistakable.

That low, rising hum—sharp against the silence—vibrated straight through the base of the wand and into me before my brain had fully caught up.

I gasped.

My hips jolted in reflex, trying to move away from the pressure now blooming against my clit, but there was nowhere to go. The strap held tight. The cuffs held tight. The wand didn’t shift, not even a little.

My wrists yanked against the rope behind my back.

Still bound.

Still helpless.

Still connected to that cursed ice lock that wouldn’t let go until it was good and ready.

The wand pulsed again. A rhythm. A steady, insistent beat against skin that hadn’t been ready for it.

I hadn’t turned it on. I knew I hadn’t. I hadn’t set a timer. No remote in reach.

So how was it—

I moaned, sharp and open-throated, head tilting back into the pillow. The sound bounced behind the blindfold. My pulse was racing, legs trembling in their restraints, body caught somewhere between panic and aching need.

The vibrations weren’t soft anymore.

The wand was pushing hard, buzzing against me with unrelenting focus. I couldn’t clench against it. Couldn’t roll my hips away. I couldn’t even see what was happening. All I could do was feel it.

Feel the slickness already spreading beneath me.

Feel the muscles in my abdomen start to tighten.

Feel the fire flickering hot in my thighs, building way faster than it should’ve.

I tried to twist my wrists. Nothing.

I tried to close my legs. The cuffs held.

I was spread wide, stretched open, straining against my own setup while the toy worked me like I’d asked for this.

My body lit up.

My chest heaved as I sucked in air through my nose, but it wasn’t enough. I couldn’t calm myself. I couldn’t slow down. My clit throbbed with every pulse of the wand, and I could already feel it happening — that tight, deep pull that meant I was going to come too fast.

Too soon.

“No—” I whispered, but it came out shaky and thin, my voice swallowed by the blindfold and the pressure between my thighs.

The vibration shifted modes — a rising, pulsing pattern now.

My toes curled. My wrists jerked. My cunt clenched hard enough to make the wand buzz louder against my skin.

I wasn’t ready.

I was going to come anyway.

And I couldn’t stop it.

The first orgasm ripped through me like it had been waiting.

No build-up. No teasing edge. Just a full-body surge that started behind my eyes and bloomed outward in one long, helpless wave.

I screamed.

Or I think I did — the sound came out half-strangled, bursting through my throat before dissolving into the dark behind the blindfold. My back arched off the bed as far as the ropes would allow. My legs jerked against the cuffs, thighs twitching, toes straining in all directions.

The wand stayed exactly where it was.

And it didn’t slow down.

My breath came in short, ragged bursts through my nose. I sobbed once — not from pain, not even from pleasure. Just from the intensity of it. My wrists pulled so hard on the rope that I could feel it digging into my skin. But the ice lock held. My hands had no leverage. My legs couldn’t close.

I came harder than I meant to.

And I wasn’t done.

The wand kept buzzing — no pause, no mercy. Still pressed tight against my clit, already too sensitive, already soaked and twitching and raw.

My hips tried to roll away. Nothing.

I tried to breathe through it — to go soft, to ride it out — but the second orgasm came before I could think.

It crashed into me from the inside out, less like a wave and more like a spasm. My inner muscles clenched so tight around nothing they hurt. My thighs lifted off the bed an inch, then slammed down again. I let out a broken gasp, face slick with sweat beneath the mask.

My body was vibrating now, like it couldn’t decide if it was finished or about to come again.

Tears spilled down my temples, hot and sudden.

I moaned — loud this time, deep, long, more surrender than sound.

Everything was too much.

The heat between my legs felt like fire. The wand buzzed on, still unforgiving. I didn’t know if I could come a third time. I didn’t know if I could stop.

The rope creaked behind me.

The cuffs held.

The toy pulsed again, then again, perfectly in rhythm with my heartbeat.

I whimpered. Trembled. Gasped like I was drowning.

I wasn’t in control anymore.

I was just riding it.

My body wouldn’t stop shaking.

Every few seconds, a fresh tremor ran up my thighs or across my chest or into my fingertips — even though I couldn’t move them. Even though the rope was still tight, the cuffs still cinched, and the wand still buzzing.

I whimpered into the dark.

My mouth hung open beneath the blindfold, lips parted as if I were still gasping, but the air only came in shallow puffs. I couldn’t slow it down. I couldn’t breathe deeply. My muscles wouldn’t respond.

The second orgasm had wrung me out. I had nothing left.

But the wand didn’t care.

It was still pressed flush to me — just a little off-center now, the way a soaked toy sometimes shifts — but still pulsing, still dragging me along. My clit was too sensitive to touch, and yet it was being touched anyway. Not with a hand. Not with intention.

Just with motion. Relentless and mechanical.

The rope at my wrists was biting now. I hadn’t noticed before, not with everything else crashing through me. But I’d struggled harder than I realized. The tension was cut deep across the backs of my arms. My shoulders burned.

I tilted my head and let it rest fully against the pillow. I couldn’t do anything else.

The blindfold was wet now — sweat and tears soaked into the velvet, pressing in against my closed eyes. I couldn’t lift it. Couldn’t wipe my face. Couldn’t do anything but lie there.

Open.

Used.

Dripping.

Helpless.

I let out a long, low moan — not because I was close again, but because the feeling wouldn’t stop. The pleasure had become something duller now. Quieter. But no less powerful.

I wasn’t trying to resist anymore.

I wasn’t doing anything anymore.

I was just waiting.

The ice lock behind me had started to loosen. I could feel it — a shift in tension, like the rope was finally softening. But it wasn’t free yet. Not even close.

Another tremor rolled through my legs, and my breath hitched.

I let it.

I let all of it happen. The overstimulation, the weakness, the slow dripping of slick down the backs of my thighs. My cunt still throbbed. My nipples were hard and untouched. I was shaking, unmoored, but safe.

The rope would melt.

Eventually.

Until then, I lay there…

Breathing in the dark…

Tied to nothing but heat, pulse, and the low hum between my legs.


Story 15: Under-Desk Handcuffs

Erin stared at the glowing screen, but the words on her laptop had long stopped registering.

Her inbox was full of things she should care about — vendor requests, polite escalation emails, two flagged Slack pings from someone still pretending not to be passive-aggressive — but her focus had drifted lower.

Literally.

She shifted in her chair, thighs pressing just a little closer together. The slick warmth between them had been building for half an hour. She’d ignored it at first. She was still technically “working.” But the lamp was low, the door was closed, and the late-night quiet of the house left too much room to feel.

The plug she’d slipped in earlier pulsed once — subtle, a slow tease.

She bit her lip and glanced under the desk.

The hooks were already bolted beneath the wood paneling. She’d installed them last month on impulse, testing wrist angles, how far back she could scoot the chair without pulling too hard. Tonight, she didn’t need to test. She already knew.

The cuffs dangled from the hooks, open and waiting.

Her breath came slower now.

She moved deliberately — closing two browser tabs, turning the music down low. Not off. Just enough to give herself something to blame if the chair creaked too loudly. She reached beneath the desk, fingertips grazing leather.

The cuffs were warm from the radiator heat under the floorboards.

She buckled her right wrist first — snug, but not cruel. Then the left.

Click. Click.

The effect was instant.

Her arms were still in front of her, technically. Elbows bent, hands resting on her keyboard. But she couldn’t lift them now. Not really. The cuffs held her close to the underside of the desk, forcing her to stay seated, shoulders curved, wrists caught in place unless she slid backward — which she couldn’t. Not without tearing something.

Erin’s body was already reacting.

She flexed her thighs and bit back a whimper as the plug shifted inside her. Still not vibrating. But present. Too present.

Underneath her, she’d wedged a bullet vibe into the seat cushion — held tight by a rigged-up loop of elastic she’d secured with pins under the chair arms. She’d tested it last week. It didn’t move once it was wedged properly, pressed right between her legs when she leaned forward.

Which is exactly how she was sitting now.

Bent slightly over the keyboard.

Breathing a little too hard.

She tapped a few keys.

The bullet buzzed to life.

Low setting. Just a tease. Enough to press against her through her thin shorts, just firm enough to remind her she wasn’t going anywhere.

A breath escaped her lips — soft and accidental.

She didn’t even try to open another tab.

Erin’s fingers hovered over the keyboard.

She stared at the blinking cursor in the middle of a half-written reply, the words like static in her brain. Her wrists were cuffed to the underside of the desk, close enough to type — barely. But every motion reminded her she was tethered.

That she had done this to herself.

She shifted again in the chair, and the bullet vibe shifted with her — snug against her through her shorts, the elastic rig below holding it in place. It wasn’t much pressure, but her body was already flushed, already waiting.

Already wet.

Erin was tall, lean-limbed, and always carried herself like someone holding her breath. Her coworkers would’ve described her as “composed,” maybe “quietly sharp.” But here, lit by the soft lamplight, her dark hair was loose over one shoulder, her glasses slightly fogged at the edges. A fine sheen of sweat shone at her collarbone, and the white tank top she wore had begun to cling between her breasts, damp from the heat building beneath the surface.

Her nipples pressed against the fabric — firm and obvious, two small peaks that tightened with every shift of vibration below her.

She tried to focus.

Her laptop was still open. A spreadsheet glowed, untouched.

She placed both hands flat against the keys, forcing herself to continue. She typed four words — then gasped when the toy under her clicked into its next setting. Just a notch higher. Not a tremor, now, but a pulse.

Erin’s hips jolted.

The cuffs caught immediately, halting the motion of her arms. She couldn’t lift her hands more than a few centimeters. The leather tugged at her skin, not harsh, but tight enough to remind her: This is where you stay.

Her breath left her in a sharp exhale.

She looked down — at the white glow of the laptop screen against her thighs, at the way her knees had started to part. The waistband of her shorts had ridden slightly lower, revealing the curve of her hipbones. Her skin there was flushed already — a soft pink that only deepened each time the vibe pulsed upward through the chair.

She tried again.

Typed a sentence. Hit backspace. Typed it again.

The creak of the chair echoed louder than it should’ve. She froze.

Was that noise real? Did anyone hear?

She glanced toward the door — still closed.

Still locked?

Her pulse kicked harder.

The toy under her buzzed again — longer this time. Her cunt clenched instinctively. She rolled her hips forward on reflex, desperate for friction, for pressure. But the setup held. The vibe stayed in place. Her body only had what she’d given it — no more.

A flush crept up her throat, spreading to her ears. Her breathing was quickening, and her fingers started to tremble over the keys. She blinked hard, trying to refocus, but she could barely sit still.

She could barely think.

Another pulse.

Her thighs twitched.

Another soft creak from the chair.

She cursed under her breath — but didn’t stop.

The vibration kicked up again.

Not a soft hum now — a throb, steady and insistent, pushing through Erin’s center like a pulse she couldn’t control. She cried out once, startled, then bit her bottom lip so hard it stung.

She couldn’t believe how quickly her body was responding.

Her hips were rocking in slow, shallow circles — not enough to help, not enough to escape. Just the desperate kind of motion someone makes when they’re trying not to beg. But she couldn’t stop it. The bullet vibe pinned beneath her was relentless now, hammering against her clothed clit with perfect, mind-melting rhythm.

And she was soaked.

She could feel it now — not just inside, but spreading against the seat of her shorts. Every time she moved, it squelched slightly beneath her, wet cotton rubbing back and forth as if taunting her with what she wasn’t allowed to touch.

She couldn’t move her hands. Couldn’t close her legs.

And now, she couldn’t even hear herself moan.

The headphones she’d forgotten she was wearing — noise-canceling, heavy — sealed her off completely. All she could hear was her breathing and the buzzing between her thighs, loud and sharp and terrifyingly close.

Had she made a noise just now?

Was someone moving in the hallway?

She couldn’t tell.

The fear hit her like lightning — quick and bright.

She froze, trembling, fingers suspended over the keys. Her heart thudded so hard in her chest she could see it twitching under her tank top. The skin above her breasts was flushed a deep pink now, and her nipples had gone so hard they practically ached, straining against the cotton.

The chair creaked.

She flinched again.

This time it was her fault — her thighs tensing too hard, the slight upward jerk of her hips grinding her down into the seat. She let out a strangled breath, half moan, half please don’t let anyone be awake.

Her eyes flicked toward the door again.

Still shut.

But she couldn’t be sure she was alone. Not with the headphones on. Not with the toy pushing her to the edge like this.

She was gonna come.

She could feel it happening — her thighs starting to shake, her stomach tightening, the involuntary little clench between her legs that made her hips twitch even harder. Her breathing had turned ragged now, shallow pants through parted lips, the kind she couldn’t suppress even if she’d tried.

She typed a single letter.

Her finger slipped on the key.

The vibration ticked up again — one more level.

She choked on a cry.

Her body locked up.

And she knew she wouldn’t make it through the next email.

The orgasm hit her like a fist — fast, involuntary, and brutal.

One second Erin was clenching her teeth, trying to hold still, and the next her hips bucked hard against the chair. A moan tore out of her throat, loud and broken and absolutely not something she meant to let loose.

She couldn’t stop it.

Her wrists yanked against the cuffs under the desk — sharp and desperate. The leather bit into her skin. Her arms locked, her shoulders trembling. The bullet vibe beneath her was pinned tighter now, her weight grinding it hard into her pulsing clit.

Her legs tried to clamp shut. Couldn’t.

She cried out again, body lurching forward, forehead bumping into the desk edge. A soft thud. Her breathing was ragged now — not through effort, but through need. Her thighs trembled visibly, her tank top soaked down the back where sweat clung to her spine.

The chair creaked loudly, once. A long, aching groan of wood and friction.

Then she came.

Full-body. Helpless.

Her thighs locked. Her toes curled inside her socks. Her hips rocked forward again and again as the orgasm ripped through her — hard, wet, silent one second and screaming the next.

Her mouth hung open, panting.

The keyboard clacked once.

Just one stray finger striking a key.

It echoed like a gunshot.

Erin gasped — and kept coming.

Tears welled in her eyes. Her breath hitched and caught. Her inner muscles clenched around nothing, again and again, riding out every wave of sensation until her whole body slumped in the chair.

She was shaking.

Sweat-slicked. Flushed. Cuffed and helpless.

The vibration finally slowed — or maybe her nerves just stopped registering it. She couldn’t tell.

All she could feel was the throb in her clit, the heat between her legs, the sound of her own breath echoing inside the headphones.

And the unmistakable sensation of her orgasm dripping through her shorts, soaking into the chair beneath her.

Erin sagged into the chair like her bones had melted.

Her hands were still cuffed beneath the desk. Her back curved forward, shoulders trembling in slow aftershocks. The vibe had finally stopped — or maybe it hadn’t. Maybe her body was just too raw now to register anything but the ache.

She blinked against the blur behind her glasses, breath catching once, then again.

The wetness between her thighs was unmistakable. Her shorts clung to her now — soaked, uncomfortably sticky. A faint shiver ran down her spine as the air from the vent hit her skin, and for the first time in what felt like hours, she noticed her surroundings again.

The silence.

The glow of the screen.

The faintest creak of the house settling.

Slowly, she flexed her fingers.

They’d gone numb from the tension in the cuffs. She tugged once. Still locked. Then remembered — the key. She kept it in a drawer on the left, taped underneath, just in case.

Reaching it took effort. Her limbs moved like molasses. Her breathing still hadn’t settled. Her hair was plastered to her temple, damp and clinging. When she finally freed her right wrist with a soft click, the cuff fell open with a weighty drop.

She exhaled — part relief, part release.

Left wrist next. Another slow twist. The leather peeled away, leaving faint red bands around her skin. She rubbed them gently, her fingertips still trembling.

Her tank top was damp from sweat. Her chair, worse — soaked straight through the fabric beneath her. She didn’t even try to clean it. Not yet.

Instead, she leaned forward and rested her elbows on the desk, face in her hands, eyes shut tight behind her glasses.

She sat like that for a long moment.

Breathing.

Cooling.

Remembering what she’d just done.

Eventually, she looked at the screen. One sentence half-typed. Her fingers hovered over the keys.

She typed a single word.

Then closed the laptop.

The soft click of the lid was the only sound in the room.

She stood slowly — thighs stiff, core still twitching with tiny echoes — and stepped out of the chair. Her shorts clung wetly as she moved, the fabric riding up high between her legs. She didn’t pull them down. She didn’t wipe away the mess.

Not yet.

She walked to the door, glanced back at the desk.

The cuffs still hung there.

Ready for next time.


Story 16: Locked in Lingerie

Lena moved like the room could see her.

Soft feet on cool tile. A slow step forward. A pause to breathe.

The candles she’d lit flickered along the rim of the bathtub, scenting the steam with amber and rose. Their glow danced across her skin — bare thighs, slender waist, and the delicate straps of the lingerie she’d chosen hours earlier but only dared slip into now.

The fabric was sheer. Black. Trimmed in soft lace. It hugged the curve of her hips and lifted the shape of her breasts, but covered nothing. It was the kind of thing she never wore around Marc unless invited — and he was gone tonight. Or so she’d thought.

Her hands shook slightly as she reached for the plug — jeweled, smooth, cool in her fingers.

She’d warmed herself already. With breath. With slow circles of her palm. With need that had grown all evening.

The plug slid in with a gentle twist, her thighs quivering as she exhaled. The gem settled snug against her, gleaming dark pink between her cheeks when she turned toward the mirror.

Lena looked at her reflection. Pale skin flushed. Hair swept to one side. Her lips parted slightly, her eyes already glassy.

She turned to the towel rack.

The cuffs were waiting — one on each end of the bar, padded and fixed with D-rings. She’d bolted them in herself two weeks ago, just to see how it might feel. Just to fantasize.

Tonight wasn’t supposed to be a scene. Just a slow release. A personal edge.

She raised her right arm and eased it into the first cuff, tightening the buckle with one hand. Then her left. It took longer. Awkward angle. But she managed. The final click echoed through the tile like a dare.

She was bound now.

Arms overhead, shoulders rolled back, bare feet just apart on the floor. The jeweled plug held her open. Her breath lifted her chest in small, careful pulls.

Lena shifted her hips. Felt the stretch of her inner muscles. Let the tension bloom.

The lingerie clung tighter now — damp in the center, slightly askew. She moaned softly, letting it roll out of her, unafraid.

That’s when the chain clinked.

Soft. Metallic. Just enough to break the silence.

She froze.

Her breath caught halfway up her throat. She listened — heart pounding.

Nothing.

Then… footsteps.

One. Two. Slow. Familiar.

The doorknob turned.

Lena gasped, spine locking straight.

Marc stepped into the candlelight.

Lena’s first instinct was to hide.

But she couldn’t.

Her wrists were cuffed above her head, lingerie clinging to her hips, the jeweled plug locked between her thighs like a glowing confession. She didn’t turn — couldn’t — but her whole body stiffened, trembling in place as Marc’s footsteps reached the edge of the bathroom.

He stopped just inside the door.

The silence stretched.

She stared into the fogging mirror, mouth open, chest rising and falling in uneven gasps. Her shoulders ached with tension, her legs quivered slightly, and her heartbeat was loud enough to echo in her ears.

Still, he said nothing.

The candles flickered between them. Lena didn’t breathe.

Then his voice cut through the steam — quiet, calm, and impossibly close.

“…Turn your toes in.”

Her breath hitched.

She obeyed.

Without thinking, she angled her feet slightly inward, changing the shape of her stance — exposing the soft curve of her inner thighs, the gleam of the plug, the tension in her calves. The movement made her muscles shake harder.

She didn’t dare speak.

Marc stepped forward.

She could feel the heat of him behind her now — not touching, not even close enough to brush her skin, but there. Solid. Observing. His presence wrapped around her like a second restraint.

He let the silence settle again.

“Is this what you wanted tonight, Lena?” he asked, tone level. “To be caught?”

She shuddered.

Her hands flexed in the cuffs, instinctive. There was no slack to give.

“I didn’t… I didn’t think you’d be back,” she whispered.

“That much is clear.”

A pause.

Then she felt his fingers at her shoulder strap — a slow tug, adjusting the lace, setting it properly along her arm. Not rough. Not tender. Just precise.

“You did all this for yourself?” he murmured.

Lena nodded. Her voice was gone.

Marc circled her slowly, footsteps quiet over tile. She didn’t dare move. She felt like she was under glass.

Then he stopped in front of her.

His eyes scanned her body — slowly. Deliberately.

Her flushed chest, the way the lingerie framed her ribs, the hard peaks of her nipples straining behind the lace. The jewel between her thighs caught candlelight when her legs shifted.

She was fully exposed.

And he hadn’t even touched her.

He reached into his back pocket.

And when Lena saw what he held, her breath caught again — vibrating nipple clamps, silicone-tipped, joined by a thin adjustable bar.

Her thighs clenched involuntarily.

He met her eyes.

“You’ll keep these on,” he said simply. “Until I say otherwise.”

Marc didn’t move fast.

He knelt in front of Lena like she might break if he exhaled too hard, his expression unreadable as he opened the bar of clamps. The soft whir of the vibration unit flickered to life in his palm — a quiet purr that immediately made her nipples tighten behind the lace.

“Don’t move,” he said softly.

Lena’s lips parted, but she didn’t speak. Couldn’t. Her breath came shallow and high in her chest, and her thighs trembled with the effort of keeping still.

Marc eased the lace of her lingerie aside, just enough to expose the first breast. His fingers didn’t graze her skin — they lifted the fabric with two knuckles and a surgeon’s steadiness, so she felt every millimeter of air cooling her areola.

The clamp closed over her nipple with a gentle pinch.

Lena gasped, hips twitching, and the chain on her cuffs rattled behind her.

Marc looked up — just once.

“Still.”

She swallowed and stilled herself. Her knees wobbled. Her toes flexed hard against the tile, barely keeping her upright.

He adjusted the pressure on the clamp slightly, then moved to the other breast.

The second touch was worse. Or better. She couldn’t tell anymore.

As soon as the other nipple was pinched between the soft rubber tips, her body responded like it had been waiting: a deep throb low in her belly, muscles tightening around the plug. Her clit ached behind the lace.

Marc stood again, rising to his full height in front of her.

Then he reached for the bar connecting both clamps — and turned the dial.

The vibration activated with a soft pulse.

Lena’s body jumped.

Her arms pulled instinctively against the cuffs, a sharp sound escaping her lips. Her nipples buzzed with steady rhythm, nerves lighting up in bursts that traveled down her chest and straight between her legs.

Marc tilted his head.

“Color?”

She barely got the word out. “G-green—God—”

“Then listen to me,” he said, voice low.

He stepped behind her again, just out of sight, his tone becoming a kind of touch all its own. Like velvet. Like rope.

“You’re going to stay right there.”

Pulse.

“Wrists high.”

Pulse.

“Chest open. I want you to feel how hard your nipples are.”

Pulse.

“And I want you to know I can see everything.”

Lena whimpered.

Her knees buckled slightly, but the cuffs kept her upright. Her lingerie stuck to her thighs now, soaked from the heat between her legs. The jeweled plug throbbed with her own heartbeat, and the clamps didn’t stop. They pulsed in time with his words.

He didn’t touch her again.

He didn’t have to.

Lena’s breath came faster. Her eyes squeezed shut. She was teetering on the edge of something overwhelming — and all she had was his voice holding her there.

Lena wasn’t sure when she started crying.

It wasn’t from pain — not really. The clamps ached, yes. The pulse of them was relentless, her nipples caught in rhythm that didn’t match her breath, her thoughts, or her attempts at control.

But it was his voice that undid her.

Marc spoke behind her with calm precision, every word wrapped around her like a hand at her throat.

“Breathe in. Hold it.”

She obeyed, lungs full, chest lifting, the clamps pulling tighter with the motion.

“Now out. Slow. Good girl.”

Her knees gave a little.

The cuffs caught her wrists, leather pressing into the bones. She couldn’t fall. She could barely move. Every sound she made vibrated in the tile-wrapped air like a whisper shouted into a cathedral.

“Feel it?” Marc asked. “The way you ache?”

Lena whimpered.

Her legs were shaking now. Her thighs glistened. The jeweled plug felt heavier with every tiny motion of her hips. The vibration between her nipples kept time with the throb in her core. She couldn’t focus on any one sensation — they were layered, overlapping, endless.

“Don’t move,” Marc murmured. “Let it come to you.”

She let out a broken moan. It echoed.

The orgasm had been creeping up for minutes — slow, coiling heat wrapping itself around her pelvis, winding tighter each time he spoke. Her clit pulsed. Her stomach trembled. Her mouth hung open, and her breath came ragged and wet.

Marc stepped close — not touching her, not yet — and leaned toward her ear.

“I want you to come exactly like this,” he said. “Standing. Plugged. Cuffed. Wearing that little thing you thought I’d never see.”

She let out a desperate sob.

“Don’t move. Don’t ask. Just let it happen.”

And it did.

Lena broke.

Her legs locked, then buckled, then locked again. Her back arched hard into the cuffs, her body jerking once, then twice — then the orgasm flooded through her like fire, wet and hot and raw.

She screamed.

Her nipples pulsed against the clamps, the vibrations peaking right as her core exploded with release. Slick ran down her thighs. Her toes curled. Her breath caught halfway through her throat, and her whole body shook.

Marc said nothing.

He only stood behind her, watching her come completely undone.

Beat 5 – Unlocked and Held

Lena didn’t realize she’d gone limp until her knees finally gave out.

The cuffs caught her again — sharp tug, leather straining — and she whimpered from the sting. Her body was trembling uncontrollably now: aftershocks echoing through her muscles, the overstimulated twitch of her nipples still pulsing beneath the clamps.

She might have sobbed.

She couldn’t tell. Her breath was ragged and shallow, her skin slick with sweat. The plug throbbed in her with every heartbeat.

Then Marc stepped close — not slowly now, but with purpose — and cradled her hips before she could fully collapse.

“I’ve got you,” he said softly, as if she’d asked.

His fingers were gentle against her ribs. He moved with precision, not urgency. First the clamps — carefully unfastened, easing the tension off her swollen nipples with a patience that made her gasp and shiver. The vibrations stopped. Her body sagged forward, no longer held stiff by sensation.

Then the cuffs.

The first buckle came loose, then the second. Leather released her wrists, leaving warm red imprints against her skin. As her arms dropped, Marc caught them — held them — helped her down to the edge of the clawfoot tub like she weighed nothing.

She leaned into him fully, her cheek against his chest, hair damp and tangled against his skin.

He didn’t say anything at first.

Just breathed with her.

Matched her rhythm until it calmed. One breath at a time. His hand ran slow down her spine, grounding her.

When her sobbing stopped — and she realized she had been crying, quietly, messily — he reached for a towel and wrapped it around her shoulders. The cotton was thick and warm and smelled faintly of lavender.

Only then did he speak again.

“You’re okay.”

She nodded, lips trembling. “I didn’t mean for you to see…”

Marc kissed the top of her head.

“I’m glad I did.”

She let the silence stretch after that.

She didn’t need anything else — not words, not motion. Just the towel around her shoulders, the warmth of his hand at her waist, the quiet click of him powering off the toys and snuffing the candles.

She’d never been so undone.

Or so safe.

Or so… seen.

And when he lifted her into his arms and carried her from the bathroom, Lena didn’t look back at the cuffs still bolted to the towel rack.

She knew she’d need them again.

But not tonight.


Stay With Me a Little Longer

Thank you for reading Tied to Myself: Volume 2.

If you want more dark intimacy, quiet tension, and chosen surrender, the next book in the series is waiting for you.

Next: Tied to Myself: Volume 3 — After the Knot

Volume 3 lingers in the charged stillness that follows release. Silk is rumpled, ribbon lies loosened, and the room still carries the imprint of what has happened there. This is a story of aftermath, ache, and the beauty of what remains when the ritual is over.

When you’re ready, keep going. https://a.co/d/0dzFqPPJ
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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.
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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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