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For the reader who doesn’t mind being held a little longer.

Some stories don’t release you easily.

This one has no intention of trying.

— 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

Tied to Myself - Volume 5


Story 33 – Library After Hours

The library doesn’t go silent at closing. It exhales.

The last patron’s trainers squeak toward the glass doors, the receipt printer spits a single, apologetic curl of paper, and then the building settles—wood and plaster loosening their shoulders after a day of being good. The lamps throw their little islands of amber over the reading room tables. Dust hangs like the softest weather. Somewhere in the stacks, the heating ticks as it decides whether to bother.

Clara stands alone behind the desk with the lights half-dimmed and her cardigan folded neatly over the back of the swivel chair. Ink freckles the side of her forefinger from an absent-minded note she made on a spine label. She licks the pad of her thumb and rubs at it. It doesn’t vanish. Of course it doesn’t. Some marks need time.

She does the checklist anyway. Security panel green. External doors locked. Reference room: empty. Periodicals: squared. She moves like ritual, quiet soles, stern little nod at each done thing. It’s not for the council’s procedures; it’s for the part of her that hums if a book is a centimetre out of line. Order is an anaesthetic.

When she’s done, she “forgets” her scarf on the lost-and-found peg and “remembers” the small reading room key still in her pocket. No one audits the small reading room. It barely makes the floor plan. A narrow space, oak table, two high-backed chairs, a door that sticks.

Her heart lifts and dips at once.

“Last light,” she tells the room as she slips inside and closes the door with her hip. The air smells of polish and old glue and a hint of cold outside air that sneaks through the sash. The lamp on the table, with its stained-glass shade, makes a circle of amber that looks like a stage.

Clara lays things out the way she always does when she is going to be unkind to herself in a way that feels like care. Belt, brown leather, her father’s from a charity shop—soft from time. The ankle spreader she swore she would throw away two months ago and then wrapped in a pillowcase and hid in her linen basket. The remote egg cleaned until it looks almost innocent. The scarf from the peg—navy wool, faint smell of someone else’s perfume, the malty ghost of another person’s day.

She breathes through her nose, slow. Her glasses fog, just a little. She takes them off and sets them at the corner of the lamp base like a promise she’ll still be able to read after this.

“Five minutes,” she murmurs, knowing she is lying.

The spreader clicks around her ankles with a sound that makes heat rush low in her belly. The bar’s cool against the soft insides of her calves. She plants her feet on the varnished floor so that when she rocks—she will rock—the bar will kiss the wood. She threads the belt through the carved arms of the oak chair, brings it around her waist, pulls until her hips meet the front edge of the seat and her spine bows forward. The leather’s nap drags against her dress; the friction is a small, mean miracle. She buckles one hole tighter than is strictly sensible. The notch bites. She smiles into the lamplight as if to the room itself.

The egg slides against her fingerpads—cool, smooth, a curved bit of intention. She lifts her hem, pauses, not to tease, but to listen to that quiet, terrified voice that always asks whether this is the day she discovers she’s broken. It is not. She is not. She presses the tip to her clit through cotton, feels the jolt lift her breath, and then guides it lower, easing it inside with the patience she gives to first editions. Her body answers with a little clutch and a wet welcome. She can’t help the low sound that leaves her throat. It isn’t pretty. It is hers.

The scarf last. She doesn’t knot it cruelly. She turns it, flattens it, slides it between her teeth and behind her molars and ties it off at the nape so that it presses her tongue down and reminds her not to narrate. A gag made of someone else’s day. A borrowed hush. She bites wool. It tastes faintly of perfume, faintly of dust.

Clara presses the remote.

The first hum is low and deep, like something waking under the floorboards. Heat blooms behind her navel. Her thighs draw in against the spreader and find it stubborn. The belt holds her bowed—forearms flat on the table’s edge, fingers splayed as if she were about to recite a poem to no one. The chair answers everything she does with the smallest creak. It is obscene, how quickly she becomes aware of the backs of her knees, of the damp at the fold where thigh meets pelvis, of the way her nipples lift and beg against the cotton of her dress. She exhales through wool. The sound comes back to her.

She reads aloud, because that makes it worse. Because words taste different when your mouth is full.

“‘—and she felt, suddenly, that the room had been waiting for her all along—’”

The syllables drag over the gag, damp and thick, the vowels turned to heat in her mouth. The egg thrums deeper; her belly flutters. She tips her hips the smallest degree, and the belt turns that into a whole alphabet of sensation. The spreader taps the floor, tick, tick, tick, like the heating. She imagines the building listening back.

She presses the remote again.

The pulse becomes a rhythm. Not cruel. Relentless. Each rise of the motor meets the place that makes her gasp and try to stop gasping, jaw tight on wool. Saliva crawls the line of her tongue; she swallows around it and fails. A string of wet escapes the corner of her lips and slides down to her chin. She thinks, distantly, of the reference forms she filled out today, the black boxes ticked as if she were a person who never—oh—never arched this way, never pressed the front of a public chair with her thighs until wood remembered her.

Footsteps.

Keys.

The world turns hard-edged and bright as if she were still wearing her glasses. The door latch—that trusted old sulk of a latch—chatters in its keep as someone tries it. Clara’s whole body stills without her consent. The egg hums. She hates it. She loves it. Wool squeaks between her teeth as her mouth opens and refuses to close. Her heartbeat kicks at her throat like it wants out. She smells polish, and her own damp, and the faintest thread of bleach that clings to the corridor.

A key grates. The handle moves.

No, she mouthes around navy wool. No no no—

The door opens an inch and catches on the swell of the rug. The janitor mutters a soft “ah, bloody thing,” in that apologetic way he has even when speaking to doors. Light from the corridor makes a gold stripe on the floorboards. His silhouette is a rectangle of dark: shoulders, keys, the mop head like a cloud.

Clara’s palms slick. The belt holds her hips pressed. The spreader keeps her knees wide. The egg vibrates like a secret she cannot stall. She shuts her eyes because it is worse to look toward the door and see him and worse to look down and see the wet dark mark at the gusset of her knickers. Her breath—hot, loud—fogs the scarf. She wills herself to become furniture.

He doesn’t look in.

He fiddles the switch by habit and kills the lamp. The room falls honey-black. The egg feels louder without light. Clara’s throat tightens with a sound that would be a plea if she were allowed words. The janitor steps back, satisfied that nothing is on fire, and the door shuffles closed. Footsteps move away. Keys sing like a quick last warning. Silence folds itself back over the room.

She doesn’t move.

Her body does.

The place terror left fills at once, like a lung drawing in air after being held under. Her thighs tremble and then tremble harder. The chair’s creak is so small a mouse could deny it. Her clit throbs in time with the egg’s dirty patience. Every nerve she has points at the place where she is stretched open and bound forward and bit down on. Heat runs from her chest to the back of her mouth. She tries to be good. She tries to count backwards from ten. At six she groans—low, guttural, unmusical—and rocks the millimetre the belt allows, and the millimetre is a cliff.

It happens the way it always does when she’s certain she shouldn’t let it: sudden, disloyal, helpless. The spark in her belly runs the length of her spine and into her hands. Her fingers curl hard into nothing. Her calves shake; her feet slide a fraction on slick wood and clink the spreader bar. She comes with her mouth open against wool, a long, riven sound that she is sure must reach the corridor and bounce off the biography shelves and live there forever. Her thighs spasm; the belt keeps her. The egg keeps whirring, indifferent to her ruined poise, and pulls her through a second shudder that leaves her teeth aching.

She slumps forward. The scarf’s knot presses the ridge at the base of her skull. Her chest heaves. She makes small animal noises into borrowed wool and does not pretend to herself that they are anything else. When she can feel her fingers again, she finds the buckle. Leather sticks to leather; the tongue of the buckle catches. Panic swells in a quick, bright flare, but the leather yields with a wet little twitch. She slides the belt free and sucks a string of spit back through the scarf and laughs once, a breath and a broken consonant.

The egg quiets when she thumbs the button off. Inside her, it becomes just a presence—warm, indecent, beloved. She unties the scarf, and the air on her tongue tastes metallic, like pennies, like she bit something that wasn’t there. She pulls the egg free with a sound that lands between a sigh and a apology and sets it on a folded tissue. Her hand shakes. She wipes the damp circle from the polished seat with the hem of her dress, then wipes the hem with another tissue because she is consistent even in sin.

Clara sits very still in the half-dark and lets her body hum itself quiet. A tear runs out of her right eye and pauses at the corner of her mouth; she tastes it. Salt and wool and ink. She presses her fingertip—the one with the black freckle—into the soft of her inner thigh and leaves a different kind of mark.

Aftercare looks, tonight, like tidying. She winds the belt and tucks it in her tote between a paperback and a pencil case. She wraps the egg in a lens cloth as if it were glass. She folds the scarf back onto the lost-and-found peg exactly as it was, label facing out. She turns the reading room lamp on and then off again as if to reset the timeline.

When she opens the door to the corridor, the building smells of bleach and hallway heat. The janitor’s trolley is parked by the main stack like a small ship. He is at the far end with his back to her, radio on his hip hissing cricket-quiet static. Clara walks past with the bland, sleep-soft face of a woman who has worked late for the city and would like to go home. He glances up, smiles, tips his chin. She nods. Her cheeks feel tender, as if she’s been laughing. Her thighs still slick. The belt inside her bag weighty as guilt.

At the desk, she signs out. She adds a note to the log—Reading room door sticking more than usual. Please attend to hinge. She imagines the hinge apologising back.

In the staff loo, she washes her hands with the cheap pink soap until the last of the ink has thinned to grey. She lifts her skirt and looks, quickly, at the wet proof on cotton and the red kisses the belt has left at her waist. She presses the cool of her knuckles to the heat there. The mirror throws back a face with fogged-in eyes and hair loosening from its clip. She almost doesn’t recognise the softness. She bares her teeth at herself and finds them flushed, not feral. Good.

Outside, night has put its hand over the town. She locks the outer doors, checks the panel, waits for the green. The key rolls under her thumb like a bead. She pockets it and turns her collar up against the wind.

On the walk to the bus stop, she drafts a text she won’t send to anyone: Room was waiting. So was I. She deletes it. She writes instead in the notes app where she keeps quotations: There are rooms that become confessionals when the spine bows and the mouth is full of someone else’s day.

At home, she will brew tea and sit on the floor and read two pages aloud just to hear words again with nothing in the way. She will sleep heavy. Tomorrow, she will shelve returns and correct a boy’s posture at the table with a smile and pretend her body is not a map anyone could read.

But in the small reading room, if she turned back now, the lamp would remember the shape of her hands on the table and the chair would hold the heat of her thighs in its varnish longer than is reasonable. Books keep what they’re given. So do rooms. So does she.

As she waits under the streetlamp, the bus’s headlights become two patient coins coming up the road. The night air tastes of rain and old paper and the smallest trace of navy wool she didn’t quite scrub from her tongue. She bites the inside of her cheek. The ache is clean.

When she sits, she clicks her tongue against her teeth, once, twice, like a metronome. The echo in her pelvis answers. She closes her eyes and lets it.


Story 34 – Motel Ice Machine

She’s already cuffed to the pipe when the first ice cube slips.

It yanks her nipple down in a single wet, unkind jolt — just enough to make her hiss and fold forward, muffling the sound into the towel she laid down twenty minutes ago.

The clamp holds. The chain tugs. The mesh bag sways from one link and splashes a freezing trail down her bare skin. Then another cube shifts, tilting the weight unevenly. The sensation sharpens. Her thighs shudder involuntarily against the linoleum.

Above her, the vending machine hums. Not loud. Just persistent. The ice machine rumbles occasionally, like a sleeping animal unsure whether to wake. Somewhere down the hallway, a door latch clicks. A muffled voice coughs into a pillow.

The alcove isn’t really a room. It’s a space between spaces — set back from the corridor just enough to feel forgotten. Fluorescent light flickers from an overhead tube, painting her shadow long and uncertain across the floor. The air smells faintly of bleach, freon, and machine oil.

And her.

The drip of water into the towel is the only regular rhythm. Everything else is held breath.

Two hours earlier, she’d stood in front of the motel mirror brushing her teeth like a woman rehearsing normal.

Frothy mouth. Blank face. Strip lighting overhead.

Behind her, the bed was still made. She hadn’t touched the covers.

The motel was between cities — the kind of place that saw shift workers, sales reps, and night drifters. Beige everything. Wall-mounted TV with a warped black remote. Carpet patterned like it wanted to hide stains but failed. No minibar. No proper curtains — just a translucent sheet behind a pair of crooked blackout panels that didn’t quite meet in the middle.

Jada had driven six hours to be here. Not here exactly. Here just happened to be where her body had run out of purpose.

The trip was a lie. She’d booked the room using points. Hadn’t told anyone she was taking time off. Told herself it was a pause, a rest.

But the cuffs in her luggage said otherwise.

So did the ice bags. The clamps. The chain.

The last few months had hollowed her. First the breakup. Then the quiet. Then the total stillness. Not grief — something flatter. Days without weight. Nights with no shape.

Even the orgasms had stopped meaning anything.

So she made a rule: no more doing it just to feel good.

Now she did it to feel something.

She’d scouted the alcove earlier that evening.

It was barely wide enough to fit two machines side by side. A narrow service corridor split the hallway like a scar. The camera at the far end pointed toward the vending machine’s coin slot, not toward the alcove’s interior. That mattered.

Most guests wouldn’t even notice the space unless they needed ice or overpriced ginger ale.

Perfect.

She timed it: ten seconds from the nearest guest room. Three from the stairwell. Five from the elevator. No reception on this floor after 10 PM. Keycard access only. The only sound was the electric compressor and the occasional crash of someone scooping cubes into a bucket.

At 11:42 PM, she opened her suitcase.

Laid it all out on the motel towel.

She returns to the present only when her knees start to hurt. The vinyl-tile floor presses hard against her shins. Her toes have gone slightly numb. The cuffs are biting now — not enough to cut circulation, just enough to remind her that the only way she’s getting out is carefully.

The clamps are still pulling. The ice bags are slick and melting, water already soaking into the towel below her.

Her shirt is crumpled in the corner. Her hoodie too. She’s not sure when she took them off.

The air feels cooler now. Or maybe it’s just the wet fabric and the sweat down her spine. She presses her thighs together and feels the slow, heavy throb inside her — the ache she earned by edging too long, waiting too long, not touching.

The egg is still silent inside her.

The remote is out of reach.

She did that on purpose.

The vending machine vibrates when the compressor kicks in again. She sways with it, muscles twitching. She’s not tied tightly, but she is bound — to time, to setup, to consequences. Every drop of water shifts the weight, and every shift sends that burning tug through her chest.

One of the clamps slips.

The chain jolts, slapping skin.

She yelps, shoulders bucking, and in the movement her left knee slides on the damp towel. The whole setup tightens — cuffs clink, chain yanks, mesh swings. She gasps, eyes wide, body trembling.

It’s happening.

She can’t stop it.

And she doesn’t want to.

Earlier, during the setup, her hands had moved like they were following muscle memory.

Clamps first. Centered. Angled slightly outward. She winced when they closed — but didn’t flinch. She had earned them. Needed them.

Then the chain — short, no slack. Just enough that one tug would pull both at once.

Then the ice bags — pressed against her chest, clipped in place with tiny carabiners. She’d filled them fresh. The cubes stuck together, sharp-edged and heavy. The cold made her gasp. Made her aware.

Then the cuffs — behind her, looped around the vertical pipe at the back of the vending machine. She braced one hand, locked the first cuff, then twisted awkwardly to close the second. The final click had made her shiver. The steel was cold. The reality even colder.

The egg had been last. Slipped in slowly, intentionally. No teasing. No indulgence. Just the smooth press of something that wasn’t her. Something that would stay.

She kicked the remote under the machine.

No safety net. No cheating.

Then she knelt. Towel under knees. Forehead touching the base of the drink machine. Breathing slow. Body alert.

Ready.

She doesn’t hear the footsteps until they’re close.

The elevator dings. Soft tread down the hallway. A man’s voice, low, maybe on the phone. Closer. Closer.

He stops at the edge of the alcove.

She freezes.

Her back is arched. Her breasts are out. Her cuffs are visible behind her. The chain between her nipples hangs just below her chest, the mesh bags swinging slightly, water dripping from them like a metronome.

Please don’t step in. Please just get a soda and leave.

He does. She hears the clink of coins, the robotic rattle of a drink falling, the grunt as he bends to pick it up. His shoes squeak once.

He doesn’t speak. Doesn’t turn.

And then he leaves.

She exhales through her teeth.

Then she laughs. Just once. Short. A sound halfway between relief and something darker.

She shifts. The clamps are dragging now. Her whole chest is one glowing point of ache.

She arches harder, grinding her hips forward. The egg is right there — unmoving, unmerciful. Her thighs tremble.

She tries to reach with one foot.

Can’t.

Again. Again.

There.

Her toe brushes plastic.

She kicks.

Click.

It vibrates instantly.

Inside her.

She moans — open, raw, feral.

The first pulse nearly doubles her. The second makes her sob. The third — it breaks her.

Her body convulses. The clamps pull. The chain bites. The egg pounds. Her breath comes in broken gasps. She hears herself — desperate, filthy, undone.

She doesn’t care who hears.

She thrusts forward and stays there, back arched, muscles locked, as everything inside her floods and clenches and releases all at once.

She comes so hard she forgets where she is.

When she remembers again, her legs have given out. Her forehead rests on the vending machine door. The cuffs hold her upright. Barely.

The egg is still buzzing.

She whines. Tries to shift. Presses her thighs together. A second wave builds, slower, heavier.

She lets it take her.

Back in the room, twenty minutes later, she lies naked on the bed with a motel towel beneath her and ice clamps soaking in a coffee mug beside her phone.

The remote is on the pillow.

Her hair is wet from the shower she couldn’t finish. Her nipples are welted and sore. Her wrists are red. Her thighs sticky. Her heart still skipping, still not normal.

She feels ruined. In the best way.

Alive.

Not gone. Not flat.

Not numb.

She reaches for her phone, not to message anyone — just to write it down.

Just a line. Just proof.

She types:

“I felt everything.”

Then she deletes it.

And types again:

“I made myself real.”

Then she puts the phone down, closes her eyes, and breathes.


Story 35 – Attic Rope Nest

She stands in the silent hallway, fingers trailing over sun-warmed wallpaper, the kind no one makes anymore—yellow roses, curling away at the seams. The rest of the house is empty, stripped for probate, her aunt’s perfume faded to a ghost in the wardrobe. Downstairs, plastic sheeting covers the parlour; upstairs, the bedrooms echo with their own emptiness.

But the attic remains untouched, the hatch in the ceiling a square of wood she remembers but never truly explored. There’s a thrill in knowing no one will interrupt. No neighbours, no cousins, no one left to care if she lingers. She’s spent hours sorting crockery and sweaters, fingers aching, a sense of dissociation growing until the world outside feels unreal. In the attic, she tells herself, she might find something left behind, some small secret that escaped the last sweep.

The ladder resists, sticking halfway before yielding with a protesting groan. She grabs her torch, her bag of rope, and climbs. Each rung creaks under her weight, dust billowing into shafts of late-day light. Her heart hammers—not fear, but the wild charge of privacy, a giddy sense that this space has waited years just for her.

The attic is all angles and shadows, the air dense with old insulation and forgotten sunlight. Boxes line the far wall, faded labels—“Xmas Ornaments,” “Henry’s Uniform”—the script thin and spidery. Near the centre, a patchwork rug anchors the space, thick with dust, its colours muddied by time. The beams above are massive, ancient pine stained black in places, knotted and solid.

She moves slowly, torch sweeping over forgotten things—an iron bedframe, a trunk with rusted clasps, a pile of yellowed newspapers, brittle and curled. Her boots leave prints in the dust. There’s a quiet here she’s never known, an animal hush broken only by the wind hissing at a seam in the roof and the distant tick of pipes cooling.

She kneels by the rug, sets her bag down. The attic feels sacred, as if time here obeys different rules. She sits back on her heels and just listens, breath slowing, the noise of the street below sealed away.

Her fingers itch for action, for ritual. She opens the bag—rope, carabiners, a faded bandana, an old shirt she uses to pad her knees. Each tool is familiar, comforting. She knows what she wants from this evening: to be held, bound, shaped by her own hands and the house’s silence. To feel her body as real, solid, hungry for something beyond memory and dust.

She takes one more slow breath, tasting the attic’s must and the bright sting of anticipation, then moves to the beams, ready to turn this forgotten space into a private world of restraint.

She stands under the beams, the attic’s height making her feel both childlike and powerful. Light angles through the grimy window, turning dust motes into slow constellations above her head. The air smells of insulation and old pine, an undercurrent of mice or mothballs, the scent of a place kept shut too long.

She runs her palm along one of the beams, feeling its ridges—old paint worn smooth in spots, rough in others. It’s thick enough to anchor her whole weight; she gives it an experimental shove, grinning when it doesn’t budge. A small, private thrill runs through her. She imagines all the weight these beams have held—boxes, trunks, secrets. Now, they’ll hold her.

She uncoils the first rope, its scratchy hemp familiar against her skin. She threads one end through a sturdy carabiner, tests the gate with a snap, then tosses it up and over the beam. The other end she secures in a loose knot, checking height and slack. With slow, careful movements, she repeats the process at the other corners of the rug, using the old beams as anchor points to form an X—two crossing lines, meeting just at the centre where the dust is thickest and the rug still shows a faded red.

She kneels, double-checking each anchor. Each knot is a meditation: overhand, figure-eight, a backup slipknot for safety. She talks herself through each one in a whisper—old camp lessons, online tutorials, habits that keep her brave. Every pass of the rope is both a question and a promise: will this hold? Will I want out before I’m ready? She pulls each line tight, feeling her muscles respond, the act of construction as grounding as the thought of restraint.

Her hands work by instinct, moving from carabiner to rope to rug, tensioning the lines until the X is symmetrical and taut. She tests the flex by pressing a foot into the intersection, then imagining her body—arms overhead, ankles splayed, belly to the rug, helpless and displayed for the ghosts of the house.

For wrists and ankles, she knots slip loops—easy to enter, hard to escape—lining them up so she’ll be stretched just enough, not painfully, but inescapably, each limb claimed by the web. She imagines how her back will arch, how the rope will bite at hip and wrist, the sense of being pinned beneath the low, silent ceiling.

The attic grows quieter with each step, the ritual consuming her attention, smoothing the edges of her thoughts. She is nowhere else. The air is warm now, humid with her own breath. She brushes a cobweb from her hair, wipes dust from her knees, then steps back to study the finished pattern.

The web is simple, but to her, it’s perfect—practical, ugly, beautiful. It is the shape of surrender, waiting.

She stands over it for a long moment, heart fluttering, knowing the next step will be the real beginning.

She sits at the centre of her makeshift web, knees pressed into the faded rug, ropes splayed around her like a star. Her breath comes quicker now, nerves tingling in her chest, the attic’s hush heavy and watchful. She double-checks each slipknot—ankles first, then wrists—feeling the anxiety and delight mingling in her pulse. This is the part where play becomes real: once tightened, there’s no simple escape, only struggle, only trust.

She stretches one leg out, guiding her ankle into the loop, wiggling her foot until the knot cinches snug against bone. The hemp is rough, biting; she flinches, then settles, flexing her toes. The second ankle takes more effort—she has to lean, spine curving awkwardly, fingers clumsy with anticipation as she tugs the loop tight around her skin.

Already her thighs strain, hips opening to the width the ropes allow. She feels exposed, absurd, but also deeply right. She glances up at the beams, lips parted, heart hammering. The attic seems to lean in, holding its breath for her next move.

Her wrists are trickier—a little choreography she’s practiced in safer, smaller spaces. She threads her left hand through the pre-tied loop, cinching it with a careful jerk of her arm, then wriggles her right wrist in, twisting and pulling, breath hissing through her teeth as the knot bites home. For a moment, she’s free—she could still wriggle out if she tried, but the will to do so evaporates in the thick, golden air.

With a final push, she flexes her arms, feeling the ropes dig in, then rocks her hips to test the spread. The knots tighten—one, two, three—until her limbs are pinned, stretched wide, her body drawn out along the axis of her own making. The slipknots hold, just as she intended. She can shift, squirm, arch, but there is no true escape unless she works and suffers for it.

She lets out a shaky laugh, raw and amazed. She is helpless now, in her aunt’s attic, the web taut around her, every limb claimed by hemp and memory. A drop of sweat slips down her spine, prickling as it pools at the small of her back.

She tests her bonds, wrists flexing, toes curling, shoulders straining. The struggle is real and deeply physical; she feels the strength of the beams, the bite of rope, the heat building beneath her skin. Her breath grows ragged, her mind narrowing to sensation: roughness, ache, the impossible pleasure of surrendering to something she built with her own hands.

The attic listens. The ropes hold. She is bound—utterly, beautifully—by herself.

She lies spread in the centre of her own web, every limb stretched taut, skin prickling where rope meets flesh. The attic has never felt so large, or so close. Now, bound and helpless, she can do nothing but feel.

A single shaft of evening light spills from the dusty window, slicing through the gloom to settle on her ribs. Dust motes spiral lazily above her, each one illuminated for a moment before drifting out of sight. The light shifts as clouds move outside, growing gold, then dimming to grey. She tracks the pattern across the beams, hypnotised by how the world shrinks to this floating, luminous hush.

The smell of insulation is thick—fibrous, slightly sweet, a warning of old houses everywhere. Beneath it, the sharp tang of hemp and her own sweat. Every breath is humid, catching dust at the back of her throat. She licks her lips, tasting salt and the ghost of attic air.

She hears everything now:

– The groan and tick of cooling pipes

– The faintest creak as the house settles

– The lazy tap of an insect against the window, drawn to the last light

– Somewhere far below, a door slams, muffled, miles away

With each exhale, the ropes press deeper into her wrists, hips, and ankles, the sensation shifting from prickly to aching, then edging toward pleasure. She flexes her hands, feeling the rough hemp grind into tender skin. Her pulse thumps in her ears, echoing in the high, empty room.

Sweat beads on her brow, trickles down the valley between her breasts. The heat of the attic is different than summer outside—still, stifling, close. Her body responds: every nerve alive, every sensation exaggerated. Even the rug beneath her feels raw and textured, tiny fibres catching at her back and thighs.

She twists, hearing the carabiners scrape against wood, the subtle shift of weight reverberating up into the beams. A sudden creak from the rafters makes her heart lurch, the sound so much like a footstep she has to remind herself she’s alone.

She is, but she is not. The attic’s air is full of memory, the hush heavy with the weight of eyes unseen. She imagines her aunt, her younger self, every ghost this house might hold—all watching, all silent, all bearing witness to her surrender.

Her breath quickens, sweat blooming, every sense sharpened by restraint, by risk, by the impossibility of escape. She can feel her body’s need coil tight as the ropes.

The attic is no longer just a room. It is a stage, a confessional, a living skin holding her secret close.

Minutes become uncountable. She twists in the web, feeling the ache bloom from her shoulders down her back, every muscle trembling against the ropes. The heat in the attic is stifling now—her skin slick with sweat, hair clinging to her temples and neck, a salty sting leaking into her eyes.

She pulls at the slipknots, wrists flexing, shoulders rolling as far as the tension allows, thighs straining wide, toes flexing uselessly in the dusty light. The rough hemp bites deeper with every movement, leaving angry crescents on her skin. She arches her back, a whimper slipping from her throat—half plea, half desperate challenge. The friction, the pressure, the stubborn refusal of the web to give: it’s all intoxicating, maddening, exactly what she craved.

Her hips rock against the rug, the coarse fibres rasping her skin raw. She tests the knots again—one, two, three—finding them as solid as when she tied them. There’s no escape but time, no mercy but struggle. The attic feels hotter, the walls pressing in, the air thick with dust, old linen, and the rising musk of her own arousal.

Her breathing grows ragged, chest rising and falling, the edge of panic mixing with a deeper, hungrier ache. The ropes dig into her thighs, the spread forcing her open, helpless, exposed to the attic’s quiet scrutiny. Her pulse drums in her wrists, heart hammering with both fear and want.

She thrashes, frustration mounting—desperate to move, to close her legs, to find relief and freedom and more. Her limbs quiver, every muscle shaking with the effort, sweat pooling in the small of her back. She can feel the trembling start in her thighs, spreading through her belly, each flex and twist sparking sharp, shocking jolts of pleasure and pain.

Somewhere in her mind, she pleads with herself—let go, give in, be good, be strong, be broken open. The heat rises, the web tightens, and her body is nothing but nerve and fire and longing, strung wide for the house to see.

She rocks her hips one more time, breath hitching, body taut as a bowstring, every inch of her burning for release she cannot quite reach.

The attic creaks again—just as she reaches her limit—and she freezes, pulse caught, sweat chilling as a new wave of adrenaline crashes through her.

A gust slams into the house, rattling the attic window in its frame—a sharp, urgent sound, so sudden it feels like a hand grabbing her shoulder. The beams groan, dust drifting from the rafters in slow, glittering arcs. For a breathless moment she’s certain someone is coming—some impossible aunt, a curious neighbour, the memory of herself at age twelve. The old house feels suddenly alive, every groan and tap a threat, a promise, a test.

Fear floods her, sharp as ice, layered atop the molten ache in her belly. She yanks at the ropes—harder than she meant to, hips jerking, wrists twisting, shoulders screaming with effort. The web holds. Her struggle sends the carabiners creaking, the slipknots biting deeper into her skin, the coarse hemp rasping her wrists and thighs until she gasps aloud. Sweat floods her hairline, pooling in the hollow of her throat.

The attic’s heat is oppressive; the dust thickens, caught in every shuddering breath. Her muscles quiver, exhaustion and want fighting inside her. With each frantic pull, she feels the rug scraping raw against her hips, rope burning new marks into her flesh, the world narrowing to friction and pressure and the pounding of her heart.

She closes her eyes, fear and arousal now indistinguishable—a helpless animal sense that she is seen, wanted, preyed upon by memory, by the house, by her own impossible hunger. She rocks again, body arched, moaning, half in hope that someone will burst in and half desperate to remain utterly alone.

Lightning flashes through the window—just enough to paint her spread and trembling body in stark relief, shadow on wood, sweat glittering. The wind moans in the eaves, the house shifting around her as if breathing with her struggle.

She is caught between release and collapse, every nerve on fire, every sound in the attic an accusation and a blessing. She pulls until her arms shake, the knots unmoving, the web unyielding, her own strength now her only enemy and hope.

For one wild instant, she’s certain she will tear herself apart—or become something new in the trying.

The attic feels infinite now—a furnace of air and memory, every beam humming with her struggle. She writhes in the web, body trembling from crown to heel, sweat dripping from her jaw to soak the rug. Her moans turn guttural, half-muffled by the stifling hush, throat raw from panting. The ropes bite so deep she feels their marks imprinting her bones, each knot a point of burning, helpless focus.

Her arms and legs ache from strain, her hips arching with frantic need. Every desperate movement draws the hemp tighter, friction blooming in white-hot lines along her wrists, her thighs, the backs of her knees. She gasps, curses, pleads—voice lost in the thick, musty dark. Her heart hammers, her body a closed circuit of pain and need and effort, the attic’s silence broken only by the ragged music of her breath.

The helplessness is overwhelming: she can do nothing but grind against the rug, pull uselessly at the ropes, abandon herself to the feeling of being displayed, bound, and utterly claimed by this secret, sacred room. The terror of the storm, the threat of discovery, the certainty that she cannot escape—each is fuel, feeding the sharp, unbearable tension knotting inside her.

Release crashes over her with the force of the wind outside. She arches, every muscle locked, jaw clenched, toes curled. Her body shakes, wracked by waves that strip thought away, leaving only sensation—sweat, ache, the burning press of rope and rough rug and memory. Tears sting her eyes, her cries muffled by the attic’s hungry dark.

She is shattered, undone, remade by her own hands and the house’s indifference. The climax pulses through her, hot and endless, leaving her raw and emptied in its wake.

When it finally ebbs, she collapses in the web, limbs twitching, heart stumbling as it slows. The ropes hold her loose now, her body limp, the attic close and humming around her.

For a long time, she lies still, breath shallow, letting the waves of pleasure and exhaustion fade into the dusty silence.

She lies boneless in the centre of her web, every muscle slack, the ropes now an afterthought—still holding her, but with all their threat dissolved into a strange, sweet safety. Sweat chills on her belly and thighs. Her pulse flutters, gentle now, in her wrists and neck. The attic is a womb of silence, vast and close, the dust settling over her shivering skin.

The storm outside has faded; only distant thunder rumbles, softened by distance and old insulation. The shaft of light from the window has faded to dusk. She blinks up at the beams, blinking back tears, feeling emptied, weightless, almost holy.

Slowly, awkwardly, she tests the knots. Her fingers are clumsy, half-numb from effort, but she wriggles her right wrist just so, working the slipknot loose with slow, shaky persistence. One hand free, she fumbles for the other, hissing as the rope peels away from her reddened skin. Her ankles are harder—the knots dug in deeper during her thrashing—but with patience and little sobbing gasps, she works herself loose.

She rolls onto her side, legs drawn up, arms folded over her chest. Rope marks stripe her wrists, her ankles, her thighs; every movement aches, but the pain feels good, deserved, earned. The rug beneath her is warm and rough, smelling of sweat, dust, and a satisfaction she can’t name.

For a long while, she simply breathes, listening to the old house exhale around her—timbers settling, a bird scratching somewhere on the roof, her own heartbeat slowing into a gentle, astonished calm.

When she can move again, she gathers her ropes and tools, folding them into her bag with trembling hands. She sits by the attic window, knees to chest, and looks out over the rooftops into the gathering night. The sky is streaked with purple and gold, the world below distant and unknowing.

Downstairs, the house remains untouched, the future uncertain. But here, in the hush above it all, she feels claimed, transformed, no longer lost in grief or memory, but forged in sweat and rope and release.

Before she goes, she stands at the centre of her web one last time, pressing her palm to the dusty rug, the knot-marks fading but the memory burned in deep.

She descends the ladder quietly, body aching, heart full, the attic door closing behind her with a final, perfect hush.


Story 36 – Rooftop Drape

Safiya never liked the ground floor, not even as a child. She’d spent too many afternoons on windowsills, gazing up, longing for a wider view than the street, the dust, and the slow churn of city life below. Now, twenty-six, living four floors above the rumble and smoke, she craved those heights for a different reason. Here on the rooftop, the city felt both distant and intimate, every window a possible witness, every sunset an invitation to breathe outside herself.

She came up with laundry as an excuse—three days’ worth stuffed in a bright blue basket, topped with her favourite silk sheet, butter-yellow, practically weightless. There were other flats with lines on the roof, but most tenants only ventured up at noon, when the sun was cruel and the wind less likely to tangle their business shirts. Safiya waited for golden hour: when shadows grew tall, the air cooled, and the city shimmered in orange and gold.

This evening, the air still held the day’s warmth, but the breeze off the river promised relief. The rooftop was empty, except for a lone gull preening on the corner ledge and a few stubborn pegs scattered from last week’s windstorm. The smell was a mix of laundry powder, tar, pollen, and faint exhaust from the road below.

Safiya’s skin prickled under her cotton tee, a hint of anticipation tightening her shoulders. She could hear the city in layers: a distant siren, a motorcycle throttle, laughter echoing from a block away, the low pulse of a neighbour’s music drifting through an open window. It all seemed to rise and wrap the roof in a kind of hush.

She paused by the battered metal chimney—her “anchor,” she called it privately—letting her basket rest at her feet. She watched the last of the tenants collect their dry clothes and head for the door, trading half-hearted smiles. No one lingered after dusk. She knew this. She counted on it.

When the door clanged shut, Safiya closed her eyes, breathing in the city’s breath as if it might fill her up. The sheet slid through her fingers, impossibly soft, catching the last light and glowing against her knuckles. She remembered seeing a woman once, years ago, on a rooftop across the square—arms lifted, hair streaming, wrapped in something gauzy and bright. Free. Shameless. Unreachable.

Safiya had promised herself then—one day, I’ll let myself be seen. One day, I’ll claim the air as mine.

Tonight, the rooftop was hers alone. The wind toyed with her hair, tugging it loose from its clip. The silk sheet fluttered like a living thing in her hands.

She smiled, heart skipping, and set the basket down for what she knew was more than just laundry.

Safiya listens for footsteps on the stairs below—habitual, cautious, even though she knows the evening crowd is gone. She checks the roof door anyway, giving it a gentle push until it clicks and hums, locked from her side. For a moment, she is sealed in sky and fading sunlight.

She moves to her chosen corner, beside the old brick chimney with its tangled nest of TV aerials. Laundry lines zig-zag across the roof, but she drapes her sheet over the parapet to keep it close. The view here is breathtaking: blocks of flats marching away in every direction, sunset smudging the sky in gold and violet, city haze softening the far-off cranes.

From her basket, Safiya pulls out the coil of safety rope she’d smuggled up in a drawstring bag, hidden beneath towels. Not climbing gear—just a sturdy, clean rope, soft to the touch, knotted in three places for easy looping. She runs her thumb along its length, checking for roughness, whispering the little safety check she learned in an online forum: No snags. No slippage. No fear.

Next, the harness. She made it herself from leftover satin ribbon and a repurposed bra strap—part fashion student stubbornness, part secret project. The loops slide easily under her shirt, crossing her chest, cinching tight with a tug. Not escape-proof, not for real danger, but enough to anchor her, enough to hold if she leans too far or the wind turns wild.

She lets her shirt fall loose over the harness for now, glancing at the building opposite—ten stories of glass and brick. Most windows are dark, but a few flicker with blue TV light. She wonders if anyone would even notice a girl tying knots at dusk, or if she’d just blend into the rooftop detritus, another blur against the evening sky.

Her phone comes next, switched to silent, camera propped between a flowerpot and a cracked tile, pointed toward her planned stage. Just in case. Not for proof, but for memory—a record that she really did this, that this kind of freedom was possible.

She shakes out the silk sheet, watching it ripple in the sunset. It billows, translucent, catching the light and painting her hands yellow. She imagines how it will look wrapped around her, an unplanned costume, a private flag.

Kneeling, she knots one corner of the sheet to a loop of rope, testing the strength with a few firm tugs. The other corner she leaves loose for now, letting it trail in the breeze. She arranges the rest of the sheet in lazy folds, a river of fabric pooling at her feet.

A deep breath—floral detergent, concrete dust, the faintest tang of ozone.

She peels off her tee, folding it neatly and tucking it beside her basket. Her skin prickles as the air finds her, bare but for her soft bra and high-waisted knickers. Her hands tremble—not from cold, but from the thrill of getting this far, of making intention real.

She circles the chimney, looping the rope twice and knotting it with the practiced confidence of someone who’s watched every tutorial but rarely performed for an audience. She leaves just enough slack to move, but not to run.

The harness sits snug against her ribs, the sheet shivers in her hands, and the rooftop is utterly, finally hers.

Safiya stands at the threshold of her own invention, half-wrapped in silk, toes curled on warm concrete, listening to her heart beat louder than the city below.

She closes her eyes and lets the next breath go, ready to step from ritual into the unknown.

For a moment, Safiya simply stands in the lengthening sunset, the silk sheet trailing from one hand, her bare toes flexing on sun-warmed concrete. She is aware of her body in a way that never happens indoors: the breeze slipping under her bra, the prickling cool of sweat drying on her skin, the odd blend of exposure and safety that comes from being high above it all.

The harness is snug against her ribs, the rope looped twice around the brickwork, its knot solid—a lifeline and a promise. She breathes in the city’s evening perfume: concrete, lilies from a neighbour’s pot, the ghost of curry from someone’s open kitchen window, and something smoky, unidentifiable, that lingers only at dusk.

She gathers the silk sheet in both hands, the fabric sliding like water over her forearms. With practiced care, she wraps it around her torso—once, twice—pinning her arms tightly to her sides. The sheet catches under her bust, across her hips, the knot at her back forcing her shoulders back and chest up. The fabric hugs every line, soft and constricting, sensual and helpless at once.

Her heart thuds in her ears. She glances sideways, half-expecting to see a watcher in a distant window, but there’s nothing—only the shimmer of glass and the lazy swing of laundry left by someone less meticulous.

With her chin, she tucks a stray strand of hair behind her ear, then kneels, the sheet pooling in her lap, the free end tugging gently against the rope secured to the chimney. She twists at the waist, fumbling to knot the loose corner of the sheet behind her back—first a slipknot, then a second for security. Her fingers tremble. She tries to focus on the feel: silk sliding over skin, the heat of her own palm, the tension as the knot sets, the wind now sharper on the patches of exposed flesh left between folds.

She wriggles experimentally. Her arms are caught fast, pinned tight to her body by the sheet’s unyielding hug. If she leans forward, the harness pulls her up short, rope taut against the brick, reminding her just how little slack she gave herself. Her bare knees and thighs press into warm concrete, the city’s heat stored from the day radiating up into her bones.

The wind chooses this moment to rise—a playful gust that whips her hair across her face and tugs at the loose edge of the silk, tightening the wrap across her ribs and shoulders. For a heartbeat, she feels herself shift: the sheet pulls, the rope tenses, her breath stutters. A thrill of helplessness ripples through her belly, sharp and sweet.

She presses her knees apart, the sheet gripping her hips, her chest swelling against its constraint. Her fingers clench behind her back, useless, trapped by the fabric and her own stubborn knots. She’s fully bound now—no way to free her arms, the rope giving only enough for a shivering twist.

Eyes closed, she lets herself lean into the restraint, letting the wind and the silk decide how she’ll move, how much of her body will be exposed, how tightly she’ll be held.

She imagines the city watching, or not watching. It doesn’t matter. She is here, a secret silhouette against the dusk, suspended between rooftop and sky, wrapped in her own audacity.

Every sense is alive. Every breath feels stolen and precious.

The wind doesn’t care about her secrets.

Safiya’s eyes flicker open as another gust rolls over the rooftop, snapping the silk sheet against her sides, forcing her to lean into the rope’s pull. For a second, she feels the whole world sway beneath her, the edge of the building a single, dizzying stride away. Above, the first evening stars are visible, trembling silver behind streaks of violet cloud.

She can feel her heart racing, not just in her chest but everywhere the sheet presses—ribs, hips, wrists pinned behind her, arms bound close. Her breath comes short and high, and she can’t decide if it’s the cold, the restraint, or the risk that’s left her trembling.

The breeze is playful, cruel: sometimes it slips under the silk, teasing the curve of her belly or brushing her bare thigh where the wrap has ridden up. Sometimes it snatches at the sheet’s loose edges, peeling it open in flashes—a shoulder bared, a strip of hip, the shadow between her breasts revealed for anyone looking up at the right moment from the flats across the way.

Each time the wind exposes her, adrenaline spikes through her body—a jolt of fear and something darker, hotter. She writhes, testing the knot behind her back, but it only tightens as she moves. The harness pulls, keeping her safe from the drop but pinning her in place, chest forced forward, unable to duck or twist out of view.

She is a living flag. A bundle of nerves and want, lashed to a chimney as dusk falls over the city.

From somewhere below, a shout rises—someone calling for a dog, a burst of laughter, a car horn echoing down a side street. Every noise sharpens her awareness of just how exposed she is. She cannot see the people behind the windows, but she can imagine them: a student at a desk, an old man washing dishes, a child tracing cloud shapes with a finger on the glass. Any of them might look up. Any of them might see her—helpless, shivering, half-naked and bound in sunset gold.

She can’t tell if she wants to be invisible or to be noticed, to disappear or to be caught. The thrill is in not knowing.

A final, fierce gust pulls the silk even tighter, molding it to the line of her body, making her gasp as cool air slides over damp skin. The wrap squeezes her chest and hips, compressing, caressing, and in the same motion nearly exposing her to the waist.

Her toes curl against the concrete, seeking grounding. The harness creaks. The rope to the chimney groans in sympathy.

Safiya moans—soft, astonished, almost laughing. The city is huge, indifferent, and yet she feels as if the skyline itself is watching her struggle.

She rocks in her bonds, hips twisting, back arching, each movement risking another revelation. The wind, the rope, the silk, the sky—all conspiring to keep her right here, trembling at the edge of danger and delight.

She has never felt so alive.

After the storm of wind and adrenaline, a sudden hush settles over the rooftop, as if the city has paused to see what she’ll do next. Safiya’s breath finds a slower rhythm—each inhale sharp with the evening’s cool, each exhale ghosting warm and shaky through parted lips. Bound and exposed, she becomes still, a living sculpture half-swaddled in silk and shadow.

The concrete beneath her knees is rough, warmed by the day, but beginning to cool. She can feel the subtle scrape with every shift of her weight, a grounding reminder that she is real, present, not floating away. The sheet no longer fights but cradles her, the silk hugging skin wherever the wind left it wrapped. Her arms are pinned, fingers numb behind her back, shoulders drawn in a gentle ache that melts into the rest of her tension.

She closes her eyes. The city’s soundtrack seeps in:

— a distant bus brake wheezing,

— the faint trill of birds preparing to roost,

— the metallic chime of wind in a forgotten coat hanger,

— a lull in traffic, replaced by the throb of a rooftop AC unit,

— the faraway hush of voices through a window, unintelligible and private.

Safiya lets her mind drift. For a moment, she is untethered, neither wholly girl nor exhibitionist, neither ashamed nor proud—just another pulse in the electric dusk. The city is a giant, breathing animal. She’s curled on its back, clinging to her small patch of freedom. Every beat of her heart is a signal flare, a message only she can decode.

She meditates on the sensations:

— the silk’s kiss, sliding along her ribs and under her breasts, tightening whenever she breathes too deeply

— the sticky heat between her thighs where the sheet bunches, reminding her how arousal and fear can blur

— the faint, familiar smell of detergent, oddly soothing amid tar and ozone

— the way the harness grips her sternum, security disguised as surrender

— her own skin, prickling where sweat dries in the open air, every goosebump an answer to the city’s invisible gaze

She rocks, just a little, letting the wind cradle her, her chin tilted to the evening sky. Each movement is slow, deliberate, sensuous—the kind of movement made not to be seen, but to be felt. She imagines the skyline as an audience that neither judges nor applauds. She gives her body over to the sunset, her mind to the hush that follows danger.

Time loses its meaning. There is only this rooftop, this hour, this suspended state. The fabric, the rope, the sky, her own aching need—all of it in perfect balance, a prayer answered not with words but with sensation.

For the first time all week, she feels entirely herself.

It happens all at once—the hush broken, the city surging back, the wind rising like it’s been waiting for her to let go. Safiya feels it first as a tremor through the silk, a sudden tightening that pins her arms and chest even closer. Her breath falters, pulse hammering. The next gust is stronger still, yanking at the fabric, pulling it taut between her legs and lifting it away from her shoulder, baring the strap of her bra to the sky.

For a second, she panics—her balance teeters, the rope to the chimney pulls at her harness, the knot behind her back tightens until her hands go numb. She’s caught in a whirl of wind and silk and city air. Her whole body seizes, senses heightening, panic and exhilaration twinned.

She can feel the rooftop’s gritty concrete digging into her knees, grounding her as everything else spirals. The silk, now bunched and twisted, presses between her thighs with each desperate shift, heat and friction blooming where fabric meets skin. Her head falls back, dark hair whipping over her face, the sky suddenly vast and endless above her.

She gasps, eyes wide, the wind roaring in her ears, the city a blur of gold and blue and neon. Every window in every distant building is a possible gaze. The risk, the helplessness, the rush of air all combine—arousal burns through her, sharp and unstoppable.

Safiya grinds into the pressure, hips rocking instinctively, the harness holding her steady as the wind teases her toward the brink. Her thighs tremble, the rope across her chest creaks, silk sheet clings to sweat-damp skin, slips, and tightens again with every thrust of her body against the concrete. She lets out a sharp, high sound—half-moan, half-laughter, the sound of someone amazed by her own daring.

She is exposed, bound, held captive by her own invention and the city’s indifference. The climax builds inside her, wild and frantic, an answer to every longing she’s carried up those stairs for weeks. She bites her lip, unable to stay quiet, hips bucking as the rooftop becomes the whole world.

It crashes over her—a release as wild and sudden as the wind itself. She rides it, shaking, heart pounding, the silk and harness and city all holding her together as her body convulses, toes curling, breath broken into gasps and desperate laughter.

For a heartbeat, she forgets the world below, the risk, the cameras, even her own name. She is pure sensation: wind and silk, flesh and fabric, city and sky.

She collapses forward, cheek pressed to concrete, silk tangled around her, rope still humming with the echo of her struggle.

Above, the wind finally quiets, as if satisfied.

The world is slow to return.

Safiya lies curled on the rooftop, silk sheet twisted around her chest and hips, cheek pressed against the still-warm concrete. For a long moment, there is only her heartbeat, thrumming in her ears, and the taste of wind and sweat on her lips. The air feels different now—thicker, gentler, threaded with the city’s night scents: hot tar, faint flowers, the metallic tang of far-off rain.

Her hands ache, fingers tingling where the knots held tight behind her back. The rope across her chest feels less like a harness and more like an embrace, supporting her as her whole body shivers, cooling in the afterglow. Every muscle in her thighs and belly hums with spent energy, a mix of soreness and satisfaction.

She takes a shaky breath and opens her eyes, blinking at the sky. The sunset is gone; the first stars pierce the deepening blue. Below, the city’s lights blink to life—street lamps, living room windows, the sharp red pulse of tail lights far away. It is as if she’s floated up and now slowly drifts back down, folding herself into the world she left behind when she tied that first knot.

Slowly, carefully, she shifts her weight, testing the harness and rope. The knots are stubborn but yield to her fumbling, half-numb fingers. She works herself free, unwinding the silk sheet from her chest, wriggling her arms out and stretching them skyward, feeling her joints crack and her muscles protest.

For a minute she just sits, legs folded under her, the sheet draped across her lap. She wraps it tight around her shoulders, hugging herself, breath coming easier now. The rooftop is empty—still her private kingdom, the city a distant, rumbling tide.

She glances at her phone, still recording from its makeshift perch. The little red light blinks back at her. She flushes, a hot bloom of pride and embarrassment, but she doesn’t look away. Tonight, she wants to remember everything—the thrill, the fear, the moment she let herself be seen, if only by the wind.

Safiya stands and stretches, rolling her shoulders, tracing her fingers over the faint red marks where the harness and sheet pressed too hard. She smiles, small and secret, feeling both fragile and invincible.

She folds the sheet, smoothes her hair, and collects her things. For a last moment, she lingers at the edge of the roof, staring out over the rooftops and streets, letting the city’s lights anchor her in the present. She breathes in deep, the air cool and full of promise.

Her legs are wobbly as she crosses to the roof door, her heart lighter than it has been in weeks.

Safiya lingers one last time on the rooftop, silk sheet bundled in her arms, the scent of city air clinging to her skin. She feels loose-limbed and new, every inch of her body buzzing with the memory of wind and fabric and restraint. The marks from the harness and knots are fading from angry red to soft pink, but she traces them, smiling, with a pride she would never show anyone else.

She gathers her things: rope coiled and tucked away, the phone’s recording stopped and screen locked, the laundry basket now empty except for her folded tee and the now-mythic silk sheet. As she pushes open the heavy roof door, the world below sounds suddenly close—muffled voices, the clatter of pans, someone’s television theme song bleeding up the stairwell. She moves softly, invisible and ordinary again, the echo of her private display hidden beneath her clothes and skin.

Back in her flat, Safiya lets the sheet fall onto her bed in a golden puddle. She stands before the mirror, letting her fingers follow every faint impression, every track left by silk and rope. Her hair is wild, her cheeks flushed, eyes shining with a pleasure that’s equal parts joy, disbelief, and wicked glee.

She unlocks her phone and watches the first seconds of the rooftop recording. The screen glows with colour and motion—her own shape silhouetted against the city, arms bound, head thrown back, the wind turning her into a living flag. She can’t look away. She saves the file, heart thudding, and renames it: “Proof.”

For a long while, she just lies atop the covers, the sheet wrapped around her bare shoulders, replaying the sensations in memory—fabric tightening, wind teasing, heart pounding, the world above and below holding her in perfect tension.

Tomorrow, she will answer emails, fold laundry, blend back into the crowd. She will walk the city with a secret blooming under her clothes—a reminder of freedom, of risk, of daring herself not just to dream, but to claim.

Tonight, she falls asleep with rope marks on her body and city light on her eyelids, knowing she is both the watcher and the spectacle, and that for one glorious hour, she was utterly, unforgettably seen.


Story 37 – Car Boot Lock-In

Rowan likes to say she’s not the impulsive type. That’s a lie she tells her coworkers and her mother and sometimes herself, but never when she’s planning a night like this. Nothing about tonight is accidental. Every part—the drive, the timing, the knots, the route she takes through the fields—has been rehearsed in her mind for days. If someone asked, she’d claim she was drawn to the challenge, the puzzle, the satisfaction of solving her own confinement. But the truth is simpler: Rowan craves the moment where planning ends, and helplessness begins.

It’s early evening when she pulls the battered blue hatchback off the main road and into the lay-by she’s chosen, tucked behind a screen of tangled hawthorn and young oaks. The light is thick and golden, brushing everything with a late-summer glow. A farm gate stands open fifty meters up the track, empty fields stretching beyond, grass rippling in the faint breeze. She kills the engine and sits in the silence for a moment, listening for distant engines, scanning for dog-walkers, cyclists, any witness. None.

Her hands shake just a little as she unbuckles her seatbelt. Excitement, yes—but nerves too, threaded through with the knowledge that one mistake would mean a night spent awkward and unfinished, or worse, discovered and mortified, forced to lie or confess. The car, at least, offers her a boundary: steel, glass, privacy measured in inches. But as the sun dips, the world feels big and wild, and Rowan is just a secret in its pocket.

She climbs out, feeling the day’s warmth on the metal as she moves around to the back. The boot opens with a muted click. Inside, she’s already laid out the blanket—an old tartan throw, soft with age, which muffles both her movements and any stray noise that might escape the car’s shell. A second blanket lies folded in the passenger seat, “just in case.” Rowan is a woman who likes contingencies.

From her duffel, she takes out the tools of tonight’s ritual, arranging them with care:

• Padded leather cuffs, buckled and tested for quick release—but only if she can reach the hidden key

• Two slim padlocks

• A small digital timer, repurposed from a slow cooker

• The bullet vibrator, preloaded with fresh batteries, taped to another timer for delayed activation

• A heavy, knotted silk scarf, to serve as either gag or blindfold, depending on mood

• Her water bottle, topped off and tucked near the front seat, accessible but not temptingly close

• A spare set of keys, wrapped in bright yellow tape and Velcroed to the car’s taillight housing, only reachable from inside if she stretches

She moves methodically, narrating each step aloud—not loudly, but with the calm certainty of a mechanic talking herself through a difficult repair:

“Blanket for comfort. Cuffs here, cargo hooks tested. Key in the taillight—don’t forget. Padlocks, double-check they close clean. Timer set for…” She glances at her phone. “Forty-five minutes. Enough. More than enough.”

She pauses, standing beside the open boot, hands on hips, surveying the scene. The fields behind her are empty. The air is still, scented with warm hay and the faint tang of distant woodsmoke. Insects buzz, wings flashing in the low sun. The only sound is her own heartbeat, thrumming high in her chest.

Rowan’s not new to this—she’s spent years perfecting her setups, learning from every mistake. She knows how to balance risk and safety, how to turn the ordinary into the exquisite, how to draw out the anticipation until it’s almost painful. Her rituals are her own—a blend of control and surrender, choreography and improvisation.

She checks her phone one last time, setting it to silent and placing it on the dashboard. The world outside the lay-by grows a shade quieter. The light is nearly gone. It’s almost time.

Standing by the open boot, feeling the chill sneak under her shirt, Rowan lets herself imagine the helplessness to come—the moment the boot clicks shut, the dark swallowing her, the long slow minutes where she can’t do anything but wait, squirm, hope, and endure.

She closes her eyes, takes a long, deliberate breath, and smiles.

Tonight, every detail is hers.

Rowan perches on the rim of the boot, feet on the blanket, phone in hand. The hush is total; even the insects seem to have paused. She opens her voice recorder, thumb trembling not from cold, but from the anticipation that always blooms in her belly just before she gives up control. She taps “record,” the red dot winking back at her, and begins.

“Test log: Lock-In Two. Location—‘the hawthorn lay-by,’ Wednesday, 8:41 pm. Conditions: dry, 18 degrees, sunset in fifteen. Mood: nervous as hell, but ready.”

She laughs—quiet, rueful, the sound small in the shell of the car.

“This is, what, attempt number five? Last time, I got as far as closing the boot before my nerves flipped and I panicked about the keys, about the headlights, about some nosy hiker catching me with my wrists tied up and my arse in the air. I quit before I even locked the cuffs. Didn’t sleep that night—kept thinking, ‘next time, do it right, trust the setup.’”

She swallows, pausing.

A magpie chatters from the hedgerow. In the distance, an engine drones past on the main road, gone almost as soon as it arrives. Rowan inhales, lets the air fill her chest, and continues.

“Why do I keep coming back to this? It’s not just the kink. It’s the challenge, I think. Knowing I can outsmart myself—build a system I can’t escape until it lets me go. Like, if I can rig it so I have no choice but to endure, then for once I don’t have to fight my own doubts. The boot closes, and it’s just… waiting. All that effort, just to feel helpless.”

She sighs, voice lower now, more honest than she’d admit in daylight.

“It’s control, and the loss of it. The way I get to design every detail, rehearse the rescue plan, set the limits—then, when the locks snap shut, it’s out of my hands. I crave that moment when I go from orchestrator to captive. No more decisions. Just sensation, fear, anticipation.”

She smiles again, softer.

“There’s always that moment, though. Right before I do it, I wonder if I’ll go through with it. Or if I’ll quit again. I think that’s why I record these logs—so I can remind myself, later, that I was brave enough to try.”

She pauses the recording, but for a heartbeat she lingers, thumb hovering. She opens a second file, this one just for herself, a whisper to the dark.

“Confession: I want it to be real tonight. I want to go all the way. I want to be trapped—truly, safely, shamefully—until the timer lets me out. No cheating. No panic escapes. Just me, the dark, and whatever happens when there’s nowhere left to run.”

She saves both files, heart racing.

In the growing dusk, she looks out across the empty field, at the last streaks of pink sky fading behind black branches. She is both director and subject, both scientist and specimen.

And tonight, she promises herself, she will not bail out.

Tonight, she will surrender.

There’s an art to getting everything just right, Rowan thinks. She’d never admit it to anyone, but she gets almost as much satisfaction from the setup as from the struggle that follows. The hatchback becomes her workshop, every part of the ritual a test of both engineering and nerve.

She double-checks the boot: blanket smoothed, cargo hooks exposed, the metal cool and faintly greasy under her fingertips. The rubber gasket is free of grit; the lid’s latch oiled two days ago so it won’t stick or squeal.

She sets the padded cuffs within arm’s reach—one clipped to a cargo hook on each side, the small padlocks dangling, ready to close. She tugs them, testing strength, then lines up the safety she’s spent weeks perfecting: the spare key, taped to the taillight’s interior, only accessible if she stretches just right, and only after the timer pops the lock at the set interval.

Her phone stays on the dash, recording for posterity—not video, just audio, the faintest hint of her own voice, breathy and nervous, overlaying the thud of her heart and the shuffle of gear. She talks herself through each checkpoint, almost clinical in her tone:

“Cuffs secure. Padlocks functional. Key in place. Timer set—forty-five minutes, on vibration, delayed start. Water bottle out of reach. Boot light disabled.”

The bullet vibrator gets taped in place along the inside of her thigh, just where pressure and movement will tease but not satisfy. She checks the timer again—fifteen minutes to start, then cycles of on and off. A game of patience and self-denial, of anticipation stretched until it aches.

She lays back, testing her fit—knees bent, head cradled on the folded blanket. The ceiling of the boot curves above her, low enough to press the world small and close. She rehearses the closing: will her shoulders have enough room? Will her arms twist awkwardly once the cuffs are closed? Every scenario runs through her mind like a blueprint.

With everything in place, she pauses, running her hands down her thighs, feeling the soft shiver in her muscles. This is her domain—her world engineered for surrender.

She sits up one last time, leans out to scan the field—nothing but shadows and the fading wash of gold on grass. The main road is invisible, no cars, no headlights. The only sound is the tick of cooling metal and her own breath, shallow and quick.

She reaches for the heavy silk scarf, knots it loose, and drapes it over her neck—deciding she’ll blindfold herself after the boot closes. Not yet. Not while there’s still light.

She feels the familiar jitter of nerves, the knowledge that every detail is locked, every escape accounted for. Her mind races, half proud, half terrified.

Soon, she’ll close herself in. Soon, the only way out will be through.

Rowan checks everything once more, then again.

She lies back in the boot, stretches her arms, and smiles—a deep, shaky, defiant smile.

This time, she thinks, it’s going to be perfect.

The sky has faded to indigo, just a thread of burnt orange left above the trees. Rowan sits with her legs folded in the boot, feeling the hush build around her, her breath loud against the enclosing metal. She presses a hand to her chest, heartbeat fluttering—part terror, part hunger, a familiar mix she’s learned to savour.

One final glance over her shoulder—nothing but the quiet field, the hedgerow, the distant shimmer of headlights on the main road. Here, in this borrowed world of privacy, she can give in to the thing she never lets herself want: not just the loss of control, but the relief of being contained, of having nowhere else to go.

She strips to her underwear, folding her shirt and jeans into a neat pile by the front seat. The air against her skin is electric, gooseflesh blooming along her thighs and arms. She hesitates a moment, savoring the delicious dread of no return.

She slips her wrists into the padded cuffs, one at a time, feeling the familiar pinch as she tightens each strap. The padlocks click into place—first one, then the other—her fingers moving quickly, before nerves can creep in and steal her resolve. She tugs experimentally, wincing at the pressure. No give, no slack. This is real.

She shifts, settling her back onto the blanket, knees bent, feet braced against the boot’s floor. The timer, secured beside her hip, ticks its silent countdown. The key—her only hope of release—is Velcroed behind the taillight panel, just out of reach until the timer triggers.

Rowan’s voice shakes as she speaks into the audio recorder on her phone, a half-whisper meant for some future version of herself:

“Okay. Locked in. Timer’s set. Can’t reach the key. No one around. I’m… I’m doing it. I’m really doing it.”

She fumbles for the scarf and knots it around her eyes, the darkness now absolute. Sound shrinks—her own breath, the hum of the car cooling, the faint scuff as she shifts on the blanket. She tests her arms, feeling the solid drag of the cuffs. No escape.

She reaches with her toes, prods the edge of the vibrator taped along her thigh. She knows the timer will kick it on soon, but for now, she can only wait. Anticipation draws the skin tight over her ribs. The air inside the boot is close, tinged with the faint smells of old leather, engine oil, and her own nervous sweat.

She lifts her hips once, twice, feeling the cool of the car’s frame beneath the blanket, the stifled promise of what’s to come. The world narrows to this dark, padded space—no sky, no horizon, no clocks, no exit. Only her body, her bonds, and the slow, gathering pressure of surrender.

Rowan takes a slow, deliberate breath, lets it shudder out.

She uses one last ounce of freedom to pull the boot down, latching it with a final, echoing thunk.

Darkness. Silence. She is sealed in.

The ritual is over.

Now, only helplessness remains.

At first, Rowan’s senses sharpen to compensate for sight:

The blindfold makes every other sensation enormous. Her ears strain for threat or comfort, picking up only the muffled thud of her own heartbeat, the minute tick-tick of the timer, the slow creak as the car settles and cools. Her nose finds hints of everything—faint leather, old coffee from the thermos cup holder, a whiff of the tartan blanket, the clean metallic tinge of the cargo hooks, the earthy scent of the night air that crept in before she closed herself inside.

A distant car passes, its low rumble smoothed into a background vibration. For a moment she freezes, imagining the beam of headlights glancing off her boot, some curious stranger wandering close, the whole scene ruined. But the sound recedes, replaced by a long stretch of stillness so pure it aches.

Every shift of her body becomes an event. The cuffs grind into her wrists, a steady ache blooming where bone meets padding. The blanket warms quickly beneath her, sweat gathering at the small of her back and under her thighs. Her hips flex, finding the sweet friction of the vibrator’s cool plastic pressed to sensitive skin. She presses against it with tiny, involuntary motions, testing, tempting.

She lets her mind catalogue each detail:

The tautness of her arms, the drag on her shoulders

The rub of the blanket, almost abrasive, grounding her

The steady slow build of arousal, fueled not by movement but by the impossibility of escape

The way anticipation curls low in her belly, tightening with every second the timer remains silent

Time starts to lose shape. Minutes distend, stretching into an endless now. Her thoughts spiral, snags of worry—will the timer work? Will someone find her?—drowned out by the slow flood of pleasure and the slow, steady escalation of need.

She tries to relax, lets her head roll side to side, breath catching as the blanket bunches beneath her neck. The darkness is so complete it almost feels physical, pressing in on her skin. She is a creature made of nerves, restraint, and breath.

A bead of sweat trickles down her temple, following the curve of her cheekbone to her jaw. She swallows, licking dry lips, the cool air growing thick with the scent of her own anticipation.

Then, at last, the timer clicks.

A gentle, insistent buzz erupts against her thigh. She gasps—so loud in the enclosed space it startles her. The sensation is sharper than she expected, the pleasure immediate but not overwhelming, more tease than release. She arches, wrists tugging uselessly at the cuffs, ankles braced against the car’s lining.

Each pulse of the toy is a reminder of her predicament, a slow, electric wave winding through her body, circling her need and refusing to let her off the hook. She groans, rocking as best she can, hips rolling, sensation building, the first edge of pleasure biting through fear.

She can do nothing but submit.

Rowan lies bound and waiting, the darkness swallowing her voice, the boot of her car holding her secrets as the world slips away.

The first cycle is almost manageable: the vibrator hums, Rowan arches into its pressure, wrists twisting in the cuffs as she tries to control her reactions. But in the darkness, time is a liar—her sense of minutes, seconds, even breaths grows slippery. The toy flickers off as the timer resets. For a moment, only her heartbeat fills the space.

Rowan counts the silence. Ten, twenty, thirty—her nerves coil tighter with every second. She tugs the cuffs, reminding herself she is safe, the escape is certain, but the boot feels smaller, the air thicker. She swallows. The memory of her own voice on the recording—*“No cheating, no panic escapes”—*is the only thing keeping her still.

A car approaches, headlights sweeping across the field, engine noise swelling, the crunch of gravel impossibly loud. She freezes, body pressed flat against the blanket, breath trapped behind her teeth. The vehicle slows. Stops. Her pulse stutters. Every muscle locks.

She is suddenly, gut-wrenchingly aware of her own vulnerability. The boot is all that stands between her and discovery. She holds her breath, straining for any hint of movement. Footsteps? Voices? Nothing—only the tick of cooling metal and her own wild thoughts.

After a full minute, the car rolls on, engine fading, the night settling back around her. Rowan’s exhale is a broken gasp—half terror, half relief. Her heart pounds in her throat, body flushed with adrenaline. Shame blooms: this is what she craved—the chance to be helpless, the thrill of nearly being seen, the fear and arousal tangled together until she can’t tell them apart.

The toy restarts, startling her. This time, the sensation is sharper, nerves on edge from panic and anticipation. She writhes, hips grinding, every movement dragging the cuffs tight, the padlocks rattling against the hooks. The boot is humid with her breath, air thickening, every inch of her skin prickling.

She rides the wave as best she can—one hand flexing, the other balled to a fist, heels digging into the blanket as she chases friction, mind caught in a loop of “what if, what if, what if—”

Sweat beads along her hairline. Her jaw aches from clenching. The urge to flee wars with the need to let go, to give herself over fully, to be undone by her own invention.

Another car passes, this one fast, indifferent. The toy buzzes harder, then off again. Time stretches. Her thoughts begin to fragment—fear and pleasure feeding on each other, driving her higher.

For a moment, she wishes someone would find her, drag her out, demand an explanation. For a moment, she wants only oblivion.

The boot is all she knows—her world shrunk to sweat, sound, metal, rope, her own desperate need.

She groans, shudders, tries not to beg, tries not to think, but only to feel.

She is nowhere and everywhere, lost and found.

The boot is a crucible now—heat rising off her skin, sweat slicking her thighs, wrists burning in their restraints. The toy’s renewed hum is merciless, its pulses amplified by the boxed-in space and her own growing desperation. Rowan tries to roll her hips, arching her back as much as the cuffs and blanket allow, chasing that edge she’s been circling for what feels like hours.

Her thoughts break down into fragments:

So close, can’t move, don’t stop, don’t let it end, let me out, not yet, not yet, not yet.

Every time she pulls at the cuffs, the pressure turns sharp, not quite pain but close, and that only drives her higher. She can’t see, can’t run, can’t reach the timer or the key—she’s as trapped as she’s ever dared to be, body pinned, mind dissolving.

A low whimper escapes her, half-plea, half-warning. She rocks, hips grinding against the vibrator taped to her thigh, thighs straining, shoulders pressing into the cold metal beneath the blanket. The boot magnifies every moan, every gasp—there’s no one to hear her but herself, and even that feels unreal, as if she’s listening from far away.

The world has narrowed to sensation—pleasure and panic, heat and constraint, the certainty that she is lost in this moment, utterly helpless by her own hand.

She tries to hold off, biting her lower lip, but the pressure inside her builds, mounting and mounting until she is shaking, every muscle taut, breath exploding out of her in ragged bursts.

When release comes, it crashes through her like the storm she’s been dreading and desiring all along. Her body convulses, hips jerking, wrists twisting hard in the cuffs, tears leaking from under the blindfold. The orgasm is raw and overwhelming, stripping away everything—fear, shame, thought—leaving only the animal fact of her own need.

She sobs, unable to control the noise, voice ricocheting off the boot’s metal walls. Each aftershock rolls through her, loosening her limbs, softening her resistance. Her thighs spasm, heels scrabbling for purchase on the blanket. Her hands are numb. Her jaw aches.

The toy clicks off, leaving her shuddering in the dark, spent and wrung out, the air hot and close. Her own scent—sweat, sex, metal—hangs heavy. Every heartbeat feels like a countdown to the return of self.

For a while, she just lies there, gasping, body hollowed and heavy. The cuffs bite, but she clings to their hold, needing their certainty, not quite ready to let go.

The boot, her cell and her shelter, is quiet now but for her shaky breathing.

Rowan lets herself fall into that silence, letting it hold her, keep her, for as long as she dares.

Time resumes in small, staggered increments: the timer’s next tick, the slow cooling of sweat on her skin, the ache flaring where wrists fought against the padded cuffs. Rowan lies slack in the boot, limbs leaden, listening to her pulse in her ears and the steady, distant hum of traffic from the road. The blindfold clings, damp and sticky, muffling even the dim light that creeps through the boot’s seals.

Her mind floats between thoughts—pride, relief, a flicker of embarrassment, a stunned gratitude for her own courage. Her body aches, the sharpness of climax fading into the ache of restraint and the simple human need for comfort. She feels fragile, like blown glass—one rough word, one shock away from shattering.

She tries her fingers—numb but working, tingling as blood returns. The cuffs bite. She flexes her legs, rolling her ankles, feeling the press of the blanket beneath her hips. The toy is silent now, its battery drained or timer done. She can’t bring herself to move just yet.

She speaks, soft and cracked, into the recorder:

“Still here. Still safe. Jesus, that was—fuck. That was everything.”

Minutes pass. Eventually, the timer clicks—mechanical, final. She wriggles, stretching as far as she can, toes and then heels scraping for leverage, hips straining as she twists her body. It takes longer than she expects—her arms and legs shaky, balance uncertain, vision spinning behind the blindfold—but finally, she locates the Velcro tab, finds the key taped behind the taillight. She fumbles, curses, almost drops it, then manages to slot it into the padlock on her left wrist.

The lock snaps open. Blood floods back into her hand, pins and needles burning. She switches to the other wrist, slower now, more cautious. When both cuffs drop free, she peels off the blindfold and blinks at the faint seam of moonlight through the window. The outside world seems impossibly distant, impossibly normal.

She reaches for the boot release, pressing it with trembling fingers. The hatch opens with a rush of fresh air and night sounds—the soft hiss of breeze in the grass, the chirp of insects, a single owl somewhere far off. Rowan sits up slowly, drawing the blanket around her, shivering as sweat cools her skin.

She grabs her phone from the dash, recording a final note:

“Done. Safe. Not sure I’ll ever top that—felt like I was gone for hours. If I’m ever too afraid to try again, just play this back and remember how alive you felt. Proud of you, Rowan. Drink some water, don’t drive until you can feel your hands.”

She sips from her bottle, lets the coolness fill her, then wipes herself down with a towel, dabbing at the streaks of sweat, the tender rope marks at her wrists. She redresses in the darkness, folds the blanket, and gathers her scattered toys and cuffs.

Before she slides into the driver’s seat, she looks up at the sky—stars bright and careless over the empty fields, the moon a thin silver coin. She laughs, soft and sharp, the sound of someone who’s survived herself.

She breathes in, then out, hands steady on the wheel.

The car, the boot, the field—everything just as it was, but she is not.

She starts the engine, the radio catching a half-familiar song, and lets herself drive slowly home, the night pressing close around her, every nerve alight.

The drive home is silent by design—no music, no podcasts, just the hush of tyres on backroads and the tick of the cooling engine when she pauses at a junction. Rowan’s hands are steady now, fingers lightly marked by the cuffs, her wrists sore in a way that feels like both warning and reward.

As the headlights sweep the hedgerows, she replays every sensation:

— The first rush of panic as the boot closed,

— The wild confusion of time,

— The crash of release,

— The stunned quiet after,

— The taste of the night air and the hum of the world coming back into focus.

When she reaches her driveway, she turns off the ignition and sits in the quiet car, gathering herself. The recorder is still running—she finds the courage to press “play” and listen to her own confession. The rawness in her voice stirs something in her chest: pride, embarrassment, a kind of awe. The girl in the recording sounds like someone braver than she usually feels.

She saves the audio, renames it: “Proof—Layby, August.” She stows her gear, folds the blanket one more time, and presses her palm to her chest, grounding herself in the pulse that’s only just returning to normal.

Upstairs, in her tiny flat, she undresses in the dark, stands before the mirror, and studies the rope marks on her wrists and ankles, the faint red patches on her thighs where the vibrator pressed. She runs her fingers along each impression, watching them fade from angry to soft, knowing the memory will linger much longer.

She writes in her journal, hand shaking a little:

“Tonight I made a promise and kept it. I let myself be locked away. I faced every fear—the panic, the silence, the helplessness, the need to run. I let the world get small and dark and wild, and I came out changed. There’s pride in the aftermath. I am both the engineer and the captive, the designer and the one who finally lets go. Maybe this is what surrender really means—building the cage and choosing to stay until the world lets you out.”

She closes the book, slips beneath her covers, and feels her body sink into a deep, dreamless sleep—the kind that comes only after being truly spent, truly claimed, truly free.

Tomorrow, she will wake to bruises and memories, to ordinary tasks and passing faces. But tonight, she keeps the quiet, the ache, the secret joy close—a treasure she made herself.

And when she closes her eyes, she’s back in the dark boot, alone but not afraid, held tight by everything she dared herself to feel.


Story 38 – Train Sleeper Berth

Anya arrives at the platform early, suitcase in one hand, camera bag slung over her shoulder. She’s travelled all over Europe for work—hockey rinks, protests, city markets at dawn—but this trip, she’s determined, will be for herself. No assignments, no deadlines, no faces to read. Just the quiet thrum of the rails, her own company, and the delicious anonymity a sleeper train promises.

The London night air is cool against her skin as she finds her carriage, the window glass reflecting back a shadowy version of herself—tall, dark-haired, eyes rimmed with anticipation rather than tiredness for once. She loves these moments: boarding as a stranger, leaving behind all the neat labels she performs by day. Tonight, she’ll answer to no one.

Her compartment is tiny—barely room for the narrow bunk, a shelf for her things, and a cramped closet with a folding mirror. The walls thrum faintly with energy, as if the train itself is eager to get moving. The faint scent of fabric softener clings to the pillowcase; the sheets are crisp and cool. She checks the lock on her door (solid), closes the blinds, and sets her suitcase beneath the bunk.

She unzips her camera bag, pretending to fumble with lenses in case any last-minute passersby peek in, but her fingers close instead around a coil of black scarf, a velcro luggage strap, and a slim, palm-sized remote. The bullet vibe is already hidden inside her toiletry kit, batteries fresh and checked twice before she left the flat.

Anya sits on the bunk, listening as other passengers board—the murmur of voices in several languages, the slap of a suitcase wheel, a child’s high laugh, a deep voice complaining about the Wi-Fi. Each sound sharpens her sense of privacy; with every compartment door that thunks shut, the train feels more like a warren of secrets.

She runs through her plan one last time: when the train moves, she’ll begin—ankles strapped to the bunk rail, wrists crossed behind her back and tied with the scarf, bullet tucked in place, remote hidden in her pillowcase. She’ll let the train’s motion decide the rest. Maybe she’ll be quiet. Maybe not. That’s the thrill.

For now, she kicks off her boots, stretches out on the bunk, and scrolls her phone—one last text to a friend (just a joke, nothing about what she’s really after tonight), then airplane mode. The compartment hums with possibility. She looks at herself in the mirror and sees not a journalist or anyone’s daughter, but a woman who might do anything.

The conductor walks past, checks her ticket, nods. “Good evening, miss. Arrival in Edinburgh at seven.” He closes the door with a gentle click. The engine’s low rumble deepens; the floor vibrates, almost purring.

As the train shudders into motion, Anya smiles to herself, heart fluttering. It’s time.

* * *

Mateo boards just as the final call echoes down the platform, his overnight bag bouncing against his thigh, a notebook tucked beneath his arm. He’s used to late trains, too many hours spent between cities and job sites, always half-present, always observing. Tonight feels different—maybe it’s the end-of-summer restlessness, maybe just the promise of uninterrupted hours to himself. He hopes for a quiet berth, no small talk, no forced smiles.

He finds his compartment—Car 9, Lower 12—just across from a door marked by a bright camera bag and a woman’s coat slung over the hook. He glimpses her through the narrow gap as he stows his things: a dark-haired woman, tall, legs tucked under her, intent on her phone. She doesn’t notice him. Her presence, though, registers in the small ways that matter: a hint of perfume in the corridor, the pale outline of bare feet on crisp bedding, the energy of someone determined to claim their space.

He slides his bag beneath the seat, arranges his jacket, and sits heavily on the edge of the bunk. He tries to read—pulls out his worn paperback, a technical mystery he’s read twice—but the motion of the train and the muffled sounds of strangers keep him distracted. His thoughts flicker: where’s she going? Who does she become when no one’s watching?

The train lurches forward, wheels grinding, the old carriage swaying into its rhythm. Mateo leans back, closing his eyes, letting the sounds of travel work their old magic: the hum of rails, the soft thud of footsteps in the corridor, the sporadic clang from the service car. He’s aware, almost too aware, of how thin the walls are, how every cough or footstep next door is magnified in the small hours.

A flash of memory—his first sleeper train, the childhood thrill of being rocked to sleep by something bigger than himself, the curiosity about the secret lives playing out behind every closed compartment door. The grown-up version is more complicated: now, every door holds the possibility of connection, or confession, or both.

He hears the click of a lock in the next compartment. The faint creak of a bunk. A soft, muffled laugh. He imagines her stretching, settling in, maybe planning her night with the same ritualised care as he does: toothbrush, water, book, phone on silent. Or maybe something stranger.

He doesn’t let himself dwell. He opens his book, settles into the rhythm of the train, and tells himself he’ll sleep.

But he keeps listening.

* * *

With the train finally slipping out of the city’s edge, Anya feels her body unclench, the day’s obligations peeling away mile by mile. The compartment is close and humming with motion, the lights in the corridor now dimmed, the outside world flickering past in strips of sodium orange and midnight blue. She sits cross-legged on her bunk, every muscle alive with the knowledge that she is hidden but never truly alone.

She listens for footsteps—a conductor, a passenger off to the loo, a snatch of conversation from the far end of the car—but when no one passes, she unzips her travel pouch and lays out her tools. The scarf: black silk, soft from years of use. The luggage strap: smooth nylon, meant to be sturdy and forgiving. The bullet: cold metal, slick, charged. The remote: thumb-sized, trembling slightly when tested, battery fresh.

She lets her skirt slide to her knees, then props herself against the window, feeling the glass vibrating with the train’s movement. First, she loops the luggage strap around her ankles, threading it through the lower bunk rail, snug but not cruel. She tests the bond, tugging, letting the pressure remind her of boundaries she’s set and cannot change now.

Her fingers move with practised calm—crossing wrists behind her back, tying them loosely with the scarf. If she struggles, she can escape, but not easily. That’s the line she walks: dangerous enough to make her heart race, safe enough that she can still control the ending.

Next comes the bullet—slipped into place, pressed tight between her thighs, held by the tension of muscle and the friction of cotton. The remote is tucked inside her pillowcase, a promise for later.

Her body reacts instantly—skin alive, nipples tightening, breath shallowing as she becomes acutely aware of every part of herself that’s now off-limits, restrained, subject to chance and motion.

The train rocks her, a gentle, relentless rhythm. Each sway tugs at her bound ankles, the scarf sliding over her wrists, the bullet shifting imperceptibly but deliciously. The sounds outside—the drone of wheels, the creak of the carriage, the distant laughter—blur into a white noise that heightens her focus.

Anya lets her eyes fall half-shut. Every small sound makes her nerves jolt—footsteps in the corridor, the snick of a door, a cough or throat-clearing in the distance. Any of them could pause at her door, could press an ear to the panel and hear her struggling, gasping, moaning for release she’s not yet allowed.

She rocks her hips, the movement made more urgent by constraint and risk, the pleasure all the sharper for being stolen. She is here, now, a secret among strangers, making herself helpless on purpose, inviting the world to come closer and never know.

She listens to herself—the quickening breath, the choked-off sighs, the small, traitorous sound that escapes as the train takes a curve and the bullet grinds deeper.

She is not invisible. But she is unknown.

And it is, suddenly, exactly what she craves.

* * *

Mateo meant to read, or at least to drift into sleep with the gentle motion of the rails, but the novel lies forgotten on his chest, eyes fixed on the ceiling. The compartment is dim and close, the faint light from the corridor leaking around the edge of the door, the mattress under him thin but strangely comforting. Yet he cannot relax—not with the woman in the compartment above, so close he can hear every shift and sigh.

At first, it was easy to ignore: the usual thump of a suitcase, the rustle of sheets, the cough as she settled in. But then, as the train slipped into its night rhythm and the carriage around him went mostly quiet, the noises changed—became more deliberate, more intimate. A faint creak of the bunk, a steady, muffled rhythm, the scrape of fabric against skin, the smallest catch of breath that is not pain or discomfort but something else entirely.

Mateo lies perfectly still, straining to hear, his senses sharpening. He imagines her above him, wrapped in darkness and secret intent, the boundaries of her privacy and his curiosity both paper-thin. He feels a flush rise up his neck, his own body responding with an ache he hasn’t let himself feel in months.

The sounds grow more erratic: a gasp quickly swallowed, a rustle that can only be bound wrists fighting for slack, the drag of breath drawn too fast. He tries to convince himself he’s misreading things, that she’s only restless, perhaps cold or dreaming.

But the evidence is too clear. Every hitch in her breath, every small shudder, every repeated motion syncs to the train’s swaying. He becomes aware of his own heartbeat, loud in his ears, his own pulse quickening in sympathy, his hands tightening on the scratchy blanket.

He doesn’t dare move, doesn’t even roll onto his side, afraid of making noise, afraid she’ll know he’s awake and listening. He’s both mortified and thrilled, part of him wanting to cover his ears, the other part desperate to hear more.

A sharp, breathy whimper reaches him through the thin mattress. Mateo’s lips part, a tremor running down his spine. He closes his eyes, conjures half-formed images: hands tied, legs spread, a woman chasing pleasure just overhead while the world roars by unseen.

He wonders what she would do if she knew—if she realised she wasn’t as alone as she hoped.

He lies in the dark, tense and wanting, hoping for more, fearing he might not survive it if it comes.

* * *

Anya

She should slow down, she knows—she’s barely begun, but her pulse is racing, every small sound from the corridor making her nerves spark. The scarf around her wrists is starting to cut into her skin as she arches harder into the vibrating bullet, breath catching every time the train shudders or the wheels hit a joint in the rails.

She rocks her hips, as much as the strap and space allow. The bullet slips, nearly escapes, and she bites her lip, shifting to keep it pressed in just the right spot. Each thump and jolt of the train is amplified by her own restraint. It’s not just pleasure now, but danger—any moment, someone could knock, or a conductor could slide the door open, or a stranger’s voice could call her name.

She tries to stifle a moan, but the sound leaks out anyway, a high, urgent whimper that only makes her more desperate. Her thighs quiver. The heat between them is near-painful. Her wrists twist, the scarf’s knot tight, fingers flexing as she tests the limits, knowing she cannot let go.

Mateo

Every noise from above is a spark, each one burning away his self-control. Mateo lies perfectly still, barely daring to breathe, his own arousal growing with each gasp and creak from the upper bunk.

He imagines her—legs spread, hands bound, head thrown back in the dark. He tries not to move, not to betray his own excitement. His fist tightens in the blanket, hips lifting just slightly, chasing the friction that every sound from above invites.

He wants to see her, to speak, to confess that he’s awake and hungry for more. But shame roots him in place. All he can do is listen and hope she never realises how completely he’s lost to her music.

Anya

She feels the train’s rhythm inside her, motion and vibration and the tension of being so close to another soul, knowing he might hear, knowing he might be imagining her, just as she is imagining the press of an unseen audience.

She lets herself go a little more, rocking and writhing, pleasure mounting in relentless waves. Her breath grows harsher, face flushed, chest heaving. She can’t remember ever feeling so exposed, so close to the edge of something dangerous and holy.

Mateo

He presses a hand to his mouth, stifling his own groan as the sounds intensify. His mind fills with images—her body straining, her lips parted, the outline of her pleasure rippling through the thin bunk and mattress and air itself.

He realises he’s moving now, grinding into the mattress, caught in the same rhythm, the

Anya

The sensation is exquisite torture now, the pulse of the bullet inside her and the train’s rocking forming a circuit of pleasure and tension. She fights the urge to cry out, knowing every gasp, every choked whimper is a risk—a message through the thin walls to anyone listening. She tries to focus on the darkness behind her eyes, on the rhythmic thud of steel on track, but her mind keeps looping back to the body just below her, the stranger’s silent presence, the unknown witness to her undoing.

Her wrists burn in the scarf, her thighs tremble, her jaw aches from holding back sound. She rocks harder, desperate, the pleasure so sharp it nearly tips into pain. She lets herself imagine—What if he hears? What if he knows?—and the idea floods her with heat. Her hips jerk, the bullet slips, she bites her lip so hard she tastes blood.

Every sense is tuned to the edge—every creak, every jolt, every imagined intake of breath from the bunk below. Her heart hammers; she can’t hold back much longer.

Mateo

He has never felt so painfully aware of another person, not even in the tightest crowd or the closest embrace. The compartment is filled with her—her scent, her sounds, her unseen movements. The mattress above him shifts, a slow staccato that tells a story he is both desperate and terrified to hear.

His own arousal is a silent, secret ache. He tries to stay still, but his hips roll into the thin mattress, fingers fisted in the blanket, thighs tense. He wants to close his ears, but instead, he strains to catch every detail, every stutter of her breath, every soft, bitten-off moan. It’s unbearable, beautiful, and wrong in all the ways that make him burn.

A wave of need crests in him. He turns his face to the wall, shame and desire warring in his chest, not sure if he wants her to stop or to never, ever stop.

Anya

The train takes a sudden curve, flinging her into the side of the compartment. The shock sends the bullet grinding deeper, a bolt of pleasure arcing through her. Her back arches, wrists straining, a guttural cry clawing its way out before she can muffle it.

And then—disaster, or miracle—the remote slips from the pillow, skitters across the bunk, and tumbles off the side. She hears it land below, a small, plastic clatter in the stranger’s world.

She freezes, terror and arousal knotted so tightly they are indistinguishable. Her breath is ragged, her body trembling, wrists trapped, ankles bound. She cannot move. She cannot hide. And now she is certain—someone knows.

The small sound of plastic on plastic—a remote clattering to the hard floor—cuts through the train’s endless motion. For a long, suspended second, everything is still: Anya’s breath held sharp in her throat, Mateo’s body frozen, listening, the world between them shrunk to the thin wood and metal of the bunks.

Mateo blinks, staring at the object now lying half under his bed. For a confused heartbeat, he doesn’t understand. Then it clicks—her gasp, the faint vibrations, the timing of every sound from above. This is hers. This is what she’s been hiding. This is what he’s been craving to discover and dreading to face.

He reaches for the remote, his hand trembling. It’s warm from her body, a trace of her scent clinging to the smooth surface. He glances up, noticing—just at the edge of his vision—the flicker of movement through the narrow gap in the privacy curtain. He could toss it back, say nothing. He could ignore everything, retreat into shame.

But he doesn’t.

Slowly, with deliberate care, Mateo stands and taps on the thin panel above. “Excuse me,” he says, his voice low, gentle, so no one in the corridor could possibly overhear. “I think you dropped something.”

Anya’s heart lurches. Panic and need tumble together. She writhes awkwardly, wrists still bound, trying to twist enough to see. The curtain slips, just a sliver—enough for their eyes to meet in the reflected half-light.

Her face is flushed, hair wild, lips parted. She wants to hide, wants to vanish, wants to beg him not to speak, not to look away. But Mateo’s gaze is soft—curious, kind, not mocking. There is something in his eyes that makes her believe, for a wild instant, that he understands.

He doesn’t offer the remote through the gap. Instead, he sets it gently on the shared sill between their bunks and says quietly, “No one else saw. It’s safe. You’re safe.” The words are a gift, simple and absolute, and they land in her chest like a second heartbeat.

For a long, held moment, neither moves. The train clatters through the darkness, carrying them toward Edinburgh and something utterly new.

Anya’s panic cracks, and something bolder rises up. She shifts, letting the bonds stay visible, letting herself be seen, if only by this stranger who shares her secret now.

Mateo lingers a moment longer, breath mingling with hers in the tiny, midnight gap, then sits back on his bunk. His own hands tremble, heart hammering—not with guilt, but with relief, gratitude, and an unfamiliar, thrilling sense of possibility.

Above, Anya presses her face to her pillow, shivering, her whole body thrumming. She is not alone—not really, not tonight.

And for both of them, the boundaries of their private worlds have been redrawn by that tiny tumble and a single look.

Anya

For a moment, she can’t breathe. The fear is still there, fluttering in her chest, but underneath it, something else unfurls—something as raw and electric as the city at midnight. She feels the press of his gaze even after he’s moved away, the way his voice had wrapped around her, making her feel held, not judged.

Her wrists ache, her thighs tremble, the bullet is still pressed to her, the remote now resting just inches away on the bunk rail. The urge to finish, to claim the pleasure that had been stolen by panic, is irresistible now—urgent, defiant, a need to turn fear into something else.

She rocks her hips again, no longer trying to be silent. Every movement, every shudder, is a message: I am here. I am real. I am not ashamed. She lets go, lets the pleasure crest, body shaking in the bunk, breath hissing through her teeth, face buried in the pillow to muffle her moans.

The release is a shock—fast, wild, overwhelming. Her whole body clenches, then softens, melting into the narrow bunk, the silk scarf still knotted at her wrists, ankles tight in the strap. Tears prickle at the corners of her eyes—not from fear, not even from relief, but from something deeper, a strange gratitude for being seen and not condemned.

She lies limp, panting, letting the train’s rhythm rock her as the aftershocks fade. Her hands ache, her thighs are sticky with sweat, but her heart is lighter than it has been in months.

Mateo

He lies on his bunk, staring at the dark ceiling, pulse racing. He’s still trembling—arousal and adrenaline tangled so tightly he doesn’t try to separate them. Her sounds above are no longer accidental, no longer shamed into silence. Each gasp and moan, each helpless shudder, is a gift she’s chosen to share.

Mateo presses a hand to his chest, grounding himself in the thrum of his own body. His other hand fists the blanket, holding on as pleasure floods him, as if her ecstasy above is his own to share, to witness, to honor. He bites his lip, rides out the ache, lets himself feel everything—the risk, the longing, the deep, impossible connection.

When her cries soften, when the compartment grows still again, he lets out a breath he didn’t know he’d been holding.

For a few minutes, neither moves. The train rattles on. The boundaries between them have dissolved—not lover and lover, not even strangers, but something stranger and more sacred.

Shared Silence

The compartment is full of the scent of sweat, the ache of spent nerves, the knowledge of shared truth. In the quiet, Anya flexes her wrists, finally loosening the scarf. She unties her ankles, wipes her thighs with the sheet, gathers her things with hands that shake.

Mateo listens for her movements, the gentle shift and sigh, the unmistakable cadence of someone recovering from a storm.

Neither speaks. But in the hush, there is no more fear, only the slow return of breath and the unspoken promise that, for this night at least, each has been truly, deeply seen.

Dawn slips in slow and uncertain through the cracks in the blinds. The train’s motion is gentler now, a lullaby in the last miles before the city. The carriage stirs with the small, private sounds of waking: a yawn, a zipper, the gentle tap of a toothbrush against plastic.

Anya wakes to a narrow sliver of light painting the bunk, the taste of sleep and salt and memory on her tongue. Her wrists are tender, the faint marks of silk a secret she traces with her thumb. She sits up, gathering her things in silence, her body loose and warm from the night before, every nerve humming with quiet pride.

She finds, just inside her door, a paper cup of coffee—still warm, lid marked in black pen: Car 9 – For next time. Taped to the side is her remote, wiped clean. No note, no signature, just a gesture so simple it makes her smile—nervous and real and soft.

In the corridor, the early commuters file past, eyes down, intent on their own small worlds. Mateo stands just beyond the door, coffee in hand, gaze steady but kind. Their eyes meet—just for a moment, as the train slows to its final stop—and Anya nods, gratitude and invitation tangled in the tilt of her lips.

No words pass. None are needed. What happened in the night belongs to them alone—two strangers, changed, woven together by steel and speed and the hush between heartbeats.

As the train rolls into the station, Anya steps out, her pulse a quiet, delighted thunder, the city brighter than she remembered. Mateo lingers in the doorway, watching her go, the promise of next time hanging between them—weightless, thrilling, true.

Each goes their separate way, the secret of the rails folded carefully beneath their clothes. But for a moment, as the train empties and the city wakes, they are both more real—seen, remembered, and utterly, sweetly undone.


Story 39 – Storage Unit Heat

Marisol parks her battered Civic at the far end of the storage facility, a nondescript sprawl of metal boxes squatting under the late August sun. The air shimmers over the asphalt, thick with exhaust and the faint sweetness of melting tar. She sits for a moment behind the wheel, engine ticking as it cools, palms slick with anticipation and sweat—though she tells herself it’s only the heat.

Her unit is at the end of row F, half-hidden behind a stack of broken palettes. She unlocks the heavy sliding door, bracing herself for the slap of hot, close air that always greets her. Inside, it’s ten degrees warmer than out—stifling, metallic, tinged with clay dust and the ghost of turpentine.

She drags in her latest sculpture, a glazed bowl still streaked with fingerprints, and sets it gently on the folding table she rescued from a skip. Next comes her satchel—half paint rags, half tools for a different kind of work: leather cuffs, timer padlock, clamps and soft rope, all zipped up inside a battered red duffel marked “MARISOL—PRIVATE.”

The ritual is always the same. She checks the fan—ancient, noisy, barely moving air but better than nothing. She lays out towels, wipes a smudge from her cheek, and strips off her rings, dropping them in a shallow bowl of water she keeps by the door. A bottle of water, half-frozen, goes on the shelf—just out of reach for later.

She surveys the unit: six by twelve feet of corrugated steel, floor painted dull grey, one battered mirror propped in the corner. There are photos taped to the wall—her last exhibition, her hands shaping wet clay, a single Polaroid of her ex with his back turned. Her life is in boxes—art in one stack, divorce paperwork in another, a carton labeled “FORGIVE” she’s never opened.

This is her sanctuary and her proving ground. She can make anything in here—pottery, pain, release. She’s both creator and subject, working with flesh as much as clay. No one in her careful, daylight life suspects; they see the neat haircut, the paint-flecked jeans, the way she smiles at openings and carries herself with the weary pride of a woman who’s survived more than she tells.

But here, under the hum of the fan, sweat already beading at her brow, Marisol is allowed to be unfinished, unruly. She breathes in, filling her lungs with the sharp, humid air, the scent of old earth and acrylic, and feels the day’s anxieties begin to melt.

She opens the red duffel, laying out each restraint with reverence—a silent liturgy, an invocation. Every detail is a promise: cuffs buckled, locks checked, timer set aside for now, clamps lined up on a towel. She fingers the edge of the glass bowl, cold from the car’s AC, watching a droplet of condensation run down the side and pool beneath her wrist.

In the mirror, she sees her own face, sun-browned and hungry. Her lips curve—not quite a smile, more a challenge. “Make it real,” she murmurs, echoing a private mantra, and the storage unit seems to nod, ready to hold whatever she brings tonight.

Her ritual is both the art and the undoing. In this box of her own making, Marisol is free.

Marisol moves through her checklist with the care of a craftsman—no, a priestess. She knows each item’s weight, each ritual’s order, the consequences of skipping a step. That’s part of the appeal: the need for precision, the way anxiety and arousal blur together into a humming urgency in her chest.

First, she wipes sweat from her temples, turning the old fan to its highest, angling it so the current at least brushes her calves. It will be useless once she’s restrained, she knows, but she can’t help trying. She glances at the wall clock—already after six, the light outside deepening, shadows lengthening along the unit’s painted floor. No one will come now. She’s safe, or at least as safe as her planning allows.

She strips out of her shirt and jeans, standing for a moment in nothing but clay-splattered knickers and a black sports bra, watching her reflection in the battered mirror. Her body is strong—thighs thick, arms roped with muscle from years of kneading and lifting. Paint freckles her forearms; a faint purple bruise marks the inside of one knee, a souvenir from last week’s session.

She likes the contrast: sweat and powder, art and ache, the unselfconscious exposure. She turns, checking how the late sunlight limns her shoulders, how the marks on her skin tell the story of who she is when no one else is looking.

She lays out a thick towel, double-folded, at the unit’s center, then arranges her implements:

Padded cuffs for ankles and wrists, checked for lining, buckles oiled

A pair of clover clamps, cold and promising

The timer padlock, set to ninety minutes—longer than usual, because the heat will shorten her endurance

A bottle of water, set just beyond the edge of the towel—close enough to see, too far to reach when bound

A soft cotton scarf to use as a blindfold or gag, if she needs the surrender

She checks the D-ring she screwed into the concrete last winter, giving it a sharp tug; it holds. She runs her fingers over the padlock’s shank, feeling its weight—no escape until it clicks. No mercy from herself.

Her phone goes on silent, placed in a wire basket by the door. She sets an alarm for two hours, a failsafe. Her skin is already damp, her pulse fluttering. She paces in a slow circle, stretching, letting her body grow loose and heavy.

She moves to her makeshift vanity—old crate stacked with towels and brushes—and uses a damp rag to wipe sweat and clay from her shins and belly. She combs fingers through her hair, braids it quickly, not for beauty but to keep it from sticking to her neck. Every action is a meditation: slow, intent, a rehearsal for giving herself up.

She stands for a moment, arms loose at her sides, letting the fan dry her skin, letting nerves settle into something deeper. She closes her eyes and listens: to the thrum of the fan, the muffled clang of a unit door closing somewhere at the far end of the row, a distant horn from the street. She feels the hunger welling in her, the need to be tested, to see how much she can stand.

Tonight, she will go further. Tonight, she wants the ordeal to break her open, so that the making of art and the making of herself will become indistinguishable.

Marisol draws a long, shaking breath. Her hands are steady.

It is time.

The heat in the unit is oppressive now, settling onto Marisol’s bare skin like a second, suffocating layer. Sweat beads along her sternum, trickles down the slope of her belly as she kneels on the center towel, facing the wall where her earliest bowls and failures are stacked. The sight comforts her—proof of process, the price of becoming.

She kneels, running her fingers over the padded ankle cuffs. One, then the other—buckled with practiced care, straps snug but not cruel, the soft lining protecting skin she wants marked but not maimed. Her legs spread just wide enough to open her hips, knees pressed into the towel’s forgiving thickness, toes curling for purchase.

Next: the clover clamps. She winces as the cold metal bites at first touch, then gasps softly as she positions each clamp, nipples hardening instantly, the pain sharp and insistent. She tugs at the chain, feeling the prickle radiate through her chest—a line drawn from pain to pleasure, from outside to in. Sweat pools in the hollow between her breasts, gluing the clamps in place.

She pauses, breath coming quicker, head tipped back. The heat presses down, blurring the edge between suffering and bliss. Her body is not a blank canvas, but a kiln—fired by the relentless pressure of desire, endurance, the hunger to be changed.

She reaches for the wrist cuffs, the metal cool despite the stuffy air. She fits one around her left wrist, buckling it as tightly as she dares, then threads the chain through the fixed D-ring sunk into the concrete. It’s awkward—she’s done this so many times, but never without a flutter of doubt. She wriggles her right hand into the last cuff, groping until she feels the satisfying click of the buckle’s tongue slotting home.

She twists, testing her bonds—ankles held wide, knees planted, wrists now crossed and chained to the floor ring. The only motion left is the sway of her torso, the slow grind of hips against the towel, the irresistible pull of clamps whenever she leans forward.

Her final act: the timer padlock. She fastens it to the wrist chain, locking her arms to the floor. The mechanism is set for ninety minutes—Marisol glances at the display, heart hammering as the first minute begins to count down. The click as the padlock shuts is devastating, absolute. The sound echoes off the metal walls and settles in her bones.

She tests the range—wrists pinned, but she can shift her weight, rock forward and back, knees still supporting her. The chain clinks with each movement, a reminder of exactly what she’s surrendered. She is helpless but for the mercy of time. Her throat is tight, every breath thick with heat and anticipation.

Blindfold? She hesitates, then folds the cotton scarf and knots it over her eyes, plunging herself into red darkness. Sweat soaks the fabric instantly, scent of laundry soap and her own body swirling together.

The unit is silent except for the fan’s failing rhythm and her own pulse—fast, hungry, afraid. Her world has contracted to a circle of heat, pain, and the stubborn, unyielding tick of the timer padlock.

For a moment, she just kneels, feeling the stretch, the bite, the weight of the clamps and the fever in her skin. She pulls on the cuffs—no give, no forgiveness, just the deliberate cage of her own making.

She murmurs into the thick air, voice low and hoarse: “Now we wait.”

The ordeal has begun.

It is always the first ten minutes that test her the most—not pain or boredom, but the mad rush of awareness. Every sense is raw, as if the heat has burned off the top layer of her nerves. Marisol kneels, blindfolded, wrists chained to the floor, the clamp-chain grazing her chest with every uneven breath. The world narrows to three things: sweat, sound, and the insistent, tightening ache pulsing through her body.

Sweat trickles down her neck, gathering at the base of her spine, soaking the cotton blindfold. Each drop that slides down her ribs is a taunt, a reminder she cannot wipe it away, cannot shift or flee. The towel beneath her knees grows damp, chafing her skin, the heat baking her thighs and calves until every small movement feels amplified, consequential.

She can hear the fan whirring—a lazy, failing oscillation that never quite finds her skin. The clang of a distant storage unit door closing somewhere down the row is a jolt of risk. For a second, she stills, body tense, every sense straining for a footstep, a voice, a clue that someone might approach. But there is only silence, and the hush of her own quickening breath.

She rocks forward, careful not to pull too hard on the cuffs, and the movement tugs at the clamps. The pain blooms sharp and bright, fading into a dull, hungry ache that drives her hips back again. She edges herself like this: a slow grind, a teasing dance of tension and friction, breath hissing as the chain between her nipples tugs harder with every motion.

Her thighs are slick, sweat pooling under her, the metal cuffs growing sticky and tight. The air is thick as soup. She tries to swallow, mouth dry, and imagines the glass of water just out of reach—condensation beading on the rim, cold and untouched. The denial makes her clench her jaw, a hot flush spreading across her chest.

Time stretches, measured only by the count on the padlock and the frantic tally in her mind. She whispers curses, promises, bargains to herself: Don’t give in. Not yet. Don’t beg. Don’t let the heat break you. She shifts, rocks, shudders, every movement translating into a new spark of sensation.

The outside world fades away. There is no studio, no clients, no failed marriages or bills or endless to-do lists. Only sweat, breath, steel, and the agonising, perfect crawl of minutes as she tests herself against heat and restraint.

She wonders—half in dread, half in hope—if someone might hear, might open the door and find her like this: a woman made of clay and suffering and want, every secret at last on display.

But the only answer is the slow tick of the padlock, the whisper of her own name in the darkness.

The unit feels smaller with every minute that passes. Marisol’s world is a haze of red heat and breathless pressure, the sweat now pouring in rivulets down her sides, pooling under her knees and hips. Every inch of skin is sticky, chafed; the towel is sodden, giving up its last reserves of softness. Her hair, braided for neatness, now clings to her neck, the nape slick and burning. She can feel drops slide down her spine, pooling at the waistband of her knickers.

The clamps on her nipples feel like embers—at first a distraction, then a challenge, now a torment that pulses with her heartbeat. Any shift, any rock of her hips, tugs the chain anew, stinging pain flaring into pleasure and back again. She is forced to move, to squirm and writhe, not for show but because her body refuses to be still.

Breathing is a task. The air hangs thick in her chest, hot and stale, and she pants, desperate for relief. Sweat beads on her upper lip, trickles down her sternum. She can almost taste the salt. Her blindfold is soaked, the fabric pressing hot against her brow.

She tests her bonds—wrists twisting, ankles straining, chain rattling at the D-ring. There is no give, no grace; the padlock is a promise she can’t break. Her whole body aches for water, for air, for freedom—yet she rocks again, letting the heat and pain swirl together, drawing friction from the towel and the desperate roll of her hips.

Outside, a car passes. The rumble vibrates the thin walls, and she freezes, pulse pounding, sure for a moment that the engine will stop, that footsteps will approach, that discovery is inevitable. But the sound fades, leaving her marooned in her private torment, more alone and more exposed than ever.

Time has lost meaning. The padlock is a blind god—slow, impartial, immune to begging. The only constant is the press of heat, the ache of need, and the friction—her thighs rubbing slick, sweat stinging her skin, clamps pinching harder as she arches for more.

Her mind races: Why am I doing this? How much longer can I stand it? Am I strong or just desperate?

She whispers curses and prayers, voice gone hoarse. She bargains with the air, with the padlock, with the relentless heat: Let me come. Let me out. Just one more minute. Just one more.

She rides the edge—pain, pleasure, and dread tangled so tightly she no longer knows where one ends and the next begins. Her body trembles with every wave, sweat-slick and quivering, caught between the urge to fight and the need to surrender.

Desperation is its own kind of ecstasy. Marisol kneels in the furnace of her own making, wanting nothing but to survive it, to be remade by the heat and the lock and the slow, perfect torture of waiting for release.

Marisol’s sense of time shatters, replaced by the relentless rhythm of her body and the padlock’s mute indifference. The air is syrupy, stifling, so thick with heat she feels every inhale scrape her throat, every exhale failing to cool. Her skin is feverish, sweat running in salty rivers, her back and breasts slick, knees slipping on the soaked towel.

She jerks in her bonds, desperate to escape the clamps’ bite, the choke of the blindfold, the shackle of the cuffs. Panic prickles in her chest, a hot, skittering surge that makes her gasp, muscles straining. She tugs hard at the chain, heart thudding, mind racing with frantic, senseless pleas: let it open, let someone find me, let me disappear.

A sudden noise—car doors slamming, voices echoing down the corridor—sends a jolt of terror through her. Her entire body goes rigid, breath caught, every sense screaming that she’ll be discovered: half-naked, chained, the marks of her own making scrawled in sweat and metal and red skin. Her lips shape a silent please, praying for the noise to move on, for anonymity to return.

She hears footsteps—two, three, a slow drag past her door—then a pause. Her heart hammers. The air inside the unit feels thick as wool. She can taste her own fear, bitter and electric. She barely breathes.

But then, the footsteps fade. The distant clang of another unit door shutting—someone else’s secret, someone else’s shame. She lets out a trembling sob, her relief nearly as sharp as her fear.

The panic drains out of her, leaving her limp, boneless, every muscle shaking. The clamps feel heavier now, pain laced with the slow, molten ache of need. The heat blurs her thoughts, her body swaying in time with her racing pulse. There is no world outside the unit—only this: metal, sweat, the pull of the chain, the promise of release she cannot hasten.

She surrenders to it. Stops fighting, stops bargaining, lets herself be unmade by the moment.

Her hips rock with a slow, grinding need, seeking friction and comfort, each movement stretching the chain and dragging a fresh pulse of pain-pleasure through her nipples and down to her cunt. She moans, a broken sound lost in the thick, humid air.

She whispers her own name, a tether to self: “Marisol. Still here. Still real.”

The surrender is absolute. She gives herself over—to the lock, to the heat, to the fear of being seen, to the wild, clawing hope that someone might, just once, witness her at her most desperate and alive.

Her body trembles, heart loud in her ears. She rocks on the edge, waiting for the padlock’s mercy, for pleasure, for oblivion—whatever comes first.

It comes on with no warning, as sudden as the crack of thunder before a downpour. One moment Marisol is still, wrecked by the heat, nerves frayed and mind raw from terror and surrender. The next, her body convulses—a shudder rolling up her spine, every muscle tightening, every inch of skin buzzing with a pleasure so sharp it’s almost pain.

She lets out a long, guttural cry, half a moan, half a sob. Her knees slip on the towel, thighs shaking uncontrollably. The clamps pinch, chain dragging her nipples forward with every violent tremor, agony and ecstasy knotted together until she can’t tell where one leaves off and the other begins. Her wrists twist helplessly in the cuffs, hands balled to fists, her whole body straining against the merciless restraint.

Her breath comes in frantic gasps, hot and wet against the inside of the blindfold. Sweat pours off her—salty, stinging, blurring the edges of pain and release. She presses forward, as if she could crawl through the floor, as if she could break the unit itself and be reborn somewhere cool, unchained, untouched.

Wave after wave hits her, thighs clenching, hips grinding, clamps biting down, the world reduced to a pinpoint of sensation and a single, desperate sound—her name, whispered over and over as if it’s the only thing holding her together.

When it finally breaks, she collapses, head drooping forward, arms slack in the cuffs. Her body goes limp, spent and shaking, chest heaving as she gulps down thick, stifling air. The clamps ache, nipples throbbing with each pulse of her slowing heart. The sweat cools quickly, goosebumps racing over her skin as exhaustion settles in.

The world outside the unit is silent again. No footsteps, no voices—just the ticking timer and the fading echoes of her own storm.

For a long moment, Marisol is only breath and ache and heat, suspended in the aftermath, floating somewhere beyond shame or pride. There is only the slow return to self, the knowledge that she has survived, been broken, been rebuilt by her own hand.

The padlock’s time is not up yet. She cannot move. She does not want to.

She stays there, limp and shuddering, letting the waves ebb, letting her body relearn the weight of itself. There is nothing left to prove. Nothing left but to be.

The only clock in Marisol’s world is the padlock’s silent countdown, invisible but absolute. She can’t see the numbers—her blindfold is still soaked, her face flushed, her mind floating somewhere between sleep and shock—but she feels every second in her trembling muscles and the slow drip of sweat that pools beneath her knees and chest.

Her breath steadies in slow increments, each inhale less frantic than the last. Her body aches everywhere—nipples raw and stinging from the clamps, wrists marked where the cuffs held her too long, thighs slick and sticky. She tries to shift her weight, finds herself locked in place, and lets out a quiet, half-delirious laugh.

She waits. There is nothing else she can do.

Time thickens. The fan rattles, half-hearted and distant. Outside, the world is muffled—occasional footsteps, a door slamming, the far-off echo of a dog barking. All of it is distant, unreal. The only things that matter are sweat, pain, the afterglow of surrender, and the blind trust that the timer will do its job.

Then, without fanfare, a tiny click splits the air—a sound she almost doesn’t believe at first. The padlock releases with a metallic pop, chain slacking at her wrists. The sensation is so abrupt it makes her gasp, head snapping up, her whole body jolting with relief and disappointment tangled together.

She moves slowly, every motion deliberate, as if she’s learning her body all over again. Numb fingers fumble with the cuffs, peeling them off one at a time. Her hands tingle as blood rushes back, wrists angry with red marks, muscles cramping from their ordeal.

She pulls off the blindfold and blinks at the dim, golden light filtering in through the cracked door. The air is still thick, but it tastes sweeter, cooler now that she’s free. She reaches for the clamps, hissing as she pinches them open—pain blooming, then fading to a throbbing ache that lingers deep in her chest.

Marisol collapses sideways onto the towel, boneless and shaking. For a moment, she does nothing but breathe, sweat cooling on her skin, tears prickling in her eyes—release and exhaustion in equal measure.

The water bottle is still there, inches away. She grabs it, greedily gulping half before pressing the cold plastic to her face, letting condensation drip over her temples and neck.

Her mind is foggy, thoughts running in slow, looping circles. She wipes herself down with a spare towel, gently blotting the worst of the sweat and tears, then gathers up her tools—cuffs, chain, clamps, blindfold—stacking them neatly on the folded corner of the mat.

Her whole body aches, but the pain is clean, earned. She grins, shaky and wild, unable to help herself.

The ordeal is over. She is free.

But she already knows: she will crave this again.

The storage unit is still, heavy with the scent of sweat and clay, the quiet buzz of the fan, the memory of everything she just endured. Marisol sits cross-legged on the towel, sipping the last of her water, her hair loose and wild, body striped with cooling marks. Her hands shake as she pulls her battered sketchbook from the crate, a stub of pencil tucked in the spine.

She sketches herself—first a quick, clumsy gesture of her body kneeling in chains, the sweep of her back, the angle of her head. The marks on her wrists become heavy lines; the clamps and their chain a bold, bright slash across her chest. She writes a note below:

“Heat. Fear. Relief. Want. Every part necessary.”

She closes her eyes and lets the sensation linger: the ache in her thighs, the sting where clamps bit, the sticky chill as sweat dries on her skin. She catalogues each hurt, each tremor, each small, hard-won pleasure. In the quiet, she feels herself growing real again—more whole, more certain, even as exhaustion drapes her like a second skin.

She dresses slowly, soft clothes over raw skin. The red duffel is zipped, tools cleaned and stacked, towel shaken out and hung to dry. She tidies the workspace—brushes in a jar, apron rehung, sculpture admired one more time. The rituals are grounding, proof that the world outside is waiting, that she can move through it marked but unbroken.

She checks her face in the mirror—hair tangled, cheeks flushed, eyes bright and unfazed. The woman who stares back looks older, braver, a little wild.

Outside, the sun has slipped below the row of units. The air is cooler, thick with the smells of summer asphalt, cut grass, and the distant tang of car exhaust. She pulls the door shut, feeling the solid, certain click of the lock—a sound that once would have felt like a cage, now a promise.

She stands for a moment under the sky, feeling the city’s pulse, the secret heat of her ordeal thrumming in her bones. She is tired, sore, hungry in ways she cannot name. But she is also alive—newly so, as if the ritual has fired her soul in the same kiln as her art.

Tomorrow she’ll have to explain away the marks, the strange bruises, the stiffness in her walk. She’ll pour herself into her work, into her friendships, into the facade of a woman with everything under control.

But tonight, she carries the memory of sweat and steel, of pain and power, hidden under her clothes and written into her body.

As Marisol drives away, windows down, hair wild in the wind, she is already planning her next escape—another night, another heat, another small death and rebirth, somewhere behind a locked steel door.


Story 40 – Hotel Room Powercut

Evie Hart drags her suitcase down the carpeted corridor, heels catching on the plush pile, the walls painted a shade of neutral luxury that already irritates her. She’s spent the whole day in negotiation—half-smiles, hard stares, too many small victories that feel like nothing now. Every part of her aches to shut the door and be no one, nowhere, just sensation and breath and dark.

The city outside is thick with summer thunder, humid enough that her blouse clings to her ribs. The hotel is a glass-fronted tower, respectable, discreet, promising privacy and Wi-Fi and nothing else. She checks in with a clipped thank-you, barely hearing the concierge’s soft warning: “Storm’s due to hit, miss—let us know if you need anything.”

She takes the elevator alone, watching her reflection multiply and recede in the polished chrome. Forty hours in these clothes, twenty in this persona. She imagines herself as a cut-out—Evie Hart, Product Manager, Guest—assembled in layers, all sharp lines and soft voice and not a single real edge.

Her room is on the eleventh floor, facing the city’s distant haze. When the door thuds shut behind her, she sags for a moment, rolling her neck until it cracks. The air is cool, dry, but the tension in her chest doesn’t leave. She leaves her suitcase by the bed, toeing off her shoes with a low, relieved sigh.

First things first: she draws the curtains, not to block the view, but to hold the city at bay. Next, she unpacks—laptop, charger, suit jacket hung with care, a clutch of branded notepads. She sets her phone to Do Not Disturb, then unzips the small, soft-sided pouch she’s tucked beneath her toiletries. Inside: two silk scarves, a spare leather belt, a tiny, heavy bullet vibe, two zip ties. Her “emergency” kit, she calls it, half a joke, half a lifeline.

This is the part of travel she loves—the anonymity, the liminal hush of a hotel room that is hers only until morning. The rituals matter: everything in its place, every object exactly as she likes it, every pleasure under her own authority. Control, before surrender.

She pours herself a glass of water, sits on the edge of the bed, and lets herself feel the ache behind her eyes, the fizz of adrenaline in her fingertips. She considers the evening ahead—no meetings, no phone calls, no one expecting anything from her except her own need.

She plans the session in her mind: a long shower, undressing with slow intent, binding herself to the chair or bed, using the scarf, the belt, maybe the zip ties if she feels brave. The vibe, of course, for when she’s ready to give in completely. Every part of her body is tense with anticipation, fear, relief.

Lightning flashes outside, a sudden, silent burst of silver over the skyline. She glances at the window, watches the city’s lights flicker in answer. The room feels alive with waiting—the power, the storm, her own restless want.

Tonight, she tells herself, she’ll go further. No safewords, no retreat, just the hotel walls and the dark and the possibility of losing herself completely.

Evie strips off her blouse, standing in the cool air, feeling the goosebumps rise along her arms. She breathes in the scent of rain and ozone, the clean linen, the ghost of a thousand other guests.

For once, she thinks, she doesn’t want to be in control at all.

Evie slips into the bathroom, steam already curling from the tap as she runs a too-hot shower. The mirror fogs in seconds, blurring her outline—a woman unrecognizable without her mask, hair pulled loose, eyes tired but hungry. She peels off her skirt, rolling stockings from her thighs, unhooks her bra. The ritual of undressing is deliberate, almost meditative, as if every clasp and button she unfastens lets her shed another stratum of the day.

Water pelts her back, scalding and sweet. She lets it run until her skin prickles, until her pulse slows, until her shoulders start to loosen. She soaps away the smell of meetings and taxis, scrubs at the tension in her scalp. For once, she lets herself linger, massaging her own neck, tracing the places where she’ll tie herself later.

When she emerges, the storm has rolled closer. Thunder shakes the glass, and rain lashes at the window in uneven sheets. The city’s neon flickers against the grey, puddles reflecting tail lights and street lamps far below.

She towels off and crosses to the bed, skin still damp, hair wild and curling. The room is cold—too cold—and she leaves it that way, loving how the chill on her arms contrasts with the humid press outside. She opens the “emergency” kit, laying out her tools with the same order she uses to prep a business presentation:

– The first silk scarf, smooth and blue, knotted in the middle

– The second, longer, for her thighs or as a gag

– The leather belt, heavy and comforting, doubled to fit around her wrists or ankles

– Two zip ties, set aside for her ankles, their click a promise of finality

– The bullet vibe, tested and humming in her palm, remote checked for battery

– A glass of water, beads of condensation running down the side, placed within easy reach

She sits in the desk chair, tying one scarf to the back, tugging it tight, visualizing how her wrists will fit. She slips the belt through the slats at the foot of the bed, pulls until the leather creaks, then sets it aside. Everything within arm’s length, everything tested and trusted—except the storm, which is beyond her control.

Lightning flares again, closer now, and the thunder that follows rattles the picture frames on the wall. The lights in the corridor flicker, humming with the threat of failure. The possibility unsettles her, sharpens her anticipation—there’s a thrill in knowing that not everything will obey her plans tonight.

She slips into fresh cotton knickers, the fabric soft on her skin, a silk camisole loose over her chest. Her body is still tight with tension, but her limbs feel liquid, electric. She draws the curtains wider, letting the storm light fill the room, the sound of rain thudding against the glass louder than the city itself.

She breathes in the ozone, the scent of hotel soap and linen, and tells herself, Yes. I want to be helpless tonight. I want to risk more.

A final check—remote and vibe working, all knots rehearsed, phone set to silent. The storm is nearly overhead. She can feel its energy vibrating in her teeth, her wrists, the hollow behind her knees.

The first step is surrender.

Evie stands at the edge of the bed, tools arrayed like an altar, heart drumming as the world outside goes dark and wild.

Evie stands at the foot of the bed, belt dangling from her hand, her pulse as loud as the rain on glass. She hesitates, loving the weight of anticipation, how the thunder outside makes every second feel borrowed. The city’s electric glare flickers, lightning turning the room blue-white for a heartbeat, then black again as the clouds swallow the sky.

She slips the belt through the bedframe’s slats, tests the loop with her wrist, then runs her fingers over the silk scarf tied to the chair. Each movement is precise, confident. She is in control—her room, her ritual, her rules.

She props herself on the bed, knees apart, ankles near the footboard. The vibe rests in her palm, already warm from her touch. She places it between her thighs, the remote nestled at her hip. One silk scarf loops her right wrist, the other her left, the knot pressed into her palm. She fastens the belt around her ankles, cinching it until her legs are pinned together, toes barely brushing the crisp duvet. Every sense is alive: the taste of rain on her lips, the icy tingle of AC, the scent of her own skin mingling with ozone.

She is halfway bound—one wrist tied, one free, the anticipation tightening her breath—when the lights vanish with a soft, universal click.

Darkness floods the room. The AC sighs into silence, the green LED on the TV winks out, the city outside is reduced to a flicker of headlamps and faraway emergency strobes. Only the storm has voice now—thunder and the relentless, riotous slap of rain.

Evie freezes, nerves jangling, her mind scrambling to account for the new threat. In her imagination, she sees every possibility: hotel staff knocking, alarms wailing, her own nakedness suddenly visible in every flash of lightning. She swallows, hands trembling, and forces herself to breathe.

For a few seconds, she is paralyzed—caught between frustration and excitement, a wild sense of exposure. She cannot see her own hands, cannot find the phone she left on the desk. The vibe’s remote, battery-powered, still works; she flicks it on and off just to reassure herself, the small vibration a promise in her palm.

Her eyes adjust, outlines emerging: the square of the window, the pale sheet, the shine of her skin. She feels her way by touch, looping the second scarf around her left wrist, knotting it clumsily, everything unfamiliar now. She gropes for the belt at her ankles, checks the tension, then tightens it another notch for certainty’s sake.

She improvises, tying a hair tie around her thumb, a silly, desperate gesture—just for the thrill of being that much more helpless. Her breath is ragged, body tingling with fear and arousal, every sound amplified by the dark.

She cannot see the clock. Cannot know how long she will stay this way. The city is a black sea beyond her window, and her room is a capsule—sealed, silent, intimate as a confession.

For a moment, she almost panics. Then, she leans into it.

She lets the darkness claim her, hands tied, ankles locked, toy buzzing faintly between her thighs.

Tonight, her ritual will answer to no one—not even herself.

Evie’s world has shrunk to touch and sound. The storm presses against the windows; rain lashes in angry waves, and thunder rolls through the bones of the building, rattling her teeth. Inside, the blackout is absolute—her eyes wide open but useless, the only light the occasional, blinding strobe of lightning slicing the room into negatives.

She can feel the sweat cooling on her chest and under her arms, a shiver rippling through her with every gust that slips in around the window frame. The belt bites at her ankles, the silk scarves pull at her wrists. Her body is all boundaries now: thighs tight, calves flexing, shoulders straining against the headboard.

Her hands fumble in the dark, tracing the outline of her own legs, hips, belly. The toy buzzes weakly between her thighs, a steady hum she can’t control—her plan for slow, remote-driven escalation ruined by the blackout. She squeezes it between her legs, clenching harder, trying to force friction, sensation, completion. Instead, every movement feels desperate, unfinished, a tease and a torment.

She rocks her hips, body twisted in the sheets, frustration mounting with every denied attempt. Her breath comes faster, harsh and loud in the dead air. She can’t see the door, can’t reach the glass of water on the nightstand, can’t count the minutes slipping by. The blackout has unmoored her—nothing to anchor her sense of time or place except her own aching need.

Noise outside spikes her tension: a thump from the next room, footsteps in the hallway, the clatter of a service cart rolling by. She freezes, pulse thudding, heart in her throat, as the toy buzzes on. Each sound is a possible threat—a staff member checking rooms, a stranger drawn by the storm, anyone who could discover her bound and exposed in the powerless dark.

Her frustration grows to near-madness. She strains against the ties, grinding down, desperate to come, to escape, to find release in something—pain, pleasure, fear, it doesn’t matter. She’s on the edge, body trembling, every muscle locked in tension, the storm’s fury echoing in her chest.

She mutters curses, bargains with herself, whimpers into the pillow. She is raw, feral, unguarded—a woman stripped to her need, helpless in every way that matters.

Lightning flashes, illuminating her sprawled on the bed: hair wild, arms stretched, knees bent, sweat slicking every inch of skin. She wants, more than anything, to be seen—by herself, by the storm, by some phantom who might open the door and witness her undone.

But the darkness remains total, and she rides its current, caught in the undertow of her own ordeal.

Evie’s arms ache, wrists slick with sweat inside the scarves, muscles trembling with both effort and anticipation. She’s lost all sense of time—only the rumble of thunder and the relentless buzz of the toy between her thighs mark the moments. Her frustration edges into delirium; every throb of her body is tangled with the pulse of the storm outside.

Then, voices echo from the corridor—male and female, brisk and official, their tones raised just enough to carry through the heavy door. “Room check, ma’am! Power status—please answer!” Doors open and close along the hallway, muted greetings and apologies, the thud of staff shoes on thick carpet.

Evie freezes, her heart slamming against her ribs. The possibility of being found helpless, half-naked, tied and breathless, shoots a cold bolt through her that somehow feeds her arousal instead of killing it. She twists in her bonds, trying to tug the sheet higher over her chest, her legs too tightly bound to close.

The footsteps stop outside her room. A knuckle raps hard, authority in every beat. “Miss Hart? Power check!” Her mind blanks, panic and desire a single flash in her brain. She tries to make her voice steady. “Yes! I’m—fine. All okay!” Her words crack, breathless, barely above a whisper.

A pause—she imagines the housekeeper’s hand already on the door, the disaster of being seen, of having to explain. Her wrists burn as she tugs against the scarves, belt digging into her ankles, body arched and trembling on the edge of exposure and climax.

“Thank you, ma’am. Stay put—we’ll restore power soon.” The voices move on, doors thudding and conversation fading into the next room.

Evie lets out a shaky, choked sob, part terror, part giddy relief. Her whole body shakes, sweat running between her breasts, thighs clamped tight around the humming toy. The thrill of almost being discovered tips her need from frustration to wild, gnawing hunger.

She presses her hips down, chasing sensation, grinding into the belt and sheets, head thrown back into the darkness. Every breath is a gasp, every flex of her muscles a plea for more—release, relief, anything to break the spell of helplessness she’s trapped herself inside.

Lightning flashes, and for a split second, she sees herself reflected in the black window: flushed, hair wild, silk cutting into her wrists, the belt straining at her thighs, her body poised at the intersection of fear and want.

The risk has become the fuel. The helplessness, the engine. And with the staff safely past, Evie lets herself fall over the edge, the storm outside peaking in perfect sync with the one inside her.

Evie lies pinned in the blackout, every nerve a live wire. The echoes of the corridor fade, swallowed by thunder and the electric hush inside her chest. For a heartbeat, she does nothing—just feels, just breathes, hands shaking in the silk, ankles fused tight by the belt, thighs slick and trembling around the stubborn buzz of the powerless toy.

She wants to fight. She wants to curse the darkness, to hate the bind she’s put herself in. But something in her has broken loose, and now the loss of control—so total, so real—crashes through her in waves. Her mouth shapes a wordless cry, lost to the heavy air and the wild storm just outside the glass.

She lets her head fall back, hair damp against the pillow, and moves her hips in time with the thunder. The sheets cling to her skin; sweat runs down her temples and over her chest. She is nothing but sensation—hot, desperate, exposed. The storm’s rhythm becomes her own, each flash of lightning a silent demand for more.

She rocks against the belt, the scarves grinding her wrists as she writhes. Every sound—the distant siren, the rumble of rain, the creak of the bed—becomes another hand on her skin, another reminder that she is at the mercy of forces she can’t control. Her body arches, the toy’s weak vibration barely enough, but her mind fills in what’s missing: the fantasy of hands that hold her down, voices that tell her to let go, the world itself closing in and demanding her surrender.

Evie’s gasps turn ragged, tears prickling in the dark, her need so sharp it almost aches. There is nowhere to hide, no one to save her, no rescue coming—only herself, the storm, the relentless dark. And that, somehow, is the final push she needs.

With a final, desperate grind, she comes—body shuddering, breath held, jaw clenched on a silent scream. Her release is violent and tender, a convulsion that shakes her to her bones. The wave wrings her out, leaves her sobbing in relief, sweat cooling on her chest, muscles shaking as the last of her strength drains away.

The blackout holds her like a lover. The world is silent except for the steady beat of her own heart and the storm outside, softer now, the rain easing as if it, too, is spent.

Evie lies limp, wrists burning, belt biting, sheets tangled around her legs. For a long, floating moment, she lets herself drift—unmoored, safe in the dark, wholly claimed by surrender.

Evie lies sprawled in the hush, every muscle loose, sweat cooling in the airless dark. The storm’s rage has spent itself; the room feels quieter, the rain on the window a soft metronome to her slow return. Her body aches in a dozen places—wrists raw in the scarves, thighs lined where the belt pressed, a throbbing fullness low in her belly that’s equal parts satisfaction and fatigue.

For a while, she does nothing but breathe—long, shuddering pulls of air, as if she can draw calm from the oxygen itself. She drifts, dazed and grateful, unsure if she’s been lying there for minutes or hours. The blackout blurs time, unspools the knots of her mind as surely as the scarves did her flesh.

Eventually, the need for comfort cuts through. Her fingers, numb and clumsy, fumble with the knots, working free first one wrist, then the other. The silk comes away damp and twisted, bearing the marks of her struggle. She lets her arms flop to the mattress, wincing as pins and needles race down to her hands.

She lifts her hips, wrestles the belt loose, the leather sticky against her skin, thighs burning as she stretches out. The toy is discarded, sheets and hair tangled, body exposed but for the shroud of darkness.

With shaking hands, she grabs the glass of water, tipping it to her lips. The coolness is jarring, sharp as the first mouthful of air after a long dive. She drinks greedily, wiping her mouth on the back of her wrist, then wraps herself in the hotel robe—soft, oversized, smelling of detergent and someone else’s aftershave.

Still, she doesn’t turn on her phone. She lights the screen only long enough to journal:

“Storm. Blackout. Bound too tight, left alone. Nearly caught—wanted it, feared it. Lost myself and came back softer. Still here, still real. Still me.”

She sits cross-legged on the bed, robe huddled around her, feeling every ache and bruise. She listens to the city’s slow resurrection: a car alarm chirps, a distant engine revs, laughter rising from the street. Life, resuming without her.

Evie closes her eyes and lets the storm’s aftershocks pass through her—grateful, emptied, almost weightless in the dark.

When the power returns, she leaves the lights off, savoring the rare permission to be nothing but a pulse and a memory, safe and unseen.

The city is alive with morning by the time Evie wakes—sunlight prying at the blackout curtains, the hum of air conditioning returned, housekeeping carts rattling in the hall. For a moment, she lies still, robe bunched under her chin, the tangle of sheets a relic of the storm and all she did inside it.

Her body is tender, wrists banded with faint red, thighs striped from the belt, a ghost of ache whenever she moves. She stretches, savoring the soreness—proof of risk, of surrender, of something that belongs to her alone. The memory of the blackout, the pulse of the storm, the helplessness, and the unburdening: it all glows under her skin.

Evie showers quickly, the water stinging over every mark, her hair wet and wild as she dresses. She tucks away the scarves, the belt, wipes down the vibe, all stashed deep in the lining of her suitcase. Her notes from the night before are a coded litany on her phone, locked behind her fingerprint—a record for herself, a story that will outlast even the bruises.

There’s a knock at the door. “Housekeeping!” She answers, voice bright, the perfect business traveller, her smile soft as she tips the attendant. The evidence is gone, every secret packed away, her body the only proof left.

In the mirror, she adjusts her blouse, feeling the ghost of last night with every movement. Her pulse is calmer, her mind steadier, her eyes bright. The mask slips back on easily—Evie Hart, professional, in control—but beneath it, something new lingers: a gentleness, a quiet pride.

She grabs her laptop, reviews her day’s meetings, and slips on her shoes. In the elevator, she stands a little taller, the memory of surrender a secret balm inside her.

As she walks through the lobby and into the morning, the city feels different—sharper, more forgiving. She is marked, but unbowed. Changed, but still herself.

The storm is gone. The world spins on. And Evie steps back into it, carrying the night’s darkness as a talisman—a reminder of what she risked, what she survived, and what she will claim again, in some new, hidden room.


Stay With Me a Little Longer

Thank you for reading Tied to Myself: Volume 5.

If you’re ready for a darker, more playful seasonal turn, the next book in the series is waiting for you.

Next: Tied to Myself: Volume 6 — Festive Restraints

Winter brings ribbons, fairy lights, mistletoe, and the dangerous pleasure of becoming a gift waiting to be unwrapped. Volume 6 keeps the series’ intimate tension and private surrender, but wraps it in festive glamour, snow-lit secrecy, and the charged thrill of holiday ritual.

When you’re ready, keep going. https://a.co/d/0fM0Ko1Y
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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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