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You stepped into this willingly.

Some choices tighten the further you go.

By the time you notice, it already fits.

— 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 25 — “The Window Rope”

Rhea Langford had decided long ago that if she was going to be lonely, she’d at least be exact about it.

Her flat on the twenty-fifth floor suited that decision—clean lines, cool-toned wood, and the kind of glare-polished windows that turned the night into a pane of black water. London spread beneath like circuitry: red pinpricks of brake lights, sodium halos, a train threading along the viaduct as if someone had taken a pencil to a map and drawn movement into it. The balcony door was all glass, double-skinned and heavy; when she slid it open, the city breathed straight into her lungs—wet-cloud air, the faint metallic tang of rain even when it wasn’t raining, a distant smear of fryer grease from the late-night place on the corner that never slept.

She laid her kit out precisely on the low table by the window. It always calmed her to see it arranged—two coils of soft jute rope, the colour of wheat left too long in sun; a short length of black paracord; a wide, neatly folded scarf; EMT shears with rounded tips; a timer; and a paperback notebook whose edges were softened by handling. She ticked items off the page with a mechanical pencil: Rope, scarf, shears, ice key, spare key, timer, water. At the bottom, in a small boxed reminder: Phone off. Curtains open. Light low.

Rhea wore a camisole and soft shorts for now, hair braided over one shoulder, bare feet cooled by the sealed concrete floor. She was twenty-nine and looked younger when she smiled, which was unfortunate because she didn’t do it nearly as often as people seemed to expect. At work she was consultant-diplomatic—numbers first, a steady voice, the kind of clear-reason tone that smoothed meetings where everyone else came in sharp. Here, in the glass-blue dusk, she felt like the opposite of all that: all impulse and sensation and the click of a ritual she’d built to contain those things.

She took a breath and turned the overheads down until only the lamp near the floor threw a circle of amber. The room slipped into something intimate—a hush you could wear. Across the street, in the facing tower, rectangles of other lives glowed: a kitchen where someone was slicing limes, a living room where an enormous plant cast fronded shadows against brick. There was a unit, three floors down and two across, with a habit of leaving their balcony fairy lights on until dawn. She didn’t know them. She didn’t want to. That was part of the design: strangers made better witnesses than friends; strangers let you write your own caption.

She set the timer on the table but didn’t start it. She filled a silicone tray with water, pressed the small spare key into one cavity so the ring sat just proud of the surface, and slid it into the freezer. She’d learned that trick from a forum whose name she would never say out loud. Ice dulled impatience; it turned rescue into a test of time rather than a test of resolve. She checked the backup: another tiny key in a magnetic box stuck beneath the balcony bistro table leg—awkward, reachable, not easy. Belt and braces, she wrote in the notebook once, then underlined it twice.

The notebook’s first page held her rules. She traced them without reading. She knew them by heart:

No knots you can’t reach.

Cutting tool within sight.

One neighbour-friendly noise plan.

Never on days you haven’t eaten.

Never when you’re sad. Only when you’re greedy.

She’d written the last one on a night she’d have done anything to feel less like a hollow instrument someone had blown through and set on a shelf. Greedy felt different. Greedy was alive—heat in the hands, the impatient shake of a knee, the bright nickel-buzz of a want you could name. Tonight qualified. Her day had been ten hours of slides and eight minutes of a senior partner explaining her own model back to her like he was handing down a gift. She’d said thank you, because that was the choreography. Now she wanted a different script.

She coiled the jute around her forearm and elbow, then let it fall into her palm. It had a slight roughness, not scratchy so much as present—rope that remembered being plant. When she brought it to her face, it smelled faintly of something warm and dry: paper bags in a bakery, a shed in August, a field where you could lie down and vanish if you wanted. The first tie would be simple—waist and hips, a ladder of passes to keep her honest about how much she moved. Later, when her patience had softened and her mind wasn’t listing work items, she’d add the shorter pieces: a figure-of-eight around thighs, the yielding promise of the scarf at her wrists.

She drank water, rolled her shoulders, and stood where the window cooled her shins. Traffic hissed below. Somewhere a siren woke and died. She watched the building opposite the way you watch a horizon for weather: not seeking a person so much as acknowledging the possibility of one. The possibility turned her skin alert. Not fearful. Not exactly. Aware—like a cat when a sound you can’t hear lands on its ear and changes the set of its body.

“Right,” she told the empty room, and her voice sounded different in the half-dark—quieter, but steadier, as if the glass absorbed the part that always hurried. “We’re doing it properly.”

She placed the EMT shears inside the lamp’s circle where she could see the dull-bladed mouth without turning her head. The scarf—cornflower blue with small broken white lines—went on the arm of the sofa within a step. The first coil of rope she slung over her shoulder while she checked the balcony door’s latch twice, then left it on the safety catch so only a hand could slide in. The metal cooled her fingers. She pulled back, wiped her palms on her shorts, felt ridiculous, and then, suddenly, not at all.

Rhea’s phone buzzed on the counter and she ignored it, then glanced anyway. Poppy: wine Saturday? A second bubble: Bring the trousers you swore you’d hem. Rhea smiled at the screen, typed Yes to both, added a fizz emoji she would never use in person, and toggled the phone to airplane mode. She turned it face-down and put it with the notebook. The little domesticity of it—friend, plan, task—made the next part feel less like a cliff and more like a path she’d chosen.

She drew the curtain halfway and paused. The movement melted a version of her face across the glass, superimposed on the city: eyes a touch too large when the light was low, dark hair a clean comet line over her shoulder, shoulders bare, the pale strap of the camisole making a gentle diagonal. She didn’t think of herself as pretty so much as legible. She’d learned to treat her body like text—you could change the font and the margins, but it was still you reading. Tonight, she wanted to be read from a distance. She wanted to be a sentence someone couldn’t stop at the comma.

The rope kissed her waist with its first wrap. She took it slow, counting the rhythm under her breath: one, two, three around, lock, reverse, tuck. The passes tightened her centre and made her posture tell the truth. When she breathed in, the cord resisted; when she breathed out, it claimed the slack, and the next inhale had to negotiate. That was the point, she thought—not harm, not marks for their own sake, but a vocabulary of pressure that made stillness into something active. Her fingers worked with easy competence; she was kind to herself about neatness, kinder than when she started. The rope didn’t have to be perfect to be good; it only had to hold.

She did not look across the street yet. She listened to her own soundscape: small click of the lamp’s chain settling, the whisper-squeak of jute on cotton, the quiet exhale that left her without her noticing. The city’s big noises—sirens, a shout, a bus braking—came and went like weather. Inside that, she was building a climate that belonged only to her.

When the first section lay snug at her hips, she tested. A step forward into the window. A lean, gentle, and then firmer. The glass was cool on her thighs through the shorts. The frame gave a slight sympathetic creak she felt more than heard, a kinesthetic memory she trusted: this door could hold. She set a simple hitch from the waist rope to the heavy handle—a leash that would invite proximity and punish retreat. Not much tension yet; that would come with the next pass. She checked the shears again. The metal winked at the corner of her vision like a promise.

She startled then—not at anything she saw, but at the sudden knowledge of how quiet she was. Quiet in her head. Quiet in her chest. The spreadsheet columns and client acronyms, the on-time delivery of sanity that earned her a salary—all of it sloughed off when her fingers moved in pattern. She felt foolishly grateful for the feeling. She felt greedy for more.

Across the way, in the unit with fairy lights, someone moved through their living room carrying a laundry basket—a slope of dark clothes like a small hill. The person set the basket down and left the frame. A split-second later, the balcony string lights brightened like a breath taken; then settled. Rhea’s skin lifted along her forearms, a quiet pelt of awareness.

She looked at the timer, not starting it yet, but rehearsing the act. How many minutes would she choose tonight? How long to make herself hold the line between I could and I will? She wasn’t afraid of answers so much as of asking the wrong question. How far can I go? and How far do I want to go? were not the same thing. She reached for the notebook and made a small dot beneath the rules: Greedy, not reckless. The pencil’s whisper sounded too loud and delicious.

She returned to the window and placed her palm flat against the glass to feel the city through a barrier—ambient cold, a thrum that might have been trains, air pressure like the sea if the sea wore scaffolding and CCTV. She set her jaw, tied the next pass to take the rope down her hips, and told the night, quiet and serious, “I’m here.”

The night, as usual, didn’t answer. But it felt like it had heard.

Rhea started with the waist again, not because she needed to but because repetition steadied her—three snug passes in the familiar groove above her hipbones, a reverse cinch that drew the line tight without biting. The jute rasped softly over itself, a small animal sound. When the knot seated, her posture changed in that precise way she loved: shoulders floating a touch back, belly pulled aware, breath measurable. She ran her fingertip under the top wrap to check for twists, nodded once to nobody, and fed the tail down along her right side like a guide rail.

She had promised herself she wouldn’t rush. The ritual wasn’t a race; it was a deliberate narrowing of options until the only choice left was to feel.

Next, thighs.

She stepped back from the door and planted her feet hip-width so she could see what she was doing without looking away from the window for long. The shorter coil came up warm from her hands. She wrapped high on her left thigh, a broad band that framed the muscle, then carried the rope around behind to capture the right with a matching pass. The figure-of-eight was a ladder rung between her legs—wide enough to keep blood flowing, tight enough to remind her that widening her stance would demand negotiation.

“Neat, not perfect,” she murmured, repeating one of her rules out loud as if the room could mark her homework.

A bus sighed far below; she felt its exhale through the glass more than she heard it.

With the thigh wraps in place, she anchored the tail at the back of her waist rope and led a tidy line forward, over her hip and down through that ladder of rope between her legs. She didn’t haul it cruelly; she wasn’t interested in pain so much as presence. When she drew the line back to the waist, the passes settled into a gentle tug that would make any movement against the glass precise—and make retreat reflexively expensive. She belayed the line off with two half-hitches she could find again later even if her fingers went clumsy.

Her skin prickled where the jute lay. Not sting. Awareness. Each fiber announced where it met her with tiny electric signatures that stayed after her hands moved on. She flexed both thighs and listened to the soft creak of rope sliding over rope, then stilled to test the set. No bite. No pinch. The pattern held.

She took a breath, drank water, and looked—not across to the other building, not yet—but at her own reflection in the glass. The lamp behind her made the apartment a dim terrarium, and she was the animal inside it: bare-shouldered in a pale camisole, rope banding her sharply, hair falling forward where the braid had loosened at her collarbone. Her eyes were steady. A small muscle jumped in her jaw, the only tell of how keyed up she was.

“You wanted to be read,” she told the reflection, and in the saying she felt more legible to herself.

Time for wrists.

She didn’t lock them behind her; that was a line she only crossed when she wanted to flirt with panic. Tonight she wanted control that looked like surrender and felt like honesty. She looped the scarf twice around her left wrist, tied a square knot she could bite loose if she absolutely had to, then mirrored it on the right. Two soft cuffs, not restraints yet. She clipped each to a small carabiner she’d already larks-headed to the waist rope. When she relaxed her arms, they hung comfortably by her sides; when she raised them toward the glass, the clips shortened her reach so her palms would land where she wanted: wide, open, braced.

She checked the shears again, touched the blunted tip with the back of one finger like knocking wood, and set them even closer to the lamp’s warm pool.

Across the street, someone turned a television on—blue-white flicker living against a far wall—and then immediately turned it off again, as if the noise surprised them. Rhea’s attention snagged there, then slid away. She rolled her ankles, rotated both shoulders, shook her hands out. The rope sang a faint, sympathetic note when she did, the way a guitar string will hum when a truck passes.

Last: the leash to the handle.

She slid the balcony door an inch farther open on the safety catch—enough for air, not enough for questions—and looped a fresh line around the thick aluminum lever. The handle sat at her hipbone height; perfect. She tied a bowline she could trust with her weight and ran the tail to the front center of the waist wrap. When she gathered the slack and pulled, the geometry of the room shifted. The door greeted the tug with a minute groan. The line shortened until her hips met the cool glass. She eased the tension again. The rope gave half an inch back. She nodded.

“Hello, boundary,” she said, an absurd, fond thing to say, and smiled at her own ridiculousness.

She set the kitchen timer on the table to twenty-five minutes and did not touch Start. She wanted to feel the before. The not-yet. She wanted to rehearse the minute where a trivial beep would carry all the weight of a bell at the beginning of Mass. She dried her palms again, then undermined the gesture by licking one fingertip to slick a jute fiber that had frayed. The taste of rope was paperish, faintly sweet. It put her in mind of school books and a library nobody else used on sunny days.

She glanced once at the freezer. The ice tray sat with its single keybed rising a few millimeters proud where the metal ring interrupted the surface tension. She imagined it clouding as it froze, imagined how it would feel in her hand later—numb first, then stinging, then a little miraculous when it slid into the brass barrel and turned. She imagined the backup magnet under the bistro table leg; pictured the silly squirm she’d have to do to reach it. The contingency calmed her in the way good math calmed her at work: the problem had solutions. They were simply not immediate ones. Good.

Rhea stepped up to the glass with the buttoned formality of someone walking into a room where a meeting was about to begin. She clipped her right wrist to the waist rope, felt the pull arrange her shoulder. She clipped her left and rolled both hands to plant her palms flat. The glass read her temperature back to her. Every beat of her pulse came through in her fingertips, as if the building itself had adopted her heart rate.

She tested the leash: a measured back-step that the rope tolerated until—there—its insistence found her hips and guided them forward to kiss the door again. The give-and-take of it made her breath change. She practised three times, counting under her breath like a child trying to stabilise on a balance beam. Step-back, catch, forward. Step-back, catch, forward. On the fourth, she stopped resisting and let the rope decide.

The city had opinions too. A gust ticked the edge of the slightly open door; cold air threaded along the inside of her thighs and made the tiny hairs at her nape lift. The odor of rain that wasn’t falling yet slipped into the apartment with the draught—wet pavement potential. Somewhere, a motorbike sprinted through a green light and then braked and then sprinted again, the sound Doppler-warping between towers.

Her shoulders softened. A long breath left her and didn’t hurry to come back.

Now she let herself look across the street.

Windows were windows. Some were black as the river. Some were little paintings in small frames: someone hunched over a laptop with their chin in their hand; a couple arguing without sound, gestures too wide for the room; the fairy-light balcony switched off now, so the fronds of the giant plant made deeper shadows. No one was standing at their glass. Or if they were, they stood far enough back that the panes made them universal—anyone, no one.

The not-knowing pleased her. It fed the same part of her that liked leaving a book open face-down on a sofa and walking away for an hour. The pleasure wasn’t in finishing. The pleasure was in promise.

She pressed her forehead to the door and stayed there until the patch of glass warmed to the shape of her, until she could see the faint fog of her breath and the ghost of her eyes trying to meet themselves through it. The rope at her waist tightened when she leaned in. The thigh wraps answered with dry murmurs. Her hands stayed spread, cuff-clips short enough that she couldn’t absentmindedly cover herself or fold her arms if she wanted the palm-to-glass connection. Small design, big effect.

She lifted her head. She looked at the timer again. It looked back at her with its blank, idiot face.

“All right,” she said softly. “Now we begin.”

She pressed the Start button with the side of one knuckle so she didn’t have to break her posture. The red segment blinked from 25:00 to 24:59 with cheerful disregard. The sound it made was so small she had to assemble it afterward from memory.

The leash line drew her hips forward a finger’s breadth more, as if the handle had opinions about punctuality. She let the rope hold her there and, in a gesture that felt both theatrical and sincere, closed her eyes. The world sharpened through the lids: the cold flat against her thighs, the weight of her breasts lifting and falling in the camisole in time with her breath, the measured cordiality of the rope’s voice on her skin. This was the boundary she had built: the city and the glass and her own made limits, each answering the others in a steadying loop.

When she opened her eyes again, something had changed across the way—a rectangle two floors down now glowed where it hadn’t a moment ago. A light turned on, paused, stayed on. Rhea’s mouth went dry in a way that was not fear. She adjusted her palms, widened her fingers, and let the window take the imprint of her hands.

She didn’t move to cover herself. She didn’t move at all.

The rope would record whatever she chose next.

Rhea had thought she understood the shape of stillness.

The rope around her waist, the leash to the balcony handle, the cuffs at her wrists—these were supposed to fix her in place, to carve the moment into neat geometry. But when she opened her eyes after that first long exhale, she realised stillness was not absence. It was pressure. It was awareness. It was being seen, whether or not anyone was looking.

Her reflection in the glass sharpened as her pupils adjusted. The lamp behind her lit her body like an exhibit: camisole straps slipping low, jute cord bisecting her hips, thighs banded so neatly they looked intentional even in their mess. The city’s lights became backdrop, a constellation punctured by her figure pressed against the window.

Her hands trembled in their cuffs. Not violently—just the faint buzz of nerves, of skin electric with the sense that every gesture carried weight. She spread her fingers wider across the pane. The cool glass accepted her palms, leaving faint, damp ovals like fingerprints at a crime scene.

She dared another glance across the street.

The rectangle of light that had winked on two floors down still glowed. No figure yet, no movement. Just presence. The idea of someone awake, possible. She couldn’t decide whether she wanted to beg the window to frame them—or whether the not-knowing was the point.

Her clit throbbed at the thought. Sharp, insistent, far too early.

“Too soon,” she muttered against the glass, fogging a pale bloom onto it. Her breath skated back into her own face, hot and human, reminding her she wasn’t just a body posed for viewing—she was alive, pulsing, needy.

The leash tugged faintly as she shifted her weight. Her hips followed obediently until her belly touched the pane. The camisole rode up, hem catching on the waist rope, exposing the shallow dip of her stomach. Her nipples pressed hard enough against the thin cotton that she could see their outline reflected. She thought about pulling the fabric higher, baring more, but the idea of teasing herself with the half-covered view was sharper.

Rhea tilted her forehead to the window and let her hips rock, just a little, the way you might test the tension of a swing before sitting in it. The jute whispered over itself between her thighs, dragging across her clit in small, precise strokes. A hiss escaped her teeth.

God, already wet. The rope drank it greedily, fibres darkening where they kissed her. The thought that anyone on the opposite side of the street—some nameless neighbour with insomnia—could be watching her stain the rope made her moan low in her throat.

She bit the sound back, then deliberately let the next one slip out louder. A test. A signal.

The city didn’t answer. Not exactly. But the light across the street flickered, then steadied.

Her cunt clenched around nothing.

The shame was immediate, sharp in her stomach, but it didn’t push her away—it pushed her harder against the rope. Her hips moved with more conviction, grinding small, quick circles that made the cords press firmer against her clit.

The reflection fascinated her more than the imagined watcher. Seeing herself undone—hair falling from its braid, lips parted, camisole hiked, ropes biting neatly into flesh—was its own audience. She caught her own eyes once, half-lidded and dark, and whispered, “Slut.”

The word jolted her, like a stranger had spoken. But she repeated it, louder this time. “Slut.” Her body answered, a fresh pulse of wetness soaking the rope until she thought she could hear it, a faint squelch under the jute.

The leash groaned as the door handle shifted slightly, not from movement but from her insistence. It sounded like approval. She rode it.

Somewhere in the hallway outside her flat, footsteps passed—muffled, ordinary. The building lived around her: neighbours coming home late, the elevator dinging three floors down, a door closing with a soft slam. The risk licked at her spine. Anyone could come to her floor, see her curtains half-parted, and pause. Anyone could step onto their own balcony and witness this spectacle she’d designed to look like an accident.

Her thighs shook harder. She was close, dangerously so, the first orgasm rolling up her belly like a tide she couldn’t hold back. Her clit throbbed against the rope in merciless rhythm, every grind another spark.

“Not yet,” she gasped, squeezing her eyes shut. She forced herself to slow, to still, to let the heat back off an inch. She clenched her hands against the window so hard her wrists ached in the cuffs.

The denial burned, but it left her trembling with more charge. Her reflection looked wrecked already: cheeks flushed, sweat glistening along her collarbone, mouth open like she’d been caught mid-cry. She liked how she looked ruined. She wanted someone else to like it too.

Her eyes slid sideways, across the street. She almost convinced herself she saw a figure then—something in silhouette near the lit window. Still. Watching. Her stomach flipped so violently she nearly came on the spot.

“Oh, fuck—” She pressed her forehead harder to the glass, trying to stifle the shout. Her hips jerked despite her will, rope grinding messily against her cunt. The edge was back, sharper, hotter, clawing at her insides.

“Hold it,” she ordered herself, voice breaking. “Hold it—”

Her knees knocked together, thighs trembling. She could smell herself now: thick, musky, undeniable. Her whole flat smelled like it. Her whole city could smell it.

She ground once more, then froze. Stopping an orgasm so close felt like dragging her body over broken glass, painful and ecstatic all at once. She whimpered into the pane, every nerve buzzing with frustrated fire.

Her reflection looked feral: eyes wild, jaw trembling, body taut in the ropes like an animal on the verge of snapping its leash.

And across the street, the curtain shifted. Deliberately. Just an inch.

Rhea’s cunt clenched so hard she cried out, forehead banging the glass.

She wasn’t going to last. She wasn’t meant to last.

But she held herself back, nails squealing faintly against the window as she fought the need to finish. When the timer ticked down a single second louder than usual, she seized it like a lifeline, panting, “Not yet. Not yet.”

Her thighs slick, her rope soaked, her reflection obscene—she balanced on the edge like a blade, denial making her body a live current.

The orgasm hadn’t happened yet.

Which meant the next one, when it came, would destroy her.

The timer blinked, bright and idiot-happy, as if it had no idea how serious her body felt about the next minute.

Rhea stared at the red digits until they doubled, blurred by the breath fogging the pane in front of her. The leash line held her hips flush to the door; the jute between her thighs had drunk so much of her that the fibres were slick and darker, a wet groove nestled exactly where she needed it.

“Not yet,” she’d said.

But her cunt had not agreed.

She adjusted her palms, fingers splayed wider on the glass, and pushed the heels of her hands down until her wrists hummed in the scarf cuffs. That small shift changed everything: her spine arched, her hips cocked fractionally higher, and the rope’s pressure lifted from pretty to precise.

The first forward rock was small—just enough to remind her where she was. Cool glass. Night air squirrelled through the safety gap and skimming her inner thighs. City hum below: buses sighing, a train slipping past, the punctuation of a siren that never arrived on her street.

The second rock was not small.

The jute dragged up and over her clit with a pressure that made her see white noise in the reflection. Not pain. A friction honest enough to be almost cruel. She exhaled too hard and heard herself—an open sound, the kind she usually swallowed.

Across the street, the lit rectangle remained indifferent. Or not indifferent—steady, present, awake. She didn’t know if someone stood there, but she dressed the possibility in a body anyway: height implied by a shadow, stillness that read as attention, a patience that felt male whether or not he was.

“Watch me,” she whispered, to the glass, to the city, to the idea of him, and her hips obeyed the command she didn’t realise she’d given.

She moved deliberately now, small grinding circles that left the rope planted on her clit and rolled her weight over it in slow, grinding arcs. The sound it made was intimate and shameless: a soft, wet whisper beneath the dry hiss of fibre against fibre. Every pass lit a new nerve, lit the same nerve again, and again, until her knees trembled and the leash creaked where it met the handle.

“Fuck.” It escaped without permission, fog blooming under her mouth, lips parted against her own heat. She remembered the rule she’d written—noise plan, neighbour-friendly—and then immediately broke it. The thought that someone in her corridor might hear a woman moaning through her own front window jerked another pulse of wetness out of her. The rope took it obediently. The rope told the truth.

The camisole had ridden up enough that the bottom of her breasts brushed cool air. Her nipples were hard; she could see them as pale peaks pressed into the thin cotton, begging to be edged by glass. She couldn’t lift her hands to bare them—clipped as she was—but she could arch harder, press her sternum forward until the fabric flattened and her nipples flattened with it, and the sensation layered into the rope’s throb like a harmony.

“Greedy, not reckless,” she reminded herself hoarsely. And then, greedily, she moved faster.

Between her thighs, the jute had softened with use, turning from textured insistence into a slick, perfect pressure that held her exactly where she wanted to be. Her hips abandoned circle for glide—forward, catch, back a breath, forward, catch—and with each catch she felt the edge reach up for her like a hand.

The building breathed around her. A door further down her floor clicked open, then shut. The elevator dinged once, distant. Footfalls padded on carpet outside, paused. She held still, eyes wide, chest heaving against the window. The pause stretched, and the footsteps went away.

She laughed then—nervy, incredulous—at how completely the pause had rewired her. Fear had always lived near shame in her body; tonight, both of them knelt under desire. She rolled her hips down hard and gasped, high and unpretty.

The light across the way flickered. Not off, not on—movement. Her reflection swallowed the city and threw her back herself: hair fallen loose, rope straps cutting clean lines across her waist and thighs, mouth open like a confession.

“Look at me,” she told her reflected mouth. “Look what I’m doing to myself.”

The admission tipped her. Her clit throbbed with a rhythm her body wasn’t setting anymore; it was being set for her by the geometry she’d built—the leash at her hips, the rope between her thighs, the glass in front of her, and the idea across the street that solidified with every breath.

She ground down. Once. Twice. The third time, her voice broke into a sound she’d never have made in daylight.

She needed one more thing—the tiny cruelty that made orgasm tip from good to obscene. She found it by dropping her weight a fraction lower and dragging forward so the jute caught not just her clit but the slick seam below it, a double contact that shot heat like a snapped wire.

“Please,” she heard herself say. To whom? The rope, the window, him, all of it. “Please—please—”

The timer on the table ticked, indifferent, a small electronic metronome to her ruin.

Something across the street changed. A curtain edge pinched and then released, the kind of movement you’d make if you were opening a viewing gap with your fingers. Rhea’s forehead met the glass with a soft, helpless tap.

That was the last thing she registered as coherent.

The orgasm took her like the handle taking up slack. She didn’t ride it; it pulled her, arching her hard against the window until her shoulders lifted from their own power and her palms smeared their damp prints wider. Heat detonated at her clit and then ricocheted through her belly in fast, mean pulses. She swore, loud, a staccato string of vowels that would have embarrassed her if she had any shame left to spend.

Her thighs shook so violently the rope sang. She ground through it—couldn’t not—chasing the aftershocks with feral, graceless thrusts that left the glass squeaking faintly under her chest. Her teeth found her lower lip and worried helplessly at it; she tasted iron, salt, breath.

It went on longer than she was used to. Maybe because she couldn’t grab for anything with her hands. Maybe because the leash’s gentle tyranny kept her hips forward and made retreat impossible. Each pulse seemed to ignite the next until she was whimpering and jerking in small, rapid movements that had no neat rhythm and didn’t need one.

And then the crest rolled back, leaving her trembling, breath hitching in little after-sobs, cheek pressed to the window where her forehead had been. Sweat cooled in a line down her spine. The rope between her thighs shifted from lover to witness—present, wet, faintly abrasive in a way that would become tender if she stayed long enough.

She stayed.

Her first coherent thought was stupidly domestic: the glass needs cleaning. It had a smear at chest height from where she’d slid; a constellation of pale marks from her hands; a little oval of fog where her mouth had begged. The thought almost made her laugh again. She didn’t have the breath.

The light across the street held, very still. She imagined the watcher with his own breath stayed, cock aching in his fist, the way she’d drawn breath out of him through glass and air like a siphon. The picture re-lit small fires low in her, not pain, not even urgency, just the immediate promise that her body hadn’t finished issuing demands.

She tested the leash. It gave and took with the same small logic. Her clit throbbed when the rope shifted. Sensitive now, but not sated. The first orgasm had bled off her panic and left behind something deeper, hungrier.

Her nipples ached. She wanted the glass on them. She wanted her camisole up and her breasts flattened against the cold, wanted to see the obscene shape of them in reflection while knowing someone else saw the same obscenity from a different angle. She tugged experimentally at one clip, felt it give a centimetre and then hold. No. Not yet. She had built this to require patience.

“Hi,” she said to the night, absurd and breathless. A greeting to the faceless man in the lit rectangle, to the city, to her own reflection looking back ruined. Her voice sounded hoarse and pleased with itself.

The timer ticked down another minute. Seventeen left. Maybe sixteen. She imagined what she’d do with them. She could leave herself here, panting and marked, to cool and pool and twitch. She could push herself back up the hill and make the second one meaner, a deliberate humiliation she inflicted on herself for the watcher’s benefit. She could unclasp one wrist, peel the camisole up, and give the city her breasts, nipples peaked hard against the glass while she ground to another finish. She could—

From the hallway: the soft whump of a door closing close to her own. A low voice. Laughter. Keys. The pocket soundscape of other lives sliding wafer-thin past hers. Rhea froze, listening with her whole skin.

Steps. Then silence.

Her cunt answered with a needy little ache.

She tipped her head and looked straight into the lit rectangle across the way. The curtain edge shifted again, a slow, almost courtly movement that could have been a breeze—or a hand acknowledging her across a distance that felt intimate now, like a shared table.

She smiled—small, crooked—and rolled her hips forward hard enough to wince. The aftershock that answered wasn’t pain; it was a promise.

“One,” she whispered to the window, voice ragged, counting the orgasm like a bead. “You get to watch me break again.”

The city breathed back. The leash purred. The rope waited, soaked and merciless.

Rhea licked her lower lip, tasted salt, and began to move.

Rhea didn’t move for a long time after the first orgasm.

Her breath stuttered into the glass in short, uneven bursts, forehead still pressed to the pane, her thighs trembling where the rope had pressed the orgasm out of her like a confession. Her body was loose but trembling, wet where the jute still cleaved to her, sensitive in that sweet, shocking way that turned every twitch of movement into an echo.

The rope was soaked. She could feel it—warm, slick, a dark stripe between her thighs that would have to be washed with vinegar and salt tomorrow. She’d written that into her ritual notebook once. She never expected to need it so urgently.

The timer ticked down behind her, a soft blink and beep every thirty seconds now. She didn’t look at it. She felt it.

There were still seventeen minutes left.

She could stop. Unclip one wrist. Reach the shears. Untie. Breathe. Take a shower. Sleep like someone sane.

But she didn’t move.

Instead, Rhea smiled. A slow, private thing. The kind of smile she only let herself wear in the mirror when no one else was home.

She rolled her hips once more against the rope. The friction was electric. Her clit was too raw, too ready—but that wasn’t a no. That was just a challenge. The sting made her moan, quiet and shocked, and her body pulsed again like it remembered exactly how she wanted to break.

And the watcher—if he was real—he hadn’t left.

She lifted her head. Her cheek left a fogged patch on the window. Across the street, the rectangle of light still glowed steady. Curtains drawn halfway. She imagined him behind it, one palm on the glass, the other fisted in his lap, breath shallow. Watching her. Wanting her.

Good.

If he wanted a show—she’d give him one.

With shaking fingers, she reached down as far as her cuffed wrists would allow and tugged the camisole up. She couldn’t lift it over her head—not like this—but she didn’t need to. She bunched the fabric beneath her breasts, baring them fully to the window, nipples hard in the chilled air, framed by rope and the faint sheen of sweat.

Her reflection startled her. She looked wanton. Breasts out. Hips back. Rope wet between her legs. Her mouth parted, smeared with sweat. Her eyes wide and half-lidded with that look she only saw in porn screenshots or her own rare brave selfies.

But this time, she didn’t look away.

“I hope you’re still there,” she whispered toward the glass. Her voice was low, breathy, almost playful. “You wanted a second one, didn’t you?”

She tilted her hips again, this time rolling the slick groove of rope slowly over her clit. A moan slipped out. Not delicate. Not elegant. Just needy.

The rope had changed. It didn’t rub anymore—it slid. Every movement of her hips made a squelching sound, soft but obscene. Her body had no secrets now. Not from him. Not from the window. Not from herself.

She pressed her tits against the glass. The cold made her gasp, made her back arch, made the leash tug her hips harder into the next grind. Her nipples flattened against the pane, leaving small, damp circles. She stared at them in the reflection—proof of her presence. Of her offering.

“Fuck, I’m disgusting,” she muttered, and then smiled again. “You like it though, don’t you?”

She heard it then—a sound outside her flat.

Footsteps. Close. Paused. The elevator, maybe. The corridor. She couldn’t see anyone through the peephole from this angle, but the sound hit her like a whipcrack of panic and lust.

Her body clenched. She came alive again. Not the slow hunger of earlier. Urgency.

What if they knocked? What if someone saw the curtain drawn half-back and the woman inside tied to her balcony door, bare breasts against the glass, cunt grinding herself to pieces with her own ropes?

What if she wanted that?

“Watch me,” she gasped, and began to fuck herself in earnest now—slow, then faster, then brutal. Every grind loud. Every breath louder. Her breasts slapped the window softly with every thrust. Her cuffs creaked. The leash pulled her hips forward like a master’s hand.

She lost track of time. Of rhythm. Of decency.

And then it happened.

Her body coiled, spine bowing, and the orgasm hit her without warning.

It tore through her so hard her wrists yanked against the clips and she almost lost her footing. Her knees buckled. Her thighs locked. Her clit pulsed against the rope like it was trying to burst out of her.

Her voice broke—not quiet. Not like the first time. This time she screamed.

A ragged, high sound into the glass. A plea. A thank you. A noise no one in the building could misinterpret. A claim.

The orgasm wouldn’t end. She kept grinding, hips on fire, cunt gushing until her thighs were streaked and her breath was sobbing.

When it finally broke, she collapsed. Sagged in the ropes like a marionette with cut strings. Her breasts slid down the glass, leaving foggy trails. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably.

One of the wrist clips gave. Her arm fell limp to her side.

It took her a full minute to realise the light across the street had gone out.

Not flickered.

Gone.

She blinked, body still heaving, one hand curled loosely at her side.

The watcher had seen. She was sure of it now.

And he’d turned the light off like a curtain drop.

Her smile came slow. Deep. A kind of reverence.

Rhea tilted her mouth toward the glass and whispered into her own reflection, “Thank you.”

The city didn’t answer.

But she imagined him whispering it back.

The second orgasm hadn’t emptied her—it had hollowed her.

Not in the way of absence, but in the way of fullness that had nowhere left to go. Rhea’s body slackened against the leash, her weight sagging until her hips rested fully into the rope’s grip, breasts sliding slowly down the glass with each shallow breath. One cuff had unclipped from her waist, leaving her left arm limp and trembling. The other still held fast, but she didn’t care. Not yet. Not with her skin still singing like it remembered electricity.

Her reflection looked ravaged.

Hair a snarl of sweat and frizz. Lips swollen. Breasts red from the chill. A line of drool curved from the corner of her mouth to the fogged glass. Her thighs glistened. The rope was a darker brown now, streaked and soaked where it vanished between them, clinging wet to the most obscene places.

“Holy fuck,” she whispered.

The sound of her own voice startled her—it was hoarse, half-laughed, the kind of voice she used after screaming at concerts, or after good sex when her brain hadn’t fully reattached to her body yet.

She tilted her cheek to rest against the glass and let herself stay there. Quiet. Not thinking. Just listening to the room recalibrate around her.

The timer on the side table ticked another second off its last third.

The red LED said: 09:21.

Nine minutes left.

Nine minutes where she didn’t have to do anything.

No one would call.

No emails would ping.

No footsteps came now.

The light across the street was gone.

She was alone again, and for the first time in days, it didn’t feel like a punishment. It felt like a gift.

Rhea closed her eyes and let the rope press its lessons into her skin.

You built this. You held yourself. You came apart, and no one saved you.

She smiled, eyes still shut. Her cunt throbbed, gentle now, a flicker instead of a burn. She could come again—probably—but she didn’t need to. This wasn’t about quantity. This was about the honesty of it. The architecture she’d made from knots and intention. The honesty of being seen.

She wondered if he’d come too.

If he’d stayed quiet behind his curtain.

If he’d whispered her name without knowing it.

If he’d stained his hand while she smeared herself against the glass.

The thought brought a fresh trickle of wetness out of her, so slow it surprised her—like her body was still unspooling even as she rested.

She pressed her palm—her free one—flat to the pane and whispered, “I hope you did.”

She wasn’t sure if she meant the orgasm or the watching. Probably both.

The camisole had bunched up around her ribs. She considered pulling it back down, modesty reflex flickering at the edge of exhaustion. But she left it. Let the air cool her. Let her nipples remain bare to the night, reddened from the chill and the friction.

When her breath slowed and her thoughts returned, the discomfort began.

The rope between her thighs had stopped being slick. It was sticky now, chafing a little with each twitch. Her left foot had gone slightly numb. Her shoulder ached from leaning too long to one side. A small cramp whispered into her lower back. Not agony. Not even pain. Just the body reclaiming its needs.

She drew her hand up slowly and unclipped the second cuff from her waist.

Her arm sagged. She rolled the shoulder gently, hissed. Then chuckled at herself. “Graceful as ever.”

She reached behind, fumbled, and unclipped the leash line from the balcony handle. It took two tries. Her fingers weren’t as clever as they’d been when they tied it. She felt drunk, even though she hadn’t touched a drop.

Once loose, she stepped backward carefully. Her legs threatened mutiny. The leash fell limp. Rope still framed her thighs, still bit gently at her hips, but the center had slackened. No longer a cage—now just a history. A residue.

She walked—staggered, more accurately—toward the sofa and reached for the EMT shears.

Her reflection followed her in the dark glass as she moved: a woman peeled apart and stitched back up by her own hands.

Rhea cut the rope between her thighs first, letting it fall with a soft, damp slap to the floor. She winced. Her skin there was flushed and shining, lips puffy and red, the hair at her mound damp and tangled. She looked used, and it didn’t disgust her. It satisfied her.

She cut the thigh wraps next. The rope fell in coils, leaving pale dents and pink trails along her skin. Then the waist cinch—slow, careful, unwinding her middle like unwrapping a secret.

Last, she peeled the scarf cuffs away. Her wrists bore faint impressions of fabric, not quite bruises, but marks she’d feel tomorrow if she pressed.

When the last knot slipped away, she stood naked except for the camisole still bunched below her breasts, and looked again toward the street.

The light across the way remained off.

Maybe he’d watched.

Maybe he hadn’t.

But she felt watched. Still did. In the best way.

She bent, gathered the rope into a loose pile, and carried it to the table with the reverence of someone folding away a costume after the performance. She would clean it tomorrow. Maybe. For now, it could rest, just like her.

She turned off the timer. Not with a dramatic flourish, but with a tired press of her thumb.

She didn’t need to earn anything else tonight.

She’d already done the most obscene, beautiful thing she could imagine:

She had let herself be seen.

Even if only by glass.

Even if only by herself.

The apartment was still. The kind of stillness that didn’t just mean quiet, but aftermath.

The rope lay coiled and damp in a shallow ceramic bowl on the edge of the coffee table—ritual tools no longer in use but not yet put away. Rhea had wrapped them loosely, carefully, as if grateful. She’d rinsed her thighs with a warm cloth and changed into a long, oversized tee that smelled like laundry powder and faint perfume. Her camisole sat folded beside the sink. The rope had left no welts, only soft shadows—echoes of tension pressed into skin.

She should’ve gone to bed.

But the notebook waited.

Rhea crossed to it barefoot, legs moving slowly, the ache in her hips sweet rather than sore. She sat at the edge of the sofa, flipped open to the first blank page after her checklist, and tapped the pencil twice against the margin before writing:

RITUAL ENTRY – 25th Floor / 2nd Orgasm

Timer Set: 25 mins

Key Method: Ice + spare backup (not used)

Props: Jute rope (soft weave), scarf cuffs, leash line to door handle

Risk Level: Moderate

Breaches: None

Safety Failures: None

Noise: Higher than intended. Still okay.

Physical notes:

Pressure point from thigh wraps — resolved.

Camisole stayed in place until intentional lift.

Left wrist clip failed post-orgasm — needs replacement.

Psychological notes:

First orgasm came faster than expected. Shame/relief blend intense.

Possibly seen across the street. Refrain from checking tenant registry — keep watcher anonymous.

Second orgasm deliberately theatrical.

Said “thank you” aloud. Felt real.

Felt wanted. Not just watched. Not just exposed. Wanted.

Post-scene:

Rope cleaned (pending).

Window smeared — leave until morning.

Closing emotion:

Pride. Filthy, grinning, shaky-legged pride. Also: hope. Want. Something I don’t have a better name for.

She capped the pencil and closed the notebook gently, like sealing a letter she might read again someday.

Across the room, the window glowed faintly with the ambient spill of London—train track arcs, tower lights blinking red at the tops of cranes, the dull golden wash of sodium over rooftops. No movement now. No silhouette. No signal from the rectangle two floors down.

But Rhea didn’t need a response. Not tonight.

The watcher, real or imagined, had done his part. Had taken her in. Had held her gaze.

She stepped to the window barefoot, her body loose and warm, and leaned her forehead gently against the same spot where her body had begged to be seen. The ghost of her earlier self still shimmered in smears and handprints, but the fog had long since evaporated. She pressed a new kiss print next to the old one and whispered again—not a plea this time, but a promise.

“Next time, I want you closer.”

Her breath fogged in the shape of that want, soft and human against the city.

She drew the curtain slowly, deliberately, until the flat was private again.

Rhea walked to the sink and filled a glass with cool water, sipping it as she looked back over the scene—bowl of used rope, dimmed lamp, timer dark, the whole ritual put to bed like a memory. Her thighs still ached. Her cunt still throbbed faintly. She felt it like the pulse of a bruise, but better—earned.

Tomorrow she’d wash the window.

Tomorrow she’d clean the rope and soak the scarf cuffs in lavender rinse.

Tomorrow she’d be the neat, competent woman who answered emails before 8:30 and kept a backup charger in every bag.

But tonight?

Tonight she’d strip the sheets, lie on clean cotton, and sleep without pyjamas.

Tonight, she’d keep her thighs parted just in case the dream came with hands.

And in the morning, she’d check that window once—just once—to see if the curtain across the street shifted at exactly the same time.

She placed the empty glass in the sink.

Turned off the lamp.

And let the night hold what she’d done.

The rope would be ready again when she was.


Story 26 — Mirror Room

Tamsin Holt didn’t lie often. She didn’t have to. She was elegant in that way that meant people filled in their own blanks about her, assuming things like fiancé, promotion, good girl.

She didn’t correct them.

Tonight, she lied to herself exactly once: that she was in the city for a design conference. She even packed the lanyard from last year, looped it over her suitcase handle, let the receptionist at the boutique hotel see it when she checked in.

“Quiet room, please,” she said. “I have to present in the morning.”

The girl smiled knowingly, handed over a keycard. Room 706. Top floor. Corner suite. No adjoining rooms.

Tamsin stepped into the elevator and watched her reflection all the way up. The mirrored walls caught her from four angles—chestnut hair wound into a low twist, lipstick like a knife line, a black turtleneck under a camel coat. She looked rich. Bored. Contained.

The opposite of how she felt.

The hallway outside 706 was quiet, plush with sound-muffling carpet and soft, curated lighting. When she slipped her keycard into the reader, it clicked with a smooth, satisfying snap. She liked a hotel that didn’t rattle.

The suite opened into understated decadence: pale walls, natural light, low lighting built into the headboard. Cream linen bedding. Minimalist furnishings. A huge rectangular mirror framed in black steel, stretching across the wall opposite the bed. It ran from waist height to ceiling.

Perfect.

She walked to it like she might touch it—then didn’t. She just stood, watching herself breathe.

The coat came off first. She folded it over the narrow bench at the end of the bed. The jumper followed. Black lace peeked out underneath: a matching set of bra and thong, simple but deliberate, the kind that made her body into a question and an answer at the same time.

She didn’t undress fully yet. Instead, she unpacked. Neatly. Methodically.

From a velvet pouch: two long silk scarves, one blue, one blush-pink.

From a white cosmetics bag: a small remote-controlled vibrator, a glass butt plug, lube, hand sanitiser.

From a leather case with a snap clasp: her timer, the same one she used for focus blocks during her workday, only here it counted down for something else entirely.

And finally, from the side pocket of her suitcase: a thin black notebook, tied shut with a band.

She laid everything out on the bed with the kind of care she gave to architectural layouts. Space between each item. Clean angles. She ran her fingertip over the mirror’s edge next.

It was cold.

Too cold, maybe, for regular glass. Her stomach turned. Was it possible?

She pressed her knuckle to it. The glass gave nothing back. No condensation. No warmth. Just a hard, even reflection of her knuckles, her breath, the hitch in her pulse.

Two-way?

She couldn’t know. Not unless she asked. Not unless she shone a torch, or knocked, or made it weird. And she wouldn’t. That was the point. The not knowing.

Her cunt pulsed, slow and low, like a signal starting up.

She stripped with intent, then. Folded the bra and thong over the bench beside her coat. Her skin was pale in the room’s lighting, but not soft. Defined. The mirror made her taller somehow. Leaner. Like a sculpture she might pretend wasn’t her own body.

She picked up the pink scarf and ran it between her fingers.

It wasn’t rough. Not like the jute rope she sometimes used at home. This was satin-slick, whisper-light, and if she tied it tight enough, it would darken with saliva. She tested a knot—not all the way. Just a test. Her fingers moved with the confidence of repetition.

She’d done this before.

Not in this hotel. Not in this city. But in others. Whenever the itch became too sharp to ignore. Whenever her body screamed to be witnessed. Not used, exactly. Not fucked. Just seen.

She looped the scarf around her mouth, pulled it snug, then let it hang. The weight of it, the possibility, made her throat tighten.

The blue scarf went around her wrists. Twice. A figure-eight. She tied it loose for now—just snug enough to feel the edge of restriction. She’d cinch it later, when her hands stopped shaking.

Her thighs, ankles, calves—she would bind later too, when she was ready to kneel.

She turned to the mirror. Her arms dangled slightly apart. Her hair had come loose, falling in dark waves around her collarbones. Her breasts rose and fell with shallow breaths.

God, she looked—

Inhuman.

Not in a monstrous way. In a deliberate way. Her eyes were wide, her mouth full even behind the gag. Her nipples peaked as if they wanted to make demands. Her body, unclothed and preparing to be tied and watched, didn’t look like it belonged to someone who scheduled meetings and answered her boss with polite smiles.

It looked like a whore’s body. A slut with ceremony. A woman who tied herself up on clean white bedding and waited to be watched.

And God help her, she was wet already. She could feel it, between her legs—already blooming slick just from the idea of reflection.

She walked to the bed, picked up the vibrator, and switched it on low. Just to hear it hum.

The noise wasn’t loud. But the room heard it. Her reflection heard it. The mirror made everything more deliberate.

She set the toy down in the centre of the mattress like a promise.

Then she walked back to the mirror, leaned in, and whispered—bare lips still free, eyes locked with her own—

“Let’s see if you’re real.”

Tamsin took her time with the knots. Not out of hesitation—out of reverence.

She started with her ankles, seated at the edge of the bed where the mirror gave her a perfect side profile. The silk scarves weren’t ideal for serious restraint, but that wasn’t the point. The point wasn’t security. The point was submission by choice. And silk gave her exactly what she wanted: a tie that looked good in the reflection and felt indulgent.

She looped the blush scarf twice around her ankles and cinched it with a sliding knot she could undo even with fumbling fingers. The cool fabric hugged her skin. When she stood and tested it, the silk held firm until she pulled wide, then loosened with a whisper. It wasn’t foolproof.

But it was honest.

She stood again, looked in the mirror. Her legs together, bare, bound. Her cunt already glistened between her thighs, the hint of moisture catching the light. She flushed, but she didn’t look away. She’d chosen this. Built this. She was architect and inhabitant both.

The blue scarf came next.

She stepped to the bed, gathered the length, and began looping it around her wrists—one pass, then two, then the knot between. Her fingers worked fast, practiced. A quick pull created a snug crossover she could cinch tighter if she needed. She tested it, tugged.

It would hold, just enough.

But she didn’t tie it off yet. She left it loose for now, wrists wrapped but not closed. She’d finish the restraint later. In position. That was part of the scene.

The remote-controlled vibrator lay waiting on the bed.

She picked it up, turned it in her hands, clicked the base to activate pairing. The light blinked blue. The low hum was nearly inaudible, like a cat’s purr felt through the ribs instead of heard. It buzzed against her palm, promising ruin.

She lubed it carefully. Just enough. Not dripping, not dramatic. Practical. She didn’t want excess. She wanted focus. When she pressed the small toy against her clit, her knees buckled slightly—already, fuck—and she laughed under her breath at herself.

“You’re a mess,” she muttered to her own reflection. “Already?”

Her cunt answered with a low pulse. She slid the toy inside—not deep, just nestled at the entrance, shaped to ride the inner wall and press up against her with gentle certainty. She gritted her teeth and held still while her body tried to fuck forward on instinct.

Not yet.

She laid back on the bed and reached for the glass plug.

That was for the final act. She kissed the tip once—ridiculous, theatrical—before setting it down on a hand towel beside the headboard. Cold. Heavy. The plug made her feel helpless in a very specific way, and she didn’t want that yet. She wanted to earn it.

Tamsin repositioned herself in front of the mirror—kneeling, facing it directly.

The bed was low enough that she could stay upright without strain. Her knees bent beneath her, legs pressed tight together and bound. She tucked her feet under, spine long, shoulders rolled back like a dancer resting between movements.

She looked like discipline. Like she’d been posed here.

And she wasn’t finished.

She brought her tied wrists forward and, deliberately, looped the final knot between them. It took concentration. Her breath hitched when the sliding loop caught. With a firm tug, she locked herself in. The silk cuffs held her wrists together, forearms angled down, resting atop her thighs like a prayer pose.

Bound. Kneeling. Vibrator inside. Gaze trained on her own reflection.

She reached for the final scarf—the blush-pink one again—and tied it around her mouth, tight but soft. Not a brutal gag. Not a silence born of force. Just something to keep her from saying everything. The cloth soaked into her skin immediately, catching her shallow breaths. She could still moan around it.

Good. She wanted to hear herself. But only just.

When she looked in the mirror this time, she paused.

She saw it.

Not just her body. But the story of it.

The bound ankles. The relaxed but locked wrists. The gag sitting flush over her lips, darkening slightly from breath. Her hair, looser now, curtain-parted over her collarbones. The low light made her skin glow in gold tones. The shadow between her thighs looked painted.

She looked like a fantasy someone else had dreamed.

And then she’d become it.

The remote sat beside her, well within reach. She picked it up between bound wrists—carefully—and clicked once.

The vibrator kicked on.

Low. Barely there. Just a whisper.

Her entire body shifted.

The hum against her inner wall wasn’t harsh or sharp—it was coaxing. A voice without words. She groaned into the gag, eyes fluttering closed for a second, and then forced herself to open them again.

“No,” she thought. “You watch this.”

She kept her eyes locked on her own. In the mirror.

The remote fell from her hands. She let it. It slid to the floor beside her. Out of reach.

She wouldn’t need it now.

Tamsin rocked—just once—forward and back. The sensation shot straight up her spine, the toy pressing firmly against her most sensitive spot before easing off again.

Fuck.

Fuck.

Fuck.

Already so wet.

Already soaked.

Her cunt pulsed around the toy with every little tremor of movement. The urge to come was immediate, but not welcome yet. She wanted it to build. To show. She wanted to look good falling apart.

In the mirror, her body began to change. Shoulders tightening. Chin lifting. Gag dampening where her breath escaped faster. Nipples hard against the cool room air. She rocked again, slower this time. Longer. Grinding her clit into the pressure, feeling the swell of sensation just at the edges.

The pink scarf across her mouth was wet now. Her tongue pressed against it, tasting herself. Tasting fabric. Saliva pooled beneath it, and she let it drool down slowly, sliding wet over her chin and collarbone like proof.

She whispered something, unintelligible, around the gag.

But she knew what she meant.

She meant: I’m not doing this to come. I’m doing this to be watched.

Every inch of her body begged for an audience.

Every inch of her mind knew the mirror wasn’t enough.

But it would have to be.

Unless… it wasn’t.

Tamsin stilled.

Froze.

There, behind the mirror’s top-right corner—was that a flicker?

No. No movement.

Just her reflection.

Just her pulse.

Still, something in her gut stirred. A signal. A suspicion.

And with it, her hips surged forward against the toy, and she moaned again, shameless now, soaking the scarf.

She whispered against it: “Are you there?”

And then she rocked. Slow. Deep. Again.

Just in case someone was watching.

The third time she rocked forward, the sound the toy made was wetter.

Not loud—but distinct. A barely-there suction as her cunt squeezed and released around the slick edge, a sound that hadn’t been there before. Tamsin’s body made it. The mirror caught it. She saw her own breath hitch, her face flinch with pleasure, then recompose itself just fast enough to be a performance.

“Slut,” she mouthed to the glass behind the gag. “Fucking—slut.”

The scarf was soaked now. A darker pink where her saliva soaked through the silk and streaked in threads across her chin. It clung to the shape of her mouth like a kiss mark. Her eyes were glassy. Skin flushed to the chest.

And still—she hadn’t come.

The vibrator hummed steadily, no spikes in rhythm. She could’ve pressed the remote again, boosted the speed. But she didn’t want more vibration.

She wanted edge. And the eyes she now believed were watching.

That flicker in the top-right corner hadn’t returned.

But something had changed since she saw it.

She wasn’t alone in the room anymore. Not truly.

The mirror wasn’t just a mirror.

It was audience.

And she started to play to it.

Tamsin rolled her hips again, slower, holding her breath as she glided forward and let the toy sink deeper inside her. Her thighs twitched with restraint, muscles fluttering as she forced herself not to speed up. She let her wrists rise slightly from her lap, still tied, still resting in the prayer-like pose—but now trembling, her whole upper body alive with the effort of staying still.

She pressed her forehead to the glass.

Cool. Sharp. Unforgiving.

Her breath fogged the spot in shallow bursts. She licked the scarf against it once. Left a smear.

Then she whispered through the damp cloth.

“You like this?”

Pause.

“You watching me fuck myself like a filthy little display case?”

Her voice sounded like something from a confession booth. Low. Cracked.

No one answered.

But the mirror gave her herself, and that was answer enough.

The pulse of the vibrator was no longer enough. Her clit throbbed for more. Her cunt clenched every time she stopped moving, like it was trying to finish the job on its own.

She dragged her knees wider—testing the scarf. It tugged tight at her ankles but gave her enough spread to lower her hips and grind down harder against the invisible pressure inside her.

Her gasp was involuntary.

“Fuck—”

She rocked again, then again, and the third time she held.

She ground against the toy so hard it pressed just below unbearable. She could feel herself dripping, slick sliding over her inner thighs, pooling where the vibrator sat buried. Her breathing was ragged now, chest heaving.

“Look what you’re doing to me.”

She wasn’t sure who she meant anymore.

The watcher? Herself?

The mirror?

Did it matter?

Her thighs began to tremble. Orgasm built in her belly, tight and angry. She was close—too close. She pulled her arms up, squeezed her fists. The scarf cuffs bit into her wrists with a pleasant pinch, grounding her just enough to hold the edge.

Not yet.

Not yet.

She rocked back. Let the toy slip half out of her.

Her whole body shuddered in protest.

“Beg for it,” she whispered to herself, loud enough to carry.

“Beg for it like they’re still watching.”

She leaned forward again and tongued the mirror through the gag.

Then slowly—deliberately—spoke into the glass like she was dictating to an unseen owner:

“I’m wet for you.”

“I’m so close I could scream.”

“Please don’t stop looking.”

Her own reflection moaned back at her. Her eyes were wild now. Mouth wet. Breasts heaving like they’d been slapped. She looked like a fuckdoll someone had forgotten to unplug.

The vibrator kept humming.

Her cunt pulsed. Desperate. Slippery.

Another movement behind the mirror.

Not a flicker.

Not imagined.

Something shifted.

She saw it this time—too fast to catch, but real. Like someone stepped forward, then froze.

She gasped—truly gasped—and her body clenched down hard on the toy as if to answer.

The shame hit her first.

Then the heat.

Someone was really there.

Someone had been watching the whole time.

Tamsin moaned into the gag, not soft. Not coy. Raw.

Her entire body bucked forward with a surge of reckless pleasure. She didn’t care what she looked like anymore. Not polished. Not practiced. She wanted the watcher to see the mess.

She started talking again, dirty, soft, unhinged:

“You want to see me come, don’t you?”

“You want to watch me lose every last fucking bit of control?”

“I’m going to make you come just from watching.”

She rocked faster, face almost pressed to the mirror, arms trembling as she forced herself upright between thrusts.

Her thighs slapped together with each grind now. The wet sounds loud. The pressure unbearable.

But she held again.

Held.

Just long enough to make herself cry out without release.

Just long enough to let them know she could deny herself.

Just long enough to turn it into performance.

Tamsin came to the edge and backed off. Twice. Three times. Each time her voice cracked more.

“Please.”

“I can’t.”

“Let me—let me.”

No one answered.

But the mirror was listening.

She wasn’t faking it anymore.

This wasn’t performance.

It was plea.

Tamsin’s body shook with the force of holding back. Every breath was a fight, every roll of her hips a gamble. The vibrator had turned cruel in its steadiness—an unrelenting, low hum that refused to give her permission but made denial impossible. She’d edged herself until her cunt throbbed without movement, until her muscles twitched involuntarily, until her own reflection looked haunted.

The mirror saw her.

The mirror wanted her.

And behind it—someone. Watching.

She was sure now. There was no flicker to doubt. No flicker to misread.

They had shifted again.

Not just movement. Presence.

Stillness that wasn’t hers.

Tamsin let out a strangled sob through the gag. Her wrists trembled in the scarf cuffs. Her whole body leaned toward the glass like she was offering herself to be claimed.

“Fuck it,” she growled, then let herself grind forward—hard.

Her clit caught on the edge of the vibrator and she almost screamed. Her knees tried to widen, but the scarf resisted. Good. The tension grounded her. Kept her tied to the rhythm she’d fought so hard to control.

“Please,” she said into the mirror. It came out wet, broken. “Please just—let me.”

No one answered.

So she gave the command herself.

Tamsin dropped her shoulders, squeezed her wrists together tighter, and fucked forward.

The orgasm hit her like a punch.

It didn’t build—it broke. A sharp, guttural cry escaped her lips, muffled by the gag but unmistakable. Her cunt clamped down on the toy so hard she saw black dots in her vision. Her body bucked once, twice—then kept moving.

She didn’t stop. She didn’t slow. She rode it.

Her thighs were slick, vibrator slicker, her whole body riding that high like a train jumping tracks. She ground herself down into the bed and the pressure, clit throbbing with a beat that felt like punishment and reward in equal measure.

Her eyes stayed open. Watching. Needing.

She wanted to see what she looked like mid-orgasm.

It was a wreck.

Her mascara had smeared under both eyes, tears streaking through it. Her gag was soaked straight through, saliva glistening across her chest in wet trails. Her breasts bounced with every jerk of her hips, nipples peaked so hard they ached. Her hair hung in dark, wet ribbons across her face.

She looked like she’d been used. By the room. By herself. By whoever watched. She looked like she wanted it.

The orgasm faded in ripples. It didn’t vanish. It became tremor.

She gasped for breath like someone who’d run a race. Mouth working under the scarf, gulping air through fabric she couldn’t even remember tying. Her knees wobbled. Her shoulders hunched forward.

Still—her eyes stayed open.

Her forehead met the glass with a soft thud. Cold. Grounding.

“Thank you,” she whispered. Not knowing who she meant. Herself? The watcher?

She didn’t expect an answer.

But this time, she got one.

The light shifted behind the mirror.

Only slightly. Like someone stepping sideways. No noise. No flicker. No reveal.

Just presence. Proof.

She froze.

Then whimpered. Loud. Ungagged now—the scarf had fallen loose. She didn’t remember untying it.

“I see you,” she whispered.

She pressed both palms to the mirror, trembling. Her thighs were slick with her own wetness. The vibrator had gone still—must’ve timed out—and her cunt clenched again, empty now, still spasming.

“I see you,” she said again. “I want you to see me.”

She reached up and wiped the fog from the mirror with her forearm. The gesture left a streak of wet down her arm—tears or sweat or drool, she didn’t know. She didn’t care.

The room smelled like sex. Like slick. Like something lived-in and honest.

She shifted onto her side, rope pulling tight around her ankles. Her cunt ached. Her inner thighs burned. Her cheeks were wet. But she smiled.

Because she hadn’t just given a performance.

She’d offered herself. And someone had accepted.

Behind the mirror, the watcher made no sound. But he also didn’t leave. She could feel it. The attention. The heat of being seen.

She pressed her fingers between her thighs—lightly. Just a soft drag over oversensitive skin. Her body jerked with aftershock.

She left her hand there anyway.

“This was for you,” she said aloud.

Then whispered, quieter. “But the next one’s for me.”

She should have collapsed.

Should’ve curled into the sheets, untied her wrists, washed the taste of silk and saliva from her mouth, maybe cried a little from the shock of it all.

But she didn’t.

Tamsin stayed kneeling.

One leg awkwardly tucked under her, the other trembling from where the scarf still pulled tight at her ankles. Her thighs were soaked. Her skin smelled of lube and sweat, heat clinging to her like a second skin.

The mirror still held her in frame. The same angle. Same expression. Only now—her mouth was bare. Wet and red. Her tongue peeked out instinctively to taste the aftermath and found only salt and shame.

She smiled.

It wasn’t soft.

It was dirty.

“You didn’t leave,” she said aloud.

No answer. Just the quiet tension of the room. The steady breathing of her own chest. The distant hush of city noise from twelve floors below.

“You’re still watching me.”

Her voice didn’t ask. It confirmed.

She turned and crawled to the bed.

Her knees left streaks on the coverlet—wet, shining, undeniable. She reached for the towel by the headboard, found the glass plug still resting where she’d left it.

Cold.

Heavy.

Perfect.

She didn’t hesitate.

Lube again—slick, two fingers. She reached back, carefully, still tied at the wrists, but precise. It took only a few strokes for her rim to twitch open in anticipation. When the tip of the plug kissed her hole, she sighed.

“Say thank you.”

She whispered it to herself.

“Say thank you for watching me use myself.”

She pushed the plug in slow. Steady. Her body yielded easily—she was loose, fucked out, begging for pressure. The stretch was brief but electric. Her breath caught in her throat the moment the plug seated, full and final.

Her clit throbbed instantly.

She sat upright again, spine straight, knees spread now as far as the scarf allowed. Her hands rested on her thighs—still bound together at the wrists, silk stained dark now, a mark of how long she’d worn them.

“I want you to see everything.”

She reached for the vibrator again. It buzzed back to life in her palm. Stronger this time—setting two. Low thrum, steady. Cruel.

She slid it to her clit.

No warm-up. No teasing.

Her body flinched like it had been slapped.

And she fucking moaned.

This time, there was no restraint. No slow build. No deliberate posture. This was filth.

Her body rocked automatically now—short, urgent thrusts that made the plug inside her shift, her hole gripping and releasing with each forward press.

The sound was wetter this time. No mistaking it. A rhythmic slick-slick-slick, too obscene to be anything but real.

She wanted them to hear it. Wanted the watcher to picture it. Her fingers clenched, whole body tense.

“You watching me ruin myself again?”

The plug shifted. Her cunt clenched in response.

“Bet you’re fucking hard for me.”

Her voice cracked on the last word—half laugh, half challenge.

“Bet you came already.”

She ground the vibrator harder into her clit.

“Bet you’re going to again.”

Her body convulsed—not in climax, but in need. The second orgasm teased the edge of her mind like a live wire. Her thighs twitched. She leaned forward, shoved the vibrator harder against herself, and stared straight into the mirror.

“Come on,” she hissed. “Fucking look at me.”

Her reflection looked deranged. Wild hair, tear-streaked cheeks, wrists bound, her hole visibly gripping the plug, her cunt flushed and puffy and dripping as she rode the toy. There was nothing elegant left in her. No art. No restraint.

Only submission. Raw. Naked. Loud.

She spat, once—into her own hand—and smeared it across her chest like a brand. Her palm dragged over her nipple, pinched. The pain was instant, but it spiked the heat in her clit like jet fuel.

Her head rolled back.

“Don’t you fucking dare stop watching me.”

She was close. So close.

Her voice got louder.

“I want you to jerk off to this.”

“I want you to watch me like I’m not even human.”

“I want you to come watching me break.”

Her breath hitched.

“Oh God, I’m gonna—”

She pressed the toy tighter, fingers straining.

The plug shifted again—deeper this time—and her whole body seized.

Not yet.

Not yet.

“I’m not done,” she begged the mirror, not herself. “Please let me keep going.”

She was crying now—silent tears, not from sadness, but from the intensity of holding herself at the edge. Her thighs trembled. Her jaw locked. Her wrists twitched against their bonds, too tight to release, too beautiful to escape.

“Please,” she whispered. “Please, please—”

Her orgasm surged again—near, but not there.

She slapped her thigh.

The sting made her grind.

“Watch me break.”

She thrust the toy into herself harder. Her clit screamed. Her breath vanished.

The orgasm took her brutally.

No elegance. No shape. Just pure, bucking, gasping violence.

She collapsed forward, face pressed to the sheets, moaning helplessly as her cunt clenched again and again. The vibrator buzzed against her, no longer manageable. Too much. Too fast. Her whole body jackknifed with aftershocks.

She couldn’t even speak.

Only sobs.

The plug slipped slightly with the force of her movement, but didn’t fall out. It made her throb harder.

She whimpered—sloppy, ruined.

And then—

Movement.

Behind the mirror.

This time, unmistakable.

Not flicker. Not light.

Someone stood up.

The watcher had been seated.

Watching.

Her whole body froze, twitching mid-aftershock, tears sliding down her chin.

The mirror caught it all.

Tamsin lifted her head.

Stared into her reflection.

And said softly:

“Come back tomorrow.”

Tamsin didn’t move right away.

Couldn’t, really.

Her body was trembling too hard. Not in fear. Not even in shock.

Just… saturation.

Everything had been filled. Her cunt still twitched faintly from the last orgasm, the kind of ripple that didn’t crest but echoed. Her throat burned from moaning, her jaw ached from tension, and her thighs felt flayed—slick with sweat and saliva and the thick, unmistakable mess her body had made from wanting too hard.

She hadn’t noticed her knees go numb. Only realised it now, folded forward, wrists still tied, one cheek pressed against the sheet and the plug still seated firmly inside her. Her clit throbbed from the overstimulation, her breathing fractured like the aftershocks of something tectonic.

She blinked slowly. Her hair stuck to her lips.

The mirror watched everything.

That was the first thing she processed:

She was still in frame.

Still lit.

Still presented.

Still seen.

She let out a low, broken laugh. It turned into a cough. Her throat was dry.

With careful fingers, she reached behind and pulled the glass plug from her body. Not fast. Not dramatic. Just a slow, careful extraction that made her whimper on the final stretch. Her cunt clenched reflexively, empty now. Used.

She lay it on the towel, careful to avoid the sheets. The mirrored wall gave her an unbroken view of herself doing it—shoulders hunched, wrists bound, thighs parted indecently, hair a halo of ruin.

She looked exactly the way she’d fantasised. But worse. Better.

She whispered to the mirror: “Was that good for you?”

Her voice barely carried.

Then she sat back, slow and heavy, and brought her bound wrists up toward her chest. Her shoulders screamed. She winced. Muscle memory took over as she began to work the knot loose—small tugs, slow unthreading.

It wasn’t a struggle. She knew what she was doing. But she took her time.

There was something devotional about unbinding.

As if each tug was a way of thanking the knot for what it gave her.

Power. Control. Surrender. Witness.

The final loop slipped loose, and she flexed her fingers.

The pink cuff at her ankles came next. She bent forward—sore—and undid the knot with less ceremony. Her knees immediately shifted wider. Her cunt throbbed in the space the restraint had held closed. There was rope burn across her inner thigh from where the silk had bunched.

She stood slowly. Her knees cracked. She didn’t care.

The room smelled like sex and heat. There was a wet patch where her knees had been. Her scent was everywhere—rich, heady, unmistakable.

She padded to the ensuite bathroom and ran warm water over her hands. Splash, rinse, wipe at the streaks on her chin. She found a facecloth and cleaned herself between the legs with gentle, measured strokes. Her clit flinched every time the terry cloth passed it.

She didn’t rush.

She caught her reflection in the mirror above the sink and paused.

This one was smaller. Harsher. Fluorescent-lit and clinical. She didn’t look ruined here. Just tired.

It didn’t feel like her.

So she turned the light off and walked back to him.

To the other mirror.

To the mirror.

She stood in front of it, entirely naked. Unbound. Unmarked, except for the red flush across her breasts and thighs. The mess between her legs was gone now, but the story of it lingered in the glisten of her skin, in the wet ropes she’d laid out neatly on the bed.

“You’re still there.”

It wasn’t a question.

Behind the mirror: silence. Stillness. But not absence.

She could feel it. Her sixth sense no longer doubted. The watcher was still watching.

She didn’t cover herself.

She didn’t cross her arms. Or flinch. Or duck away.

Instead, she tilted her head. Assessed the shape of herself. The long curve of her waist, the line of her jaw, the dried smear of spit near her collarbone.

She raised her hand. Pressed it flat to the glass.

The chill kissed her palm.

A full second later…

A shape shifted, just beyond the veil of the glass.

She didn’t smile this time.

She didn’t have to.

She whispered: “Good.”

Then she turned away.

Deliberately.

Let him see the line of her back, the swell of her ass, the red ghost of a handprint she didn’t remember giving herself.

She picked up the notebook. Sat cross-legged on the floor at the foot of the bed. Still nude.

Still his.

She uncapped the pen and wrote:

Entry – Mirror Room

Suite 706. Full wall glass.

Definitely two-way. I wanted it to be. I was right.

He watched. All of it.

Tools:

Remote vibe

Silk cuffs

Gag (pink, soaked through)

Glass plug

My own fucking eyes

Physical notes:

Redness at wrist and inner thigh

Breasts sore in a good way

Plug stayed in. No expulsion during climax. Success.

Second orgasm: harder than the first. No hands. Just hunger.

Dripped all over the sheet. Consider tip for housekeeping.

Emotional notes:

Not scared.

Wanted more.

Felt owned. But beautifully.

Thought of him stroking himself to the sound of me begging. May not survive that.

Closing feeling:

More than seen.

Claimed.

And not ready to stop.

She placed the notebook back in her bag.

Didn’t bother dressing yet. Instead, she walked to the mini-bar, cracked a bottle of sparkling water, and drank half in one go.

Then she returned to the mirror.

Stared into it one last time.

And said:

“I’ll leave the door unlocked next time.”

She didn’t dress right away.

Instead, Tamsin sat cross-legged on the crisp white duvet, naked but for the shadows cast by the bedside lamp. Her hair hung in loose, damp ropes over her collarbones. Her thighs were parted just enough for the room to remember where it had broken her open.

The mirror still loomed.

Not accusatory. Not neutral.

Just there.

Reflecting. Holding. Witnessing.

The rope sat curled at the base of the mirror now, soft and damp and slightly tangled, a tangle that would smell of slick and sweat if she bothered to bring it to her nose.

She didn’t.

Instead, she picked up the hotel stationery—the little pad embossed with Seven Graces – London—and wrote her final message in clean, architectural handwriting:

_I think you liked it.

I hope you came.

Leave the light on again if you want to see me next time.

I’ll be in 715 tomorrow night._

— T

She folded the page twice, creased it precisely, and stood. The paper looked almost polite that way. A note you’d slip into someone’s briefcase. Or wallet. Or lapel.

She walked to the mirror barefoot, cunt still sore, and tucked the paper just under the frame, where the black steel and the wall met. It didn’t fall. Stayed wedged in place like a secret confession.

Then, slowly, she walked back to the bed and gathered her clothes.

She didn’t bother with the bra.

The lace thong slid up sticky skin with a quiet pull. She shivered as it pressed against her—her folds still raw from the toy, her clit still swollen. She liked the feeling of it. The friction. The echo of what she’d done pressed against her body like a seal.

The turtleneck went on last.

It made her look respectable again. Her face was clean now, but flushed. Her eyes had the soft, blown-out look of someone well-used. She tied her hair up again, not quite as tight as before, and slipped her heels back on without looking in the mirror.

She wanted the watcher to see her become that woman again. Controlled. Crisp. Neat.

A woman no one on the street would ever suspect of kneeling on a hotel room floor with a plug in her ass and a silk gag soaked with drool.

At the door, she hesitated.

She looked back once more.

The mirror reflected the bed—rumpled, wet at the centre. The rope on the floor. The towel with the glass plug nestled like a trophy. The crumpled scarf. The remote. Her bare legs under the hem of her jumper.

The evidence wasn’t cleaned.

She hadn’t wanted to.

She turned the doorknob.

Paused.

Then—grinning to herself—she slid her thong down again. One slow pull. Stepped out of it. Folded it once in her palm. And left it on the hallway floor just outside the door.

Like a breadcrumb.

Or a fucking challenge.


Story 27 – Locked In

Cassie Roe always made a show of locking the gym doors.

It wasn’t about security. The cameras covered everything but the staff room anyway. It was about the ritual. Turning the bolt. Clicking the deadlock. Swiping the control panel until it beeped green and went silent.

That silence?

That was permission.

The spa lights stayed dim after close. She never turned them up. She liked the way they made the chrome surfaces shine — all mirrors and wet steel. She liked the hush of the place, how it held echoes like breath.

The scent of eucalyptus from the steam room still lingered in the vents. Chlorine from the plunge pool. Her own perfume, faintly clinging to the reception counter. She was the only one left.

And she’d been thinking about this since noon.

Cassie slipped back into the staff changing room — her sanctuary — and checked the outer hallway once more. Empty.

Good.

She closed the inner door behind her and slid the bolt across, even though she knew no one ever came in from that side.

The changing room was long, cool, and private. Polished locker doors in matte grey steel. A row of padded benches. Mirrors above the sinks that reflected every breath she took. It always felt like an upscale holding cell. Clinical. Perfect.

She opened her favourite locker—number 18. Top row, second from the end. Inside was her bag. Black nylon. Nondescript.

She unzipped it slowly.

Out came the suction toy — the one shaped like a half moon, with the glossy red mouth that sealed to her clit like a kiss. Waterproof. Remote optional.

Then the handcuffs. Real ones, not the fuzzy joke-shop kind. Smooth. Cold. Heavy in her palm.

And the key. Just one, dangling on a string.

Plus: a thin sweat towel, bottle of lube, and a small portable speaker she rarely used.

Cassie pulled the towel out and laid it flat on the bench, then sat. The air was cool against her legs. She wore nothing but a loose gym hoodie and boyshorts — both black. No bra.

She looked around, just once. And smiled.

The cameras didn’t reach this part of the gym. She’d checked the blueprint when she was hired. There were dead zones.

Behind locker doors.

In the gaps between benches.

Right here, in the soft curve of shadow between mirror and steel.

And still — the idea of being seen made her ache.

She reached between her legs. Pressed the heel of her palm over her cunt. Closed her eyes. Already wet.

You’ve got twenty minutes.

That’s what she always told herself. Just twenty. Enough to tease. Enough to edge. Enough to maybe, maybe, come.

But tonight — she wanted more.

Cassie stood up. Peeled her hoodie over her head. Let it drop. Then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her boyshorts and dragged them down in one long slide.

Her skin lit up with the air.

The bench behind her was cool. She turned to face the locker, opened the door wider, and set the key gently on the top shelf inside. She closed the door without thinking.

Not locked yet. She’d never be that careless.

Or so she thought.

Cassie picked up the cuffs.

They clicked cold around one wrist. The weight settled like gravity. She brought her arms behind her back and twisted, slowly, until she could hook the other cuff in place.

Click.

Firm. Clean.

Arms now trapped behind her, wrists crossed neatly.

She exhaled.

Her nipples were already hard. She rolled her shoulders back. Tried to imagine what she looked like: toned from spin classes, bare-footed, stark-naked in the private locker room, arms behind her, cunt already slick and greedy.

A show pony in an empty ring.

Cassie sank to her knees. Slowly. The towel helped. She knelt in the space between the two benches, just outside the locker doors.

Then she placed the toy on the floor in front of her.

She leaned forward. Bent her hips, lowered herself, until the red silicone cup pressed to her cunt. The suction clicked. Not harsh. Just a kiss. The motor buzzed once. Gentle. Then again. Deeper. The pulses began — steady, rhythmic. Her hips twitched forward on instinct.

Cassie groaned softly.

Her arms flexed behind her. She rocked once. Twice.

The rhythm came quick: down, forward, pressure, pull. The toy hummed against her clit like it knew her. It did. She knew every pulse setting. She could picture the diagram in her head. She’d used it in showers. Beds. Her car once. But never like this.

Never with the key out of reach.

Never on the floor of her workplace.

Never kneeling, open, performing.

She started to speak.

Not loud. Just soft. Like narrating a dream to herself.

“Bet they’d love this,” she whispered. “Bet they’d just watch and wait.”

She rolled her hips. The toy buzzed louder, suction pulling tight against her clit. Her thighs began to tremble.

Cassie let her head fall back. Eyes closed. Mouth open.

“If someone walked in—what would I do?”

She pictured it. The door creaking. The footsteps. A stranger’s breath catching. Her body still moving, still pinned to the suction toy, too far gone to lie.

She moaned aloud. Real now.

Wet pooled under her thighs.

Her wrists flexed in the cuffs. Her legs spread wider, knees splaying. Her body begged for just a little more.

The orgasm was close. She could feel it building, high and sharp.

She rocked again.

Again.

And then—

Click.

A soft, metallic sound.

Behind her.

Cassie froze.

The locker.

The one she left the key in.

Had closed.

Click.

Cassie didn’t move at first.

Not because she didn’t hear it—she did. The sound was unmistakable. The dull, final sound of a locker door swinging shut and catching on its own mechanism. A soft metal kiss. A warning bell.

No, she didn’t move because her brain hadn’t processed it.

Not yet.

She was too deep in the suction rhythm. Too soaked. Too tethered to the rising, cresting wave that had taken her body hostage. The toy between her thighs pulsed with steady, suckling insistence, her clit swollen and hungry, and her wrists were still crossed, bound neatly behind her.

She rocked once more.

Habit.

Her hips moved because they’d already been moving, because her cunt didn’t care that something might be wrong, didn’t care about sounds or timing or keys. Her cunt just wanted.

The orgasm was still within reach—right there, hanging like a thread about to snap.

Then it sank in.

She blinked.

Heart thudding.

Eyes snapping to the side, toward locker 18.

Still closed.

Still—shit.

Closed.

Not latched, maybe?

Not—

She shifted her weight. Slid one knee backward on the towel. Turned her head further. The toy slipped slightly as she moved, suction releasing with a wet pop. The vibration continued, brushing against the inside of her thigh.

She tried to stand.

Her cuffed wrists pulled behind her — too tightly for balance. She overcorrected, slipped forward, and landed hard on one knee. Pain flared, sharp and sudden.

She cursed.

Loud.

“Shit—fuck—shit—”

The toy buzzed against her inner thigh like it was mocking her.

She sat back, knees apart now, arms still caught behind her, chest heaving as the panic crept up her spine like cold fingers. The air against her wet cunt made her flinch.

Locker 18.

Closed.

She shuffled awkwardly across the tile, bare knees squeaking against the mat, the suction toy still pulsing softly where it had slid now between her legs. It wasn’t even positioned right anymore. Just buzzing into empty space. Her cunt ached from the absence.

When she reached the locker, she twisted sideways and leaned her shoulder into the metal.

Pushed.

Clickclickclick.

Locked.

Fuck.

Fuck.

FUCK.

Her key—her only key—was inside.

Cassie stared at the locker door for a full five seconds.

Not breathing.

Not moving.

Then, finally:

She exhaled.

And laughed.

It wasn’t funny, not really. But her body didn’t know what else to do. The sound came out cracked and breathless, her voice echoing weirdly off the tile.

She’d done it.

She’d actually fucking done it.

The thing she’d fantasised about a dozen times. The trap. The game. The “oops, I got stuck” scenario.

Only now it wasn’t a fantasy.

She was naked.

Handcuffed.

Alone.

Locked in the staff changing room.

No way out without calling someone—or being found.

Her cunt throbbed.

She wasn’t even scared yet. Not truly.

She was humiliated. Turned on in a way she hadn’t been in months.

Her thighs were soaked. The slick hadn’t dried at all. She could feel it pooling under her. Her pussy clenched, still begging for the toy that had been knocked askew. She twisted slightly, trying to line herself up again.

The vibrator buzzed against her labia. Her hips jolted in response.

She gasped.

Groaned.

Pressed down.

It wasn’t perfect, but it was enough.

Just enough to tease. To keep her nerves hot.

She rocked.

A little.

Then a little more.

She shouldn’t.

She should stay still.

Should focus on getting help.

Should start screaming. Or kicking. Or—something.

But her clit burned. Her arms ached deliciously. The position — knees wide, body angled, wrists caught behind her like an offering — was filthy. Exposing. Exquisite.

She leaned her forehead against the locker door and whispered:

“Fucking idiot.”

Then she started grinding.

Small movements at first. The toy didn’t seat itself properly again — she’d have to guide it back. But her hands were trapped. She could only move her hips.

She rocked.

The suction mouth pressed against her clit again. Not perfect alignment — off by half an inch — but her body made it work.

Her moan echoed down the hallway.

Cassie clenched her thighs tighter and let the heat bloom again.

She knew the risk.

The night cleaner was supposed to come at two a.m.

It was just after midnight.

But the security guy? He sometimes came through early. He had a master key. Could open any room. Usually just glanced at the monitors.

Except…

She froze.

The monitors.

She knew they didn’t reach this part of the changing room. But they did pick up sound.

And she’d moaned.

Loud.

Once.

Maybe twice.

The thought made her squirm harder. The toy slipped. Reattached.

Her clit lit up.

“Oh—fuck—” she gasped, louder than intended.

That one would definitely be audible.

She clenched her teeth.

Her body didn’t care. Her cunt throbbed again — and not just with arousal now. With fear. With thrill.

Someone might hear her.

Might come check.

Might walk in and find her exactly like this.

Her chest rose and fell fast.

She should stop.

She didn’t.

She moaned again—louder. On purpose.

And whispered:

“Please.”

Not sure who she was asking.

Or what she wanted them to do if they came.

The second time she moaned, it wasn’t fake.

It wasn’t planned.

It broke out of her throat like a confession.

Cassie clamped her mouth shut a second too late.

The suction toy was perfectly placed now—angled against her clit just right, buzzing with steady, merciless hunger. She didn’t dare move it. She couldn’t, anyway. Her arms were still cuffed behind her back. Her knees ached. Her thighs trembled.

And her cunt?

Soaked. Engorged. Begging.

She’d wanted a scene.

But this wasn’t a scene anymore.

This was real.

Her key was locked inside the goddamn locker.

And she was too far gone to stop.

She rocked again—just once.

The toy slurped at her clit.

She gasped.

The pleasure was blinding.

She pressed her forehead to the locker door, trying to breathe, to think, to reset her body. Her hips didn’t get the message. They twitched forward again—compulsively. She was right there. The edge wasn’t just near. It owned her now.

And then—

Thud.

She froze.

One knee lifted instinctively, but her balance slipped again. The cuffed wrists threw her off. She scrambled backward, fell onto her hip with a wet slap, and whimpered.

Because she’d heard it.

Footsteps.

Distinct.

On the gym’s rubber flooring, not tile.

Slow.

Measured.

“Hello?”

A man’s voice. Calm.

From beyond the changing room door.

Cassie’s heart detonated.

She didn’t move. Couldn’t. Her whole body went still in a single pulse of adrenaline.

The toy kept buzzing.

She choked on a breath. Wriggled onto one hip, tried to curl into the bench’s shadow. The cuffs clinked behind her back, loud as a gunshot in the silence.

The footsteps paused.

She whimpered again—quiet this time, but broken. The suction toy hadn’t budged. Her clit still throbbed inside the cup. It had no idea what was happening. It just wanted to keep going.

She should speak.

She should say something.

Cassie inhaled through her nose, squeezed her thighs together, and shouted, “I’m fine!”

Too loud.

Too fast.

Definitely not convincing.

The voice came again, closer now. “Did someone say—”

He stopped.

He was right outside the door.

Maybe two metres away.

Maybe less.

Cassie squeezed her eyes shut.

Her knees were spread. Her cunt on full display. Her mouth open. The suction toy slurped again—wet and slow. Her wrists strained in the cuffs.

And then:

The door handle turned.

She squeaked.

Out loud. Like a fucking mouse.

The lock held.

Thank fuck.

He jiggled the handle again, harder this time.

Cassie flinched and scrambled behind the closest bench. Still on her knees. Still panting. Her whole body hummed with electric embarrassment. The suction toy vibrated on.

She reached back, fingers twisted painfully, and tried again to find a way—any way—to unlock herself. Nothing. No give. Her skin was slick with sweat and panic. The metal cuffs didn’t budge.

The man’s voice came again. “Everything okay in there?”

She should say yes.

Say go away.

Say anything—

But she couldn’t make her mouth move.

Her body betrayed her again—hips jerking slightly forward, grinding against the toy still clamped to her pussy. The suction locked again with a soft click.

Her moan escaped before she could swallow it.

And then—

Another sound.

The override key.

Inserted from the outside.

Her breath caught. Her whole body locked up.

The door handle turned again.

And this time, it opened.

The door creaked open.

Not all at once. Just enough for the light to spill in, diffuse and golden from the outer hallway. Just enough for the silence to shatter.

Cassie held her breath.

She didn’t try to speak. Didn’t move. Couldn’t. Her thighs were trembling too badly. Her wrists were still cuffed tight behind her. The suction toy buzzed steadily, still suctioned to her clit like it had a job to finish.

She crouched behind the bench like a hunted thing—naked, slick, trembling, with her mouth open and her cunt on fire.

She couldn’t see him from this angle.

But she heard him.

The soft rubber step of one foot. Then another.

He was inside the room.

She whimpered—just once. A high, involuntary sound, like air escaping a crack in her shame.

He didn’t speak at first. Maybe he didn’t understand what he was seeing. Or maybe he did, and was choosing silence.

Cassie turned her head slowly. Her hair stuck to her cheek, damp with sweat.

And then—he stepped into view.

Mid-thirties, maybe. Tall. Black joggers, dark grey hoodie with the gym logo over the chest. Security. She’d seen him once or twice. He was supposed to sweep the back stairwell, check the pool filters, maybe clean up the smoothie bar.

She hadn’t known he had a master key.

His eyes met hers.

Not angry. Not confused.

Just—searching.

Cassie couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t form words. Her face burned. Her body wanted to disappear and come at the same time.

“I heard…” he began, voice low.

He took another step. His eyes flicked downward.

He saw it.

The toy between her thighs, suctioned wet and pulsing.

Her exposed, reddened cunt. Her shaking knees.

The cuffs glinting behind her back.

He didn’t finish the sentence.

Instead, he crouched.

Not close. Just enough to meet her eye-level. His face was unreadable.

“You okay?”

Cassie tried to nod.

But it came out as a stammered, “I—I didn’t mean—fuck—”

Her whole body was locked up now. Every muscle taut with humiliation, heat, and need.

He didn’t move.

Didn’t leer.

Didn’t touch her.

He just looked.

At her bound wrists.

Her flushed breasts.

The way her thighs kept trembling around the toy’s rhythmic pulse.

“You stuck?”

She opened her mouth. Closed it again.

She wanted to say yes.

Wanted him to fix it.

Wanted him to watch first.

She didn’t even know what she wanted him to do.

“I—” she choked. “The locker. I dropped the key. It shut.”

His expression didn’t change.

Then—slowly—he nodded.

“That’s a shame,” he said.

His voice didn’t rise. Didn’t fall. No mocking, no sympathy.

Just a flat, almost amused observation.

Cassie swallowed hard.

“I can explain,” she said, though she couldn’t.

He tilted his head.

“You always this loud when you… explain things?”

Cassie’s face went crimson. Her thighs jolted. The toy pulsed again. Perfectly.

She groaned.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

The man didn’t move toward her. But his eyes dropped to the toy again.

Then up.

To her face.

Then to the locker behind her.

“Key’s in eighteen?”

She nodded, cheeks burning.

He stood.

Walked—calmly—past her. Unlocked the locker with a soft click. The key clinked once as he retrieved it.

Cassie exhaled. Her heart pounded.

“Can you just…” she whispered. “Can you just—leave it?”

But he didn’t.

He stood there for a moment. Key dangling from one finger. Looking down at her.

Then he crouched again.

Close this time.

So close she could smell him.

Cedarwood. Laundry detergent. Something warm and male.

He leaned in.

And said, quietly:

“Do you want help?”

Cassie didn’t answer.

Couldn’t.

Her lips parted. Her breath stuttered.

The toy sucked again. A fresh gush of slick smeared down her inner thigh.

She was on the edge.

And he knew it.

He looked at her wrists. At her chest. At her shaking.

Then—still crouched—he lifted one hand.

And with two fingers…

He pressed the toy deeper against her clit.

Cassie screamed.

Cassie screamed — not from pain, not even from surprise.

From impact.

His fingers hadn’t shoved. Just pressed. Firmly. Directly. With the kind of casual control that said: I know what this does to you.

And it did.

The suction toy sealed tighter, the rhythm now impossibly intense. The pulses hit her clit like a countdown, each one dragging her deeper into a spiral she couldn’t climb out of.

Her knees spread further. Reflex. Submission. She arched, wrists straining behind her back as she tried to lift off the floor and ride it. Her body wasn’t her own anymore — just a conduit for friction, for vibration, for heat.

He didn’t say anything.

Just held it there. Pressed it again. Just a fraction more pressure.

Her entire pelvis seized.

“F—uck,” she choked. “I—I can’t—”

But her cunt said otherwise.

It clenched.

Gushed.

Begged.

The sound was obscene — her slick squelching under the suction mouth, a wet suck-pop each time the toy briefly lost seal then reattached.

She was soaked.

He crouched beside her. Calm. Still. Just… watching.

His hand didn’t shake. His grip didn’t falter.

And Cassie?

Cassie was breaking.

Her thighs twitched. Her toes curled hard against the towel. She moaned again, sharper now — voice thick with disbelief. Her mouth opened wider and nothing came out. Just air. Shock. Need.

His voice came low, finally, a breath beside her ear.

“Still want me to leave it?”

She shook her head violently. “No—please—don’t—”

Her words dissolved into a whimper as another suction pulse landed. Her whole spine flexed. Her wrists jerked behind her, helpless.

He smiled. Not cruel. Just… pleased.

“Didn’t think so.”

His fingers traced the edge of the toy. No penetration. No extra pressure.

Just attention.

“You cuffed yourself just to get off, didn’t you?”

Cassie sobbed — from shame, from arousal, from how fast her body spiraled toward orgasm again.

“Fucking exhibitionist,” he murmured. “Bet you didn’t expect to get caught.”

She shook her head again, tears streaking down her cheeks now. Her face was blotched, flushed.

“Bet you were hoping for it anyway.”

Her whole body shuddered.

Her clit pulsed so hard it hurt. The toy didn’t stop. The pulses came like a metronome of degradation — steady, cruel, final.

She clenched her thighs together, trying to escape.

He didn’t let her.

He reached with one hand and pried her thighs apart again, gentle but firm.

“Uh-uh. Don’t close them. You started this, Cassie. You’re going to finish it.”

Hearing her name in his mouth broke something inside her.

She keened. Loud. Guttural.

“You’re dripping,” he added, conversational. “You’d be leaking all over the bench if you were bent over.”

She moaned — a full-bodied cry of helpless arousal.

He leaned in again.

“You’re gonna come for me like this, aren’t you?”

She nodded frantically. “Yes—yes—fuck, I’m—”

His thumb brushed the edge of the toy.

And she came.

Hard.

Not a pretty orgasm. Not a sweet one. A catastrophic one.

Her body bucked violently — knees sliding out on the towel, whole frame spasming. The suction toy held tight against her clit like a kiss she couldn’t survive. Her moan turned feral — raw, choked, panicked by how fast it overtook her.

She screamed again.

Once.

Twice.

And collapsed forward onto the mat — gasping, sobbing, wrists still cuffed, legs trembling like she’d run a fucking marathon.

Her cunt pulsed so hard the toy slipped. Fell to the side. Buzzed against the floor like a forgotten phone.

He didn’t pick it up.

He watched her fall.

Watched her twitch.

Watched her body continue to shudder with aftershocks, thighs sticky and wide, knees no longer able to hold her up.

Then — he reached forward and smoothed her hair back from her face.

Soft.

Deliberate.

Cassie’s eyes fluttered open. She looked wrecked.

“I—fuck,” she whispered.

He still hadn’t touched her cunt. Hadn’t even seen her face properly.

But he leaned in and said:

“You’re gonna think about this every time you lock up.”

She nodded. Couldn’t speak.

He stood. Quietly. Like the scene was done.

The key? He set it on the bench beside her.

Then, casually, he stepped back, turned toward the door—

And tossed her a towel.

A sticky one.

Used.

No words.

No wink.

Just evidence.

Then he walked out, left the door ajar, and didn’t say a single fucking thing.

Cassie didn’t move for almost a full minute.

She couldn’t.

Her wrists were still cuffed behind her back, her shoulders screaming now, muscles locked in the kind of deep post-orgasm tremble that no breath could calm. Her knees had given out completely — thighs splayed on the damp towel, one foot twisted sideways, her toes curled hard like she was still holding on.

But the orgasm had come and gone.

Or rather — ripped through her and left the lights flickering.

Her cunt throbbed emptily.

Not softly. Not delicately. Hard. Like it had been used. And it had. Not by cock or fingers. Just a toy. And a man’s voice.

And his thumb.

Cassie’s mouth was open. Breathing uneven. Her hair stuck to her cheeks, damp with sweat and tears and fuck knows what else. The changing room was quiet again — fluorescent lights humming faintly. Far too bright for how wrecked she felt.

And on the bench next to her?

The key.

Her key.

Placed perfectly in reach.

And beside it, the towel.

Still warm.

Used.

A smudge of something unmistakable — his — streaked across the edge. She didn’t need to guess what it was. He’d come watching her. Hadn’t touched her once. Just pressed the toy into her and watched her fall apart.

She’d begged.

She’d screamed.

She didn’t regret it.

Her thighs still trembled as she rolled onto one hip. She winced as the cuffs pulled across her spine. Her body was sore in all the best ways.

“Fucking hell,” she whispered, and meant it.

It wasn’t the orgasm that left her shaking. It was the aftermath. The realisation that she’d done it. Played the game. Crossed the line. Invited someone in.

And he’d taken it.

Not cruelly. Not violently. Not beyond what she’d fantasised. But with a calm certainty that still echoed inside her like a low drumbeat of fuck yes.

She sat up slowly.

Knees wide. Breasts flushed and heavy. She flexed her wrists — metal biting into damp skin — and inched her body close enough to reach the key.

It took three tries to get her fingers around it.

Her whole body shook.

When the cuffs finally clicked open, she let out a sound she hadn’t expected: a whimper of loss.

She missed the restraint instantly.

Her arms fell forward, limp and jelly-weak. Her back ached. Her wrists were lined with red where the metal had kissed too long.

She brought them to her face and kissed them.

Not gently.

Gratefully.

Then she reached for the towel.

Paused.

Held it up.

It was still warm. Thick with his scent. Obvious. Intentional.

He’d wanted her to know. Wanted her to feel it. That he’d come to her, even if he hadn’t come on her. She had made him finish. With her body. Her performance. Her squirming, writhing, filthy need.

Cassie stared at the stain and moaned.

She pressed the towel to her face. Inhaled. Hard.

Her cunt clenched again — brutal, sudden.

Still needy.

Fucking still.

She was spent, aching, red-raw — and her clit twitched. Her hips jerked against the towel like she might grind herself into it just to steal another wave.

“No,” she muttered. “No, no—too much—”

But her body wanted more.

Because he hadn’t touched her.

Not really.

And she needed something to fill the space he’d left.

She sat up fully. Bent forward. Palmed her mound. Pressed her fingers along her swollen lips.

She hissed.

So sensitive.

Too sensitive.

Perfect.

She dipped two fingers lower. Not inside. Just along the outer fold. Slick. Soaked. She moaned into the towel.

Just once.

Just enough to say I’m not done.

Then she pulled back. Not because she wanted to — because she needed to feel the ache longer. She needed the denial to last.

Cassie stood.

Her knees almost buckled. The towel fell from her hands, landed over the toy — now dark with her slick, still faintly buzzing.

She didn’t bother turning it off.

Instead, she walked to the mirror.

Looked at herself.

Red cheeks. Mascara down to her jawline. Her hair an absolute mess. Her nipples tight and dark. Her thighs streaked in dried cum and sweat. Her inner legs visibly marked where the suction toy had kissed too long.

She smiled.

God, she looked like a slut.

And it was the best she’d ever looked.

Cassie dressed without cleaning up.

Not because she wanted to preserve the mess — though part of her did — but because her hands were still shaking too hard to do it properly.

She pulled her hoodie on first, no bra, the soft fabric dragging across her oversensitive nipples like a reminder. Her boyshorts came next, dragged slowly up thighs still tacky with sweat and slick, the fabric catching on the dampness in a way that made her gasp through gritted teeth. She didn’t bother wiping. Didn’t want to. She wanted it to soak through. Let the scent cling to her. Let the walk home remind her of everything.

She looked around the room once more.

The towel was still on the bench. The vibrator buzzed softly under it, out of batteries but still twitching.

The key?

She tucked it back into the locker she’d originally trapped it in — not out of necessity, but ceremony.

Then she opened locker 19, two down, and reached for her work tote. Inside: lip gloss, mascara, a tiny notebook… and one ruined pair of backup panties.

She fished them out. Red. Lace. Damp from a previous night and folded into a silk pouch she sometimes carried, just in case. She pressed them to her nose for a second — not long — then nodded to herself like someone committing a deal.

Then she crossed the hall.

The staff corridor was dim and quiet, lights on motion sensors. No one. No noise.

She paused at the security office. The door was locked. Standard after-hours.

But the drop-box? The one where off-duty employees slipped notes, towel reports, broken locker numbers?

Still open.

She slid the lace panties halfway in. Stopped. Thought.

Then pulled the lip gloss from her hoodie pocket. Opened it. Stood in front of the glass window next to the door — the one that he had looked through when he’d heard her moan.

And in careful, looping cursive, wrote two words on the glass:

“Ask nicely.”

Then — she dropped the panties through the slot.

Turned.

And walked away without looking back.


Story 28 – Cage in the Attic

Her name was Anna Fielding—thirty-two, single by new habit, half-writer, half-hoarder, a woman who lived alone in the kind of sprawling Victorian terrace where rooms went months without a human touch and the attic was a time capsule sealed behind a squealing door. The house was a mess of stories: inherited furniture, boxes from four moves ago, coffee mugs left on windowsills like little markers of territory. Anna liked it that way—cluttered, private, always ready to hide a mood.

She’d meant to tackle the attic for years, but it took a bitter row with her ex and the kind of October rain that made the roof sound hollow to finally get her up the stairs. She did it in old leggings and a faded rugby shirt, hair in a knot, torch gripped between her teeth, feeling like a trespasser in her own house. The attic was all sloped beams and dust, the air cold and dry. Her footsteps raised motes that glittered in the single shaft of daylight leaking from a grimy skylight.

Anna had always had a thing for forbidden spaces. She liked basements, ruins, old churches—the echo of other people’s secrets. But the attic unnerved her. It was a place built for storage and silence, where anything left long enough became part of the woodwork. She’d only ever poked her head up there to fetch suitcases or dump old boxes, never lingering. But something in her—loneliness, boredom, the lingering ache of a breakup—drove her further in this time.

She picked her way through the stacks, breathing in the cold and the scent of cardboard rot, until she reached the far wall. There, behind a collapsed clothes rail and two plastic crates of mystery cables, she found it: a rust-flecked, metal dog cage. Heavy-duty, two feet high, maybe three deep, the kind with a thick handle and a door secured by a loop for a padlock.

She stared at it, heart skipping in a way that had nothing to do with fear.

Who leaves a cage in an attic? What kind of dog needs to be locked away in a place like this? The questions fizzed through her, but they were background noise to the main event: the sudden, electric surge of possibility.

Anna crouched, brushing her hands over the bars. The cage was cold, rough to the touch but sturdy, almost inviting. There was a faint residue on the tray beneath—a memory of animals, bleach, old secrets. She felt a pang of shame at how quickly her mind leapt to other uses for something like this.

It wasn’t the first time she’d thought about confinement. Her Google history could testify to that. She’d read every story, watched every grainy clip she could find of women—alone, exposed, locked in boxes, cages, trunks. The fantasy wasn’t about being helpless so much as being contained: made small, silent, stripped of agency and seen by nobody except herself, or some faceless camera.

She tried to lift the cage and it scraped over the floorboards, shrieking protest. Still, it was lighter than it looked. She dragged it to the cleanest patch of floor near the window and sat back on her haunches, breathing hard, letting herself imagine the scene.

She could fit, she realised. Just. Legs curled up, shoulders hunched, body made into something compact and submissive. The thought hit her with the force of a punch—I could put myself in there. The idea made her dizzy. Wet.

Anna shook herself, laughed. “Get a grip,” she muttered, but her heart wouldn’t slow.

She fetched an old blanket from a storage box, shook out the moths, and lined the base of the cage. She ran a damp cloth over the bars, scrubbing away dust and any lingering traces of past tenants. When she was done, the thing looked less like a relic and more like an invitation.

Next: the hardware. She padded down to her bedroom, pulling open the drawer where she kept her toys. Not many—just a pair of padded cuffs, a slim pink vibrator, two padlocks, and a set of emergency keys tied to a loop of elastic. She brought them all up, careful, her stomach alive with that nervous energy that always preceded a scene.

She arranged everything next to the cage, hands trembling. The cuffs, the padlock, her phone for music or—she hesitated—maybe recording something? The idea was mortifying, but also exhilarating.

Anna checked her escape routes—key just out of reach if she stretched, phone charged, the attic door open a crack for light and air. She tested the cuffs around her wrists, checking for pinch or bite, her thumbs trembling.

She looked at the cage. It seemed smaller now, more real. Her own heart sounded enormous in the stillness.

She stripped, shivering in the cold attic air, folding her clothes in a careful pile on the nearest box. Naked, she knelt on the blanket, feeling the rough wool scratch her knees. She tested the width with her hands, stretched, curled, imagined the door closing.

She paused. Breathed. Closed her eyes.

You could do it. You could lock yourself away and no one would ever know.

The idea didn’t frighten her. It made her feel seen, even if only by the shadows and dust.

Anna smiled. The cage was ready. So was she.

Anna didn’t rush the next steps.

If she moved too fast, the fantasy collapsed. She’d learned that years ago: anticipation was everything. The line between play and panic lived in the pause before restraint, in the moment when freedom could still be snatched back.

But tonight? She didn’t want to snatch it back. She wanted the quiet, deliberate horror of being helpless—if only for a little while.

She knelt by the cage, feeling the cold attic air caress her skin. Every part of her felt raw: nipples peaked in the chill, the fuzz of hair on her arms rising, her cunt pulsing low and quiet with a want that bordered on hunger. The attic seemed darker now, the dust motes sharper in the shaft of window light. Everything had the hush of a ritual, like she was about to light a candle for a god she didn’t quite believe in.

She picked up the padded cuffs, buckling them tight around her wrists—testing for comfort, for firmness. Not so tight as to numb, but no slack, either. She clicked the small padlocks through each D-ring, letting the metal rest cold against her skin. The keys for these would go just outside the bars, she decided. A reach. A risk. But possible. Not certain.

Anna’s breath shook as she crawled to the cage door, feeling the rough blanket scrape beneath her knees, the metal biting a little at her bare shins. She stopped, hands on the lip of the cage, and peered inside: close, narrow, impossibly intimate. A box for bodies and secrets. She shivered, not from the cold, but anticipation.

With practiced care, she placed her phone within arm’s reach, checked that the voice recorder app was open, and set it to standby. The absurdity of that—wanting to capture her own struggle, her own moans—made her giggle. But her cunt clenched, too, so hard she had to squeeze her thighs together. She bit her lip. She was so wet it would leave a mark on the blanket.

She knelt, and backed herself in. One knee, then the other. Shoulders hunched, spine bent until her head ducked and she was fully inside, knees pressed up to her chest. She fit, barely. Her hips pressed the bars, her breasts flattened against her thighs. The cage groaned as it took her weight. She felt the grit of old rust under her toes.

She reached for the cuffs again, twisting awkwardly to lock them behind her back. She fumbled, breath short, heart hammering. The padlocks clicked. She tugged, testing. No slack. Her arms folded tight. Her body was a knot.

For a second, panic brushed up her spine. Her breath quickened. The attic felt too small, the air too thin.

But the rush passed.

She closed her eyes and rode it out.

Let it settle into her bones as thrill.

She reached forward, awkward, with bound wrists, fumbling for the cage door. It swung on squealing hinges. She paused, heart galloping. If she closed it now, she’d be locked in—no going back. The keys glimmered on the floor just outside the bars, close enough to see, not easy to reach.

She hesitated, letting the moment bloom—her nakedness, her sweat, the pressure of metal, the smell of old attic wood and fear. She thought of every story she’d ever read, every grainy video, every fantasy that ended with a woman helpless and trembling, pressed behind bars with no one to let her out.

“Just a little while,” she whispered, not sure if she meant the time in the cage, or the time before she finally gave in to this.

She reached with both hands—clumsy, backwards—gripped the door, and pulled it shut. The metal met metal with a clang that rang in her chest.

She fished for the padlock, hands shaking, slipping through the bars. It took three tries to thread the shackle through the loop.

The click of the lock was final, hard, decisive.

There was no getting out without the key. Not without effort. Not without making noise. Not unless she called for help—which she wouldn’t, couldn’t, would never.

The reality landed. Anna was locked in a cage in her own attic, naked, wrists cuffed behind her, utterly alone except for the dusty silence and the ghosts of all the fantasies that had brought her here.

She squirmed, feeling her shoulders burn, her chest rising and falling in fast, shallow breaths. The cage was so tight she could barely move—just enough to rub her thighs together, enough for her nipples to drag against her own knees, enough for her cunt to throb in the dark, the wetness pooling beneath her.

She pressed her forehead to the bars, breathing in metal and her own sweat. Her body began to shiver, not with cold now, but with the dizzy thrill of having crossed the line. This was real. This was her.

And for the first time all night, she moaned—soft, desperate, half-scared and fully alive.

Anna’s head was buzzing—not just from arousal, but from the impossibility of where she’d put herself. Locked. Alone. Naked, arms pinned tight behind her, the bars biting her shoulders, her knees pulled up to her chest, ankles braced awkwardly on the rusted tray. The cold was everywhere now, but it only seemed to sharpen the heat gathering between her legs.

For a long moment, she just sat there. The attic was absolutely still, except for her own shuddering breath. She pressed her forehead to the bars, heart beating wild, then turned and looked at her phone.

It lay faceup on the blanket, within arm’s reach—but with her wrists cuffed behind her, she’d have to wriggle awkwardly to use it. Anna had set the voice recorder app open before getting in, just in case she wanted a keepsake, just in case she was brave enough to listen back later. Or maybe it was more: a way to prove to herself, in her loneliest, most unguarded moments, that she could do something outrageous. That she could be the main character in her own darkest fantasy.

She took a breath, then exhaled in a ragged rush.

“Okay,” she whispered. “Let’s see how much of myself I can really admit.”

With a squirm, she twisted her upper body sideways, getting her left shoulder pressed awkwardly to the bars, her knees sliding open. Her face hovered above the phone, the bright little red light pulsing.

She hit record with a knuckle.

There was a hiss, then her own voice, low and shaky:

“I’m in the attic. In a cage. I put myself here.

I locked myself in.

My wrists are cuffed behind me, and the key is—fuck, it’s just out of reach.

I think I’m scared. But not the kind that means stop. The kind that means go further.

I’m so wet.

I keep thinking about… about what it’d be like if someone found me like this.

About having to beg. Or explain. Or just be left here for hours.

God, I can’t believe I’m saying this out loud.”

She paused, breathless, letting the silence record the soft animal noises her body made—the shuffle of her thighs, the rasp of her knees against the blanket, the wet sound when she shifted and her cunt pressed against her calf.

She found her rhythm. It was mortifying and exhilarating, having to say it out loud—having her phone, cold and impersonal, become a confessional booth.

She licked her lips, then leaned forward again, voice even quieter:

“I want to be humiliated. I want someone to listen to this and know exactly what a mess I am.

I want to be told I’m disgusting for needing this—

For locking myself away, for making myself small, for getting off on being unseen.

I wish I could see what I look like from outside.

I wish someone would make me stay here longer.”

She whimpered, and that made it onto the recording too.

The bar pressed against her nipple. She shivered, letting the cold and shame work together. Every word she spoke felt like she was digging herself deeper, stripping away any pretence of dignity she’d ever built.

Anna shifted her hips, legs splaying wider, trying to press her swollen cunt harder into the scratchy blanket. She kept talking, not caring anymore if her words came out messy or broken:

“I’m so fucking wet. I can smell myself. I hope—

I hope if anyone listens, they know I’m dripping all over the floor.

I wish someone would come upstairs right now and see me like this.

I’d beg them to let me out.

I’d beg them not to.

I want to be used.

I want to cry and come at the same time.”

A moan slipped out. She didn’t muffle it this time. The phone caught everything—her shivering breaths, the soft squirm of her thighs, the little gasps as she rocked herself forward, hunting for more friction.

She lost herself for a moment—just the confession, the cage, the promise of an audience who might never exist.

She heard her own voice, hot and desperate and wild, and realised that was enough.

Anna leaned her head against the bars and closed her eyes, letting the cold steel anchor her.

She didn’t stop recording.

She whispered, for herself and anyone who might ever hear it:

“I want to be broken.

I want to be left here until I forget my own name.

I want to be nothing but want.”

She ended with a sob, not from sadness, but from the unbearable fullness of finally, completely, telling the truth.

The confession left Anna trembling.

She let the phone keep recording—didn’t even glance at the screen, didn’t dare check the volume or the timer or whether the attic air was making the audio crackle. She was too far gone for that. Too raw.

She twisted, testing the limits of her confinement. Her wrists, cuffed tight behind her, ached deliciously. The steel bit the meat of her forearms with every wriggle. Her legs were splayed awkwardly now—one knee drawn up, the other pressed sideways to the bars, blanket rumpled beneath her hips, the old cage rocking faintly with every movement.

Her cunt throbbed. Every time she shifted, slickness smeared onto the blanket, the cold air making her folds pulse and ache. She pressed her knees apart further, hissing as her back muscles cramped but not caring—she needed more friction, needed the pain to push her deeper.

Anna started to grind.

Slow at first, just rolling her hips forward, forcing her clit to drag against the rough fabric. The sensation was sharp—almost too much, a scrape that skirted the edge of discomfort. But she was past gentleness now.

She moaned. Louder than before. Louder than she’d let herself in years.

She felt—absurdly—like an animal in a lab: twitching, rutting, desperate for any release, the world narrowed down to sensation and the echo of her own need.

Her voice cracked, high and desperate:

“God, I’m such a fucking mess. I wish you could see me—see what I do to myself.”

She thrust harder, the cage rattling softly under her. The noise was both humiliating and perfect. It made the whole room part of her secret, every creak and bang an extra line in the story she was writing with her body.

She rocked faster, breath coming quick and shallow. Her nipples scraped the bars, hard and swollen, leaving little smears of sweat and skin oil. The pain made her gasp and grind harder.

She tried to speak—wanted to narrate for her imaginary listener, to make it filthier, but her brain was fogged, her mouth working only in moans and sharp, fractured pleas.

“Fuck—I need—

I need to come. I want—

Please, let me—

Let me—”

She drove herself into the blanket, clit screaming, arms burning from the strain. Her whole world contracted to that point of contact—her body caged, her voice spilling out, her shame and arousal folding into one.

The phone’s red light blinked in the corner of her eye, taunting her.

She licked her lips, forced herself to say it for the recording:

“I’m going to make myself come.

I’m going to do it locked up and nobody can stop me.

I want you to hear me break.”

She shuddered, thighs shaking as the heat spiralled higher. She flexed her toes, digging them into the bars at the end of the cage, trying to brace, to force her hips into a better position. It was awkward, imperfect—nothing like the staged scenes in porn, nothing elegant.

But it was hers. Her sweat, her struggle, her humiliation, her want.

She was babbling now—half words, half whimpers, the occasional “please” and “fuck” breaking free like bubbles from deep water. Her face was slick with tears and sweat, hair plastered to her cheeks, body arching as much as the cramped space allowed.

She pressed her forehead to the bars, feeling the cold metal anchor her, and finally let go of the last scrap of control.

Anna ground herself furiously against the blanket, every nerve ending a live wire, every muscle burning. The noise filled the attic—her voice, the cage creaking, the slap of her body against the floor.

She was so close she could taste it—heat pooling low and tight, the promise of obliteration just out of reach.

She gasped, voice catching:

“I’m going to come—

I can’t—

I can’t hold it—

Oh god, I—”

And then she let herself fall.

The orgasm ripped through Anna with a force that left her blank.

No build, no grace—just a brutal, helpless collapse. Her hips bucked, grinding her clit so hard into the rough blanket that her whole body tensed, legs locked wide, knees banged painfully into the bars. Her cuffed wrists flexed, muscles screaming with effort, shoulders aching as her body arched against its own tight bonds.

She cried out—no words, just a sharp, desperate sob that vibrated off the attic rafters. The sound startled her, animal and raw. It was the noise of a woman with nothing left to lose, nothing left to hide.

Her cunt pulsed, slick drenching her thighs, the pressure so intense she thought she’d bruise from the inside out. The pain and pleasure blurred, the blanket’s friction almost too much, her nipples burning where they scraped the bars, her cheeks wet with sweat and tears.

She lost control of her breath—hyperventilating, gasping, then holding herself rigid for a long second, suspended at the peak. It felt endless, the pleasure and shame doubling back on each other, her mind and body both whited out.

She pressed her forehead to the bars, desperate for the cold, for the grounding of steel against skin. The cage rattled with her every tremor. The padlocks bit her wrists; the metal tray under her ass felt slick and cold and real.

And still the aftershocks came—her hips jerking, her whole frame trembling. She sobbed through it, relief flooding her chest, grief catching in her throat, the high and the low inseparable. She hadn’t known it would feel like this—so huge, so monstrous, so lonely and so complete.

The phone was still recording. She caught her own voice in the edge of awareness, wailing, babbling, “please” and “fuck” and “oh god” over and over. She knew she’d never be able to listen to this—knew she’d never delete it either.

She slumped forward, the bars catching her, holding her up like a hand to the chest. Her knees slid apart, feet tangling in the blanket, body slack and shivering. Her face was a mess—tears, snot, sweat, the heat of orgasm still radiating off her skin.

Anna didn’t move for a long time.

She just lay there, body twitching, every inch of her marked by the cage, by the restraint, by her own insistence on going this far. She was grateful for the pain, for the ache in her back and arms, for the cold bruising her shins. It meant she hadn’t dreamed it. She’d done it. She’d wanted it. And she’d survived it.

She whispered, so quiet the phone might not even catch it:

“Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.”

Not sure if she meant the cage, or herself, or the imagined listener.

Relief. Shame. Relief again. A feeling too big to name, too complex to hold alone. She pressed her cheek to the bars, let herself cry, and let herself rest.

The attic was quiet. The world was gone.

For a few minutes, she was nothing but need and release and the small, real body she’d made her own.

Eventually, Anna’s sobs faded, leaving only a shivering quiet. Her body felt distant—like something borrowed, too heavy, too spent. The ache in her shoulders sharpened as sensation returned; her wrists, locked behind her back for so long, tingled and cramped. She flexed her fingers, testing the metal’s bite. Every muscle trembled, still echoing with aftershocks.

Reality trickled back. The attic was cold, the air flat with dust and aftersex humidity. The light from the window had faded, dusk sliding in to blur the outlines of boxes and beams. Anna felt exposed and small—locked in her own house, sweat drying sticky on her thighs, her scent thick in the confined air.

She turned her head, blinking hard. The phone still blinked red on the blanket just outside the bars. The keys glinted a little further away, exactly where she’d left them—close enough to tempt, far enough that with arms cuffed behind her, retrieving them would be a challenge.

She tested her bonds. The cuffs had shifted slightly, one digging into the soft skin at the base of her thumb. She twisted, grunting at the ache in her shoulders, rolling her hips sideways, trying to get her knees under her. Every movement made the cage creak and her body throb with sore, filthy satisfaction.

“Come on,” she muttered, voice hoarse.

It took three tries to slide herself closer to the bars, dragging the blanket along, toes digging into the tray, back arched in an ungainly hunch. She pressed her chest against the cold steel, legs curled awkwardly, face smushed to the side.

She hooked one arm, then the other, through the bars as far as she could, fingers splayed wide. The keyring was tantalisingly close. For a long moment, she just panted, sweat cooling down her spine.

She reached, fingers scrabbling. The cuffs restricted her movement, wrists trembling with the effort. She stretched, groaning, the metal biting, until her fingertips brushed the ring. She caught it—lost it. Tried again, muscles screaming. She grit her teeth and went one more time.

This time her pinky hooked the elastic, and with a frantic jerk, she dragged the key toward her, heart hammering as it finally clattered into her palm.

“Oh my god, yes,” she gasped, collapsing with relief.

Unlocking herself wasn’t easy. She fumbled, wrists slick with sweat, the small emergency key refusing to line up. She twisted her arms, jaw clenched, stomach muscles burning as she fought the angle. At last, with a satisfying click, the cuff on her right wrist fell open. The left came easier. The padlock at the cage door was last—her hands shook so badly she almost dropped the key, but she managed.

The door swung open with a protesting squeal. Anna spilled out, the blanket tangling around her ankles, hair a wild mess, face wet with tears and sweat and joy. She crawled out and sat back on her heels, arms wrapped around her chest, shivering from effort and the sudden sense of safety.

She was free.

But she wasn’t quite ready to leave the attic. Not yet. She needed to let her body return to itself, to sit in the space where what she’d done still vibrated through her nerves.

She picked up her phone, thumb trembling as she stopped the recording. The timer read forty-seven minutes. She stared at it, stunned, then placed it screen-down on the blanket.

The keys rested beside her, still warm from her frantic grip.

Anna closed her eyes, breath slowing, and let herself feel every sore, dirty, happy inch of skin.

She’d done it.

She’d locked herself away.

She’d let herself break.

And she’d found the way out.

Anna didn’t sleep well that night.

She came down from the attic sore and floaty, half-dressed in the old rugby shirt, hair wild and throat raw. She’d left the cage in the corner, the blanket still crumpled, the keys resting on top—a little shrine to her own excess. She didn’t wash straight away. She wanted the smell on her skin, the ache in her thighs, the rough line of the cuffs marking her wrists. She wandered her house like a ghost, every nerve humming with the memory of the cage’s cold bars and the sound of her own voice moaning, sobbing, breaking.

She showered eventually. Ate toast standing at the counter, staring blankly out the window. She tried to distract herself with TV, but the noise grated—nothing seemed as vivid as the hush of the attic, the shock of what she’d done.

The phone sat facedown on the kitchen table. She ignored it for hours, too frightened to play back the recording, too ashamed to even glance at her camera roll. But after midnight, when the silence felt like it might swallow her, Anna picked up the phone and scrolled.

The voice memo was there, forty-seven minutes long. She didn’t listen. Couldn’t. She just stared at the file, the date and time stamped—proof that she hadn’t dreamed any of it.

But that wasn’t the only notification.

There was a banner at the top of the screen.

Cloud Sync: Your new recording “Attic Confession” is now available in your shared folder.

Anna’s stomach dropped.

Her mouth went dry.

She clicked, pulse racing, and found the file had uploaded automatically—sent to the cloud storage account she used for work, for writing drafts, for everything. She scrolled further, panic mounting, and saw the sharing permissions: two collaborators. Her ex. Her writing group. The folder was open by default.

For a moment, she couldn’t breathe.

All that filth—her moans, her begging, her admissions, her orgasm—out there, waiting to be heard by people who knew her, people who thought they knew her. The world felt thin and dangerous, like the attic air had followed her down, making her naked even in the glow of her kitchen lights.

Panic pulsed. She started to delete, hands trembling, but hesitated.

Her cunt pulsed in answer, a deep, embarrassing echo of the ache she’d felt in the cage. The shame was enormous, crushing. But behind it, under it, was a spark of something that wasn’t fear at all.

It was arousal.

It was the old, impossible fantasy: What if someone knew? What if they saw all of me, even the parts I can’t bear?

She sat down at the table, shivering, one hand pressed between her thighs, the other clutching the phone. She didn’t know whether to delete the file or leave it, to cover her tracks or invite the exposure.

She found herself picturing her ex’s face, listening to her voice—hearing her break, hearing her beg, hearing her come. She pictured the writing group, those clever, snarky women, pressing play out of curiosity and finding her undone.

She pressed her legs together tighter.

She bit her lip.

Anna closed her eyes and let the panic and arousal swirl together—two storms that didn’t cancel each other out but made the air inside her electric, alive.

She’d built a cage and set herself free.

But maybe being seen—utterly, humiliatingly—was what she’d wanted all along.

The next morning, she checked the cloud folder again.

The file was gone.

No one messaged. No one said a word.

But for days, Anna lived with the delicious terror that someone had listened, that someone knew what she’d become in the dark.

And every time she passed the attic stairs, her body remembered how it felt to kneel, to lock herself away, to confess everything.

She would do it again.

She already knew that.


Story 29 – Temple Steps

Her name was Priya Sharma—twenty-eight, brown skin still dusted in streaks of Holi pink and blue, her hair wound into a messy braid that left powdered pigment on her neck every time she turned her head. She was always the last to leave the festival. The streets behind the temple glowed with crushed petals and sweet wrappers, stray dogs nosing at the remnants. The air was alive with the dregs of music and laughter, the sticky-sour scent of cheap wine, and the sharp incense still burning in the alcoves.

Priya had always loved this hour: when the crowd thinned, when the elders went home to tell stories, when the girls who had flirted all afternoon tucked their saris close and hurried away, and the boys’ shouts faded behind the old stone walls. Alone, she walked the temple perimeter barefoot, toes sticky with dust and sweets. She breathed in silence and smoke, dragging her fingertips along the ridges of ancient stone.

No one ever watched her closely after Holi. Not the priests, not the other women. Her reputation was good, her parents’ faces trusted, and her hands—small, dexterous, unadorned—were always offered to the right causes. She’d learned that goodness was a kind of cloak. If you wore it well, the world mistook your hunger for generosity. No one ever suspected how much she longed to be seen without it.

Tonight, the festival had left her both giddy and restless. Under her sari, her thighs were slick with sweat, her belly warm with cheap spirits, her heart still humming with the percussion that had throbbed through the crowd. Her body carried the chaos of colour—her sari pulled hastily over a cotton shift, the rope hidden in its folds like a forbidden relic.

She’d brought the rope every year since she’d turned twenty-three. Soft cotton, dyed saffron, knotted at the ends. She never used it during daylight, never let it peek from her bag as she worked the sweet stall or tossed dye with her cousins. But at night, when the streets emptied and the moon painted everything blue, she let herself want. The rope was her only real secret. That, and the prayers she whispered for things no god would bless.

She lingered in the temple courtyard, pretending to sweep loose petals into a pile, but really just circling—scanning for movement, for the hush of feet on stone that would tell her she was truly alone. She caught her reflection in the temple’s brass offering bowl—a flash of dark eyes, gold nose stud, lips smudged from too much thandai. A festival ghost.

The air in the alcoves was cooler, shrouded in incense smoke. Priya ducked behind a carved pillar and let herself sag against it, eyes fluttering shut. Her heart hammered with a familiar, secret rhythm—anticipation, fear, need. The sari was loose now, gaping at the throat. She slipped her hand into the folds and traced the hidden coil of rope. It felt soft and real and dangerous.

She crouched to the ground, the stone biting her bare soles, and pressed her forehead to the pillar, lips moving in a silent invocation. Not a prayer. Not really. Just a litany: let me be unseen, let me be undone, let me belong to the night and not to the day.

She watched as a pair of children darted past, shrieking, arms streaked with colour, the echo of their laughter ringing in the hollow court. Priya waited until the sound faded, until the last lantern was snuffed and the only light left was the moon washing the stone in silver and shadow.

Only then did she slip deeper into the alcoves, away from the open steps, the rope clutched tight in her fist.

Her ritual would begin soon. She could feel it humming in her blood.

The temple alcove was just wide enough to hide her if she crouched. The stone floor was cold, rough with old incense ash and bits of marigold petals trampled flat from the festival crowd. The smoke from the main shrine drifted lazily in, mingling with the sweetness of her own sweat. Priya breathed it all in—the scent of sanctity and sin, ancient oil lamps and the musky throb of her own body.

She didn’t hesitate. She’d rehearsed this in her mind every year, always telling herself she’d never actually do it, always packing the rope “just in case.” But tonight, the restlessness had gone from a low ache to a kind of reckless hunger. She wanted marks. She wanted memory. She wanted to step out of the role the world wrote for her and become her own secret.

Priya slipped the saffron rope from its hiding place beneath her sari. Her hands shook as she uncoiled it, but she welcomed the nerves—they made her movements careful, deliberate, ceremonial. She pressed her back to the cool stone, knees bent, sari pooled in her lap, and closed her eyes.

She began with her thighs: a wide band around each, the cotton pulled snug but not punishing, knotted at the top so that every movement made her aware of the pressure, the grip. The knots sat under the shift, invisible but there. The brush of rope against her skin sent a shudder through her belly.

Next came her wrists. She slipped her right arm behind her back, fingers trembling as she looped a double knot around her left wrist, cinching it tight with her teeth. Then the same with her right, working blind, relying on memory and muscle. She gasped as the final knot tugged her wrists together, the rope biting gently into the soft skin above her pulse. Her arms, crossed awkwardly at the small of her back, forced her posture upright, shoulders pulled back so her chest rose with every breath.

Her heart pounded. Sweat beaded at her temples, streaking through the chalky residue of Holi dye. The alcove seemed to shrink, pressing in on her with silence. The temple bells echoed distantly—reminding her that worship was still happening somewhere, but here, in this small, secret space, a different ritual was underway.

Priya adjusted her sari, gathering the fabric in her lap until her thighs were bare, her cunt exposed to the night air, her knees splayed wide over the knotted bands. The shift barely covered her hips, falling open where the rope held her legs apart. She shivered, not from cold, but from the obscene thrill of exposure. If anyone came close, if anyone even peered around the pillar, she would be caught—bare, bound, unmistakably wanting.

Her breath caught. Her fingers curled into fists behind her back, testing the knots—no slack, no escape. She felt at once powerful and powerless: a goddess tied for her own devotion, a girl daring the world to see her as she truly was.

She pressed her face into the crook of her arm, letting the scent of sweat and Holi dye ground her. The rope’s pressure on her wrists and thighs was a steady, insistent reminder that the night was real, that her need was real. She exhaled, long and slow, letting her body settle into the ritual.

Beneath her, the stone was cold and rough. Each inhale brought her the incense-sweet air, each exhale carried a new, more dangerous scent: her own arousal, sharp and musky, barely masked by the perfume of festival and faith.

Priya shifted, wriggling her hips until the rope pressed snug against her clit, the knot catching perfectly in the slick heat between her thighs. She rocked once, twice, the friction sending a jolt up her spine. Her body answered instantly—wet, hungry, shame mixing with relief.

She was bound. She was open. She was no longer waiting for permission.

The courtyard beyond the alcove was silent now. Even the stray dogs had wandered off. Priya let herself moan, soft and secret, her voice swallowed by stone and shadow.

This was the moment her prayers always ended. The place where she stopped asking and started taking.

She let her head fall back against the wall, wrists flexing uselessly behind her, thighs trembling around the rope’s grip.

Tonight, the temple belonged to her.

Tonight, her ritual had finally begun.

At first, Priya tried to keep the ritual pure.

She closed her eyes, tipped her chin up to the moonlit arch above, and began her familiar litany. Quiet words in the temple’s hush—ancient syllables she’d learned at her mother’s side, prayers for health, for blessing, for protection. Her lips shaped them out of habit, the way her body fell into step with the patterns of old hymns. But this time, every word was threaded with a secret, dirty undercurrent.

Because every time she shifted, the rope bit higher, pressed more insistently against her clit. Every breath made her chest rise against the sari’s open neck, her nipples hardening in the cool air. The scent of incense tangled with the deep, animal musk rising from her own thighs. Her hips rocked forward, just a little, and the knot between her legs slipped and found that perfect spot—a jolt of pleasure so sharp she gasped.

The prayer faltered.

She tried again, softer now, the language of worship fraying into something else entirely.

“Let me be open. Let me be… used. Let me feel all the eyes I’ve ever wanted, watching me break…”

Her words trailed off, half-plea, half-confession. She let herself lean forward, pressing her face to the crook of her arm, her bound wrists tugging against the rope, her body trembling as she started to move in earnest. Every rock sent the knot dragging across her clit, the roughness almost too much, almost perfect. Her knees slid wider. Her thighs began to shake.

She whimpered. The sound bounced off the carved stone. It was a prayer now only in shape—a moan disguised as devotion. She tried to hold onto a scrap of control, whispering the old names for gods and ancestors, but with every movement, the words fell apart, vowels dissolving into needy gasps.

She spoke into the stone, breathless, the rhythm of her hips matching the racing of her heart:

“Let me be ruined for you.

Let me be found out, let them all see what I am…

Please, please, I need—”

Her cunt throbbed in the cool air. The knot was soaked now, the rope beneath her thighs slick, each grind smearing her arousal deeper into the cotton. She lost track of the ritual’s shape, lost herself to the blunt friction and the way the moon painted her body in shadow and soft gold.

She bit her lip, trying to muffle a louder moan. But she didn’t really want to be quiet. The fantasy that someone—anyone—might hear her, might step into the alcove and see her like this, was too sweet, too dangerous to deny.

Her breath grew ragged. She started to speak, not the old prayers now, but the truth her body craved:

“Look at me—

I want to be used—

I want someone to see how filthy I am—

I want to come in front of all your gods—”

Her wrists strained in the knots, desperate for more movement, more contact, more shame. The pleasure built fast, fierce, and unfamiliar—fueled by her own words, her own surrender.

She was close—so close—her hips trembling, her breath catching in her throat.

Then, from behind her, a voice:

“Priya.”

She froze.

A shiver ran up her spine, cold and electric. The voice was male, low, intimate—too familiar, too calm. Someone was there. Someone had heard her prayers turned filthy. Someone knew her name.

She didn’t move. Couldn’t. Her body hung on the edge—shocked, terrified, and so fucking wet she thought she might come from the shame alone.

She tried to turn, but the rope held her firm.

A pause. The sound of footsteps on stone, deliberate, approaching.

She pressed her knees tighter, breath shallow, face burning. The fantasy had found her. And she didn’t know if she was ready.

Priya’s body locked—every muscle tense, skin burning with the collision of shame and hunger. For a second, the alcove seemed impossibly small. She could hear her own heartbeat thundering in her ears, the echo bouncing off the carved stone and magnifying the silence that followed that single word: her name.

She didn’t try to twist around. The knots made sure of that. Her wrists ached behind her back, thighs trembling against the rope’s insistent grip. Her sari was already tangled in her lap, one breast nearly exposed, her cunt open to the night and to whoever stood just beyond the curve of the pillar.

The footsteps came closer. Slow. Unhurried. Deliberate. The confidence of someone who belonged here—someone who knew all the secret paths in the temple and all the ways the darkness could be used.

She heard the shift of cloth, the creak of a sandal. She squeezed her eyes shut, praying the earth would swallow her—or, more honestly, that it wouldn’t.

The voice came again, quieter, nearly gentle:

“You always wait until after the festival. You always bring the same rope.”

Priya’s breath caught. It was the caretaker’s nephew—Ravi, she realised suddenly, his name slotting into memory. The one who swept the steps after dark, who watched from the far side of the courtyard, whose glances had always lingered a little too long on her wrists when she handed over sweets.

He knelt just behind her, close enough that she could smell the trace of incense and sweat on his skin. The heat of his presence settled on her bare back.

“I wondered when you’d finally let yourself be caught,” he said, voice low, almost amused.

Priya whimpered. Her body was caught between panic and need—the shame of being discovered tangled with a sudden, violent pulse of desire. The knot beneath her shift pressed tight against her clit, a throb she couldn’t hide. Her breath came in little shivers.

Ravi’s hand brushed the curve of her spine—not a grab, but a reassurance, a test. He traced the line of rope at her wrists, fingertips lingering at the knots.

“You tie yourself well,” he murmured. “But you don’t want to stay hidden forever, do you?”

She shook her head, barely able to speak.

He leaned in, his lips just at her ear.

“I’ve watched you for years. Always after Holi. Always alone. You think the gods don’t see you, Priya? But I do. I see everything you ask for.”

His words slid over her like hot oil, shame and arousal combining until she ached for his touch.

She felt the pressure of his gaze on her exposed cunt, the cool air on wet skin. Her thighs trembled in their bindings, the knot biting deeper. The fantasy of being watched, being known, had always been hers alone. Now it was real—terrifying and undeniable.

“What do you want tonight?” Ravi asked, his hand still stroking the rope at her thigh. “Say it.”

Her voice broke.

“I want—” She swallowed, tried again, softer: “I want to be seen. I want someone to use me. I want to come where everyone prays.”

He made a sound deep in his throat, approval or hunger or both.

“Good. You’ve prayed enough.”

He moved around her, slow and methodical, his hands tracing the knots, checking the tightness, letting her feel every brush of his fingers. Each contact sent a new jolt through her, shame building with every pass.

He knelt in front of her now. The alcove was just big enough for both of them. The moonlight spilled across his face—dark eyes, serious mouth, a hunger he didn’t bother to hide anymore.

“Look at you,” he whispered, his hand coming to rest just above her knee, thumb stroking the bare skin. “You’re trembling. Are you scared?”

Priya nodded, and shook her head all at once.

“Good. Be scared. But don’t hide.”

He let his fingers slip up the inside of her thigh, pausing just above the rope, letting his thumb smear her slick up toward her hip.

“You want to be ruined out here, in the open? In the house of gods?”

She met his eyes, and for the first time, didn’t look away.

“Yes,” she said, voice trembling. “Please.”

He smiled—a real, hungry smile.

“Then you’ll get everything you asked for.”

Ravi didn’t touch her right away.

He let Priya sit there, bound and trembling, knees wide on the cold stone, every muscle tensed with anticipation. Her sari had fallen completely from one shoulder now, her breast exposed in the soft blue of moonlight, nipple tight and begging for attention. Her thighs strained against the saffron rope, the knot riding high between slick folds, her cunt open to his gaze and the night air.

He looked her over slowly, eyes trailing from her bound wrists, to the arch of her collarbone, to the flush of colour still streaking her skin. He was patient. She’d never been looked at like that before—not even in her most dangerous daydreams. Not just as a body, but as a secret finally unveiled.

His voice was low, steady, meant for her alone:

“You really do want to be seen. You want everyone who walks these steps to know you’re a filthy thing, waiting to be found.”

Priya’s shame spiraled. Her face burned, but her hips shifted, greedy for more friction, the rope biting deeper.

He reached out, slow and deliberate, and traced his fingers over her knee. Not a gentle stroke, but a claiming touch—a signal that she was on display now, and there was no covering herself. His thumb pressed into the soft flesh at the inside of her thigh, then slid up until it met the rope. He pinched it, tugged, making it drag hard across her clit. Priya gasped, the sound breaking high and desperate from her chest.

He leaned in, lips at her ear, breath warm and mocking:

“Is this what you dream about when you lie to your parents, when you serve prasad, when you wear your sari so tight no one can see your hunger?”

Priya’s head dropped, a fresh wave of wetness pooling under her. She couldn’t hide from him. The rope was soaked. The air was thick with incense and her own musk.

He let his fingers tease the knot, never giving her enough pressure, just enough to make her whimper and rock.

“How many times have you knelt out here, thinking you were alone? How many times did you hope someone would watch?”

She tried to answer, but her breath stuttered, her words lost to the friction and the shame.

He smiled, cruel and almost tender.

“I’ve seen you. Every year. Waiting for the festival to end, for the world to turn its back, so you can tie yourself up and beg for someone to notice.”

His thumb circled the knot, rubbing her through the rope, every movement calculated to make her lose control.

“And now? Now you’re not alone. Now you’re not in control at all.”

She sobbed, hips jerking, body on fire.

He slipped two fingers under the rope, letting them drag through her slickness, coating them. He held them up so she could see, glistening in the moonlight.

“You’re a mess. You want the gods to see you like this? Or just me?”

Priya’s voice was a broken whisper:

“Just you.”

He grinned, triumphant.

“Good. Because you’re going to come for me. Here, where anyone could walk in. Where the whole temple could find you, ruined and begging.”

He returned his fingers to the knot, pressing it harder now, the friction perfect—her clit throbbing, thighs trembling, every muscle locked in a spasm of need.

He began to talk her through it, filthier with every word.

“That’s it. Rub yourself against my hand. Show me how desperate you are. Show me what a slut you become when no one’s watching.”

She rocked, helpless, the rope dragging perfectly, Ravi’s voice driving her closer.

“You’re going to come so hard you won’t be able to stand. You’re going to stain this stone. You’re going to beg me not to leave you tied up for everyone to find.”

Priya was past shame now—body wild, cunt clenching, her voice high and frantic as the pleasure built beyond anything she’d ever dared alone.

“Please—please—don’t stop—don’t let go—”

He pressed his lips to her ear, words cruel and tender at once.

“Come for me, Priya. Show me who you really are.”

The words were all she needed.

Priya’s body seized—hips rocking forward, thighs quaking around the soaked rope, her wrists straining uselessly behind her as Ravi’s hand pressed the knot hard against her clit. She wasn’t quiet; the moan that tore out of her was wild, throat-raw, echoing in the alcove and spilling into the dark temple air. Every ounce of shame, fear, and pent-up need detonated inside her at once, pleasure so sharp it blurred her vision, leaving only stars and the deep blue of the night.

Ravi didn’t stop. He held her there, fingers slick with her arousal, using the knot and his grip to grind her higher, mean and merciless, making sure her orgasm crested again and again. The rope bit cruelly; the friction bordered on pain, and that was what made it unbearable, what made it real.

She sobbed as she came—shoulders shaking, chest rising and falling in sharp, uneven gasps. The sari was in ruins around her waist, her breast exposed, sweat and Holi dye streaking her skin in blue and pink and gold. Her cunt clenched and pulsed, drenching the cotton, the stone beneath her slick with evidence. She had never been so vulnerable, so helpless, so thoroughly used.

Ravi’s voice was everywhere—low, insistent, words pouring straight into her skin:

“Good girl. Show me how much you needed this. Show me what you’ve been hiding from everyone. Look at you—look at the mess you’ve made.”

She blinked up at him, vision blurred with tears, her lips parted on a soundless moan. He was all she could see, all she could feel—his hand guiding her through every aftershock, his eyes devouring her, his smile a secret pact between sinner and priest.

Her body was limp now, nerves singing, thighs streaked with colour and wet. Her heart hammered against the ropes at her chest.

He leaned in, wiped her tears with his thumb, then pressed his mouth to her ear—gentle now, the cruelty fading to something softer:

“You’re mine, Priya. You always have been. I won’t let anyone see you like this—just me. Only me.”

She let herself nod, a ragged, grateful movement. She didn’t care that her whole body was shaking, that her prayers had turned to moans, that the gods had surely heard every filthy word.

She wanted to be marked. Remembered. Changed.

He began to untie her slowly, hands steady, voice quiet. He helped her gather the ruined sari around her body, but didn’t rush. There was reverence in the way he touched her, like she was a secret altar and this moment a kind of worship.

When her wrists were finally free, she sagged against him, breathing in the incense and the sweat and the last traces of shame. He held her upright, grounding her in the afterglow.

For a long while, they didn’t speak.

But when she finally found her voice, Priya whispered, “Thank you,” not sure if it was for the release or the ruin.

Ravi just smiled, kissed her forehead, and tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

“Come back next year,” he said. “I’ll be waiting.”

Priya drifted through the rest of the night in a haze, every step through the empty temple heavy with the weight of what she’d done. Ravi helped her retie her sari, fingers careful at her waist, eyes meeting hers in the dim alcove light—a silent promise, a lingering claim. She didn’t speak; she didn’t need to. The rope marks on her wrists and thighs said everything.

They parted at the edge of the courtyard, Ravi melting into the shadows with the easy confidence of someone who belonged. Priya lingered, heart still pounding, the air sticky with incense and the aftershocks of orgasm. The Holi dye on her skin was smeared, streaked with sweat and tears and his touch. Her legs felt boneless. The inside of her sari was damp where it clung to her, a secret reminder of what had happened in the dark.

She stepped carefully over the flagstones, trying to steady her breathing, the hem of her sari dragging in the dust and petal remnants of the festival. There was no one left to see her, but she felt as if the gods themselves might be watching, amused or scandalised or simply knowing. The temple bell sounded once in the distance, a hollow, forgiving note.

Priya ducked into the side lane, pausing in the darkness to check her reflection in a merchant’s window—her hair wild, lips swollen, skin streaked with impossible colours. There was a mark on her neck from Ravi’s mouth, a bruise rising slow and sure at the base of her throat. She looked wrecked. She looked holy. She looked—finally—like someone she wanted to be.

When she reached home, she peeled the sari from her body and dropped it onto the floor, standing in the half-dark, the cool air licking over rope marks and sweat. She traced the lines on her skin with gentle fingers, a mix of pride and disbelief fluttering in her chest.

She wanted to shower but made herself wait. She wanted to forget but knew she never would.

Priya lay on her bed, hair fanned out, thighs still sticky, the ache between her legs a living thing. She didn’t cry. She didn’t pray. She just let herself feel—all of it, every shiver and shame, every memory of rope and voice and eyes seeing her, truly seeing her.

It was almost dawn when her phone buzzed—just once, a silent alert in the blue-lit dark.

A message from an unknown number.

She opened it with shaking hands.

“You are more beautiful in devotion than in daylight. I see you. —R”

Priya pressed her phone to her chest, eyes closing, a shaky laugh breaking from her lips. The old prayers had never promised this: that to be witnessed, to be undone, to be known could be its own kind of blessing.

She slept deeply, her body still marked, her heart strangely at peace.

She knew she would return to the temple next year—maybe sooner.

And in the morning, when she walked past the festival courtyard, the caretaker’s nephew watched her with quiet, knowing eyes.

She didn’t look away.

* * *

Priya didn’t wait a full year.

It was a month—maybe less—before the hunger drove her back to the temple’s alcoves, her body already anticipating the bite of rope and the thrill of unseen eyes. This time, the festival was a memory; the night air was cooler, the shadows thicker. She didn’t bother pretending innocence, didn’t circle the courtyard or check every stone for company. She wanted to be caught. She wanted to be known, claimed, used—again.

She wore the same saffron rope under her shawl, the knots still stained faintly pink from the last Holi. Her heart pounded as she slipped through the temple gate, feet bare, the marble cool and slick. The alcove welcomed her like an old friend: familiar, sacred, waiting.

She moved quickly, efficiently—no hesitation, no trembling hands. She tied her thighs wide, the rope snug beneath her skirt, rough cotton biting new marks into her skin. Her wrists came next, crossed behind her back, the ritual learned by heart now. When she knelt, knees pressed to stone, her cunt was already slick, lips swollen with want.

The darkness inside the alcove felt alive. Every sound was sharper: the creak of distant sandals, the soft scrape of her own breath, the rapid drum of her pulse. Her sari bunched at her hips, leaving her open, exposed to the moon and the secret possibility of footsteps. She pressed her forehead to the stone, whispered prayers she no longer remembered the words to, words that dissolved into raw, urgent want.

“Please,” she murmured, not to any god, but to the night. “Let him find me. Let someone see me. Let me be ruined again.”

She rocked her hips, grinding the knot against her clit, gasping into the hush. Shame had faded, replaced by a sharper need: to be witnessed, to be taken. Each grind sent a tremor through her body, each breath a dare to the dark.

Time blurred. She didn’t know how long she waited—minutes, maybe an hour, kneeling, thighs aching, wrists throbbing, cunt drenched and trembling.

And then:

A shadow broke the line of moonlight at the alcove’s mouth.

Her heart stopped, then soared.

She didn’t look up. She didn’t speak.

She just parted her knees wider, back arched, body a silent invitation.

Footsteps approached—slow, deliberate, impossibly familiar.

A breath near her ear, a whisper softer than any blessing:

“Still hungry, little devotee?”

A hand on her thigh. Rope shifting. The promise of another night of worship.

Priya’s answer was a moan—shameless, grateful, alive.

In the temple’s secret dark, her ritual began again.


Story 30 – Knots and Neighbours

Her name was Sarah Beaumont—thirty-four, single again since April, the kind of suburban woman whose neighbours trusted her to water their plants but never saw her on the school run. She lived on a sleepy cul-de-sac where the houses wore pebbledash like armour and the silence after dark felt padded, heavy, complete. Her garage was her haven: cool concrete, dust-soft light leaking through a small window, the sharp chemical tang of WD-40 and last summer’s forgotten bags of compost.

Sarah’s days were filled with numbers and screens—remote work, spreadsheets, video calls she took in leggings and a smart blouse with nothing underneath. She answered emails briskly, nodded in meetings, and smiled at the postman from the doorway, but she carried an ache beneath it all. It wasn’t loneliness. It was boredom—an itch to break the pattern, to feel her pulse kick against the edges of routine.

So the garage became her secret.

The place where she was allowed to make a mess, to shed her careful calm, to test how far she could let herself unravel.

She waited until the street was silent—late, always, after the last dog-walkers had gone in and the glow of TVs softened behind living room curtains. She wore an old hoodie over nothing, the sleeves too long, the hem just brushing the crease of her thighs. Her feet were bare, the concrete cool against her soles. In her hand, she carried a battered canvas bag that held everything she needed: coils of rope, a roll of duct tape, padded cuffs, the timer from her kitchen, a soft red ball gag, a bottle of lube, and a faded towel.

Sarah double-checked the lock on the inner door, then turned off the main garage light, leaving only the small lamp on the workbench to throw a yellow cone over her play area. She pulled her hair back, tying it high, and rolled her shoulders, stretching out nerves that thrummed with anticipation.

She worked quickly—she’d practiced this routine enough that her hands moved on their own. Rope across her chest, snug under her breasts, a harness that pressed her nipples tight to the cotton of her hoodie. Another length for her thighs, cinched just above the knees, pulling them apart as she sat back on the towel. She tested the cuffs, clicked them to the eyelet bolted into the side of the old weight bench, wrists spread wide and helpless.

She paused, breath catching, and ran a hand between her legs. Already wet—already pulsing with the knowledge of what came next.

The gag came last—a soft, easy stretch of rubber, the kind she could push out with effort but that would muffle her sounds and leave her mouth aching in the best way.

The timer sat in reach, set for thirty minutes. Not enough for trouble, but enough for risk.

Sarah settled back on the towel, arms splayed, knees wide, the ropes biting deliciously at her thighs, chest tight, nipples hard. She pulled her hoodie up, exposing her breasts, letting the cool air tease them into harder peaks.

She pressed the timer, heard the first reassuring beep, and felt the rush—every nerve firing, every muscle tightening, the garage suddenly huge and intimate all at once.

Tonight, she wanted to see just how close she could get to the edge before pulling herself back.

Outside, the street was silent, the world asleep. In the garage, Sarah’s ritual began.

Sarah had learned that real helplessness wasn’t just about knots—it was about what you chose to surrender, and what you left to chance. She’d spent months perfecting her garage ritual, tuning every detail to strike that sweet, sharp line between safety and wildness.

She started by checking her release mechanisms: the timer would unlock the small electromagnet at the bench’s base, dropping the key for her cuffs, but only after thirty minutes. Just in case, she’d also left a spare key outside the garage window, reachable if she really panicked—but not easily. The knowledge that escape was possible, but not certain, tightened the ache between her legs.

She picked up the rope again, looping it around her waist and thighs, then through her crotch, pulling it tight until the friction pressed insistently against her clit. Every knot was practiced, symmetrical, beautiful in its way. She threaded the final tail through the D-ring of her cuffs, forcing herself to work blind, wrists already locked wide apart and stretched above her head to the side of the bench. It was awkward, uncomfortable, perfect.

Sarah sat back on her heels and took a deep breath. The garage was silent except for her own quickening breath and the faint click of the timer counting down.

She folded her legs beneath her, then pressed her knees apart as far as the thigh rope allowed. The crotch rope cinched tighter, sending a thrill up her spine. She pulled the hoodie up higher, exposing her bare breasts to the cool air. Her nipples peaked instantly, the sensation making her shudder.

The ball gag came next. She worked it between her lips, adjusting the strap with shaking hands. The rubber filled her mouth, forced her jaw wide. She tested the fit, moaning into it, feeling her breath quicken as the sound came back muffled and needy.

Sarah closed her eyes for a moment, centering herself in the heat and shame. This was what she craved: the control of preparation and the chaos that followed surrender. She wriggled her hips, grinding down on the crotch rope, every movement lighting up her nerves, every brush of rope stoking the fire in her belly.

She pulled the last length of duct tape from the bench, tore off a thick strip, and pressed it firmly over her mouth below the gag—double humiliation, double silence. The adhesive tugged at her skin, a sharp, grounding sensation.

When she opened her eyes, she was fully bound: wrists locked to the bench, arms wide, legs spread, breasts exposed, gag and tape muffling every sound. She tried to move, to test the ropes—no give. The timer was out of reach now, counting down in bright red digits. She was completely, deliciously at the mercy of her own design.

Sarah’s heart pounded. Her breath fogged in the cold air, every inhale tinged with the sharpness of chemical and sweat. She let herself squirm, grinding helplessly against the crotch rope, moaning into the gag, the sound swallowed by the thick garage walls.

She could stay like this for hours. She wanted to. Every knot, every ache, every humiliating touch made her feel less like a woman and more like a thing—something secret, forbidden, displayed and forgotten.

The lamp on the bench cast her shadow large across the far wall—a figure bent and bound, mouth wide, legs forced open, every inch of her body marked by her own want.

And outside, the world stayed quiet, the street asleep, unaware that one of their own was trussed up in her garage, desperate for the thrill of being found and the terror of being left alone.

Sarah flexed her fingers, pulled at her bonds, and let herself fall into the tension, knowing the real game had just begun.

The first twenty minutes slipped by in a haze—Sarah’s world narrowing to the burn of rope, the ache in her shoulders, and the relentless friction between her thighs. The timer’s red digits glowed on the bench, a silent promise of release she couldn’t rush, only endure. She’d lost herself in the waves of sensation, drool leaking around the ball gag, muffled moans pressed into the thick duct tape. Sweat cooled on her bare breasts, nerves singing with every helpless squirm.

She didn’t notice the faint click from the far wall at first, too absorbed in the rhythm of her own pleasure and frustration. It was just another background noise in a house full of settling timbers and midnight sighs. But then the motor whirred, low and unmistakable—a deep mechanical purr that vibrated through the concrete floor.

Sarah’s eyes snapped open.

She froze, heart hammering, as the garage door opener sprang to life.

No. No, no—shit!

She’d set it to automatic weeks ago, a safety habit for deliveries and early runs. It was programmed to lift at six a.m.—but in the fog of her ritual, the detail had vanished.

She tried to shout, to call out, but the gag and tape turned her voice to a thick, helpless whimper.

The door shuddered and began to rise.

Not fast—agonisingly slow, the chain drive rattling and groaning as sunlight spilled across the floor in a growing line.

Sarah thrashed, panic lighting up every muscle. The ropes held her tight, every knot suddenly a prison, every inch of skin on display. Her bare breasts heaved in the golden light, sweat streaking her chest. Her legs, forced open by rope, offered her cunt to the creeping dawn, every pulse of her body painted in public view.

She struggled harder, wrists aching, toes digging at the mat for leverage. The crotch rope dragged across her clit with every panicked jerk, lighting up her nerves in a sick twist of fear and arousal.

Outside, the world began to wake.

She heard the distant rumble of a lorry, the whirr of a neighbour’s power shower, birdsong sharp against the hush of suburbia.

The door rose higher—halfway now, the rectangle of her exposed body growing larger, the angle of sunlight drawing a line straight to her shame.

Sarah’s heart pounded. She twisted her hips, gagged sobs turning to desperate, pleading sounds lost behind tape. The timer was still ticking, seconds slipping away, the key to her cuffs still out of reach.

They’ll see me, she thought, panic and thrill colliding. They’ll see everything—

Her mind raced through escape plans—none of them possible, not with her wrists locked wide, her mouth gagged, her thighs forced apart for anyone to see.

A car engine started next door. Footsteps crunched on gravel—slow, purposeful, coming closer. Sarah’s breath froze. Her entire world shrank to the sound of those steps, the widening slice of day, and the horrifying certainty that she was about to be exposed to the street.

She jerked her hips again, fighting the ropes—every movement grinding her clit into the knot, pain and pleasure tangled, a rising edge that made her vision blur.

The garage door paused at the top of its arc, sunlight pouring in. Sarah lay helpless on her mat, a tableau of filthy want and panic, every secret on display.

And somewhere out there, someone was close enough to see.

Panic wasn’t new to Sarah. She’d played at it in her rituals—teased herself with the edge of fear, the possibility of discovery, always with the safety net of time and solitude. But this? This was different. This was raw, unscripted, total.

The garage was suddenly enormous, the cold air swirling around her naked skin as the open door invited in the day. Her body felt fluorescent, each mark and flush exposed in brutal morning light. Sweat prickled her scalp. Her gagged breaths came hot and shallow through her nose, her jaw aching behind the ball. Her eyes filled with desperate tears.

The ropes bit in—every panicked thrash sent fresh lines of pain across her wrists and thighs. She kicked at the mat, tried to wriggle backward, but the cuffs held her arms splayed, her legs still forced open by the bands at her knees. The friction of the crotch rope was merciless, dragging her clit in erratic jolts, the pressure now laced with a sharp edge of humiliation.

She screamed—a muffled, animal sound behind the tape and rubber—pleading with the universe, with any god listening, to let her vanish.

Outside, the footsteps grew louder.

A voice—a man’s, maybe the teenager from number 12—called something across the drive. Laughter answered, distant but clear. A second pair of steps joined the first, the crunch of gravel and then a low, surprised whistle.

Sarah thrashed, cheeks burning, breasts rising and falling with frantic breaths. Her nipples tightened in the cold, exposed and needy, every shake of her shoulders making them bounce for anyone who cared to look. Her thighs trembled with effort, her cunt leaking onto the towel, slick and shaming and undeniable.

The shadows shifted at the threshold. Someone was there—just out of sight, or maybe staring in disbelief. She couldn’t see them past the blinding sun, couldn’t plead for mercy or modesty, could only moan and whimper behind her gag.

She tried to twist her hips away from the light, but the ropes only made the friction sharper, crueler. Her body betrayed her, a new rush of slick soaking the crotch rope. Shame flooded her chest, so intense it almost tipped into anger.

But beneath the terror, the humiliation, something else throbbed: a wild, reckless heat. The fantasy was no longer a fantasy. She was the woman exposed—bound, silenced, put on show for the world to see. The helplessness was total, the arousal savage.

A car idled on the street, the low thrum vibrating through the open door. A neighbour called, “Everything all right, Sarah?”—the tone uncertain, a little amused, a little worried.

Sarah sobbed into her gag, shaking her head, unable to answer. The mat slipped under her, the rope grinding harder, pain and pleasure colliding until she thought she might break.

Another step—shoes on concrete.

A gasp—soft, shocked, feminine.

Sarah’s world splintered:

She was seen.

Fully, finally, irreversibly.

Her chest heaved, her legs splayed, the garage swallowing her cries and her shame as she trembled on the edge of collapse.

Time splintered into fragments—Sarah couldn’t tell if a minute had passed or an eternity. The sun poured across the garage floor, painting her nakedness in clinical gold. Every second stretched, impossibly bright, impossibly exposed. She listened, heart jackhammering, as the ordinary sounds of her cul-de-sac became razor sharp, sinister.

A car engine idled just beyond the threshold. She heard the radio, the tinny rattle of morning talk, then the low murmur of voices—her neighbours, she realised with a shock, chatting across their driveways as if this were any other weekday morning. Except that today, she was splayed and bound and gagged in a pool of sunlight, the door wide open for anyone to look in.

She held herself perfectly still, terrified that movement would draw more attention. Sweat ran cold down her ribs, pooling under the ropes. Her nipples ached, tight as pebbles, her exposed breasts rising and falling with every shaky breath. The friction of the crotch rope was maddening—a constant, insistent pressure she couldn’t escape, made sharper by every tiny squirm as she tried to keep silent.

She could see nothing past the sun’s glare—just a blur of silhouettes and movement in the drive. Shadows flickered on the wall. A door slammed. Someone’s dog barked, then trotted past the garage, nails tapping the concrete. Sarah shrank in on herself, burning with humiliation, desperate to disappear.

But she could feel them.

The way conversation dipped and paused, the way footsteps lingered at the edge of the drive, the prickling sense of being watched. Someone was looking. Maybe more than one.

Her thighs shook. The shame built, almost overwhelming, but underneath it ran a new current: a sharp, involuntary arousal she couldn’t control. The rope pressed harder against her clit, every pulse of blood in her body now echoing down between her legs. Her cunt was soaked, so slick she could feel it dripping onto the towel, heat blooming across her belly and cheeks.

She bit down on the gag, breath coming in desperate snorts. The panic was joined by something darker—a helpless, dirty excitement at the risk, the exposure, the certainty that this moment would live in her bones forever.

More footsteps—a new voice, closer now. “Is someone in there?”

Sarah’s heart stopped, then lurched, the world shrinking to the pulse between her legs and the terror in her chest. She squeezed her eyes shut, praying they’d go away, that the garage door would miraculously close, that she could be erased from this scene.

But nothing happened. The voices faded. The car engine revved, rolled away. The street settled again. Stillness crept back in.

She waited—ten seconds, thirty—until she was sure no one would come closer.

Then, suddenly, the tension snapped. Her body let go, all at once.

Sarah was still frozen, sweat slicking her chest, breath rasping behind the gag and tape, when her body betrayed her. The last traces of footsteps faded from the drive. The engine’s purr became a memory. For a heartbeat, silence returned—but it was a new silence, charged and full, vibrating with everything she’d just endured.

She shuddered, not just from panic, but from a relentless, involuntary arousal that refused to fade. The shame that burned through her—knowing she’d been seen, knowing someone had watched her helpless, splayed, ruined on her own garage floor—merged with a pulse of heat so savage she almost whimpered in gratitude.

The ropes had grown merciless. Her struggles had tightened the knots, dug the harness deep into her skin, every movement drawing the crotch rope harder, meaner against her clit. The tape over her mouth felt like a brand—muffling every gasp, trapping every desperate, pleading noise inside her until she felt she might choke on her own want.

Sarah didn’t fight the next wave. She couldn’t.

It crashed over her in a rush—her hips bucking, her wrists straining, her thighs shaking uncontrollably as her first orgasm tore through her, all shame and terror and helpless, savage need. She howled into the gag, voice guttural, broken, the sound bouncing off the garage walls and dissolving into sunlight.

Her vision went white. The world shrank to the throbbing of her cunt and the cruel grind of rope, to the stretch of her body held helpless, the echo of laughter and footsteps still fresh in her ears.

But the release didn’t soothe her. It fed her.

She was still exposed. Still on display. The air was thick with her own scent—slick pooling beneath her, the tang of sweat and sex and adrenaline filling her nose. She panted for air, tears leaking down her cheeks, her body trembling on the towel. She tried to relax, to sink into the afterglow.

But her body wouldn’t stop.

The humiliation kept the ache alive.

The memory of being watched—being helpless and known—sent another spasm through her hips. Her clit, raw and engorged, throbbed against the crotch rope, each pulse a new invitation.

She squirmed—one frantic, desperate wriggle. The ropes bit deeper, pressing the knot harder into her slick folds. Her breath came in sobbing pants as her thighs tensed, every muscle clenching as the second climax crested.

This one was worse. Better.

She didn’t think it was possible to come again so soon, but her body had a mind of its own. Her vision blurred, her ears filled with rushing blood, and then she was coming again—hard, sharp, every nerve firing, every muscle shaking.

The garage felt enormous, echoing with the wet, animal sounds of her orgasm. She couldn’t quiet herself, couldn’t control the involuntary moans and gasps that poured out of her, muffled but unmistakable, as her cunt pulsed and clenched and released another gush of slick.

The rope was soaked now, slick sliding along her folds, friction going from harsh to heavenly and back again. Her nipples ached, tight and throbbing, her breasts bouncing with every helpless jerk. Her fingers curled, nails digging into her palms, wrists burning where the cuffs held her wide.

She wanted it to stop. She wanted it to never stop.

The sunlight inched higher, painting her humiliation brighter. She saw a shadow pass across the drive—a neighbour’s feet, pausing at the edge of her vision. She didn’t know if they saw her, but the fear was enough to stoke the fire all over again.

Her hips bucked. Her body twisted, rutting into the towel, chasing another high she didn’t think she could reach.

She was sobbing now, tears mixing with sweat, snot smearing beneath the gag. Her mouth ached, jaw locked wide, every whimper buzzing through the tape into her own ears.

A third orgasm slammed through her, sharp as a slap. She screamed into the gag, her whole body convulsing, cunt squeezing around the rope, another wave of slick spilling onto the mat.

She couldn’t believe it was happening—couldn’t believe her body could break so many times, helpless, exposed, utterly ruined for anyone to see.

The pleasure turned raw, almost painful, her nerves lit up, her cunt tingling and swollen, her thighs shaking so hard she thought she might cramp. She gasped for air, trying to will herself calm, but the humiliation just kept spiraling.

In her mind, she saw her neighbours—imagined their faces, shocked, aroused, maybe laughing at her from behind a twitching curtain or the cover of their parked cars. The knowledge that she’d been seen, that her secret was out, made her cunt pulse again, another rush of need twisting through her, bright and agonising.

She ground down again, using what little movement the ropes allowed, chasing a fourth, desperate release.

Her body responded—raw, frantic, a new series of aftershocks rolling through her, each wave smaller but no less intense. Her breath stuttered, tears streaming down her face, the world shrinking to heat and pain and pleasure, all tangled up with shame.

She wanted to plead—wanted to beg for mercy, for forgiveness, for someone to close the door and let her hide.

But all she could do was moan, helpless and obscene, her body shivering through every aftershock, her skin prickling with sweat and sunlight.

The timer on the bench beeped, a sharp, merciful sound that broke the spell for a moment. She lay limp, arms splayed, legs spread, the crotch rope now a slick, aching line across her cunt, the towel beneath her ruined.

Her mind felt fractured, every thought scrambled by what she’d just survived. Her body throbbed with satisfaction and humiliation, nerves singing, muscles aching.

The voices outside faded. The street quieted. Sarah lay perfectly still, letting the mess and the shame settle over her like a blanket.

For a long minute, she just breathed—letting herself exist as a ruined, helpless thing, a woman who’d been seen and survived it.

But even as the pleasure faded, the memory remained—bright, burning, impossible to erase.

She’d been exposed, helpless, made to come again and again under the eyes of her neighbours and the indifferent sun.

She would never forget the way it felt.

The timer’s sharp beep still echoed when Sarah heard the garage door begin its slow, mechanical descent. The chain drive reversed with a rattling sigh, sunlight shrinking inch by inch, swallowing her in growing shadow. The world outside faded, the sounds of neighbours and engines blurring into memory, leaving her in a hush thick with afterglow and ruin.

She was limp now, every muscle spent, the ropes no longer biting but holding her together like a second skin. Sweat cooled in sticky trails across her chest and thighs. The crotch rope was slick and messy, the towel beneath her damp with evidence—proof of everything she’d just endured, everything she’d let herself become.

She barely had the strength to lift her head, hair plastered to her cheeks with sweat and tears. Her mouth ached, jaw locked wide by the gag and the tape, lips swollen and raw. Every inch of her body felt marked, not just by the ropes but by the eyes she couldn’t see, the watchers she could only imagine.

When the door finally met the concrete with a thud, Sarah let out a long, ragged sob of relief. She was hidden again, shielded by four walls and a garage door that once promised safety. But there was no returning to before—not after being displayed, not after coming apart in the open, not after the public had become part of her most private ritual.

The timer clattered as the key dropped to the floor. For a long moment, she just stared at it, wrists trembling, unable to will her arms to move. When she finally reached for it—fingers slow and clumsy—she almost wept at the feeling of cool metal in her palm. The click of the cuffs releasing was anticlimactic, a small mercy in the aftermath of everything.

She peeled the tape from her mouth, the pain sharp and grounding. The ball gag slipped free with a string of drool. Her jaw throbbed. She coughed, then sucked in deep breaths, the air cold and wet and absolutely real.

Sarah slumped sideways, curling onto her side, the ropes around her chest and thighs still tight, her body mapped in bruises and red marks. She didn’t undo them. Not yet. She wanted to stay bound just a little longer, to let the shame and satisfaction soak deeper, to remind herself this was not a dream.

Her mind spun with images—her nakedness in the sunlight, the thrill of exposure, the certain knowledge that someone had seen her, maybe more than one. A flush rolled through her, arousal and horror mingling until she couldn’t tell them apart.

When she finally sat up, moving slowly, every muscle aching, she surveyed the aftermath: the ruined towel, the slick rope, the timer blinking 00:00, the faint outline of footprints at the threshold.

She began to untie herself, hands shaking, savoring the feel of each knot loosening, each inch of rope leaving its memory on her skin. When she was free, she lay back again, arms above her head, letting her body cool in the garage’s dim light.

She didn’t clean up right away. She wanted the mess. She wanted to remember. She wanted the ache and the burn and the ghost of watchers she’d never name.

Tomorrow, she’d wave at her neighbours with a polite smile. She’d wear long sleeves, keep her head high, pretend nothing had changed.

But tonight, she was a secret—a woman wrecked and remade by her own hands and the eyes of the world.

And she knew, deep in her bones, that she would do it again.


Story 31 – Naked in the Woods

Her name was Morgan Lake—thirty, sharp-eyed, too restless for her own good. She’d just burned the last bridge she could call safe: quit a job that had grown poisonous, thrown her wedding ring into a bottle bank, and told her friends she was “taking a sabbatical.” It wasn’t freedom she felt, not yet—it was a raw, bristling emptiness, the kind that howled to be filled with something wild.

She found the dare in a thread on a kink forum: Witch’s Crossing—once a month, strip and bind yourself under the full moon. Stay till sunrise, and leave something behind. Most users called it a joke, an urban legend. A few posted grainy phone pics: rope marks, pale skin among brambles, shadows cast against tree trunks like stains.

Morgan couldn’t stop thinking about it. The woods outside her town were old—half wild, half stolen from farmland, haunted by stories of lovers and outcasts, of bodies found and never claimed. She’d grown up hearing her grandmother whisper, “Never cross the ridge by moonlight.” But tonight, for the first time, the warning sounded like an invitation.

She packed deliberately: a coil of jute rope (the good kind, cut to the right lengths and still holding a faint scent of her perfume), a flashlight, a bottle of water, her phone (set to airplane mode), and a crumpled letter from her ex—something to burn or bury when she was done. She wore old jeans, thick socks, hiking boots, and a borrowed parka. Underneath: nothing but skin.

The walk out was long and quiet, mist clinging to the ground, the air sharp and sweet with the memory of last week’s rain. The moon was swollen, blood-bright, cresting just above the ridge. Morgan’s breath clouded in front of her, heartbeat fluttering like moth wings.

When she reached the edge of Witch’s Crossing, she hesitated—not from fear, but from reverence. The clearing was smaller than she’d expected: a circle of old trees, their trunks twisted, roots rising from the earth like knuckles. Someone had left offerings at the base of an ash—beer cans, a child’s shoe, a string of glass beads tangled in nettles. There was a rough boulder at the centre, its top worn smooth by decades of weather and secrets.

Morgan walked the perimeter once, running her hand along the bark, letting the cold bite her skin. Every sound was amplified: the crack of a twig, the distant hoot of an owl, her own breathing.

She made her altar—flashlight, rope, water, the letter folded and placed at the stone’s edge. She peeled off her clothes in slow stages: boots first, then socks, jeans, and finally the parka, letting the cold seize her bare skin until she was shivering, nipples stiff, the damp earth biting at her toes.

Standing naked in the centre, she felt both prey and priestess, her body pale and vulnerable under the moon’s indifferent gaze. The ritual wasn’t about bravery—it was about surrender. About letting the woods take her, mark her, leave her changed.

She picked up the rope, tested its weight in her palm, and knelt at the base of the old ash. Her heart pounded with anticipation—not just for the coming danger, but for the possibility of being seen, even claimed, by whatever haunted these woods.

Tonight, Morgan thought, would be the first night of her new life—or at least a night she would never forget.

She took a deep breath and began.

Morgan wanted the knots to be perfect—not just tight, but meaningful, each wrap and hitch a declaration that she was here, that she was willing. Her hands shook as she uncoiled the jute, the roughness dragging against her palms, still tinged with the scent of old perfume and something greener, sharper: the moss and wild garlic of the woods.

She began with her chest, standing barefoot in the moonlight, head bowed in concentration. The harness was simple—two bands below her breasts, crisscrossed above, the rope digging just enough to remind her of its presence with every breath. Her nipples were already hard, puckered in the cold, dragging against the cords with every shiver. The sensation was electric, the blend of discomfort and anticipation sharpening her focus until the night itself seemed to close in, silent and waiting.

She sat at the foot of the ash, kneeling on ground still damp from a week of rain. She tied her thighs next—thick, looping bands above her knees, forcing her legs wide. Every knot was an act of will: I want this. I need this. I am not going to stop now. She could feel the dirt and tiny stones pressing into her bare skin, the cold making her thighs quiver, the rope biting more with every movement.

The hardest part was the wrists. She’d practiced, using her teeth and knees and the practice runs at home, but here, under the indifferent moon, her hands felt clumsy. She braced her body against the trunk, the rough bark scraping her back, and twisted her arms behind the tree, working the rope one-handed, then pulling it snug with her teeth.

The final knot was a struggle—awkward, desperate, beautiful. When it finally caught, she let out a shuddering breath, arms bound tight behind the thick trunk, the bark digging into her skin. She was completely, utterly helpless: legs wide, chest heaving against the harness, shoulders pulled back, wrists pinned and useless behind the tree.

She rocked experimentally, the rope burning across her thighs, the cold earth shocking against her knees and toes. Her cunt was already wet, heat blooming low in her belly, the ache of arousal made sharper by the chill and the impossible openness. She looked down at herself—naked, bound, small beneath the looming trees—and felt a wild pride, the kind of feral joy that came with surrender.

Every sense was heightened. The moon turned her skin silver, the shadows around her stretching and breathing. Every sound—rustling leaves, the hoot of an owl, the snap of a distant branch—felt intimate, dangerous. Her own breathing sounded too loud in the hush.

She shifted, testing the limits of her bondage. The rope held, the knots snug, the harness across her chest making her breasts ache with each breath. She wriggled her hips, thighs straining against the bands, and moaned softly as the cool air brushed over her swollen clit.

She was a creature of the woods now—rooted, helpless, displayed.

She closed her eyes, pressed her forehead to the tree, and let herself feel it: the wildness, the exposure, the animal pulse of her own body, begging for more.

Somewhere in the darkness, something watched.

She didn’t know if it was a fox, an owl, a man, or just the woods themselves. But she arched her back, spread her knees wider, and offered herself to whatever the night had in store.

Tonight, she was no longer lost.

Tonight, she was claimed.

At first, Morgan just breathed. The air felt wild in her lungs—sharp, green, tinged with woodsmoke and the memory of distant rain. Her heart pounded, every beat a warning and a promise. She shifted, letting the coarse jute harness slide over her chest, the friction lighting a hundred nerve endings as she moved. Her nipples grazed the rope with every inhale, sensation amplified by the cold and by her own hunger.

She let her thighs fall wider, the bands biting into tender flesh, her knees braced against the slick, peaty soil. She tried to keep still, to savour the helplessness, but her body had its own rhythm now—her hips rolling, the knots at her crotch dragging deliciously over swollen folds with each subtle thrust. She was already dripping, the rope slick with her want, each tiny movement sending a pulse of pleasure up her spine.

She whispered to herself, not quite prayer, not quite madness. Just a litany for the dark:

“You’re a filthy thing. You’re a creature of the woods.

You’re here to be used—

To be found—

To be seen—”

The tree’s rough bark bit her back, grounding her in the cold. She chanted, the words turning to gasps and moans as she rocked harder, grinding her clit into the knot, thighs shaking with effort. Her breath turned ragged, each sound echoing in the hush, mingling with the wind and the far-off cry of an animal.

She imagined eyes in the dark—animal or human, she couldn’t say. She pictured a stranger watching, hidden in the undergrowth, seeing her naked and tied, exposed and desperate. She imagined their hunger, their shock, their delight. The fantasy fed her, made her hips jerk harder, the rope catching her clit with every frantic grind.

Her body hummed with fear and want. The woods became a cocoon, every shadow a possibility, every breeze a touch. She lost herself to the sensation—nerves ablaze, cunt clenching, body begging for more. She spoke aloud, no longer caring who heard:

“Please—

Someone find me—

Someone use me—

I want to be ruined—”

She felt the pleasure cresting, fast and sharp, shame and exhilaration twisting together. Her thighs trembled, breath hitching. She rocked and rocked, friction building, the rope now wet and dark with slick.

The wind picked up, carrying the sound of footsteps—or was it only the rustle of leaves, the trick of a mind desperate to be found?

She moaned again, louder, voice echoing through the trees.

In that moment, Morgan was both prey and predator—an offering to the night, a wild thing begging to be claimed.

And the woods, ancient and alive, held their breath.

Morgan didn’t notice the watcher at first. She was too deep in her own rhythm, rocking against the knot, head thrown back, moonlight washing her skin in silver and shadow. Her chants had dissolved into hungry, half-choked moans, the sound of her own pleasure louder than the forest’s hush. She was past caring, past shame, lost in the pulse of her own need.

But then—a shift in the undergrowth. Not the wind, not a fox. A pause in the world. A presence, unmistakable.

She froze, body suddenly electrified. Every sense sharpened, breath catching, muscles locked tight with a wild, animal fear.

There it was again—a soft tread, deliberate, cautious. The breaking of a twig. The swish of boots in leaf litter. Closer. Closer still.

Morgan’s heart jackhammered in her chest. Her first instinct was to call out, to plead or warn, but the rope held her helpless, wrists bound tight behind the tree, legs splayed and cunt open to the moon and whoever stepped from the dark.

A figure emerged—first a silhouette, then the details resolving in the moonlight: a man, maybe late twenties, bearded, a daypack slung over one shoulder, headlamp switched off and dangling at his hip. His jacket was unzipped, his boots muddy. He looked as startled as she felt.

He stopped a few feet away, gaze fixed, breath visible in the cold air.

For a long, endless second, neither of them spoke.

Morgan’s pulse roared in her ears, her body quivering, shame flooding her cheeks and making her thighs tremble even harder. She wanted to beg for help, to explain, but the words died on her tongue.

The man’s eyes raked over her: the ropes at her chest and thighs, her splayed knees, the wet rope dark with slick, the harness biting into her bare skin. His jaw clenched. His breath shuddered.

He cleared his throat—awkward, husky.

“Are you… all right?”

Morgan couldn’t nod, couldn’t move. Her body was locked, part terror, part anticipation. She managed a single, breathless word:

“Please.”

He swallowed, eyes never leaving her body.

“You want me to help you, or…?”

She heard the rough edge of disbelief, of hunger.

She shook her head, then forced herself to speak, her voice shaking, words tumbling out raw:

“Don’t leave. Don’t—don’t just leave me here.”

He exhaled, long and low.

The woods were silent again except for the wild staccato of her heart.

He took another step closer, boots crunching the moss. The air between them seemed to thicken, charged and waiting. He crouched, face level with her splayed thighs, the headlamp swinging to cast shadows up her bare stomach and rope-bitten breasts.

He reached out—slowly, offering her time to flinch or cry out—but she didn’t. His hand hovered just above her thigh, warm and rough, the scent of sweat and campfire clinging to his skin.

“This is what you want?”

Morgan’s voice cracked with longing and fear and something wild:

“Yes. Please—don’t leave.”

He studied her for a moment longer, his gaze roaming every inch, every mark, every trembling want her body broadcast.

He smiled, something dark and understanding blooming in his eyes.

“Then I won’t.”

He set down his pack. Unzipped his jacket. And settled onto his knees between her open legs.

Morgan exhaled, relief and anticipation twining in her belly. She arched her back, offered herself up to whatever came next.

Tonight, she thought, I’m not alone in the dark anymore.

The man’s eyes didn’t leave hers, not even as his hands moved to her thighs, fingers rough with cold and mud. Morgan sucked in a sharp breath, every muscle strung tight with anticipation and dread. She was wide open, the ropes biting her thighs and chest, nipples swollen, her cunt slick and exposed to the night and to him. She felt like prey—caught, waiting, hungry to be devoured.

He let his hands linger on her legs, tracing the path of the rope, pressing his thumbs into the indents it made. He moved slowly, reverently at first, as if testing her willingness, but there was hunger in him too—a sharpness in the way his touch grew firmer, more claiming.

Morgan tried to steady her voice, but it broke anyway.

“Don’t leave me. Not like this. Please…”

Her plea hung in the air, trembling and urgent. She could taste the fear, the need, the wild hope that he would take exactly what she was offering. That he would use her as she’d never dared let anyone use her before.

He smiled—crooked, half-shy, half-predator.

“You want to be left out here, tied and ruined for anyone who comes by?”

She moaned, the shame delicious, her hips lifting in their bonds, cunt glistening in the moonlight.

He leaned in, breath warm on her thigh, and whispered against her skin:

“You’re soaked. All this for me, or was the forest your lover before I got here?”

Morgan whimpered, feeling him trace a finger up the wet rope, sliding easily through her folds, pausing at her clit. She gasped as he pressed the knot in slow, hard circles, grinding it against her until her thighs trembled and the pleasure became almost painful.

He watched her face, his own hunger sharpening with every twitch of her body, every gasp and moan she let escape.

“Tell me what you want,” he said, voice thick.

“Beg for it.”

She bit her lip, shivering, the words spilling out unfiltered:

“I want to be used. I want to be filled. I want you to fuck me while I’m tied up—please, please don’t stop.”

He groaned, the sound low and primal. His hands moved to her hips, pulling her closer, his mouth finding her nipple, biting down until she cried out, the pain sending a shock straight to her cunt.

His fingers slid lower, pushing aside the rope, thrusting inside her without warning. She clenched around him, arching as far as the bonds would allow, crying out to the moon and the night and the dark trees that watched. He fucked her with his fingers, slow at first, then faster, his thumb never leaving her clit, rubbing tight, filthy circles that made her whimper and beg.

“You’re not quiet, are you?” he teased, breath hot against her ear.

“How many people do you want to hear you come? How many strangers do you want to see you tied up like this—open, desperate, ruined?”

Morgan shook, the rope biting into her wrists, her chest rising and falling in ragged gasps.

“Everyone,” she managed, voice cracking.

“I want everyone to see.”

He thrust deeper, curling his fingers until she screamed, cunt clenching, slick pouring down his wrist. Her whole body shook, every nerve singing with pain and pleasure and the heady humiliation of being used in the dark.

“That’s it,” he murmured.

“Come for me. Let the woods see what kind of thing you are.”

Her body answered, hips jerking, pleasure blinding as the first orgasm rolled over her, so strong it left her gasping, sobbing, desperate for more.

He didn’t stop.

His mouth covered hers, tongue claiming, teeth biting her bottom lip. His free hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back, forcing her to meet his eyes.

“You’re not finished,” he whispered, breath harsh.

“You’re going to come again. You’re going to let me ruin you completely.”

Morgan’s mind spun, every part of her raw, alive, her body aching for every cruelty he could give. She arched against him, spread wider by the ropes, begging for whatever came next.

Tonight, she was nobody’s captive.

She was his—and the woods were witness.

The world was a blur of moonlight and rough rope and his hands everywhere. Morgan’s wrists ached, bound tight behind the tree, her thighs burning where the rope forced them wide. The man pressed closer, the moss crushed beneath his knees, his breath ghosting over her ear and neck as he worked her body, relentless and hungry, with a patience that was almost cruel.

He didn’t ask permission. He didn’t need to. Her every gasp and desperate arch told him everything. His fingers thrust deep, twisting, seeking the spot that made her see stars behind her eyes. His thumb never left her clit, circling, grinding, rubbing harder each time she whimpered, every sound she made feeding his focus, sharpening his need.

Her nipples scraped the jute harness with every shudder, pain and pleasure knotted tight, the bark biting into her spine and shoulders as she rocked helplessly in her bonds. The cold of the earth and air only made her more aware of her heat, the sticky slickness pouring from her cunt, the evidence of just how badly she wanted this, needed this—needed him.

He talked her through it, filthy and soft, a voice for the dark and her dark heart:

“You’re going to come for me again. Come for the whole forest. Let the animals and ghosts know exactly what you are.”

She moaned, half-choked, unable to look away from his eyes even as he leaned down to suck her nipple, teeth sharp, tongue warm, the pain sending another jolt down her belly.

He shifted, moving his body between her spread thighs. The rope harness made her breasts strain for him, marked red by his mouth. His cock was out now, hard and hot, tip slick with pre-cum. He pressed it to her cunt, rubbing along the soaked rope and folds, letting her feel the weight and promise.

“Beg,” he said, just loud enough for the woods to hold the echo.

“Beg me to fuck you. Beg me to leave you tied here, dripping and empty, for the woods to find.”

Morgan sobbed, pride gone, every fear and longing breaking at once.

“Please—please, fuck me. I want to be ruined. I want to be left out here for anyone—everyone—just please—”

He thrust into her in one long, slow push, stretching her, filling her so completely she saw darkness and stars. The angle was awkward, the rope biting, but it made everything sharper, more desperate. He held her hips, fucked her deep, hard, the tree shuddering behind her with every snap of his body. She was helpless, hands trapped, legs spread and bound, cunt clenching and leaking as he took her.

He leaned in, mouth at her ear, words ragged:

“You’re mine now. Let go. Come for me—come for the night, for the trees, for anyone who might be watching.”

She did.

Her orgasm was a scream, a full-body seizure that left her arching and sobbing, the pleasure so savage it was almost pain, every muscle cramping with the force of it. Her cunt pulsed around his cock, the ropes digging deeper, the cold air turned to fire in her lungs.

He fucked her through it, not stopping, not letting her go, hips pounding into her as she shattered again, the aftershocks leaving her limp and shaking. Her cries were wild, animal, nothing human left but need.

He gripped her hips tighter, fucked her until he groaned, spilled inside her, his body shaking with his own release. He stayed pressed close, forehead against hers, both of them panting, sweat mixing with the mist and the scent of earth and sex.

The moon hung above, cold and indifferent.

The woods, ancient and watchful, took everything in.

He untied her wrists first, slow and careful, kissing the red marks. She slumped forward, caught by his arms, too spent to move. He freed her thighs, massaged her legs, the circulation returning in prickling waves.

Morgan melted against him, ruined, happy, every inch of her raw and claimed.

He kissed her mouth, tasting sweat and surrender.

“You belong to the woods now,” he whispered.

She believed him.

When it was over, Morgan could barely remember her own name. The world had collapsed to moonlight and the ache in her wrists, to the shivering in her thighs and the slow drip of his cum leaking from her spent cunt. The man’s breath was still warm on her cheek, his hands gentle as he traced the rope marks on her body, his voice a rough, secret benediction in the hush between trees.

He dressed quickly, tugging his jacket back on, shoving the headlamp into his pack. She watched through heavy-lidded eyes as he pressed a final kiss to her bruised mouth.

“You’ll be safe,” he whispered. “But don’t untie yourself too soon. Let the woods keep you a little longer.”

Morgan nodded, lost for words. She was too sore, too full, too changed to do more than tremble in her bonds. He tucked the blanket from his pack around her shoulders, the gesture so tender she nearly wept.

Then he was gone—footsteps fading, the undergrowth swallowing him as easily as it had revealed him.

The night wrapped around her, thick and humming. The trees felt closer, the shadows alive, the earth beneath her body warmer for the mess and sweat she’d left behind. The rope was a second skin, every mark and burn a reminder that she had been used, claimed, made part of something ancient and wild.

She drifted in and out of awareness—sometimes lucid enough to listen to the wind in the branches, sometimes lost in the heady aftershocks of pleasure, the soreness in her cunt, the sticky evidence drying on her thighs. She remembered the stories: the warnings about Witch’s Crossing, the superstitions about offerings and ghosts. Tonight, she was both—an offering and a haunting, a woman undone by her own want.

As dawn crept into the clearing, the woods took on a new stillness. The moon set. The cold returned. Morgan’s body ached, hunger replaced by a deep, bone-heavy satisfaction.

She finally managed to work the knots free, her fingers stiff and clumsy, every inch of skin singing with memory. When she stood, legs shaking, she felt different—wilder, looser, marked in a way that wouldn’t fade.

She dressed slowly, the rope burns hidden beneath her clothes, but alive under her skin. She left her ex’s letter at the foot of the ash tree, a final offering, and walked barefoot back to the edge of the woods.

When she reached the road, she looked back once, heart pounding—not in fear, but in a strange, fierce pride.

She had come to the woods for transformation.

She had found it.

And every time the wind shook the trees at night, Morgan knew: she belonged to the wild now, and it belonged to her.


Story 32 – The Chair Ritual

Her name was Eve Martel—thirty-six, disciplined on the outside, unruly inside. By day she ran a busy physiotherapy practice, fixing backs and untangling muscles for everyone else. But nights were for herself, and for the rituals she’d built to hold back the storm inside her: the ache for punishment, the hunger for surrender, the need to be undone and left open.

Her flat was a top-floor sanctuary above a quiet high street, high ceilings and battered floorboards, the kind of space that always felt just on the edge of chaos. Eve kept it neat—a holdover from childhood, or maybe a rebellion against it. Her books were arranged by theme, her plants thriving in mismatched pots, the kitchen gleaming under a single low bulb.

But in the living room, tonight, she’d changed everything. She’d pushed the old velvet chair into the centre of the floor, its carved arms and deep seat an altar for what was coming. The lamps were off; the only light was from seven pillar candles she’d placed in a wide circle, their flames dancing in the draught, pooling gold across the faded rug and her bare feet.

Eve moved around the chair, slow and reverent, the props of her own undoing arranged just so: two long silk scarves—one white, one navy—a coil of soft rope, a red ball gag, a slim vibrator, a stack of index cards, and a thick pillar of wax already half-melted from last week’s play. Each item was a step on the path: toward pain, toward pleasure, toward confession.

She’d started the ritual earlier, in the bath, writing out her desires in quick, nervous script on the index cards. Not the polite fantasies, not the ones she could share in bed or over text, but the ones that made her mouth go dry and her heart pound with shame. She’d forced herself to be honest:

	I want to be tied and left until I cry.

	I want to be punished for every time I was “good.”

	I want to beg and be denied.

	I want to come with your hand tight around my throat.

	I want to read this out loud and know someone, somewhere, is listening.



Now, in the glow of candles and the hush of her home, Eve picked up each card, read it aloud in a clear, steady voice, and placed it at the foot of the chair. The words hung in the air, sticky and electric, marking her as surely as any rope or slap ever could.

She stripped slowly, folding her clothes and setting them in a neat pile on the windowsill. Naked, she shivered in the cool air, goosebumps rising across her arms and chest, nipples tightening in the candlelight. She sat in the chair, legs parted, toes curling against the threadbare rug. The silence was absolute, a bubble in the middle of the city.

She took the scarves and bound her ankles to the legs of the chair, the white silk looping twice around each ankle, the navy knotted higher, just below her knees. She tied her wrists last—using the rope, looping it over the arms, working the knot with fingers made clumsy by excitement and nerves. Her arms stretched wide, the rope biting, her chest arched forward in the soft light.

She looked at the cards at her feet, at the way her body was framed by the candles and the chair, at the mess she was about to make.

This was her sanctuary, her punishment, her confession. And she was finally ready to begin.

Eve took a long, slow breath, feeling her heart thump in her chest—a steady, low drumbeat echoing the hush in the room. The flames threw flickering shadows over her bare skin, making her body look less like a person and more like a living secret: wrists stretched wide on the velvet arms, ankles locked to the chair’s legs, knees parted by navy silk, every limb carefully, ritualistically fixed.

She flexed her fingers, tested the tension in the ropes. The knots held, snug and certain. She could wriggle her toes, roll her shoulders, but nothing more. She was displayed, exposed, her breasts arched forward, her cunt open to the air and the soft, flickering gaze of the candles.

She picked up the ball gag next—a deep red, almost black in the golden light. She weighed it in her palm, remembering every time she’d worn it: the ache in her jaw, the drool down her chin, the way it silenced her and forced every whimper into a hum. She opened her mouth, pressed the ball past her lips, and fastened the strap tight behind her head. The rubber filled her mouth, her jaw stretching wide, the taste both familiar and humiliating.

Eve tested the gag, humming around it, letting her tongue loll against the rubber. The sound came back muffled, helpless. Perfect.

She tied the final knots around her wrists, double-checking the loops with trembling fingers. She let the rope dig in a little deeper, making escape not impossible, but punishing—her favourite kind of boundary. The silk scarves around her knees and ankles were soft, but firm enough to force her legs wide, thighs quivering with tension.

For a moment, she just sat there, breathing through her nose, feeling the way the bindings forced her to surrender. The room was warm, the candlelight making her skin gleam, the flames reflected in the wetness already slicking her cunt.

She closed her eyes and imagined herself seen—by no one, by everyone, by some faceless judge who might discover her like this: stripped of every defence, exposed in body and mind, every secret written on the cards at her feet.

She squirmed, arching her hips, the chair creaking beneath her, the friction of the velvet making her shudder. Her nipples grazed the air, hard and aching, every inch of her skin alive with anticipation and shame.

She grunted softly, a needy sound behind the gag, and let her head fall back against the chair. The rope bit at her wrists, the scarves tugged her legs wider. She was helpless—utterly, deliciously so. The kind of helplessness she’d built her whole ritual around, the kind she’d earned with every knot, every whispered confession.

The city moved outside her windows—cars in the street, a siren two blocks away—but inside her flat, time had stopped. There was only the chair, the candles, the ache in her cunt, and the promise of what she would do to herself now that escape was beyond her reach.

Eve opened her eyes, let the shame and the hunger settle together, and surrendered to the ritual completely.

The ritual always demanded more than she thought she had to give.

Eve stared down at the stack of index cards scattered around the chair’s legs, their sharp corners catching gold from the candlelight. The shadows of her tied ankles flickered over the words, making the confessions shift and blur. She tried not to think about what they would look like to someone else—would the script betray her? Would the trembling in her letters be as obvious as the shaking in her thighs?

She let her head fall back for a moment, letting the shame settle low and heavy in her chest, a heat that wasn’t quite pain, wasn’t quite pleasure. She could feel the drool pooling behind the gag, the ache in her jaw spreading down her neck, the ropes at her wrists starting to throb with that deep, perfect ache of real restraint.

The room smelled like beeswax, melting silk, and the wet salt of her own skin. The candles hissed softly, an irregular applause to her humiliation.

She squeezed her eyes shut and let herself remember why she needed this—why the rituals had grown from experiments, to habits, to the only thing that kept her head above the waterline. She’d spent years learning to take up space for other people, to hold herself calm and together in the face of pain that was not her own. Her work as a physiotherapist meant she touched people all day, but always professionally, always as a healer. No one saw her as anything but capable, gentle, restrained.

She was so tired of being gentle.

She wanted to be ruined—to feel herself broken and made new by the force of her own want.

She bent forward in the chair, ropes biting into her wrists, the velvet warm beneath her thighs. It took three tries to get the first card into her hand, her fingers clumsy from tension and the awkward spread of her arms. The ball gag filled her mouth, drool already seeping down her chin, a humiliating tickle she refused to wipe away.

She held the card up to the candles and forced herself to read, her voice rough and choked behind the rubber:

“I want to be tied and left until I cry.”

She let the words hang, her body flinching at the admission. A memory surfaced—kneeling in her childhood bedroom, too young to name the feeling, but already fantasising about being trapped, punished, helpless and known. She rocked forward, the rope pressing harder, the shame melting into hunger.

She let the card fall to the floor. She pressed her thighs together, moaning low, the sound muffled, desperate.

She picked up the second card, reading aloud, each syllable blurred by the gag:

“I want to be punished for every time I was ‘good’.”

The words hit harder than she’d expected. She thought about every year spent following rules, every time she’d swallowed anger or desire for someone else’s comfort. She let the resentment rise, then burn away—transforming into a raw, physical ache. Her hips shifted on the velvet, the friction making her clit pulse, her cunt growing wetter with every breath.

Eve’s cheeks were burning now, tears pricking her eyes. She tasted salt, felt the humiliation grow heavier and heavier, making her dizzy. She was already panting, jaw sore, wrists throbbing. Every inch of her skin felt too tight, too alive.

She picked up the third card with trembling hands, voice ragged:

“I want to beg and be denied.”

This was the one that scared her most. Not because she didn’t believe it, but because she knew how deep it went—how often she’d imagined herself at someone’s feet, pleading for touch, for permission, for release, only to be laughed at, ignored, made to wait until her whole body was nothing but ache.

She thought of the nights she’d denied herself, holding the vibrator in her palm until her hand shook, forcing herself to edge and edge and edge until the wanting hurt. She wanted to be told no. She wanted to learn the shape of her own desperation. She wanted to cry for it.

The card fell to the floor, joining the others. The air in the room felt charged, the candles burning lower, the scent of wax mixing with the raw heat between her thighs.

She reached for the fourth card, hands barely steady, wrists now burning in their knots. Her body was shaking—not just from tension, but from the deep, humiliating pleasure that only came with confession.

“I want to come with your hand tight around my throat.”

She gasped at the words, the memory of every lover who’d been too gentle, too afraid, who’d never understood how much she needed to be claimed, controlled, pushed until the line between pain and pleasure disappeared. She let her head loll back, ropes biting at her wrists, her breath growing short and sharp as she imagined the pressure, the black spots at the edge of vision, the surrender.

She moaned around the gag, the sound high and broken, hips rolling against the velvet, cunt aching for touch.

She forced herself to take the last card, the final, most terrifying admission:

“I want to read this out loud and know someone, somewhere, is listening.”

This was the one that made her legs shake, made her want to weep. She wanted to be seen, not just in the moment, but in the memory. She wanted the risk—the impossible hope that someone might find the cards, might witness her in this state, ruined and honest and wanting.

She let the card slip from her hand, let it flutter to the rug, her body folding in on itself, the shame so huge it felt holy.

Eve sobbed behind the gag, her chest heaving, drool spilling down her neck. She wanted to fight it, to regain control, but the ritual was stronger now than her will. She rocked in the chair, the ropes unyielding, the friction of her cunt on the velvet pushing her closer and closer to the edge.

She stared at the scattered cards, each confession a promise, a threat, a benediction. The candlelight flickered over her bare skin, painting her as something primal and surrendered.

She began to chant, the words half-swallowed by the gag, but clear in her mind:

“Punish me.

Leave me.

Make me beg.

Make me cry.

Please—someone see me—please—”

She rocked harder, legs straining against the scarves, wrists twisting in the ropes, hips grinding into the velvet seat. Her clit throbbed, her cunt pulsing, the shame so intense it sharpened every sensation.

She felt herself getting close—too close. She wanted to wait, to stretch the wanting out, but the ritual had her in its grip. Her body burned. Her mind blurred.

She looked at the cards, at her own trembling, bound body, and surrendered completely.

Tonight, she was nothing but confession, shame, and need.

The confessions had worked their dark magic—Eve was trembling, every muscle alive with heat and need. Her vision blurred with tears and candlelight. The shame of her words lingered, thick and electric in the air, woven through every knot and flicker of wax. The cards were scattered at her feet like evidence. Her jaw ached around the gag, drool sliding down her chin in sticky lines. She let it all happen, needing to be messy, to be out of control.

Her thighs flexed against the scarves, hips rolling in tiny, urgent motions, the velvet chair growing slick beneath her. She tried to squeeze her legs together, but the bonds held her wide, the helplessness forcing her to feel everything—every beat of her heart, every pulse of her cunt, every shiver of her nipples in the cool air.

She wanted to beg for touch, for mercy, for someone to find her and grant release, but the only mercy tonight would come from her own hand, her own ritual.

She looked down at the slim vibrator on the armrest, the last prop of her undoing. She bent forward, ropes digging, fingers stretching as far as they could reach. The strain made her moan, a sharp, broken sound behind the gag, but at last her fingertips brushed the cool plastic. She fumbled it upright, pressed the button with a trembling thumb, and the motor buzzed to life—soft, teasing, just a hint of what she craved.

She let the handle slip between her thighs, pressing the tip to her clit. The vibration thrummed through her, lighting up every nerve, her back arching involuntarily, head thrown back, tears stinging her eyes. She rocked her hips, grinding herself shamelessly against the toy, the velvet slick and hot under her ass.

The gag turned her moans into animal noises—wordless, needy, rising in pitch as the toy circled her clit. She pressed harder, the ropes biting, the silk scarves slipping tighter with every thrust. Her legs trembled, her knees quivering, the helpless spread making her feel wide open, obscenely exposed in the golden candlelight.

She forced herself to slow down, to draw it out. She wanted to be edged, to sit in the agony of almost, almost, almost. She pictured someone watching—her imaginary judge, faceless and stern, taking in every filthy detail: the drool, the tears, the slick pooling under her, the desperate thrust of her hips as she worked herself closer and closer to the edge.

She closed her eyes and imagined a command: Don’t come yet. Wait for me. Hold it. Hold it. Let the shame build.

She whimpered behind the gag, fighting the rising wave, hips circling, thighs flexing. Her breath came in hot, wet gasps, chest heaving as the toy pulsed and pulsed against her.

She stopped—pulled the vibrator away, body convulsing with the need to finish, every muscle straining against the ropes. She let herself cool, let the ache settle, then brought the toy back, pressing it harder, her moans turning frantic.

She repeated it—again, again, again.

Each time, the wanting grew sharper, more raw. Her body shook, sweat beading between her breasts, the scent of sex and candlewax thick in the air.

She whispered a plea, broken by the gag:

“Please. Please. Please let me—”

She edged herself to the brink, then held, then retreated, torturing herself with the rhythm. The shame built, tears streaming down her cheeks. She looked at the cards on the floor, at the mess between her legs, and felt like the most desperate thing in the world.

The room was nothing but heat and want, the silence broken only by her muffled sobs and the buzzing of the toy.

Finally, she let herself go—just a little, just enough to imagine the permission she’d written on the cards, the blessing from a judge who might never come.

She pressed the vibrator to her clit, hips arching, body tight as a bowstring, and let the orgasm bloom, just out of reach, the edge so sharp it hurt.

She wouldn’t let herself finish yet.

Not until she was begging in earnest.

Not until the ritual had taken everything.

Eve’s mind was a haze of fire and shame, all the world reduced to flickering candlelight and the burn in her body. Her jaw ached fiercely from the gag—saliva pooled and drooled down her chin, soaking her throat, slipping across her collarbone in slow, ticklish lines. The rubber tasted of sweat and memory. Every time she rocked her hips, her breath came out in desperate, broken snorts. She was dizzy, unmoored, no longer sure if she was sobbing or moaning or both.

The cards at her feet blurred and danced in the trembling gold, their confessions alive, written on her skin now, burning through her as real as rope or wax. She was nothing but need—spread wide, every inch of her on display, her cunt swollen, her nipples so hard they hurt.

The vibrator was slick in her hand, nearly slipping as she worked it with frantic, uneven circles. The motor’s buzz was a low, insistent throb, a secret someone else might hear if they passed in the hallway. She wanted them to. The fantasy grew teeth: a neighbour, a stranger, a lover yet unmet, pausing at her door, listening to the gasping, animal sounds of a woman coming undone.

She edged herself again and again, denying the sharp pleasure just when it threatened to break her. Each time she pulled the toy away, her whole body shook, thighs quivering, abs tensing, the ache in her clit so fierce it felt like punishment. She whimpered, pleaded behind the gag, words lost and ruined, the pain of denial nearly unbearable.

She focused on the cards:

I want to beg and be denied…

I want to be tied and left until I cry…

Her eyes stung with tears. She pictured herself from above—helpless and glorious, a spectacle made of shame. The ropes bit deeper every time she arched her back. The scarves at her ankles and knees dug into flesh gone numb, forcing her thighs apart, the cool air licking the wet, exposed skin between her legs.

The heat built with every cycle, every denied release. Sweat slicked her chest, ran in a line between her breasts, pooled in the hollow of her stomach. Her hips slipped on the velvet, her cunt growing slicker, wetter, every denial making her want more, need more.

She moaned, louder now, not caring who heard. The ritual was eating her alive. She was begging in earnest, grunting behind the gag, tears streaming as she tried to thrust her hips, tried to chase the feeling, the ropes and scarves holding her exactly where she was—a living offering, a body made for ruin.

When she finally let herself go, it was almost an accident—her muscles seizing, the ache at her clit giving way to a wave of white-hot release so fierce she thought she might pass out. The orgasm was violent, wrenched from her in spasms that left her gasping, the chair creaking with every buck and twist.

Her cunt pulsed, slick spilling out, pooling under her, soaking the velvet. Her whole body convulsed, legs jerking wide, feet scrabbling against the chair legs. The rope at her wrists bit deep, nails digging into her own palms as she rode the shattering crest.

But it wasn’t done.

The aftershocks kept coming—waves rolling through her, sharp, almost painful. She was crying now, drool and tears and sweat mingling, her voice raw and wild. The vibrator buzzed against her clit, every movement sending another jolt through her, her nipples aching, her stomach tightening, her breath coming in ragged sobs.

She was so far gone she couldn’t tell if she was begging for mercy or for more.

The candles hissed and guttered. Wax dripped onto her thighs, hot and stinging, making her yelp and writhe, the fresh pain mingling with pleasure until she couldn’t separate them. She let the wax fall, tiny red beads on her belly, marking her further, proof that she wanted everything, would take everything.

She came again—her body not her own, orgasm forced by the pain and the humiliation and the pressure of the toy. This time it was quieter, but deeper, a shudder running from her scalp to her toes, leaving her breathless, limp, barely able to hold the vibrator.

Her mind fractured, pleasure and shame swirling, the room spinning as she hung in her bonds, ruined by her own hand.

She blinked through tears and saw the cards again, read the words in the shaky script of a woman undone.

She felt the urge again—helpless, exhausted, but still hungry. She pressed the toy back to her clit, even as her hips protested, as her nerves threatened to overload. She wanted to be emptied, left a sobbing, spent thing in the candlelight.

One last time—her body surrendered. She sobbed as the third climax hit, body quaking, thighs jerking, mouth open wide around the gag. Her vision went black at the edges. She was aware only of pain, heat, slickness, the music of her own whimpering, the hush that followed the breaking.

At last, she let the vibrator fall to the floor, rolling under the chair, its noise muffled and distant. Her arms dropped as far as the ropes would allow. Her legs splayed, toes curling in aftershock. She slumped in the chair, limp and shattered, every muscle slack with exhaustion and deep, delirious relief.

For a long, slow time, she didn’t move at all. She let herself stay bound, body marked and open, the confessions at her feet, the candles burning low.

She had wanted to be punished. She had wanted to be seen.

She was both.

She was all of it.

The candles had burned low by the time Eve’s body finally stilled, the golden pool of light now honey-thick and trembling. She sat slumped in the chair, ropes loose but not gone slack, her wrists tingling and sore, her thighs wet, velvet and skin both streaked with the mess of sweat, tears, and orgasm.

For a long time, she just let herself exist in that state—trembling, emptied out, body loose and raw. She watched the candle wax creep and harden along her thighs, the skin prickling where each drop cooled. The chair cradled her like an altar built for sacrifice: wide, soft, and holding every mark she’d made.

The city outside was waking up, first hints of dawn blue leaking through the curtains, sirens and traffic filtering in through the old sash windows. The bubble of her ritual was bursting, but she clung to the last shreds of the night—wanted to feel the ache in her arms, the sticky velvet between her legs, the burn of rope at her wrists and ankles. The confessions she’d written felt etched under her skin now.

Finally, with fingers numb and trembling, she reached up to the buckle at the back of her head and fumbled the gag free. The ball slid out with a wet pop, her jaw throbbing in its absence, spit dripping down her chin and neck. She worked her jaw, tasting blood and salt, and swallowed, her throat tight with exhaustion and a strange, quiet pride.

Next, she unpicked the knots at her wrists—slow, methodical, letting the pain of returning sensation ground her. She flexed her hands, rubbing at the deep indentations. The scarves at her knees and ankles came last, sliding away with a whisper, her legs collapsing together, body curling in on itself.

Eve lowered herself to the rug, lying there for a moment, cheek pressed to the faded wool, muscles singing with fatigue and release. She blinked up at the ceiling, letting herself feel small and human again. The wax and sweat, the rope marks, the messy traces of what she’d done—she wanted to keep them all as long as possible.

She rolled to her side and surveyed the aftermath: the toppled vibrator under the chair, the wax pooling in red and white, the stack of cards scattered and rumpled, the velvet seat stained with her arousal.

The flat felt haunted, charged with what she’d made happen here.

She gathered the cards, intending to read each one again before she showered. But as she shuffled through them—still trembling, mind drifting between memory and relief—she noticed one was missing.

She frowned, counted them again. Four, not five.

The last card. The one that hurt most: “I want to read this out loud and know someone, somewhere, is listening.”

Gone.

She felt a chill then, not cold but a creeping sense of exposure, as if the boundary between her ritual and the world outside had slipped open just a crack.

She checked under the chair, along the rug, around the candles. Nowhere.

A slow, electric thrill ran through her. Someone had been here. Someone had seen.

She wasn’t sure if she should feel violated or satisfied—or both.

Eve let her body sink into the rug, the city’s noise rising as the sun chased the last candle’s light from her sanctuary.

The ritual had changed her.

But maybe it wasn’t hers alone anymore.

Eve didn’t leave the floor for a long time. She lay there curled on the rug, the world shifting slowly from candlelit sanctuary to pale morning, every sound in the street below impossibly loud. The ache in her wrists and thighs deepened as the marks from the rope bloomed purple and red, a secret tattoo she would trace with her fingers later, reliving every beat of the ritual.

She rolled to her back, eyes on the ceiling, letting the city’s hum wash over her. The last of the wax cooled on her thighs, little islands of red against her skin. The velvet chair was a ruin—damp, scented with sex, with the faintest impression of her body left behind in salt and shadow.

The missing card needled at her. Eve gathered the others, reading them again in the dim light, her own confessions stinging fresh. She told herself the card would turn up—tucked behind a leg of the chair, swept under the rug by her frantic movements—but in her gut she knew better. The flat was secure. The door had been locked. She’d been alone—she was always alone, or so she’d thought.

She replayed the night in her mind, every detail in slow motion: the way the flame had flickered, the slap of wax, the thud of her pulse in the silence, the click of the chair as she writhed and begged and finally broke. She remembered the feeling—worse than panic, sharper than relief—that someone might see her, hear her, catch her in the act of coming undone.

Was it possible?

Had someone come and gone in the haze of her ritual?

Or had the card slipped away by accident, spirited off by the same current that had driven her to confess her darkest want?

She found herself hoping it had been found. That her last plea—see me, witness me, make me real—had landed somewhere outside herself.

She sat up slowly, body heavy, gathering the remaining props and cards with reverence. She wiped the wax from her skin, gathered the scarves, pressed her nose to the velvet seat and inhaled the raw scent of herself—shame and pride, want and aftermath.

When she finally showered, the water stung the rope burns, turning the marks bright and vivid. She watched the colours swirl down the drain and told herself she would never go this far again.

But she knew better. The hunger was still there, humming beneath her skin, sharp and new, changed by the knowledge that her ritual had been witnessed, that her boundary had been crossed—by chance or by fate.

That night, she dreamed of hands picking up her last confession, of a stranger’s eyes reading her words, of a new ritual built for two.

And when she woke, bruised and sore and smiling, Eve whispered the only truth she had left:

“Someone is listening. And that’s what I needed all along.”


Stay With Me a Little Longer

Thank you for reading Tied to Myself: Volume 4.

If you want the next evolution of the series, Volume 5 is waiting in the hush before morning.

Next: Tied to Myself: Volume 5 — Red Before Dawn

Here, the night begins to thin, but the tension has not yet broken. Red ribbon, warm lamplight, and the first suggestion of dawn turn private ritual into something even more intimate. This is a story of secrecy, softness, and the final hidden hour before daylight arrives.

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