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You could still turn back now.

Some paths are easier to leave at the beginning.

After that… they tend to close behind you.

— R. Vale
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Author’s Note

Before we begin…

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

Subscribers receive:

free exclusive stories

early access to new releases

bonus scenes Amazon doesn’t show

reader-only giveaways and sneak previews

Join here:

romanvale.uk/secret

Now… let’s begin.

— Roman Vale


Story 41 – Mistletoe Knot

Cassie Holloway fumbled with her keys in the corridor, giggling under her breath, her body buzzing from cold, champagne, and the illicit charge of a dare still ringing in her ears. The walk home from the office party had left her flushed and breathless, thighs burning from the chill and the memory of laughter echoing down the street. The silk of her red dress clung damply to her hips, a little too short for this kind of December, and her hair—half up, half collapsed into curls—smelled like cheap hairspray, perfume, and someone else’s Christmas body glitter.

Her front door slammed with a musical jangle of keys, the kind that would make her wince tomorrow, but tonight made her snort with delight. The flat was warm, the faint smell of fir candles and vanilla wrapping around her as she stumbled through the hallway, discarding her velvet heels somewhere near the bathroom. Cassie caught herself in the mirror—cheeks strawberry red, mascara smudged at the corners, the snowflake tattoo behind her ear glowing blue in the fairy lights strung above the doorframe.

She grinned. “You look like you’ve been unwrapped already,” she muttered at her reflection, voice still slurred with laughter and Prosecco. Her thighs ached from too much dancing—well, from her own style of dancing, which was half dare, half physical theatre, and all Cassie: wild, flirty, loud. She’d won a round of tequila shots for “best office elf” by hoisting her skirt and showing off the world’s ugliest Christmas socks. She’d accepted every dare, but the last one was still rattling around her head, sticky-sweet as a spilled cocktail.

“Bet you won’t tie yourself up with a bow and post it on the office Slack,” someone had laughed—she thought it was Rupa from Accounts, though she’d already been two gins in. Cassie had grinned and waggled her eyebrows, “I’ll do you one better—next time, I’ll wrap myself and send a present to whoever dares unwrap me.” It had gotten the room hooting, even Jamie from IT had turned a little pink, and she’d owned the spotlight with the easy confidence that only came from being slightly drunk and desperately eager to be adored.

But now, with the noise gone and the world outside stilled by winter, it was just Cassie—alone, vibrating with adrenaline, and hungry for more than the ghosts of cheers.

She peeled off her coat, letting it puddle on the chair, and tossed her party bag onto the bed. The room was a chaotic mess: half-unwrapped Secret Santa gifts, empty glasses smeared with lipstick, the sequinned top she’d rejected for being “too subtle.” Cassie stepped over a tangle of Christmas lights and spotted the big plastic mistletoe trophy from the party, a prize for “Spirit of the Season,” currently wedged into the headboard above her bed. She laughed out loud. “Perfect. You absolute disaster.”

The red silk ribbon—thick, shiny, a little wrinkled from being tied around a wine bottle—had somehow ended up in her bag. She yanked it out, stretching it between her fingers, and shivered as the cool fabric caught the faintest chill from outside. “For Future Cassie, the messiest present,” she declared, throwing herself onto the bed in a flurry of skirts and static. Her thighs stuck together from sweat and movement, stockings rolled halfway down, the gold ribbon choker at her throat pulling tight whenever she shifted.

She sat up, dragging her phone from her purse and propping it on the little tripod she’d bought for “content creation” and only used for drunken selfies. A quick swipe—front camera, Christmas filter, a halo of virtual sparkles—and she was ready. “Okay, gorgeous, time to show the world what you’re made of. Or at least give yourself a laugh tomorrow.” She raised her glass, toasting her own reflection in the phone screen, and took a long, fizzing swallow of warm Prosecco.

The chill of the walk home was fading, replaced by the heady scent of vanilla candle and the underlying tang of her own body—perfume, sweat, a faint arousal she wouldn’t admit out loud. She eyed the ribbons, grinned, and muttered, “What are you waiting for, Holloway? Get yourself gift-wrapped.”

Her hands shook slightly as she cleared a patch on the bed, smoothing the rumpled duvet. She laid out the red ribbon, then the thinner gold one, then glanced up to make sure the mistletoe was dead-centre in the frame. Her mind flicked through the night: Jamie’s shy smile at the bar, the glint in his eyes when she’d promised to “give him something to fix in the New Year,” the way she’d wondered, not for the first time, what he might do if she ever gave him the chance.

Her heart stuttered, a familiar ache blooming in her chest—a cocktail of loneliness, longing, and wild, reckless hope. She wished, more than anything, that someone would actually walk in on her. Not a stranger, not just anyone. Someone who wanted her mess and her drama and her disasters. Someone who’d see her like this—tangled, half-naked, ribbon in her mouth, laugh half-choked by longing—and want to unwrap every last inch.

But that was a story for another night.

For now, she winked at the camera and raised her glass again. “To presents, presence, and being the biggest fucking gift under the tree.”

The first knot would be for the thighs, she decided, the second for the wrists. The gold ribbon, she’d figure out how to stuff in her mouth later—if she dared.

And if not? Well. Maybe Future Cassie would thank her for it. Or at least, not fire her.

The phone’s little red record light blinked, catching Cassie’s attention as she fumbled with the thick red ribbon. She was already narrating for “Future Cassie,” half teasing, half admitting her intentions in a way she’d never dare stone-cold sober. “Alright, step one—wrapping the thighs. Get a close-up, babe. We’re doing this for the Academy.”

She lifted her legs, muscles flexing from too many rugby nights, and looped the silk just above her knees, doubling it for effect. The pressure felt good—taut, a little slippery, biting into flesh in a way that made her shiver. “Like a proper ham,” she murmured, and then snorted, instantly mortified. The camera would catch everything: her nervous giggle, the flush rising from her chest, the trembling in her hands as she tied the knot tight, tested it, tied it tighter.

She shifted, the dress sliding higher, cool air skating along her inner thighs. The gold choker pressed at her throat as she bent forward, her breasts straining against the wrap’s deep V. She reached for the thinner gold ribbon, twisted it twice, and knotted it behind her head before tugging the loose end between her lips—a makeshift cleave gag. The taste was faintly metallic, with a hint of cherry lipstick and the lingering tang of Prosecco. She tried a drunken snarl, “Nofink sayth Chrithmuth likeh thith,” nearly choking herself laughing.

The sensation of helplessness was starting to flicker—something she craved but always managed to keep at arm’s length. She cinched her ankles together, silk biting and holding, then slid herself to the centre of the bed. In the phone’s lens, she was flushed, dress bunched at her hips, thighs parted and bound, one breast nearly slipping free every time she moved.

Her internal monologue, unfiltered and raw, bubbled up. “This is what you want, isn’t it?” she whispered, then said it again, louder, for the camera—like she was daring herself to admit it. “What if Jamie from IT ever saw this? What if you—yeah, you, watching—walked in right now?” Her body clenched at the fantasy, a rush of heat surging low in her belly.

She tried to sound flippant, but the edges kept fraying: “Bet you’d love to see what’s under this bow… God, I wish someone would just—” She bit the words off with the gag, eyes wide, chest heaving, so much more exposed than she’d meant to be.

The silk was delicious against her skin—smooth, cool, yet with a friction that teased every nerve ending raw. She twisted to show off for the camera, thighs flexing, feet arching, the ribbon’s red glowing against her pale skin. Her perfume and sweat mixed in the heated air; she could smell herself now, arousal blooming under the manufactured fir and vanilla, the sex and cheap wine blending in a uniquely Cassie cocktail.

Her head spun. The world seemed far away, the only reality the narrow lens of the phone and the growing tightness at her wrists as she wound the last length of ribbon, slow and deliberate, around and around. She fumbled, wrists together at first, then pushed them behind her back—challenge mode, no going back. The muscle memory of a hundred solo nights took over: twist, pull, double-knot, test for play, then just a little bit tighter, just to see.

Her arms ached almost instantly. Her chest heaved. She grinned drunkenly, squirmed, felt the ribbon bite and realized with a sharp electric thrill that she’d actually done it: locked herself up, bound and gagged, under the world’s cheesiest mistletoe, with a camera rolling and her fantasies spilling out into the air.

Cassie’s head lolled back, wild hair falling across her face. The gold gag was slick now, her mouth working against it. Her voice, muffled and honest, sounded nothing like the performance she’d intended.

“Come on, someone… Unwrap me. Use me up.”

She wriggled, letting herself feel it—every slip of silk, every exposed inch, every filthy, unguarded want. She wasn’t sure if she was putting on a show, or finally showing the world who she was underneath all the jokes and the noise.

For a moment, she forgot the camera, forgot the mess, forgot that tomorrow she’d wake up mortified.

All that mattered was the bite of the ribbon, the ache in her shoulders, the impossible, intoxicating hope that someone—anyone—might see her now and decide she was worth unwrapping.

Cassie’s wrists ached almost as soon as the knot cinched shut behind her back. It was a drunk, lopsided tie—done more for the theatre of it than serious restraint—but somehow she’d caught the tail under the last wrap. She tried a little experimental pull, intending to loosen it, and the ribbon just bit deeper. Her fingers slipped, nails scratching at silk, getting nothing but friction and the sound of her own quickening breath.

The gag, that thin strip of gold ribbon, was soaked with spit now, knotted tight behind her head. She couldn’t push it out with her tongue—she tried, jaw flexing, cheeks burning. A thick, wordless sound leaked out: “Mmmph!” It was too loud in the room, echoing off the bedroom walls and back through her, making her acutely aware of every embarrassing, aroused, helpless thing she’d just done.

The phone on the tripod wobbled precariously as she thrashed. For a dizzy moment, she was convinced it would tumble—send her accidental sex tape careening under the bed, recording her moaning and cursing as she tried to hop across the room in bondage. She could almost see it: herself, ridiculous, one breast fully out, thighs tied, gagged and drooling, sprawled across the carpet in a tragicomic heap. The only thing that saved her was her own restraint. She stayed put, half because she was stuck and half because she was too turned on to move.

The reality of her situation settled like a sheet of ice over the post-party heat. She was, truly, stuck. The ribbon cut into her wrists and thighs, the knot now hidden beneath her hands. The silk around her ankles kept her legs locked wide, and the bunched-up dress had surrendered completely—one breast bare, the other half-covered, nipples aching in the cool air. The hem was hitched up around her hips, knickers long gone, stockings rolled to mid-calf in drunken haste. She could feel her own slickness between her thighs, the kind of raw, needy wet that only came when fear and arousal tangled so tightly she couldn’t tell which was which.

She struggled, half-hearted, then with a rising, genuine panic. Her knees pressed into the rug, already pink and stinging from friction and body heat. The ribbon at her wrists wouldn’t give. Her arms trembled with effort, shoulders starting to burn.

Cassie whined into the gag—frustrated, humiliated, just a bit desperate. She rocked her hips, trying to get any purchase, but the motion only made the silk dig deeper, the dress slip further, the phone’s little red light blink brighter.

Her mind flickered with images: Jamie from IT, seeing her like this. Or Rupa, or worse—her boss. She groaned, shuddered, and for a second thought she might actually come from the sheer overwhelming cocktail of shame and helplessness.

The fairy lights twinkled overhead, reflecting in the sheen of sweat along her collarbone. She was breathing hard, heart thundering, mouth full of gold ribbon and the taste of herself. Her body was rigid, quivering on the edge of something raw and unfamiliar.

Cassie’s laughter—forced, then fading—gave way to a sharp, whining noise as the truth hit:

She really, truly couldn’t get out.

Her toes curled, knees pressing to the bed, and the sound that escaped her was pure, wordless want.

This wasn’t the plan. This was better. Or worse. Or both.

She tipped her head back, hair tumbling wild over her face, eyes wide to the ceiling as if asking the universe for mercy. The camera captured everything—the flush, the panic, the way her hips shifted, seeking friction where there was none to be found.

For the first time, Cassie felt every ounce of the fantasy, and every ounce of the fear. The world had gone silent except for her own breathing, the wet sound of silk against skin, and the impossible, humiliating, inescapable truth:

She was tied, gagged, helpless—

and loving every second of it.

The panic had finally burned itself down to something numb and wet when Cassie, wrists aching, legs cramped, drifted sideways onto the mattress and let her head fall back into the tangle of hair and fairy lights. She was exhausted—the kind of deep, pulsing fatigue that comes after a high, after adrenaline leaves nothing behind but the crash. The gold ribbon gag pressed thickly at the corners of her mouth; she could barely breathe through her nose, jaw slack with surrender. Sweat beaded her chest, the taste of silk and lipstick ghosting on her tongue.

She wriggled, tried again for the knot at her wrists, and the red ribbon only dug in tighter. It was pointless, humiliating, and weirdly peaceful, the fight gone out of her for the moment. She stared blearily up at the oversized plastic mistletoe tacked above the headboard, its fake berries twinkling with the reflection of her phone’s dying LED. She let out a muffled, exhausted groan and closed her eyes.

Somewhere in the room, her phone beeped—a final warning as the battery died. Cassie, half-asleep, barely noticed. The fairy lights clicked into “night mode,” shifting from festive gold to a cool, quiet blue. She sagged, let her knees fall wide, the ribbons around her thighs and ankles slick and tight with sweat and her own arousal. The house was utterly silent except for her slow, wet breathing.

She fell asleep like that—gagged, bound, half-naked under the mistletoe, the camera’s lens catching every inch of red ribbon and flushed skin and messy, ruined dignity.

It was the blinding white pulse of her phone alarm that dragged Cassie back from the edge of dreams. She woke disoriented, mouth dry, the ache in her jaw and wrists a brutal, pulsing throb. For a moment, she couldn’t remember where she was, or why she was so cold, or why her thighs were burning. Then the memories tumbled back: the party, the dare, the camera, the tightness at her wrists, the gold ribbon half-chewed at the corner of her lips.

She groaned, wrenching her arms awkwardly, wriggling her jaw until the gag finally slipped loose. Saliva pooled on the pillow. She spat the ribbon out, coughing, and gasped for air—sweaty, mortified, shivering. Her legs were tingling from the lack of circulation, hands nearly numb. She twisted and pulled until the bow at her wrists finally slipped loose, and she was free, red and white indentations ringing her skin, ankles and thighs as marked as her dignity.

Cassie flopped onto her back, head pounding, and reached for her phone, cursing as the dying battery flickered. The phone screen blared a flurry of notifications—Slack, email, a “Work Drive Upload Complete” banner that glowed, malicious and surreal, across the top of the lock screen.

Her stomach lurched. She scrolled in a panic, heart stuttering as she saw the timestamp on the video—her video, the one she’d made for “Future Cassie.” The one where she’d giggled and cursed and moaned and begged for someone to come and unwrap her.

The one that had auto-synced, as every photo and video on her phone did, to the company’s “shared” folder overnight.

The breath left her lungs. Cold sweat trickled down her chest, heart thumping like a fist in her ribs. She fumbled through the interface, fingers shaking, praying to every god that ever had a Christmas that nobody would have seen it yet—that maybe she could delete it before it was too late.

But her mind was already ahead of her, sick with shame and a strange, dizzy arousal. She saw it all in her head: Jamie from IT opening the folder. Rupa’s sly grin. Even her boss, stone-faced, seeing every flushed, tied-up, wild-eyed second.

She was exposed, not just in her bedroom but everywhere that mattered. She was as helpless now, under the cold blue light of morning, as she had been bound and gasping under the mistletoe.

Cassie bit her lip, jaw trembling. She was horrified. She was humiliated.

And some secret part of her was still—achingly—turned on.

She lay there for a long, paralyzed moment, the phone hot in her hand, the marks on her skin proof that every shameful thing had been real.

Outside, the city went about its Christmas business. Cassie curled tighter in the wreck of her duvet, heart pounding, breath shaking.

This was a nightmare.

This was a dream.

And, in an hour, someone was going to knock on her door.

The knock came just as Cassie had finally managed to untangle herself from the worst of the ribbons, her thighs still banded with red silk, wrists streaked with angry pink indentations. She’d managed to yank her dress down enough to cover one breast, hair a wild mess across her face, when the buzzer shrieked through the silence.

For one wild, hopeless moment, she thought of pretending she wasn’t home. Then the panic overtook her, and she stumbled to the intercom, pressing the button with a trembling finger. “Hello?” she croaked, voice raw.

Jamie’s voice, thin but unmistakable, crackled back. “Cassie? It’s—uh, it’s Jamie. From IT. There’s, um, a small emergency. Can I come up?”

Her stomach fell through the floor. She glanced at the phone, saw the “Work Drive” notification staring at her like an accusation. “One sec!” she yelped, bolting to the bed, grabbing the nearest cardigan—neon pink, missing a button—and wrapping it around herself like a shield.

The knock came again before she’d made it to the door. Cassie opened it a crack, peering out with the bravado of a cornered animal. Jamie stood there, windblown and anxious, holding a battered messenger bag and looking everywhere except at her.

He cleared his throat. “Hey. I, um. I think there’s a file you might want to… remove? It got synced to the team folder last night.” His cheeks flamed red. He looked down, and his eyes caught—just for a moment—on the red ribbon still tied around her thigh, peeking from under the hem of her dress.

Cassie froze, mortification and a bizarre, prickling hope warring inside her. She stepped back, silent invitation, letting him into the wreck of her bedroom. The fairy lights glowed, mistletoe hung askew, the camera still perched on the tripod like an accusation. The ribbons—red, gold—trailed from the bed and her own body, impossible to explain.

Jamie closed the door behind him, hesitated, then blurted, “Do you want me to just… handle the file? Or—” He swallowed, eyes soft, cautious. “Do you need help with… anything else?”

It was the way he asked it—gentle, not assuming, eyes never lingering too long, voice trembling at the edges. Cassie’s panic receded, replaced by something sharp and urgent. She nodded, biting her lip. “Both,” she managed. “I can’t… seem to get this last knot out.” She thrust her wrist toward him, the ribbon still twisted tight, pink skin bared.

Jamie’s hands hovered, hesitated. “Is it okay if I…?” he murmured, already reaching for the knot, fingers careful but clumsy, skin warm against hers. The touch was electric. He tried not to look at the marks—at her exposed thigh, at the places the ribbon had left Cassie raw and beautiful—but his eyes kept drifting, caught between awe and concern.

He fumbled with the knot, nerves making him clumsy. His fingers brushed her wrist, her pulse hammering beneath his thumb. “Jesus, Cass, you really went for it,” he whispered, half-admiring, half-shocked.

Cassie snorted, the sound a mix of embarrassment and relief. “If you saw the video, I guess you know my dirty little secret now,” she tried to joke, but her voice was shaky, vulnerable.

Jamie paused, fingers still pressed to her skin. He looked up at her, dark eyes wide behind his glasses. “You looked…” He trailed off, blush rising, then squared his shoulders. “You looked incredible. I—” He swallowed. “I didn’t watch all of it. Just enough to know I should come delete it myself. But… I wanted to make sure you were okay.”

Something unspooled inside Cassie at that. She realized she wasn’t ashamed—not really. Not with him looking at her like this, careful and hungry all at once. “Thanks,” she whispered. “For coming over. And for… not being a dick about it.”

He laughed, shoulders relaxing a fraction. “I mean, IT support covers all kinds of emergencies.” He finished untying the ribbon, hands lingering for a moment longer than necessary, thumbs brushing the welts on her skin. The charge in the air was unmistakable now—her half-wrapped, half-naked and ruined, him standing over her, fingers trembling but steady.

“Do you want coffee? Or… should I just let you get back to… whatever this is?” she asked, half defiant, half terrified he’d leave.

Jamie smiled, small and sly. “I should probably delete that file before you become a legend in Accounts Payable.” He pulled out his laptop, but his eyes never really left her.

Cassie watched him, feeling seen—truly, messily seen—for the first time in months. The panic faded, replaced by a throb of anticipation. She wrapped the cardigan tighter, hiding nothing.

“Do your worst,” she teased, and Jamie, for once, didn’t look away.

Jamie set his laptop on the edge of the bed, hands a little unsteady as he navigated to the company drive. “You really know how to make a Monday interesting,” he tried to joke, but his voice caught as Cassie sank onto the bed next to him—still half in her cardigan, ribbons trailing from her thighs, dress bunched so high that most of her legs were bare.

For a second, it was just the two of them breathing—the winter air from the cracked window, Cassie’s quick little gasps, Jamie’s long, controlled exhale as he tried not to look too closely at the marks on her skin. She leaned forward, the cardigan slipping off her shoulder, letting him see the flush at her collarbone, the faint glimmer of sweat on her chest. She caught him staring. Instead of pulling away, she let her knees fall open a little wider, gold ribbon choker shining against her throat.

“Did you get what you came for?” she asked, voice low, both teasing and dangerous.

Jamie’s hands hovered over the laptop. He was supposed to be fixing her problem, deleting the file, restoring order. But the images from the video—the way she’d arched, the way she’d begged behind the gag, the way she’d offered herself—were playing behind his eyes, making it impossible to focus. His mouth was dry. “I, uh…” He swallowed. “You looked… incredible. I mean, you always do, but…”

She watched his hands, the way his long fingers fidgeted with the ribbon at her wrist, the way his breath stuttered every time their skin touched. “You can finish unwrapping me, if you want,” she whispered. “I promise there aren’t any more knots. Just… me.”

He hesitated, searching her face for any hint of doubt. She reached out, caught his hand, and guided it to her thigh, pressing his palm to the mark the ribbon had left. Her skin was hot, her pulse wild. “I want you to,” she said softly.

Jamie’s restraint cracked. He slipped his hand up her thigh, fingers shaking as he untied the last of the red silk, sliding it free and letting it pool onto the duvet. Cassie shivered, eyes half-lidded, chest rising and falling as he traced the pink lines the ribbon had left across her skin.

He leaned in, slow, waiting for her to stop him, but she didn’t—she met him halfway, breath warm on his lips, the taste of yesterday’s wine and morning-after need. The kiss was messy, desperate, both of them shaking a little with nerves and too much adrenaline. Cassie wrapped her arms around his neck, pressing her body flush to his, the dress falling away, nothing but gold choker and tangled hair and the raw honesty of her want.

Jamie’s hands roamed over her, fingers mapping every mark, every trembling muscle. He kissed the inside of her wrist, tongue flicking over the welt left by the ribbon, then her thigh, her shoulder, her collarbone. Cassie’s head fell back, a little laugh escaping her, part joy, part disbelief.

“You ever fantasise about this?” she murmured. “Coming to the rescue? Finding the girl all tied up, just waiting for you?”

Jamie looked up, eyes dark with hunger and affection. “All the fucking time,” he admitted, voice rough.

She grinned, dragging him back to her with a playful bite at his jaw. “Then don’t be gentle.”

He wasn’t—not completely. His mouth found her breast, her stomach, his hands pulling her hips forward, both of them laughing and gasping, the mess and the chaos only making it sweeter. She pushed her knee between his legs, found him already hard, his hands slipping under her dress to spread her open, to claim what had been so on display in the video.

There was no rush—just exploration, wonder, a kind of greedy gratitude in every touch. Jamie paused, giving her space, but Cassie shook her head, wordless, hips pressing forward, asking for more. His lips returned to her wrists, his fingers tracing the rawness there, and she shivered, a wave of sensation rolling through her, the memory of helplessness turning into something intimate, shared, deliriously safe.

“Is this okay?” he murmured, hand curling around her thigh, thumb pressing into the softest, most tender place the ribbon had marked.

Cassie nodded, voice breaking with pleasure and need. “God, yes. Don’t stop.”

She felt him everywhere: tongue and teeth and fingers, lips on her bruised wrists, his own breath coming ragged now as he finally let go. She came first, noisy and unguarded, a raw cry muffled by his shoulder. He followed, not long after, eyes locked on hers, hand still gripping the red ribbon, as if he could tie her to this moment forever.

After, they lay tangled together, breathing hard, sweat drying on their skin, the flat smelling of pine and sex and leftover candle. Jamie kissed her forehead, thumb still tracing lazy circles over the marks he’d made, and Cassie laughed, sudden and real.

“You’re going to delete that file, right?”

He smiled, wicked and sweet. “Already gone. This is just between us.”

She grinned, pulling the duvet over both of them. “Good. Because you still owe me breakfast. And maybe a rematch.”

Jamie’s laugh was pure relief. “Next time, I’m bringing my own ribbon.”

The midday light filtering through Cassie’s window was soft and forgiving, painting everything gold—the mess of ribbons scattered on the floor, the wilted mistletoe above her bed, the lazy curls of her hair now haloed around Jamie’s arm. They lay together in the tangle of sheets and discarded clothes, the air heavy with the spent sweetness of sex, vanilla candle, and the wilder tang of skin on skin.

For a long moment, neither moved. Jamie’s thumb traced slow, absent-minded patterns over the marks on Cassie’s wrist, still visible even as her skin began to fade from cherry-red to a gentler pink. She felt strangely light—drained, a little sore, but not fragile. Not after this. The fear and shame had burned off, leaving a humming kind of satisfaction in their wake.

She shifted, turning so her head fit neatly into the crook of his shoulder. “You really deleted it, right?” she murmured, half teasing, half checking for the third time.

Jamie laughed, soft and close. “Three times. From the drive, the recycle bin, and my own memory. If Accounts gets it now, they’ll have to reconstruct it from fairy dust.” He reached for his phone, snapped a quick photo—Cassie, tousled and grinning, her wrist twined in a loose red bow. He showed it to her, eyes shining with private mischief. “For you. Private backup only.”

She grinned, pressing a kiss to his jaw. “Next time, let’s just make the file together.”

He nuzzled into her, fingers slipping under the duvet to ghost over the lingering bite of silk at her thigh. “Next time, I want a turn being the present. Or at least tying the knots myself.”

She stretched, luxuriating in the soreness, the comfort, the feeling of being utterly seen—not just witnessed in her chaos, but wanted for it. She glanced up at the bed, the ridiculous mistletoe drooping where the thumbtack was starting to give. “I think that thing’s cursed,” she said, laughing. “Or maybe magic. You decide.”

Jamie leaned over, plucked the fake mistletoe from the headboard, and twined it into a bow around his wrist. “IT support—full service. You break it, I fix it.” He brandished the bow like a trophy, then set it carefully on her nightstand, a small promise made visible.

A while later, when he left for his own flat, he texted her a photo: the mistletoe bow perched next to his mug at work, the caption reading,

IT support: any time, any place.

Cassie held her phone, thumb brushing the screen, and felt the last of her old shame dissolve. She’d been exposed, yes—but also unwrapped, unhidden, let loose into something bigger than the dare or the joke or even the humiliation. She’d wanted to be seen, and she was—and she was wanted, too.

She tied a bit of leftover ribbon around her own wrist, a private badge.

Next time, I’ll bring the present to you, she texted back.

Somewhere between the panic and the aftermath, Cassie realized she wasn’t alone at all.

The rest of Christmas was still waiting, wild and possible and deliciously uncertain.


Story 42 — Snowed-In Circuit

Robin Grant pressed her face to the foggy window of the cabin, watching the Yorkshire dusk thicken with snow. The world outside was utterly silent, save for the wind threading through the frozen birches. White flakes swirled against the glass in hypnotic patterns, sticking, drifting, piling up in blue-shadowed drifts across the garden path. In her mind, the world beyond that silent white-out simply ceased to exist.

She set her duffel bag by the door, shoulders relaxing for the first time in weeks. In this strange hush, the only sounds were the wet crackle of the woodstove, the whirring hum of the cabin’s little server rack, and her own footsteps padding across cold hardwood in thick, mismatched socks. She peeled off her boots, flexing her toes—big, expressive, unpainted except for one chipped navy nail on her right foot. Her calves were dusted with winter stubble, the skin a deep, warm brown that seemed to soak up the firelight and throw it back with every step.

Robin moved with a compact grace, the bounce of a lapsed athlete still shaping her stride. Her thighs—dimpled, muscled, perpetually restless—brushed softly as she walked, the runner’s scars along her shins peeking above the festive socks (“Property of Greg,” they read, the only thing she’d kept from that disaster of a Valentine’s). Her thermal shorts hugged hips wider than she’d admit in a selfie, the waistband brushing the faint, secret birthmark above her left hipbone.

The air inside the cabin was laced with pine and old, clean wood, the metallic tang of electronics buzzing under it all. Robin breathed deep, nostrils flaring, savoring the unfamiliar quiet. She caught her reflection in the big standing mirror at the foot of the bed—shoulders squared, high cheekbones shadowed by the flicker of the stove. Her hair was cropped tight on the sides, grown long and wild on top, the streak of silver glinting beneath her blue-lens glasses, which she perched on her head out of habit. A tiny tattoo—binary code, her own birthdate—peeked just above the line of her sherpa hoodie, left open to reveal a bralet-style thermal vest and a chest that was compact, high, and real, nipples dark and bare beneath the soft cotton, piercings removed for the season.

She ran her long, bitten nails through her hair, forcing a slow exhale. “Right,” she muttered, voice low, almost androgynous, echoing in the stillness. “First rule of snowed-in: Control your environment.” It was half mantra, half apology to no one. She liked the feeling of command—the way tech bent to her will, apps responding with obedience no one else ever seemed to offer. She was the “fun friend” in every group, the boss in every freelance chat, but here—alone—she was just a woman with too much energy and nowhere to put it except the carefully programmed rituals she called self-care and her therapist called “craving to let go.”

Robin unpacked slowly: tablet, laptop, charger brick, powerbank, a Bluetooth vibe in matte black, padded leather cuffs with gleaming D-rings, a small magnet “emergency” lock (“Don’t get cocky,” she muttered), and the spreader bar she’d ordered after one too many nights of reading forums about “serious” self-bondage. She set everything out on the thick grey duvet, arranging them with the precision of an altar—vibe next to cuffs, cuffs beside bar, all within reach of the bedside Alexa hub. The voice assistant’s light pulsed softly, waiting for her next command.

She padded to the little kitchen, made a mug of hot chocolate, and watched the snow swirl from the counter. The steam curled up, mingling with the faint scent of jasmine she’d sprayed on the pillow—a small, secret indulgence, a reminder of a night she’d never quite outgrown. She took a sip, closing her eyes, letting the sweetness dissolve on her tongue, and made a voice note for her best friend:

“Arrived alive, snow is insane, settling in for some actual unplugging. I’m officially off-grid—except for my toys. Wish me luck.”

Her hands never stopped moving—fiddling with the mug, tapping her phone, stroking the soft fleece at her hip. She bit her thumbnail, flexed her toes, felt the tingle of anticipation just beneath her skin. The hush was so thick it felt like pressure, her own breath the only thing she could hear.

Robin surveyed her “safety protocols,” checking the magnet lock under the mattress, triple-testing the battery in the vibe, plugging in the hub with a proprietary adapter just in case. She set up the cuffs at the corners of the bed, spreader bar ready at the foot, harness laid out on the mirror-side. She propped her phone on the dresser—set to record, just in case—and caught her own eye in the glass, eyebrows raised, lips parted, a question unspoken.

“Wish you could see me now,” she said softly, to no one. The low husk of her own voice made her shiver. “Would you even want me helpless?” Her skin pebbled instantly, nipples hard under the vest, goosebumps lifting everywhere the chill crept in from the glass. The binary tattoo over her collarbone tingled in the cold.

She glanced at her own body: the sinew of her thighs, the small scar at her belly, the flush high on her cheeks. She liked what she saw, even if she only let herself look when alone. She wrapped her arms around her chest, holding herself tight for one last moment.

This was why she did it—why she needed the cuffs, the code, the illusion of danger in a world where she was always the one in charge.

She wanted to surrender. But only if she could write the script.

The wind rattled the glass. Snow fell heavier, muting the world to nothing.

Robin set her mug down, took a breath, and began to lay out the pieces of her next ritual—every inch of her skin, every wire, every button, perfectly, precisely, under her control. For now.

The storm outside had swallowed the last of the blue light, leaving the cabin cocooned in a hush so deep it felt sacred. Robin moved with a new deliberateness, the same nervous energy she’d once spent on a starting block now channeled into the intricate ballet of self-restraint. The setup was its own kind of foreplay: every snap, click, and drag of leather a promise to her body that, for the next hour, she would not be the one in charge.

She double-checked the magnet emergency release tucked beneath the headboard—her failsafe, and now just another puzzle piece in the dance between fear and thrill. Then she checked her phone:

Routine: Warm-Up

Settings: Vibe Level 2; Music—Chillwave playlist; Lights—dim; Cuff locks—5 minutes staggered.

Robin sat on the edge of the bed, running her hands along the spreader bar, knuckles brushing her bare thighs. Her muscles flexed with memory as she hooked the cuffs around her ankles, the wide black leather closing with a muted click. The bar forced her legs apart, stretching her thighs, exposing the birthmark on her hip and the faded white scar at her knee. The cold metal of the bar bit into her skin, intensifying the contrast with the warmth of the heavy quilt and the jasmine scent rising from the pillow.

She shrugged out of her hoodie, leaving only the bralet and shorts, skin prickling as the draft from the window crawled over her belly, tightening her nipples. She adjusted the harness—thick elastic bands that pressed the vibe snug against her, trapping it at the perfect angle. She threaded the remote wirelessly through the app, tested the buzz, let it hum for a second between her legs, and shivered at the sensation: deep, insistent, a vibration she’d programmed to ramp up with every cycle.

The mirror at the foot of the bed caught her image—muscles tense, arms strong, hands trembling ever so slightly as she attached the wrist cuffs to the bedposts above her head. Her shoulders stretched, biceps flexing, the angle baring her chest, the binary tattoo at her collarbone, the slope of her neck, mouth already parted as she watched herself.

She spoke aloud, voice a low murmur, half-chiding, half-lustful: “Showtime, Grant. Let’s see if you can handle what you built.” The husk in her tone surprised her—a voice reserved for lovers, or dreams.

She crawled to the centre of the bed, the spreader bar making her move wide and slow, almost animal. Her knees pressed into the quilt, her feet flexing, toes curling as she found her position—legs spread, hips tipped up, vibe pressing harder between her lips. Her heart beat steady but quick. She clipped the cuffs at her wrists to the bedposts, flexed once, tested their give. The D-rings jangled, a metal lullaby. The leather bit at her skin, padding thick enough to promise marks without pain.

One last check—phone in reach, magnet release within range, Alexa hub glowing a patient green. She started the routine with a tap.

The cabin transformed in a breath:

The music kicked in, soft pulses of synths. The lights dimmed to a muted gold, turning Robin’s skin to bronze and shadow. The vibe began to hum, slow, teasing. Her hands—long, callused, nails bitten—fisted reflexively, body tensing in the echoing hush. The cuffs pulled her arms wide, her chest arching, her bralet sliding high enough to bare a nipple to the mirror and the cold air. The spreader bar kept her hips open, helpless, skin alive with anticipation.

She closed her eyes, feeling the first hints of surrender: the give of the cuffs, the ache at her joints, the toy’s low promise just starting to build. The jasmine scent mingled with the metallic ozone from the electronics, the sweet heat of her own arousal rising. She wriggled, feeling the friction of cotton over her nipples, the slickness gathering between her thighs, the faint chill of winter crawling up her legs where the quilt gapped open.

Her voice, when it came, was barely more than a moan. “Wish you could see me now. Would you even want me helpless like this?”

The automation did not answer. But in the hush, the click and hum of her own system was answer enough:

For once, she had surrendered. For now, she’d written a script she didn’t have to control.

Robin opened her eyes, staring at herself in the mirror—a woman bound, stretched, flushed, mouth open with need. For a moment, the world was nothing but pulse, and promise, and the edge of something she might not be able to take back.

The first flicker of the lights barely registered—a shiver across the ceiling, a hiccup in the music, the voice assistant’s glow pulsing a nervous yellow instead of green. Robin, suspended between tension and release, barely opened her eyes. The cuffs bit sweetly at her wrists, the spreader bar held her legs open, the vibe thrummed deep and low against her clit, exactly as programmed. Sweat beaded along her breastbone, pooling in the hollow above her flat stomach. Her hips rocked against the harness, the elastic bands digging into her skin with every grind.

Then the playlist cut out. Silence slammed into the room.

For a moment, the only sound was her own heavy breathing and the faint buzz of the vibe—until that, too, faltered, stuttered, then surged back on at a higher setting. The hum was deeper, more insistent, a jump to the “max” she’d reserved for the end of the routine.

Robin’s eyes snapped open. The lights strobed once, twice, then settled into a sickly half-darkness. The mirror at the foot of the bed reflected her confusion: body splayed, chest flushed, eyes wide and gleaming with a confusion edged with fear.

“Alexa, stop routine,” she said, voice cracking. Nothing. The hub’s green light blinked frantically, unresponsive. “Alexa, end session.” No reply. Her hands flexed, the leather cuffs biting harder. The chill from the window crept over her thighs, making the heat at her core feel even sharper, meaner. The vibe buzzed on, relentless, notched higher than she’d ever allowed it to go alone.

Her breath fogged in the chill, heart pounding. She glanced at her phone—screen dark, unresponsive, the smart-home app frozen with a little spinning wheel of death. “Shit. Shit—come on.” She twisted at her wrists, trying to reach the emergency magnet release under the headboard, but the bed’s movement had shifted it half an inch out of range.

The cuffs clinked and creaked, the spreader bar holding her open. Every time she struggled, the vibe pressed harder, the harness forcing every involuntary movement into pleasure. Her thighs trembled. Sweat slicked her lower back, jasmine and cotton and skin heated and alive.

Robin tried to control her panic, tried to fall back on the rituals that always kept her safe: check escape, check the backup, check the failsafe. But the automation was running wild, routine looped and glitched, every “off” command feeding back into “increase intensity.” The music restarted with a crash of synths, lights flashed, and the voice assistant chirped a cheerful, robotic “Enjoy your session!” that felt like mockery.

She groaned, back arching as the vibe’s pulse grew erratic—now high, now pulsing, now vibrating so hard her hips jerked involuntarily. A cold drop of sweat slid down the curve of her neck. Her nipples tightened, pebbling in the draft. She gasped, trying to reason with the tech, as if her own system would suddenly obey out of sympathy. “End. The. Fucking. Scene.”

But the only answer was the inhuman hum of the vibe and the steady, pitiless clink of steel as she pulled against the cuffs, spread open to the empty room, sweat-streaked and helpless.

A new terror mingled with the want: real helplessness. The automation was supposed to be the game—the illusion. But now she was actually stuck, at the mercy of her own code, her own design.

Wasn’t this what you wanted? The question echoed inside her, as the lights flickered, the playlist looped, and the pleasure swelled against her will.

Her body was shaking, muscles fluttering with the strain of holding on, arousal blooming into something fierce and uncontrollable. The scent of sweat, jasmine, and slick filled the air, the mirror catching her image—stripped, desperate, skin gleaming, legs stretched wide, chest heaving, pupils blown wide with a blend of fear and lust.

Robin twisted again, breath coming in short, hot pants. She realized her only hope was to last until the system rebooted or the storm outside broke—whichever came first.

Until then, she was just a body trapped in a circuit of her own making, the line between play and peril erased by one perfect, inescapable glitch.

Robin’s body was a live wire. Every muscle thrummed with effort, and every twitch of her hips sent a fresh pulse of vibration straight through her. The harness pressed the vibe so hard against her clit she couldn’t think—only feel, only endure. Her thighs strained, spread wide by the bar, the ligaments pulling at the joints, muscles trembling in protest and need.

She couldn’t stay still. The cuffs held her arms stretched high, shoulders beginning to ache, triceps quivering as she instinctively tried to pull free. Each twist bit the leather harder against her wrists—she could feel the first warm, prickling bite of friction burn where the D-rings had started to shift. Her hands clenched and unclenched, fingers tingling from lack of movement, the blood pulsing in her palms with every frantic heartbeat.

The room was a whirl of sensations:

The slick heat between her thighs, her pussy swollen, lips parted and slick, every movement of the vibe sending a new electric burst through her pelvis.

The cold air pricking her skin, raising goosebumps down her flanks and over the tops of her breasts, making her nipples pebble even harder—so sensitive that the slightest graze of cotton sent jolts through her chest.

Sweat gathered in the small of her back, trickling along the waistband of her shorts, the fabric now twisted and damp, clinging to the curve of her ass.

Her legs shook uncontrollably, the spreader bar making every tremor visible in the taut, flexed muscles of her thighs and calves. She could feel her feet arching and flexing, toes curling so hard her insteps cramped.

She tried—over and over—to shift, to wriggle, to get some angle of relief, but the bar and cuffs kept her helpless. The more she fought, the more the toy pressed home, the harder the harness dug into her flesh.

Her breathing came in high, rapid pants, each inhale rattling in her chest, each exhale fogging in the cold. Her face was flushed, mouth open and wet, a thin strand of drool sliding from one corner as she bit her lip against a rising whimper.

The mirror at the end of the bed gave her a full, unfiltered view: her skin glazed with sweat, stomach sucked in tight, ribs showing with every gasp. She could see the shadows of her muscles shifting, the tension in her neck, the wild gleam in her eyes. Her hair was sticking up at odd angles, a dark halo around her head, the streak of silver at her temple plastered to her brow by sweat.

“Fuck—oh fuck—” The words tore out, half-growled, half-pleading. Her hips tried to buck but found no give, only a new friction where the vibe’s curve pressed mercilessly into her clit and lower lips. She could feel herself dripping, wetness pooling beneath her, making the harness slippery, her thighs gliding against each other with every wriggle.

The vibe’s loop seemed to sync with her panic: just as she thought she might tip over the edge, the setting would pulse higher, throbbing deep, a rhythm that stole every ounce of control from her. Her body began to betray her—her stomach tightened, her legs stiffening as orgasm threatened, nerves lit with a heat that bordered on pain.

She thrashed, shoulders burning, wrists screaming against the cuffs, toes flexed so hard she thought the socks might rip. Her vision blurred, sparks floating at the corners, breath coming faster, body locked in a pattern of arching, bucking, and helpless, humiliating surrender.

Her scent filled the room—sweat, sex, jasmine, fear. The air was heavy, stifling, the taste of metal and salt sharp on her tongue. Every sense was overloaded, no part of her untouched. Her skin sang with the friction of cotton, leather, cold, and heat.

“Please—please—” she sobbed, not sure if she was begging the system to stop or for her body to finally let go.

The vibe pulsed again, hard and sudden, and her entire body seized.

Her orgasm crashed through her like a thunderclap—muscles convulsing, back arching so hard her shoulders nearly left the bed, every joint straining against the bonds. Her hips jerked, clit throbbing so hard it almost hurt, the wave of sensation ripping a raw, broken cry from her throat. The spreader bar rattled, wrists yanked at the D-rings, the whole bed creaking with the violence of her release.

She sagged, shaking, body limp but still held taut by cuffs and bar, every nerve ending aflame. The vibe kept buzzing, ignoring her climax, driving her into a fresh cycle of overstimulation and need. She whimpered, muscles fluttering, feeling tears slide hot down her face as she gasped for air, every inch of her skin burning.

And still, the loop continued—leaving Robin Grant trapped, trembling, utterly wrung out, yet forced to ride the edge of helpless pleasure and frantic, electric exhaustion as the storm outside raged on.

The world had shrunk to sweat and sensation, her pulse roaring in her ears, skin hot and slippery everywhere the air touched her. Robin’s body trembled so hard the bed creaked beneath her, every muscle slick with exertion and overstimulation. Beads of sweat traced down her forehead, dripping into her eyebrows, salty and stinging. Her cheeks were wet, flushed dark and wild. Sweat pooled at her collarbones and ran down between her breasts, tickling as it slid down her stomach, soaking into the waistband of her shorts before it was wicked away by the mattress.

Her armpits were damp, the soft hair there saturated, a musky edge to her scent that mingled with the heavier jasmine in the pillow. The small of her back was drenched, the sheet beneath her gone dark with sweat and slick where her ass pressed into the bedding. Every shift of her hips dragged a cool ribbon of wetness—her own arousal, mixed now with sweat—across her inner thighs and the edge of the spreader bar, so that the metal was slippery when her calf bumped it.

She felt sweat drip from her scalp, her short hair pasted to her temples, the silver streak nearly invisible beneath the sheen of moisture. Her lips tasted of salt and fear and effort; she licked them again and again, the corners of her mouth sticky, chin shining in the faint light.

Her skin was glowing—everywhere. Knees glistening, ribs slick, thighs shining and twitching under the strain.

She yanked desperately at the wrist cuffs, her hand sliding in its own sweat, finally slipping out with a sharp sting as the damp leather gave way. The released hand left a bright red band around her wrist, slick and raw, sweat and friction mingling in the painful relief.

Rolling onto her side, she moved awkwardly, every contact with the sheets a sticky, electrified jolt. Her thighs remained helplessly spread, sweat and slick cooling on her inner skin, the scent of sex thick in the room, layered over the electronics’ faint ozone.

Her other wrist still trapped, she reached for the laptop, sweat-slick fingers nearly fumbling it to the floor. The plastic was cold under her hand, but soon became tacky from her own heat and moisture as she typed with two shaking, wet fingers.

The vibe still pressed home, the harness now soaked, elastic bands digging into her hips, skin damp and sensitive beneath. Every involuntary grind made a faint, obscene squelch, drawing another moan from deep in her throat. The wet sound was matched by the hiss of her own panting breath, air sharp in her nose, sweat beading above her lip, a thin stream sliding down her neck.

She cursed, wiping her forehead with the back of her free hand, leaving a streak of damp across her brow. Her chest was heaving, ribs expanding and collapsing, every exhale leaving a patch of fog on the laptop’s screen.

The second orgasm broke over her suddenly, hard and hot, sweat springing anew from her pores, running in rivulets over her face, down her breasts, soaking her waistband, matting her pubic hair. She was drenched—every inch of her.

When she slumped, half on the bed, half dangling, her entire body steamed in the cold air, skin gleaming, her thighs smeared with sweat and her own come. The cold hit her in waves, making the aftershocks come in shudders, her nipples hard as pebbles, the sweat chilling instantly in the open air.

Her palm left a wet print on the desk as she typed in the last commands, the keys damp under her touch. Her heart pounded against her chest, skin thrumming, the relief of silence as the vibe finally died making her body sag, boneless and spent, into the sticky, tangled sheets.

Her mouth hung open, jaw slack, sweat dripping from her chin to the pillow. Robin let out a laugh—half sob, half wild animal noise—her body a shining, used-up monument to what real, merciless surrender felt like.

For a long moment, Robin couldn’t move. Her body was a trembling mess: sweat cooling on her skin, hair matted and damp, thighs still trembling and splayed wide by the bar. Her breath came in great, ragged pulls, chest and ribs aching with the exertion, every inhale laced with the taste of salt, metal, and jasmine. She was sprawled half on, half off the bed—left arm numb, right wrist still locked to the post, legs gaping, harness and shorts twisted and sticky, the cool air licking every inch of her spent body.

She barely noticed when the last of the lights flickered, the faint electronic hum finally dying. The storm outside pressed in on the windows; with the automation gone, the only sound was her own heartbeat and the wind rattling the frame. The silence was absolute, sudden and thick—deeper than any hush she’d ever known.

Robin let her head drop to the mattress, the side of her face sticking to a patch of her own sweat. Her eyes fluttered open, catching a blur of her reflection in the mirror: skin shining, muscles slack, the line of her jaw marked red from tears and friction. She felt small and soft—emptied of everything except this slow, painful pulse of satisfaction and ache.

The cold hit her harder now, sweat chilling her skin in streaks, goosebumps rising across her chest and thighs, nipples still stiff. She shuddered, the tremor running from shoulders to calves, leaving her clit throbbing, overworked and swollen, every tiny movement still alive with residual electric pain.

She wiggled, trying to pull her right hand free, but the cuff was unyielding and slick, the D-ring biting her skin. The effort only made her feel more vulnerable—still marked, still open, utterly spent. She gave up, arm limp above her head, letting herself sag into the mattress.

For the first time all night, Robin felt a flicker of something like relief—a surrender that wasn’t scripted, that had nothing to do with settings or safe words or smart locks. The cold, the sweat, the soreness in her joints, the echo of her own cries in the hush: it was all real. There was no distraction, no programmed voice, no playlist looping to save her from the truth of her exhaustion. She was simply here, skin prickling, pulse slow and heavy, hair still wet and stuck to her neck, every nerve left raw and clean.

Her scent lingered—sex and sweat and jasmine, proof of what she’d done, what she’d endured. The sheets were tangled and dark with moisture, the taste of herself still in her mouth. She swallowed, then smiled, small and shaken.

In the darkness, Robin finally allowed herself to just… feel.

No control, no noise. Just the cold, and the ache, and the quiet proof that she was still, somehow, whole.

The storm outside howled. She closed her eyes, lips parted, surrendering to the silence at last.

When Robin finally surfaced from sleep, the storm had passed. The silence was less oppressive now—almost peaceful, broken only by the steady plink of meltwater at the window and the soft electronic chime of the hub rebooting, somewhere near her ear.

Light filtered through the frosted glass, painting the room in watery gold. She lay there for a moment, unmoving, letting her senses catch up: the ache in her wrists, the throb between her legs, the sticky coolness of dried sweat on her chest and stomach. The sheets beneath her were damp, tangled around her hips, her shorts somewhere lost at the foot of the bed. Her right wrist was still cuffed to the bedpost, hand swollen, skin ringed with a vivid red mark that would bruise purple by noon.

She flexed her fingers, then worked the key loose from its hiding place under the mattress—a backup protocol, always. It took effort; her hand shook, palm still tingling from last night’s ordeal, but finally the cuff fell open and her arm slumped gratefully to the mattress. Robin stretched, every muscle stiff and sore, then rolled onto her back, blinking up at the pale ceiling.

Her body was a map of the night: salt and sweat dried in glittery streaks along her thighs, the scent of her own arousal woven through the sheets, soreness in the pit of her belly and the faint sting of rope burn where the harness had pressed too tight. She brought a hand up to her collarbone, tracing the binary tattoo, feeling her own pulse slow beneath her skin.

A sigh shuddered out of her—half pain, half pride.

She reached for her phone, thumb shaking as she opened the voice memo app, recording a bug report for herself and her team:

“December 19, 07:24. Automated loop routine—way too effective. Potential lockout if magnet release is blocked by movement. Need to add manual override. User may experience… excessive, unplanned system strain. Proceed with caution.”

She snorted, the sound rough but real. “Test subject reports aftereffects: muscle fatigue, euphoria, minor bruising, full emotional reset.”

She played it back, laughing at her own rasping, post-orgasmic voice. “God, you’re a mess,” she muttered, but there was no shame in it—just a ragged, gentle pride. She cleaned herself up in the bathroom, splashing cold water on her face, using a washcloth to wipe away the sweat and come and the remnants of her mascara. Her thighs wobbled as she moved, legs marked with the faint lines of restraint and friction, nipples still sensitive, skin glowing with the afterglow of everything she’d survived.

She made coffee, wrapped herself in her ex’s old hoodie, and padded barefoot to the window, pressing her palm to the cold glass. The world outside sparkled, new and untouched, snow dazzling under the weak winter sun.

Robin watched her reflection—tousled, marked, alive—and smiled, a little crooked, a little shy.

She didn’t feel lonely now.

Just witnessed—by herself, by her code, by the woman in the mirror who had written the script, lost control, and come out the other side.

She opened the window, letting in a gasp of freezing air. Her breath curled in the sunlight, a living proof that she was here, present, real.

Today’s protocol would be simpler:

Hot shower. More coffee. No more automation.

But as she flexed her wrists and stretched her tired legs, she knew she’d carry the memory—the proof of her own wild, battered resilience—long after the bruises faded.


Story 43 — Lights On, Hands Off

Emily Rowe stretched her arms high above her head, the oversized cream jumper falling away from her waist, baring a line of golden-brown skin slick with the first sheen of sweat. The little shop was finally hers—shadows curled outside the big bay window, streetlights flickering beyond the glass. The “Closed” sign hung on the door, and the scented air was heavy with pine, melting candle wax, and the dying sweetness of a hundred bouquets.

She slid the glass door shut with a soft clunk, pausing to savor the feeling of stillness. Her bare feet pressed into the cool, slightly dusty ledge in the window display. No shoes, just the throb of all-day work through her arches, the arch of her high instep, the gentle spread of plush, dimpled toes against painted wood. Her leggings hugged her hips, black and soft, stretching over the curves of her thighs and the faint silver of stretch marks that traced her skin from knee to groin. She liked that—being plush and strong, the “ex-dancer with Christmas cake thighs,” as she’d once laughed to her best mate.

A stray strand of copper-red curls fell across her cheek, sweat making it cling. Emily blew upward, giggling to herself, cheeks already flushed deep rose—her body always broadcast her heat and her nerves. Her star tattoo winked on her ring finger as she pressed it against the foggy glass, tracing little hearts in the condensation. Beyond, the high street was empty, a single late bus rumbling past, headlights briefly lighting up her outline—curvy, wild-haired, reindeer headband slipping sideways.

She cranked up the shop’s Bluetooth speaker, letting the low thump of a soul playlist wash over the space. Cinnamon and almond butter clung to her skin—leftover from hand cream and stolen snacks. She peeled off the jumper, tossing it onto the counter, exposing the snug black lace bra underneath. The underwire dug just enough to remind her she was real, held, lifted, on display. Her nipples pressed hard into the lace, cold air and nerves conspiring to make them stand proud, visible even under the fairy lights.

Emily turned to the big window, catching her reflection. The mannequin waited beside her: featureless, party dress shimmering, headless and perfect in its stillness. Emily copied the pose, hips cocked, one arm arched, chest pushed forward, chin lifted in an attitude somewhere between art and come-hither invitation. She held the moment, breath fogging the glass, watching the way her curves caught the string lights draped in the display.

She turned, feeling the way her thighs brushed—soft, strong, marked by years of splits and jetés, now thickened by holiday treats and a year of giving zero fucks. Her hair frizzed wild, cheeks glowing, body warm and just a little sticky under the shop’s heat.

She began to hum along with the music, hips rolling, feet finding their own rhythm on the cold window ledge. Every movement sent a shiver through her, cool air against the damp in the crease of her thigh, the bare skin below her navel prickling with anticipation. Her chest rose and fell, breathless and alive, caught somewhere between exhaustion and electric possibility.

Tonight, she was the display. The star of her own private show.

Emily grabbed a handful of fairy lights from the supply box, testing the wires between her fingers. They buzzed gently, cool and smooth. She held them up, letting them spill over her shoulders, down the valley of her breasts, over her soft belly and the thick curve of her thighs. In the glass, she was a work of art—body aglow, every plush line and sweat-shined hollow gleaming in the sparkle.

She licked her lips, tasting cinnamon and nerves, and grinned at her own reflection. “You’re the hottest thing in this window, babe,” she whispered, voice husky and full of challenge.

There was no one to watch her now. No audience—yet. Just Emily, her body, and the shop window.

And tonight, she would see how far she could go before the morning light.

Emily propped the mannequin against the window, its plastic hips askew, the shimmer of its dress catching the LED lights in bursts of blue and gold. Alone, she giggled—she’d always found the featureless dummy a little creepy, but tonight it was just another blank canvas, a prop for her private dare.

She caught her own gaze in the glass: big, catlike eyes flecked with gold, curls glowing orange-red under the fairy lights. Emily posed beside the mannequin, copying its open, almost balletic stance, one foot pointed, spine long, chest thrust elegantly forward. Her breath misted the glass, each exhale painting a new halo around her reflection. For a moment, she was both artist and artwork.

She began to drape the fairy lights across her torso, looping them around her shoulders, down over her breasts—letting the tiny bulbs trace the seam of her black lace bra, the deep line of her cleavage, the soft roll of her belly as she twisted. The sensation made her skin prickle: the wires were cool, nearly ticklish, then warming quickly to the heat of her body. She wrapped them twice more, creating a glowing harness around her midsection, tightening each loop with a playful, careful precision.

On impulse, she grabbed a roll of clear packing tape and tore off a length with her teeth. The rip echoed through the shop, scandalous in the silence. “Just for realism,” she muttered, half laughing as she stuck one end to her upper arm, fixing it to the edge of the display ledge. She tested the tension—she couldn’t quite move, couldn’t quite pull free without a struggle. The thrill buzzed in her chest.

With each layer, Emily’s body grew more responsive: her nipples hard against the lace, the thin fabric darkened by sweat. The cold air snuck up from the glass, raising goosebumps along her inner arms and thighs. She pressed her cheek to the window, feeling the chill seep through, heart thumping as she watched her own breath fog and fade, the warmth of her body bleeding into the winter night.

She trailed a hand down her hip, fingers catching on the seam of her leggings, then let them slip between her thighs—a brief, trembling caress, disguised as adjusting a tangle of fairy lights. She shuddered, excitement and nerves snaking up her spine. She bit her lip, chewing the bow, cheeks going pinker by the minute.

Emily shot a quick selfie in the glass: lights glowing, hips cocked, arm taped in place, reindeer headband askew. She posed, pouted, and snapped again, this time sticking her tongue out at her own reflection. Each flash felt like a dare, every photo a secret she’d have to explain away if anyone ever scrolled too far on her phone.

The tape pulled at her skin every time she moved, making her breath catch. The fairy lights hugged her curves, sending a thrill up her stomach, prickling with the memory of every time someone had watched her dance, every moment she’d chosen to be seen. Alone in the empty shop, she was her own audience, her own tease, her own hungry watcher.

The mannequin’s pose felt less silly now—more like a challenge.

What would it be like to become the display, not just dress it?

To be arranged, posed, made helpless, left for the city to see?

Her fingers tingled. Her thighs pressed tighter.

Tonight, maybe she’d find out.

Emily set the mannequin against the glass, squatting low, thighs spreading wide and strong to steady the awkward plastic hips. Her black leggings pulled tight across the plush, dimpled softness of her bum and thighs—stretch marks glimmering silver in the fairy light, the roundness of her calves and fullness at her knees all evidence of a dancer’s years. When she straightened, a faint line of sweat shone along the small of her back, the heat of effort rising from her skin.

She caught herself in the reflection: a curvy silhouette, golden brown skin glowing with the flush of movement, every angle softened by the plushness of her hips and the deep arch of her lower back. Her bra, black and lacy, cupped her full breasts, the upper curves swelling over the edge of the cup, dark nipples already visibly peaked beneath the sheer mesh. A tiny mole dotted the inside of her left breast, and the fabric at the centre was damp, a little patch of sweat collecting from her body’s heat.

Emily ran a hand down her side, feeling the faint ripple of muscle beneath the softness at her waist, the little birthmark just above the band of her knickers—a secret only she ever saw. She stood beside the mannequin, mimicking its position: chest out, one arm arched, thighs parted just enough to feel the fabric of her leggings stretch between them. Her inner thighs brushed, slick now with sweat, the movement making her cheeks flush deeper.

She began looping the fairy lights around herself, letting the thin wire drag over her bare arms, catching at the crease of her elbow, cool at first and then warming quickly. She wrapped them snug beneath her breasts, the bulbs pressing into her skin, lighting her cleavage with an amber glow. The pressure made her even more aware of her size, the weight and bounce of her chest with every breath.

She grinned, using her teeth to rip a length of packing tape, tongue flashing between her gap-toothed smile. She stuck one end at her tricep, taping her upper arm to the edge of the window ledge. The sensation was electric—the cold adhesive shocking her skin, then growing hot as her body heat built beneath it. When she tried to pull away, the skin of her arm tugged, trapped and tender, a little gasp escaping her lips.

Emily lifted her leg, balancing on the window ledge, toes curled for stability, the balls of her feet white where they pressed into the painted wood. The skin at her ankles was a little rough, a smudge of silver from a long-faded dance injury, the veins on her insteps blue and fine beneath the skin.

She bent, trailing her free hand down over her belly—round, soft, rising and falling with her breath—down across her hip, the side of her thumb brushing the thickest part of her thigh. She let her hand slip between her legs, knuckles grazing the seam of her leggings, feeling the heat and damp of her own excitement gathered at the crotch. It was just a fleeting touch—masked as an “adjustment” of fairy lights—but it made her thighs shiver, breath hitch in her chest.

Her curls, copper-red and untamed, clung to the back of her neck in sweat-damp tendrils. She pushed them back, exposing the elegant line of her jaw, her lips parted, a smudge of lip balm gleaming at the centre of her lower lip. The scent of almond and sweat and cinnamon rose up from her skin, a heady mix of workday effort and nighttime anticipation.

Emily snapped a quick photo, pouting, one arm taped in place, lights glowing around her torso, nipples visible and hard, headband slipping from her curls to dangle at her wrist. She bit her lip, pressed her thighs together, and stared herself down in the glass—liking what she saw, the promise in every soft shadow and curve.

The tape pulled at her skin, every movement bringing a new, sharp thrill. The lights were tight, hugging her body, framing her breasts, belly, and hips as if sculpting her into something to be seen—something to be wanted.

Tonight, she’d become more than the mannequin.

She’d be the window’s wildest display—flesh, sweat, and soft, trembling want.

The shop was still warm from the day’s customers, but the glass felt icy against Emily’s bare shoulder. She breathed out and the pane clouded; her reflection looked like a ghost framed in tinsel and light. A low laugh slipped from her throat—half-nerves, half-thrill—as she adjusted the final strand of bulbs around her waist. The tiny LEDs blinked in rhythm with her pulse.

She had been playing at the edges of danger for the last hour—taping her arm, testing the resistance, seeing how still she could keep herself before instinct demanded motion. Now she wanted to know what happened if she stopped pretending.

She found the box of zip-ties left from the deliveries, the plastic rattling softly in her hands. A dancer’s calm came over her: deliberate breathing, slow movement, every step part of a choreography only she understood. One tie for each wrist, a loop for her ankles, one more to link the line of fairy lights snug around her hips. The sound of the locks clicking home was strangely final, small and precise, like the first notes of a score she didn’t yet know the ending to.

The lights pressed into her skin; she could feel the pulse of heat where the bulbs touched. Her chest rose and fell faster now, every breath drawing the faint scent of pine and candle wax deeper into her lungs. The tape at her upper arm tugged, reminding her how little room she had to move. She tilted her head and studied her reflection: a figure framed in glow and shadow, hair copper against the dark, mouth parted in surprise at her own transformation.

For a long moment she didn’t move. Her body began to tremble—not from cold, but from the strain of holding the pose, from the flood of adrenaline that came with knowing she had crossed her own line. The air hummed with the small, electric sound of the lights, and outside, snow started to fall again, soft and slow.

Emily held herself still, watching the glass, her reflection bright and unfamiliar.

She looked exactly like what she’d imagined: a living ornament, trapped inside her own display.

And behind the reflection, beyond the glass, the city was beginning to wake.

Emily’s nerves buzzed with possibility as she eyed the shop’s scattered supplies: the rattling box of zip-ties, the coil of extension cord, a length of sparkly tinsel discarded by the cash register. Her reflection in the window egged her on—hips cocked, curves haloed by fairy lights, hair wild and damp against her cheeks. There was no one to stop her. The only audience was the city’s sleeping street and her own bold, restless hunger.

Her heart pounded as she tested the extension cord between her hands, knuckles pale against the gold, the faintest shiver racing down her arms. With practiced dancer’s grace, she balanced on one foot, bringing the cord up between her thighs, pulling it snug into the crease where leggings clung tight, the pressure immediate and thrilling. She tied it off behind her back, the cool plastic biting in just enough to remind her how real this could become.

Next, she took a zip-tie and looped it around her right ankle, securing it to the mannequin stand’s base. The plastic caught at her skin, digging into the tender flesh above her ankle bone. She repeated the move with her left, forcing her legs wide, thighs quivering with the effort of holding the pose. The spread pulled her leggings taut, the fabric creaking across her hips, the crotch rope digging in deeper with every subtle motion.

Her breathing quickened, cheeks blooming a deeper rose, sweat prickling between her breasts and behind her knees. The shop was cold, but Emily was hot all over—skin dewy, nipples pushing bra and lace, a flush spreading along her collarbone.

She grabbed a length of wide red ribbon from the craft bin—a festive afterthought now doubling as a gag. She worked it between her teeth, tying it tight at the nape of her neck, the fabric stretching her mouth wide, silencing the sharp gasp that almost escaped as she tested the bonds.

Her wrists came last. With a breathless determination, she threaded zip-ties behind her back, wrists pressed palm to palm, plastic locking tight, arms forced back and shoulders arched, chest thrust out and up. Her upper arms were taped to the window ledge in a dancer’s high fifth position—every line on display, a living sculpture pinned in place. The fairy lights circled her waist and breasts, their little bulbs pressing into her skin, creating hot spots along her curves and lighting her body from within.

For a moment, Emily let herself just feel:

The pressure of the crotch rope, biting and unyielding.

The zip-ties at her ankles and wrists, forcing her open and exposed.

The tape burning at her arms, holding her in perfect, agonising stillness.

The cool air hitting the strip of belly exposed by her knotted leggings, the sweat running in rivulets between her breasts, the faint tremor in her thighs as her muscles protested.

She gazed at her reflection—cheeks flushed, curls plastered damp to her face, breasts lifted and half-bared by her bra askew, nipples clearly visible and framed in fairy light. She tried to move, found herself utterly helpless, a moan pressing up from her chest but caught behind the festive gag.

The shame and thrill twisted together, pleasure so sharp it almost hurt. Her body was alive, every inch tingling, pinned, aching, and on display.

Emily Rowe, living mannequin, holiday decoration, helpless in the bright window.

Her only company was her reflection and the city beyond the glass, both watching, both hungry.

And as the first hint of dawn edged through the darkness, she surrendered—object, ornament, exhibitionist—utterly unable to save herself, utterly unwilling to be anywhere else.

For the first time, Emily truly couldn’t move.

Every joint ached with the effort to hold the pose: wrists zip-tied behind her, shoulders drawn back and chest thrust forward, upper arms taped tight to the window ledge so she couldn’t even lower them from their mannequin-perfect arch. Her legs were spread wide, ankles bound to the mannequin stand, knees trembling from the unnatural split. The extension cord running between her thighs—crotch rope tight—forced her hips forward, grounding her in a position that was both showy and agonising, balancing exhibitionism with helpless restraint.

She could feel everything.

The zip-ties bit into her wrists, the plastic cold at first but quickly heating against her sweat. Her hands tingled, fingers beginning to numb as the bonds dug in deeper. Her upper arms prickled under the clear tape, skin pinched and burning, the ledge’s cold biting through to the bone. Her shoulders were alive with effort, chest rising and falling, straining the lace of her black bra and leaving her breasts half-spilled, nipples prominent beneath the mesh, the bulbs of fairy lights pressing heat into her curves.

The crotch rope’s pressure was unrelenting—every time her body tried to adjust, the cord ground tighter, teasing her through the thin fabric of her leggings, sending tremors up her belly and down into her thighs. She couldn’t close her legs, couldn’t even rock for relief; all she could do was stand, pinned and parted, muscles quivering from the effort to hold her own weight.

Emily’s breath steamed against the cold glass, fogging around her face. She watched her reflection—flushed cheeks, damp curls sticking to her forehead, mouth stretched wide around the festive red ribbon gag. The flush across her chest had deepened to a raw, dark pink, sweat streaming in ticklish lines from her collarbone down between her breasts, collecting in the valley lit by fairy bulbs.

Her feet had started to go numb, toes curling for stability against the ledge, arches burning. The cold air from the window teased every inch of exposed skin, making her shiver, accentuating the sweat beading at her neck, beneath her arms, in the crease behind her knees. She could smell herself now—almond body butter turned musky with effort, sweat mixing with the faint ozone from the fairy lights, and something darker: the slick heat pooling between her thighs, unmistakably aroused.

The sense of time blurred. Emily’s thighs shook with the effort to hold herself upright. Her hips ached from the spread, wrists throbbed, and her mouth was dry behind the gag, tongue pressed against the ribbon, lips chapped and parted. She wanted desperately to squirm, to relieve the pressure and the mounting ache in her body—but the bondage held her perfectly still, every inch on display, every secret want bared and helpless.

She let her gaze settle on her own eyes in the glass—wide, wild, shining with panic and euphoria. She looked like someone else: art, ornament, a secret sex-doll in the heart of the city, her shame and need forced into the open, a living confession glittering under the lights.

And outside, the first silver streaks of dawn began to chase away the dark.

Emily’s heart hammered in her chest, nerves raw and trembling. The city was waking, and she—pinned, marked, and wholly, helplessly exposed—was about to become its holiday spectacle.

The world outside the shop’s window was all winter blue and gold, the first glow of dawn melting frost on the pavement. Emily’s awareness had shrunk to the boundaries of her aching body and the blurred reflection in the glass. The city was waking, oblivious. She tried to steady her breath—her heart thundered against her ribs, the only movement she couldn’t restrain.

It started with a whirr—the automated security blinds rattling as they slowly rolled upward, the sound slicing through the quiet like a countdown. The rush of cold air from the street licked up her calves, over her thighs, across the curve of her belly and the exposed slope of her breasts. Her skin dimpled, nipples tightening even further under the mesh of her askew bra. Sweat trickled down her sides, chilling as the temperature dropped, a fresh, raw shudder skating through every nerve.

Emily’s eyes widened as the glass went from black mirror to transparent, the shop’s bright interior suddenly laid bare for the street outside.

She couldn’t cover herself.

Couldn’t move an inch.

She was a living mannequin—bra crooked, fairy lights marking every curve, leggings stretched so tight between her bound thighs the outline of her labia and the press of the crotch rope were obvious in the early light. The wide red ribbon gag glistened with spit where her lips pressed the fabric. Her cheeks were stained with the heat of sweat and humiliation.

The first figure outside was an older man in a high-vis jacket, walking his dog. He paused, staring up at the window, jaw slack. Emily froze—every muscle tensed, thighs burning, wrists numb, mouth dry. The man’s gaze trailed the length of her, lingered, and for a terrible, glorious second, she watched his pupils dilate in surprise. He shuffled away, casting glances over his shoulder.

A minute later, the first bus hissed to a stop outside. Passengers queued at the curb, shoulders hunched, breath fogging in the morning chill.

Then one, then two, then half a dozen eyes found her—some shocked, some wide with grins, one woman raising her phone to snap a picture. Emily’s world shrank to the ache in her bound arms and legs, the humiliating squirm of her hips as she tried to shift, the slick heat of her arousal trapped by the rope, the fairy lights glowing against the darkness inside her leggings.

She met a pair of eyes through the glass—a woman she half-recognised, a customer who’d flirted over poinsettias last week. The woman’s mouth quirked in a grin; she mouthed, “Nice pose,” before lifting her phone and snapping a quick photo. Emily felt a jolt of terror and something darker, a deep, trembling thrill racing through her pelvis and down her legs.

The passers-by multiplied. Some giggled, some stared with open hunger, a couple clearly blushing. She watched herself in their eyes—helpless, pinned, gagged, tits pushed up and glowing in the holiday lights, every inch of her longing and shame exposed to the city’s morning gaze.

Her mouth watered behind the gag, spit wetting the fabric, breath coming in sharp, fast puffs that steamed the glass. The cold stung her nipples and thighs, goosebumps racing over her flushed skin. Her thighs quivered, the rope pressing harder, a pulse of desperate, humiliating pleasure building with each second she was watched.

There was no escape, no way to hide.

She was art. She was captive. She was holiday spectacle—drenched in sweat, trembling in the early light, and more alive than she’d ever felt in her life.

The minutes dragged like hours, every one stretched out by the intensity of Emily’s exposure. Her muscles were burning now—calves cramping, thighs quivering uncontrollably from the wide, forced spread, hips aching where the cord cut in and refused to let her close her legs. Sweat clung to her skin, slick and salty, trickling down her sides, running along the valley of her breasts and soaking the elastic band of her bra. The fairy lights pressed hot little circles into her flesh, leaving marks she wouldn’t see until she was finally freed.

The shop window, her prison and stage, steamed up around her head from the rhythm of her breath. Each exhale left a ghostly halo, a small shield between her raw, wide eyes and the ever-growing crowd on the pavement. Emily felt every inch of her skin on fire—the cold from the window biting her front, the burning pulse of her own arousal heating her from the inside out.

The audience was no longer a trickle; the bus stop was crowded. Some commuters openly watched, a few with amusement, some in awkward discomfort, others so visibly aroused it made Emily’s stomach clench in fresh shame. Cameras were out—her phone buzzed in the corner, messages piling up, but she couldn’t see them, hands zip-tied, wrists burning and fingers tingling from lack of blood.

She locked eyes again with the woman from before—her regular, her secret crush. The woman smiled, slow and delighted, giving Emily a tiny, encouraging wink and a thumbs-up. Emily’s pulse skipped, mouth going wetter around the gag, breath coming even quicker as she realised how completely, publicly owned she’d become by the city’s eyes.

Her thighs trembled with exhaustion and desperate need, the crotch rope now a relentless, aching pressure, pushing against her clit and lower lips with every tremor and flex. She tried to move for relief, just a little—couldn’t. The tape at her arms bit in, wrists screamed with numbness, the spread at her ankles so severe that her hips and lower back shook with effort to stay upright.

Her bra had slipped further, one breast half-bared and the other cupped high, both nipples tight and red, outlined against the mesh and glowing bulbs.

Emily’s mind spun with humiliation—she was sweat-soaked, wild-haired, mouth gaping and drooling around the ribbon gag, thighs quaking, the cold air making her skin tingle and the lights burning her marks deeper with each passing second. Her scent filled the small window stage: almond, salt, and the musky slickness of a body desperate for release.

Someone on the street shouted, “That’s dedication!” The little crowd laughed, a few whistled, and Emily’s heart leapt and sank at once—utterly powerless, her entire body a canvas for their attention, shame, desire, and delight. She felt her eyes sting, a tear slipping down her cheek, more from overwhelmed sensation than pain.

But beneath it all, a wild, shattering pulse of arousal grew—her pussy throbbed, the rope teased, her whole body humming and helpless and on display. The humiliation only sharpened it; the inability to move or hide, to even beg for release, left her floating at the edge of something raw and unspeakably deep.

The fairy lights began to feel almost too hot where they pressed her skin, imprinting glowing red welts into her hips and waist. Her curls stuck to her forehead, sweat sliding down her neck. Her thighs trembled with every eye that lingered, every camera flash, every approving or hungry look cast her way.

She was an object—living art, shopgirl, secret exhibitionist, and bound captive all at once.

And she knew, as her vision shimmered with tears and pleasure, she would never be able to walk past this window again without feeling her pulse beat in every mark left on her skin.

By the time the shop bell finally jingled and the owner rushed in, Emily’s whole world had narrowed to pain, heat, and a dizzy, near-blissful exhaustion. Her legs trembled uncontrollably; every muscle was on fire. Her arms ached where the tape bit in, shoulders screaming from holding the pose, wrists almost numb from the zip-ties and lack of movement. The crotch rope pressed mercilessly at her core, soaked with her own arousal, her leggings stretched so tight between parted thighs that the outline of her slick, swollen lips was visible to anyone who looked.

Her face was flushed scarlet, mouth wet and slack around the gag, curls matted to her cheeks. Sweat ran in rivulets from her hairline, between her breasts, down the soft belly now shining with the early morning sun. The fairy lights still blinked, some bulbs hot against her hips, the wire leaving deep red lines around her waist and across the top of her thighs. Her feet ached from pressing into the ledge, arches burning, toes cramping and white from effort.

The shop owner—Ms. Nash, always brisk but with a wicked sense of humour—froze at the sight, then broke into a delighted cackle. “Emily! You have outdone yourself this time.” She stepped forward, phone out, and snapped a quick picture before starting to untangle the bonds, snipping zip-ties, unwinding tape, all the while teasing: “We’ll never need another window display—this’ll be all over Instagram by noon. I’m tempted to leave you here for the lunchtime crowd.”

As the gag came free, Emily gasped, gulping air, her jaw aching, mouth tingling with the taste of ribbon and spit. Tears spilled down her cheeks—relief, adrenaline, and a wild mix of embarrassment and pride. She tried to stand, but her legs buckled, thighs shuddering with every attempt to close them. Ms. Nash caught her, helped her sink onto the window ledge, laughter softening to gentle care as she rubbed Emily’s wrists, easing the feeling back into her hands.

“Take a breath, love. You did something unforgettable,” Ms. Nash whispered, pressing a bottle of water into her palm.

Emily wiped her face, blinking at her reflection in the glass: mascara smeared, cheeks streaked red, neck and hips banded with marks from fairy lights, tape, and rope. Her chest heaved, sweat-damp bra pushed up, nipples still achingly hard and visible through the mesh.

The first wave of embarrassment hit—she was sure everyone on the street had seen everything, that the videos and photos would haunt her forever. But beneath the shame, pride simmered: she’d survived, she’d been more than a mannequin. She’d been seen—truly, wholly, vulnerably seen.

Ms. Nash checked her phone and burst out laughing. “You’re trending, you know. ‘Living Mannequin—Christmas on High Street!’ We’ve got customers DMing already. One wants to know if you’re available for New Year’s Eve displays.”

Emily snorted, the laugh bubbling up through the burn of her spent muscles. She wrapped her arms around her plush belly, massaging her thighs, feeling every aching, raw inch of her body. Her hands found the marks—the grooves left by rope and wire, the sticky heat of her own arousal cooled against her skin. She was bruised, used up, glowing with the secret memory of how it had felt to be watched, helpless, displayed.

She redressed slowly, slipping her jumper over flushed skin, fixing her curls in the glass, cheeks still burning. The city outside bustled now, commuters glancing in and snapping photos, but Emily didn’t shrink away. Instead, she blew a kiss at her reflection—at the woman who had dared, endured, and been adored.

Her phone buzzed: a message from the woman in the crowd.

“Next time, I’ll bring flowers and coffee. Loved your pose. Let’s make it a duet?”

Emily’s heart skipped, a secret smile twisting her lips.

She gathered her things, walked to the counter on shaking legs, and whispered to herself: “Next window’s mine.”

As the morning crowd surged and her body throbbed with memory, she knew she’d never look at Christmas lights—or her own reflection—quite the same way again.


Story 44 — The Midnight Mass Key

The silence inside Helena’s flat was its own kind of velvet. The thick curtains blocked out even the suggestion of Christmas streetlights; only candle flames moved, shadows flickering up the spines of her devotional books and across the edge of her narrow bed. The windows sweated faintly in the winter cold, and the air was rich—beeswax from her altar candles, vanilla lingering from a spill of extract last night, something crisp and clean that belonged only to this hour, this sacred waiting.

She let the bathroom fill with steam, the air almost blue with heat. On the windowsill, she’d placed a single white rose and her tiny, battered prayerbook. She undressed with slow, careful hands—unwinding her scarf, folding it neatly, then unbuttoning her skirt, laying her wool clothes over the radiator so they’d hold warmth for later. Each act was a tiny ceremony, her movements a slow litany: prepare, cleanse, surrender.

Standing naked in the candlelight, Helena was pale as marble, her skin dusted with freckles that bloomed across her shoulders and up the long slope of her neck. The room’s golden haze kissed every edge—her long, lean arms; the small, high curve of her breasts; the sharp angle of collarbones leading down to ribs she could count if she pressed, breath held. Her hands were long-fingered, nails bitten, a faint smear of blue ink still clinging stubbornly to her knuckle from an afternoon spent preparing hymn sheets. The old birthmark high on her left thigh seemed even darker in the dimness, the faintest purplish shadow.

She brushed her hair until it crackled with static, brown and heavy, falling over her breast and down her back. When she turned, she saw herself in the mirror—a thin, anxious line between her brows, eyes wide, mouth parted as if halfway to a question. She let her gaze move down her own body, slow and searching, not hiding from the hunger that curled beneath her navel.

Stepping into the bath, the first shock of heat on her feet made her gasp, then laugh softly. She lowered herself in, legs stretched long, knees breaking the surface in twin, pale islands. The water lapped at her hips, her stomach, until she sank low enough that her heart felt as if it might float out of her chest. She pressed her head back against the porcelain and watched the condensation bead and slide down the glass, matching the tickle of sweat along her temples.

She reached for the honey soap, lathering it in her palms until the scent spilled into the room—warm, thick, sweet. She washed herself with the slowest care, running the cloth down the slope of her neck, pausing at the hollow of her throat, tracing the small scar beneath her jaw, the result of a childhood tumble on the ice. She soaped her arms, the length of each rib, belly and thighs—pausing to rub each knee, bruised and pink from last week’s altar guild preparations.

As she worked, she murmured her own kind of liturgy: “Cleanse me, make me worthy, let this body be an altar tonight.” Her thumb traced the birthmark on her thigh, then followed the soft line down to the bend behind her knee, where she was always most ticklish, the spot her lover had once worshipped with a kiss. The memory ached and thrilled her—an old loss, a new offering.

She shaved with slow, practiced strokes, legs lifted from the water, foot propped on the curve of the old tub. The candlelight turned her calf to gold, her skin flushed and smooth, small goosebumps rising after each pass. She shaved her underarms, the dark hair there always slightly curly, then rinsed the blade, marveling at how the water shimmered on her skin.

She lingered, cupping water over her breasts, watching it bead and trail between them, the sensation both tender and raw. She washed the tender crease of her hip, the downy line of hair below her navel, the inner softness of her thighs—lingering until her breath caught, until the edge of hunger felt almost holy.

Rising, she let the water drip from her, the cold of the air pinching her nipples to hard peaks. She rubbed herself dry with a thick towel, kneading her limbs, coaxing pinkness back into skin left cool by winter and want. She massaged almond oil into her calves and thighs, into the arch of her feet, then finally into her belly and breasts, the ritual touch a private benediction.

She perfumed the back of her knees and her wrists, a tiny dot behind each ear, then rolled beeswax balm over her lips, tasting honey and vanilla on her tongue. She brushed her hair, each stroke pulling static until it crackled, and let it fall loose, a cloak to protect her modesty and her secrets.

When she dressed, it was like putting on vestments: soft, simple knickers, the long wool skirt, a navy turtleneck, her favourite scarf with silver stars. The fabric was scratchy at her waist, but familiar, grounding. She paused in the mirror, saw the flush on her cheeks, the bruised blue under her eyes from nights spent restless and longing. She placed her hands over her chest, feeling the thump of her heart, the tremble of anticipation moving up from between her legs.

Helena closed her eyes and prayed, not in words but in body—breath rising and falling, longing and fear balanced at her core. Let this ache be holy. Let me be found worthy of denial, of waiting, of surrender. Her whole self, scrubbed and scented and clothed in ritual, felt alive and raw, made ready for whatever the night would bring.

Tonight, she would walk out into the night carrying her need as both shield and offering. Tonight, her longing was not just permitted—it was a gift, a secret prayer for someone, or something, to answer.

She sat on the edge of her bed, breath shallow, heart drumming hard enough to make the mattress shiver beneath her. The flat, already scented with candle and vanilla, now felt airless and intimate—just Helena, her newly bathed skin tingling beneath the layers of wool, and the small, gleaming object in her palm.

The chastity cage was cool to the touch—sleek, steel, compact, with smooth, rounded bars. She’d polished it earlier, fingers tracing the ridges while she repeated, half-mocking, half-pleading: Discipline. Devotion. Surrender. Now, as she slid her skirt up her thighs, the meaning felt heavier, as if every movement were a prayer she didn’t dare voice aloud.

She slipped her knickers down to mid-thigh, fingers shaking. Her body was still flushed from the bath, skin almost fever-warm, the faint trace of almond oil making everything slick. She parted her knees, skirt bunched at her waist, the cool winter air shocking against her bare skin.

With practiced care, Helena eased the cage into place—guiding her labia and clit between the steel, adjusting the fit so it pressed just right: not painful, but present, a weight that would become inescapable the longer she wore it. The bar cradled her, slick metal warming against her heat, the back edge biting into the crease at the top of her thighs, cold and electric.

Her hands trembled as she reached for the tiny brass padlock, slotting it through the ring. She hesitated, biting her lip, gaze fixed on the way her fingers looked—long, pale, ink-stained, so careful—and forced herself to exhale. With a final click, the lock snapped shut, the sound impossibly loud in the hush of her bedroom.

Helena felt the shudder ripple from her sex up through her belly, a rush of dread and triumph. She pressed her knees together, feeling the unyielding resistance, the way the cage forced her thighs apart just slightly, making modesty an impossible pose. Her cunt throbbed, trapped and wanting, slickness gathering and going nowhere, need building with every heartbeat.

She sat, skirt still hitched up, running both hands down her bare thighs, feeling the cold metal, the rising warmth of her own body. Her cheeks flushed. She closed her eyes, trying to name what she felt—fear, yes, but pride, too. And longing so sharp it was almost pain.

She reached for the key, tied with red ribbon, and kissed it—an old habit, half-mocking but wholly real—then pressed it between her palms and whispered:

“Let my obedience be enough. Let my body be yours tonight.”

She tucked the key deep into the hidden pocket of her winter coat, feeling the weight settle against her breast. Her pulse was frantic. Every step, every brush of the skirt against her thighs, made the cage shift, reminding her of what she’d done, of what she was about to surrender.

She stood before the mirror, skirt falling modestly to her ankles, and let herself see the woman she’d become: face pale, eyes luminous, lips parted in a silent confession, heart stuttering in her chest. She felt the cage at her core—tight, cold, real. She felt the key’s absence, already missed. She was both captor and captive, at once powerful and helpless.

Tonight, she thought, she would walk into church bearing her own secret sacrifice. No one would know, not unless they looked at her too closely and saw the flush in her cheeks, the tremble in her hands, the shiver in her voice as she sang the old carols. No one would know—unless she was meant to be found.

Helena smoothed her skirt, slipped on her coat and scarf, and closed the door behind her, stepping into the night with the weight of steel, longing, and hope tucked deep against her skin.

The church was an island of light in the December dark—lanterns flickering along the path, the arched doors propped open to let in the midnight faithful. Helena’s breath fogged the air as she climbed the stone steps, scarf pulled tight against her throat, each footstep echoing in her chest and, deeper, in the heat trapped at her core.

She joined the quiet throng shuffling through the narthex, cheeks pink, gloved fingers clutching the key in her coat pocket. Each brush of the coat against her chest reminded her of the little brass secret on its red ribbon, warmed by her body heat. She slipped into a pew near the back, folding herself into the darkness, the hush inside deeper than any she’d found at home.

The air was thick with incense—frankincense, pine boughs, old wax—and the cold stone beneath her knees pressed up into her bones as she genuflected, a private act of both worship and self-discipline. The cage bit against her as she knelt, the sudden pressure sending a spike of sensation through her hips and belly, so intense she had to stifle a gasp. The wool skirt felt heavier now, every fold tracing the line of her thigh, every movement stirring the cool metal against swollen flesh.

She watched, pulse pounding, as parishioners milled about the front of the church—setting up the last candles, tucking tinsel into empty spaces around the old wooden nativity in the side alcove. She felt both invisible and dangerously exposed, convinced that every passing glance lingered too long on her pink cheeks, her tense posture, the tremor in her hands.

Waiting until the aisle was empty, she stood, knees creaking, and made her way to the nativity. The manger was just at waist height, half-hidden behind a swath of old velvet and a halo of tea lights. With a trembling hand, Helena lifted the cloth and tucked the key deep into the straw beside the little porcelain Christ. The red ribbon glowed against the pale hay, a secret she hoped only one other set of eyes would ever notice.

As she withdrew her hand, her knuckles brushed a candlestick—hot wax clinging to her skin, the sudden sting grounding her. She swallowed, closing her eyes, breathing in the mingled scent of burning tallow, cold stone, and the underlying salt of her own anticipation. Her body thrummed with nervous energy, the cage suddenly tight and unfamiliar, her thighs slick and pressed together, heartbeat audible in her ears.

She returned to her pew, lowering herself carefully, aware of every inch of her body: the ache between her legs, the sweat cooling on her back beneath the turtleneck, the way her skirt dragged at the backs of her knees as she crossed her ankles and folded her hands. The congregation’s voices swelled as the choir began to rehearse, a wall of sound and devotion. Helena let her head bow, hiding a half-smile, a blush. She had done it. The key was hidden. The secret—her secret—was loose in the world now, and she could feel its absence as a new, exquisite weight in her belly.

The service would begin soon. She pressed her palms together, closed her eyes, and whispered a prayer as much to herself as to any god listening:

Let this night be holy. Let this ache lead me somewhere I cannot predict, cannot control. Let me be found, and changed.

The sanctuary pulsed with candlelight and expectation.

Helena waited, breathless, her body a shrine of hope and denial.

The opening chords of “O Come All Ye Faithful” rose and echoed from the choir loft, the notes swelling as the priest processed down the nave in a sweep of brocaded white. Helena stood, kneeling pad creaking beneath her boots, skirt whispering over her legs. Her hands gripped the edge of the pew, knuckles white, and the cold metal cage nestled against her pulsed with every heartbeat.

Every gesture was a trigger:

— Standing for the first hymn, the waistband of her skirt pressed the cage deeper into her flesh, the steel suddenly warmer, slick from the heat her own body generated in the thick air.

— Kneeling for the prayers, thighs splaying to accommodate the bar, skirt pooling across her calves. The cage pressed between her lips, a tight ache growing with every passing verse.

— Crossing herself, the movement stretched her torso and drew the turtleneck tighter across her breasts, nipples hard and aching beneath the layers, heat blooming in the hidden cradle of her sex.

The church’s atmosphere conspired against her composure.

Frankincense burned at the altar, filling the air with a heavy, narcotic sweetness; candle wax dripped in slow, sensual rivulets down brass holders, the scent earthy and primal. Helena’s own scent—vanilla, salt, the sharp edge of her arousal—rose in clouds every time she shifted, trapped beneath wool and regret.

She tried to lose herself in the liturgy. The words, ancient and familiar, fell from her lips on instinct: “We confess to you…we are truly sorry…” But each phrase became an invocation, a plea not just for forgiveness but for release. Her prayers blurred:

Forgive me.

Let this ache be holy.

Let this waiting be worship.

Her cheeks burned as she mouthed the responses, the flush creeping down her neck, chest prickling under the turtleneck. She felt sweat bead at her brow, roll down the curve of her spine, cool and hot all at once.

The cage’s pressure never let up. Every small fidget—crossing her ankles, flexing her thighs, even the slight movement of her hips as she shifted for comfort—dragged the metal across swollen flesh, the edge of denial sharpening, a tiny pulse of pleasure with each reminder that she had chosen this. That her submission, her want, was itself a prayer.

There were moments she caught her own reflection in the stained glass at her side: green eyes wide, lips parted as if still singing, the outline of her body lost in shadow, but the promise of her hunger as bright as the candles at the altar.

At the end of every hymn, she lingered on the last note, letting it vibrate in her chest, eyes closed, lips moving in silent devotion. She was barely aware of the congregation beside her. The world had shrunk to this:

the ache of the cage,

the music in her blood,

the sweat at her neck,

the ache—unbearable and sacred—between her thighs.

Service continued, a slow, relentless escalation. Helena’s voice trembled as she joined the psalms, her hands clenching, body locked in a cycle of need and discipline. She prayed that the night would last forever and that it would end—both, at once, and neither within her power to command.

As the priest began the call to communion, Helena’s mind echoed with a single, hungry plea:

Please. Notice me. Claim me. Make my surrender mean something.

The church’s candles flickered in the draft as the nave filled with music and hope. Helena gripped the pew, sweat beading at her hairline, and waited for the ritual’s next ordeal.

The call to communion echoed through the church, voices rising in slow, reverent procession. Helena rose, hands pressed to her skirt, heart pounding in the hollow of her chest. Each step up the aisle was both penance and invitation—the cage rubbed with every stride, pressing into the tender swell of her labia, her breath catching at each fresh pulse of want.

She walked past the altar rails, beneath the stare of saints in stained glass, candles blurring at the edges of her vision. She felt utterly transparent, convinced every parishioner’s gaze lingered on the flush at her throat, the rawness in her eyes, the tiny tremble in her lips as she whispered a silent prayer. Her skirt brushed her calves, wool scratchy, a heat building between her thighs that had nothing to do with the church’s radiators.

She reached the front of the line, knelt on the padded rail, hands folded, skirt pooling over her knees. The priest approached, his sleeve brushing her shoulder as he murmured, “The body of Christ, given for you.” His fingers pressed the host to her tongue—rough, cool, sacred.

And then, as she bowed her head, a hand lingered on her shoulder. Not the priest—softer, warmer, the barest pressure of skin through wool. The touch sent a jolt down her spine, nerves alight. The hand squeezed, fingers strong, a thumb running in a slow, deliberate circle over the knob of her collarbone.

A voice—low, genderless, right at her ear: “Wait.”

Helena’s whole body froze. The word was a command, a benediction, a curse.

The hand slid away.

She dared not turn, dared not look back, could not breathe. Her clit throbbed, trapped by steel, her thighs pressed so tightly together she feared she would leave a mark on the altar rail. Sweat prickled down her side, pooling at the small of her back. Her mouth was wet with shame and awe, the taste of host and longing mingling on her tongue.

She stayed kneeling as the line passed, body trembling, cheeks burning. She felt every atom of her presence in the church—exposed, claimed, caught in a web spun by an unseen will. She was certain everyone must see her. That someone had seen her. That she was, in this moment, both found and helpless.

When she finally stood, her legs shook. She stepped away from the altar, eyes down, breath shuddering with each footfall. The cage pressed with every movement, a pulse of pain and pleasure, the promise of denial and devotion in one tight, sacred loop.

She returned to her pew, hands still shaking, the echo of the voice and the touch burning in her ear. She mouthed a silent confession:

I am yours. I will wait. Show me what it means to be chosen.

Around her, the church continued its ancient work—hymns, candles, prayers for peace.

Inside her, Helena was undone, remade, left trembling on the edge of surrender.

The final stretch of midnight mass blurred into a long, exquisite torment. Helena returned to her pew, folding her shaking body onto the hard wood, feeling the burn in her calves and thighs, the echo of that anonymous touch still alive on her skin. Every sound—the swell of the organ, the low murmur of the priest’s voice—seemed amplified, vibrating through her chest and belly, the cage a constant, throbbing presence.

She tried to focus on the prayers, clutching the hymnbook so hard her knuckles ached, the ink stains on her fingers standing out stark blue against her white grip. Each hymn became a test: to sing while holding herself perfectly still, to keep her voice from cracking as the cage bit deeper with every breath, every shift, every reverent kneel.

The congregation rose for the Gloria, the nave filling with sound and heat, the gold light of hundreds of candles reflected in the varnish of the pews. Helena joined in, voice trembling, the high notes quivering at the edge of breaking. Her body swayed—knees pressed tightly together, toes curled in her sensible flats, thighs slick with sweat and want.

She could feel eyes on her. Whether real or imagined, the sense of being watched made her cheeks flame, her pulse flutter against her throat. Each time she looked up, she caught the gaze of the unknown parishioner—never for more than an instant, a shadow between the pillars, the glint of an eye, a half-smile that seemed to linger when she blinked.

When the priest led the congregation in the Lord’s Prayer, Helena’s hands trembled so badly the rosary slipped through her fingers, beads clicking against the floor. She bent to retrieve it, skirt straining over her hips, the cage’s metal unyielding, forcing her open in ways no one else could see.

She squeezed her thighs together, desperate for friction, finding none—only the cage, only denial, only the bright, helpless want that sang through her body in time with every liturgical phrase. Her cunt throbbed, lips swollen and pressed helplessly by the cage, the ache an ache of both flesh and faith. She felt dampness pooling in her knickers, terrified someone else would see a dark patch on her skirt. The scent of her own arousal mingled with wax and incense, dizzying, inescapable.

Every motion—standing, kneeling, genuflecting, crossing herself—became both worship and punishment. She was penitent and exhibitionist, worshipper and wanton, each act witnessed by a congregation who saw only piety and never the trembling at her core.

When the choir launched into the final carol, Helena was beyond holding it in. Her face glistened with sweat, her chest heaved, and her eyes shone with unshed tears. She was sure she was glowing—ruined, raw, radiant with longing.

She pressed her palms together, voice cracking as she mouthed the last words:

Let this devotion be enough. Let my need be seen. Let this shame be holy.

The candles guttered in a sudden draught, and Helena felt her surrender complete.

She was helpless, marked, owned by ritual, by the memory of a single word—wait—and by the possibility that she had been chosen, not just punished, for her ache.

Midnight mass ended in a slow drift of candles and coats, pews creaking as the congregation pressed into the cold. Helena lingered at the edge of her seat, waiting for the sanctuary to empty, her body wound tight as piano wire. Her knees ached from kneeling, her thighs trembled with fatigue, but nothing compared to the hard, bright throb between her legs—the cage an iron brand, holding her want captive and raw.

She slipped into the side alcove, heart pounding as she scanned for movement. The nativity crib was haloed in flickering candlelight, straw and velvet glowing gold and crimson. She knelt beside the manger, fingers trembling as she parted the swaddling, searching for the key she’d left only hours ago—a secret offering now pulsing at the heart of her longing.

But the nook was empty.

No glint of brass. No ribbon.

Helena froze. Panic poured through her veins, cold and electric, her breath a thin whistle in the dark. She swept her hand through the straw once, twice, then a third time, frantic now—searching beneath the velvet, behind the porcelain lamb, between the hard edges of the altar and the cool stone wall.

Gone. Someone had found it.

A wave of humiliation washed over her, so intense she nearly sobbed. She pressed her hand to her chest, felt the gallop of her heart—each beat echoed in the hollow, caged throb at her sex, sweat prickling along her scalp. She closed her eyes, her mind a blur of horror and something sharper, wilder: a rush of surrender, the forbidden ecstasy of being taken past her own limits.

She stood, legs shaking, skirt twisted and damp at the small of her back. The cage now felt heavier, its pressure magnified by helplessness. She was not in control anymore. She was not playing at denial—she was denied, truly, by an unseen will. Her cheeks burned, tears stung her lashes. She felt small, hunted, devastatingly visible, as if every parishioner’s departing gaze could see the secret pulsing beneath her clothes.

She wiped her face with trembling hands, tasted salt and candle wax on her lips. The hush of the church was absolute—a space emptied of people but filled with presence. She wrapped her arms around herself, her breath a shaky prayer:

Who are you? What do you want with me? What have I become, now that I can’t undo it?

A shiver ran down her spine. She surrendered to it.

Let it be your will. I am yours. I will wait.

She turned from the crib, skirt rustling, the cage’s hard line a new and terrible blessing between her thighs. Her surrender, once her choice, was now commanded—a fate both mortifying and magnificent.

As the last candles sputtered and the church doors closed behind her, Helena slipped back into the cold, a woman unmoored and aching, forbidden key vanished, Christmas night settling over her with the weight of chains and the promise of being seen.

The city’s Christmas hush clung to Helena as she walked home, boots crunching through old frost, coat drawn tight over her aching body. She felt every step as if it were penance: the cage a private burn, her skirt clinging to damp thighs, her scalp prickling with cold and the rawness of unshed tears. Streetlights glimmered in puddles, golden halos turning the ordinary path into a half-lit pilgrimage. Each stride forced her to acknowledge what she had become—a woman marked, chosen, unable to free herself.

Her flat felt cold and empty. She stood in the hallway, hands shaking as she unwrapped her scarf and unbuttoned her coat, everything feeling heavier, more significant. The steel between her legs was now an unsolvable puzzle. She tried to distract herself, to lose her shame in ritual—placing her shoes neatly, lighting the altar candle, straightening the dog-eared psalter by her bed. But her body rebelled: sweat gathered beneath her turtleneck, the cage’s weight dragging at her, a pulse of heat and ache that wouldn’t subside.

She tried to sleep, but every time she closed her eyes she felt the ghostly memory of that touch—fingers at her collarbone, the whisper at her ear—wait. Her dreams dissolved into restless longing, waking her over and over with the ache of need, the steel a hard presence every time she shifted, pressed, unconsciously sought release.

Dawn found her still sleepless, body curled tight on the mattress, face pressed to the cool cotton pillow. She dressed with shaking hands, every movement more difficult, more humiliating. She made her way back to church for morning prayers, drawn by something she couldn’t name—a need to be near the place where her fate had been sealed.

As she slid into her usual pew, a folded piece of thick, cream paper waited on the seat. The script on the outside was unfamiliar, flowing, confident:

For Helena. Obedience is worship.

She glanced around—no one watched, but she felt eyes everywhere, felt her heart leap into her throat. With trembling fingers, she opened the note. The inside was spare, the message as clear as it was devastating:

Epiphany, not Christmas.

Watch for your salvation.

A faint, smoky scent rose from the paper—frankincense, candle, and the ghost of a touch. Her fingers fluttered at the edge, lips parted, breath caught halfway to a sob.

She was seen. She was owned.

This was not just discipline anymore; it was obedience, devotion, and punishment shaped by another’s will. The ambiguity—was it a priest, a parishioner, a lover, a stranger, or some divine answer to her secret prayer?—made her head spin. Shame and longing spiraled through her, dizzying.

She folded the note and pressed it to her chest, feeling the drum of her heart and the pulse of the cage locked tight between her legs. The words settled inside her:

Epiphany, not Christmas.

She must wait, submit, be transformed by endurance.

Obedience was now the only offering she could make.

Helena bowed her head, knuckles white against the pew, letting the ache become prayer—her surrender both forced and chosen, witnessed and unanswered, the story of her devotion no longer hers to tell.

The hours after the note stretched out, viscous and relentless, as if Helena had been plunged into a winter that would never thaw. For the first few hours, it was just adrenaline and embarrassment—a restless, compulsive urge to keep moving, keep busy, as if motion could disguise the wildness inside her. She cleaned the flat with almost violent efficiency, hands red from scrubbing, sweat blooming at her temples even as the rooms cooled around her. Every movement brought fresh friction against the cage, each twist and stoop a new flash of sensation.

But by the evening, as darkness pressed back in and the cold seeped under the windowpanes, the ache settled into something deeper, heavier. The reality of her predicament wrapped itself around her, as tight as the steel and twice as unforgiving. The cage was an unrelenting anchor at the centre of her world—a sharp, unignorable pressure at her sex, a weight at her core, each heartbeat reminding her who was in charge now.

Helena sat at the edge of her bed, skirt twisted around her hips, bare legs curled up as if to protect herself from the hollow ache inside. She pressed her palm to her belly, trying to will herself calm, but her body betrayed her at every turn. Her cunt throbbed against the cage, lips swollen and slick, the faint, sticky dampness in her knickers an ever-present humiliation. She squeezed her thighs together for relief—nothing. The bar held her open, denying her even the comfort of modesty in solitude.

She tried to pray, but every word seemed to dissolve into longing: Let me endure. Let me serve. Let me be changed. Her mind circled back, over and over, to the feel of the anonymous touch at her collarbone, the command to wait, the certainty that someone now knew her most shameful secret. Each time the memory replayed, a shiver rolled through her—fear, need, the thrill of being chosen and claimed.

Days bled together. She went to work in a haze, distracted, her body a bundle of live wires. Every sensation was sharper, more immediate. The rough seam of her tights, the brush of her skirt as she shifted in her office chair, the hot sting of a radiator as she edged too close—everything left her panting and raw. The cage pressed constantly:

When she sat, it dug hard, cool and unyielding.

When she stood, it tugged, forcing her to move carefully, as if she were always on the edge of stumbling.

When she walked, each step ached at her thighs, the gentle slap of metal and flesh audible (she was sure) to anyone who listened too closely.

She became hyper-aware of her scent—musk and salt, vanilla perfume soured by sweat and frustration, the faint copper tinge of steel on her fingers after every secret adjustment. Helena changed her knickers three times a day, mortified at how quickly dampness gathered, how the fabric clung to her, darkening between her legs, marking her shame in ways no prayer could conceal.

Every night, sleep grew harder. She curled in bed, skirt hiked up, legs scissored wide, hands clutching the edge of her pillow. She pressed her palm to her mound, tracing the hard, unyielding bars through skin and fabric, hips grinding uselessly for friction. Her breath came fast and shallow; her thighs trembled. The ache was constant—dull and gnawing, with flares of sharp, electric pain when she pressed too hard or the cage shifted with her restless movements.

Some nights she wept, silent and desperate, biting the pillow to keep from moaning. Other nights, she drifted in and out of fevered dreams—kneeling at the altar, the unknown parishioner behind her, strong hands locking the cage tighter, whispering prayers into her ear as she squirmed and begged for release. She woke from these dreams aching so badly she thought she might break, skin hot with shame and longing, sheets damp beneath her hips.

She kept to herself, dodging calls from friends, sending vague excuses when asked to join for lunch or coffee. When she did see people, her words came out slow and distracted. She couldn’t focus on anything for long. Even scripture—her refuge—blurred before her eyes, every phrase reading like a coded message: Wait. Obey. Suffer. Endure.

In stolen moments alone at the church, she knelt in shadow, forehead pressed to the cool wood of the pew, whispering her longing into the empty air. Please. I’m trying. I’m yours. The church’s old stones seemed to press in closer, soaking up her prayer, returning only silence and the slow, soft flicker of votive candles at the altar.

Physically, her body transformed:

Her nipples remained tight and sore, bra chafing with every breath, the fabric rough and tantalising.

Her thighs became sensitive, skin flushed from the constant friction of her skirt, inner thighs growing slick and red.

The cage itself left marks—deep red grooves at the tops of her thighs, a faint bruise where the pressure was greatest, the flesh tender and heated to the touch.

The scent of her own arousal haunted her—stronger with each passing day, saturating her clothes and her bedsheets, impossible to hide from herself.

By the second night, a strange pride mingled with her suffering. She would trace the marks at her hips, test the bars with a tentative, forbidden press, whisper, “Still here. Still yours.” The pain and denial had become proof of her devotion—her body an offering, her patience a kind of liturgy, her suffering a sign of her submission.

Sometimes, in the quiet before dawn, she would imagine the parishioner watching her. Was it a man? A woman? Someone she saw each Sunday, or a stranger, or something more? She pictured their hands—gentle, strong, steady—turning the key, or not, at their whim. The thought made her ache anew, fear and hunger twisting together so tightly she felt dizzy.

By the morning of Epiphany, Helena was both wrecked and radiant. The bruised circles beneath her eyes testified to sleepless nights, but her cheeks glowed with something almost feverish. The steel was as much a part of her as bone. Her body felt whittled down to want, to ache, to worship through endurance.

She rose with the sun, opened her window to the cold, and stood naked except for the cage, letting the winter air bite at her skin. She shivered—exposed, emptied, strangely whole. She pressed her hands to her hips, traced the sore lines, and murmured, “Obedience is worship. I am still here. I am still yours.”

The words echoed in the quiet, a prayer, a challenge, a benediction.

She dressed slowly, every movement heavy with anticipation. Today—at last—she would learn what awaited her for her patience and pain. Pride flickered beneath her longing: she had survived, been found worthy, let herself be remade by obedience.

As she closed the door behind her, stepping into the frozen morning, the world seemed new and dangerous. She belonged to it, and to the unseen hand that held her key.

Epiphany dawned cold and dazzling, the sky a flawless, bell-like blue over frost-painted rooftops. Helena’s breath hung in the air as she stepped outside, every step deliberate, the wool skirt brushing her sore thighs, the chastity cage pressing between her legs like a final, secret relic. The days of denial had hollowed her out and lit her from within—she felt fragile and sharp as ice, strung tight with hope and trembling relief.

At her doorstep, a parcel waited. Brown paper, tied with a red ribbon. She knew, before she touched it, what it must contain—her pulse pounded so hard in her neck she felt faint. She crouched, knees stinging from the cold, and untied the ribbon with fingers that shook as much from awe as from exhaustion.

Inside:

The little brass key, warm from whoever had placed it in her care.

A folded note, written in the same beautiful, unhurried hand:

For your obedience.

The wait was your worship.

Your release is your blessing.

A tiny sprig of frankincense—still fragrant, resinous, unmistakable—tucked between the folds.

Helena pressed the key to her lips, the taste metallic, holy. Her eyes blurred with tears she did not fight.

She carried the parcel inside, locked the door, and knelt at the side of her bed, setting candles in a careful circle, letting the room fill with a hush so pure it rang.

With a reverence she had never before managed alone, Helena undressed—undoing her scarf, slipping free of wool, folding skirt and turtleneck as if preparing vestments for the altar. She stood naked except for the cage, her body marked with the aftermath of longing: red lines on her hips, sore nipples, thighs trembling, her skin dusted with sweat despite the chill.

She sat on the edge of her bed, opened her legs, and held the key in both hands. She whispered, voice thick with gratitude and awe,

“For whoever you are—thank you. For whatever you saw in me, for what you demanded. Let this be enough.”

The moment of unlocking was agony and ecstasy both. She slid the key home, turned it, and felt the tension vanish in a single, bright instant. The cage dropped away, leaving her sex raw, slick, and so sensitive she gasped aloud. Her hands shook as she stroked the lines left by steel, a rush of relief and mourning flooding her all at once.

She lay back, knees falling apart, and let her hand slip between her thighs. The first touch was almost too much—nerve endings exposed, cunt throbbing and desperate, slickness coating her fingers, her breath breaking into open-mouthed sobs. Her body seized, the orgasm that followed coming hard and fast, shaking her to her core. She cried out, half in pain, half in awe, the sound swallowed by the thick, golden hush of candlelight.

Tears streamed down her cheeks, grief and release and worship all mingled. She curled on her side, one hand cupping her sex, the other clutching the key, and let the aftershocks ripple through her, gentle and infinite. Her skin glowed with sweat, each heartbeat a slow thunder of gratitude and surrender.

When she finally rose, she washed and dressed anew, then returned to church for morning prayers. She lit a single white candle, placing the key—tied with its red ribbon—at the foot of the altar. She knelt, eyes closed, feeling lighter than she could remember.

In her heart, she carried no shame—only the luminous, lasting memory of being seen, denied, claimed, and released.

Her ache had been holy; her obedience, its own kind of joy.

As the choir’s voices rose, Helena smiled, knowing that her surrender had been witnessed, her longing accepted, her devotion finally answered.


Story 45 — Gift Wrapped Wrong

The rain had barely let up all week, London pressed under a slick of black glass and smeared holiday lights, but inside Jade’s flat everything glowed. Fairy lights curled over the big window, a cheap scented candle burned low on the coffee table, and wrapping paper was everywhere—torn, crumpled, stuck to her bare feet as she padded back and forth, tipsy on Rioja and Christmas music.

Jade’s body still buzzed from her final pilates class of the year. Her muscles hummed under smooth, honey-gold skin, each breath alive with warmth and anticipation. She’d been half-watching a trashy holiday romcom, wrapping presents for her boyfriend’s family, when the idea struck her: why not make herself the last, best gift? Not just a cheeky selfie in her usual loungewear, but something properly slutty. Something that would make him want to unwrap her twice.

She set the wine glass down, checked the time—midnight, perfect—and pushed aside her tee. Underneath, she wore her favourite black mesh set: demi-cup bra, high-cut panties hugging her hips, a garter belt still clipped over her thighs from earlier “for the vibe.” She’d put it on half as a private joke, half on the off-chance she’d work up the nerve for a mirror pic later. The bra lifted her breasts just enough to show the darker skin of her areolae through the mesh, nipples a little hard from the cold and the thought of being on display. The panties were thin, sheer, cut high at the hip, framing the soft, muscular curve of her ass, and the garter’s black bands wrapped her thighs in velvet kisses. Her skin glowed in the lamplight—jasmine and cocoa butter on her shoulders and belly, a trace of sweat from dancing alone earlier.

The rest of her was casual and wild: hair loose and shining with purple at the roots, mouth bitten red from the wine and the way she chewed her lower lip when thinking. She smirked at her own reflection in the window, one hand propped on her hip, the other running up under the hem of her tee to adjust the fit of the garter, the metal fasteners cold and wicked against her skin.

She scrolled through her camera roll for inspiration—old clips, half-nudes sent on safe nights, her body in all its moods and angles. She wanted more this time: not just sexy, but silly, vulnerable, a real offering. Something that said: I am yours, come get your gift. Unwrap me if you dare.

The red Christmas tape lay in a nest beside her, glossy and threatening. Jade grinned, feeling a thrum of mischief (and a wild pinch of risk) as she set her phone on the tripod, cranked up the ring light, and hit record.

She started easy: a strip of tape around her waist, cinching just above the garter, flattening her tummy and pulling her hips into a softer hourglass. She turned for the camera, back arched, letting the tape catch the glow of the fairy lights. Next, a wide loop under her breasts—she cupped them as she wrapped, giggling as the sticky side tugged at the mesh, the sensation electric, a little stingy, making her nipples push hard against the fabric. She leaned into the camera, lips parted, teasing: “Can’t unwrap your other presents until you unwrap this one, babe…”

Her hands were slick with anticipation. Jade grabbed a fresh roll, pulled a long length, and circled her hips, then wrapped her thighs together just above the garter, legs pressed tight. It felt deliciously restrictive, the tape squeaking against itself as she shifted, panties stretching taut, the pressure sending a secret thrill up her belly. She played for the lens, voice low and conspiratorial: “What if I tie myself up so tight you can’t get to me? Would you rip me open, or leave me here all night…?”

Her breath fogged the cold window. She was getting genuinely turned on, feeling the press of dampness in her panties, the scent of her own skin sweet and a little wild. She trailed the tape down, looping it between her legs, pressing it tight against the crotch of her knickers, trapping the garter’s strap beneath it, the contact making her hips buck just a little. “I’m all wrapped up for you—no peeking until Christmas,” she whispered, voice breaking into a laugh as she tugged playfully at the tape.

Not satisfied yet, she propped one foot on the coffee table, wobbled a bit, and wrapped her left ankle to the table leg—just tight enough that it felt real. She ran another strip around her right wrist, taping it to her thigh. Her body was alive with sensation: the stick of tape biting her skin, the garter’s bands digging in, the mesh panties gone almost see-through at her soaked core. Her pulse hammered in her ears, heat rushing to her face, her heart pounding with the thought of what it would look like on video.

Jade switched the vibe on, just for a moment—held it to the front of her panties, the mesh and tape and pressure sending a shock straight through her. She gasped, bit down hard on her knuckle, holding herself back, eyes fluttering. “No coming yet,” she moaned, looking straight into the lens, “the best presents are the ones you have to wait for…”

She played with the angle, filming her hands tugging at the tape, wriggling and squirming in the garter and mesh, her body open and helpless. She licked her lips, biting down to stifle a whimper as she stopped, panting, desperate for release but not giving in. She looked at herself—marked, shiny, tape creasing her waist, her thighs red and tingling, wrists bound, panties stretched and sticky, her bra askew and nipples straining against the mesh.

For a moment, she thought about posting the video to her story—just for a thrill. She nearly did, thumb hovering over “Share,” the thought of her friends and strangers seeing her like this, bound and panting and begging for attention, making her whole body tighten with a mix of terror and hunger. She caught herself in time, gasped, and laughed, breathless and buzzing.

She snapped a few more selfies—some smiling, some with her mouth open, messy and ruined, sweat gleaming at her collarbone and between her breasts. She shot a final clip: “Merry Christmas, hope you like your present… try not to open me too fast.”

Rain rattled the window; the tape held her tight. Her phone’s screen glowed with the first frame of her gift, her own body made helpless and gorgeous and real.

Jade grinned, cheeks flushed, cunt aching, wrists burning deliciously where the tape held her fast.

She pressed send—eyes wide with anticipation and the dizzying fear that someone, somewhere, might actually see her as she was.

She didn’t check the recipient.

She was too far gone for second guesses.

And in that moment, for the first time all winter, Jade felt like she truly belonged to someone else.

Jade flopped back against the sofa, breathless, tape still biting into her wrists and thighs, the marks already a sharp red through honey-gold skin. The afterglow of filming clung to her: cheeks flushed, body humming, panties soaked and mesh bra twisted from her movements. Her garter belt bit deep, pressed by tape that now felt tighter, less playful. Her hair was half-tangled across her face, purple strands sticking to her cheek with sweat.

The phone pinged a cheerful little “sent!” chime. She let herself close her eyes for just a second, heart hammering, pulse a wild drumbeat behind her ribs. The scent of her own sex, cocoa butter, and the sharp, almost clinical tang of adhesive filled the air. Her thighs trembled, the tape chafing her skin every time she squirmed, the tight band across her hips marking her with every breath.

She was floating somewhere between giddy satisfaction and throbbing, desperate want. Her hands, taped together at the wrist and stuck to her thigh, ached from straining during the shoot, but the ache was sweet—a physical proof of her own naughtiness, of having truly, viscerally played. She grinned, cheeks burning, as she stretched her legs, flexing her toes, the garter’s black bands making her feel just a little dangerous. She glanced down: her mesh panties were transparent now, showing the shadowed seam of her sex beneath the tape, the fabric stuck to her with her own slickness.

She picked up her phone, swiping at the screen with fingers slick from sweat and tape residue. The heat of arousal still buzzed through her; she expected a “read” from her boyfriend, maybe a string of emojis or a dirty reply.

Instead, her stomach dropped.

The message thread at the top wasn’t him.

May.

Her boyfriend’s sister, the last person she’d messaged a holiday meme to after too much wine last week. Jade’s video, the whole dirty, sticky, bound and begging mess of it, was now sitting in May’s Instagram DMs. Not a second of it could be unsent—May, with her sharp mouth, dark hair, perfect lipstick, the woman Jade had always liked a little too much at family events. The one she’d always wondered about, always tried not to look at for too long.

Panic hit hard and cold, a physical jolt that left her gasping, sweat suddenly cold on her skin. She clawed at her phone, wrists straining against the tape, heart hammering loud enough that she could barely hear the rain anymore. The reality of what she’d sent—her own body, trussed up and pleading, every inch filmed and offered—made her vision blur, embarrassment so hot it was almost dizzying.

“Oh my fucking god,” she whispered, voice strangled, trying to free herself, nails catching at the edge of the tape. The tape was stubborn, sticking harder the more she struggled. Her skin stung, red welts rising as she fought, teeth gritted, every movement making the crotch tape grind against her swollen lips, sending cruel, unwanted jolts of pleasure through the panic.

She pressed her thighs together, as much for comfort as to hide herself from her own reflection in the dark window. The sound of her breathing filled the room, shallow and ragged. Her phone slipped from her fingers, landing between her knees, the screen still glowing with her own flushed, bound image and the damning “Delivered to May.”

She tried to pull her wrists apart, but the tape had held too well—wrapping had been fantasy, but escape was messy, humiliating, and real. Every tug left her arms marked, each twist smearing sweat and adhesive against her thighs. She hissed, half in pain, half in self-disgust, every moment of struggle only making her more aware of how thoroughly she’d made herself a present, how helpless she’d be if anyone else walked in. If May replied.

The room felt suddenly colder. She shivered, the tape now biting, almost burning where it pressed her skin, goosebumps rising along her arms. She shifted on the sofa, the tape across her thighs catching on the upholstery, the garter biting in so tight her toes curled. The sound of rain at the window was louder now, a steady rush against the glass. Somewhere across the way, a neighbour’s lights came on—Jade could see her own reflection, wild-eyed and open-mouthed, in the dark glass. A girl tied up for Christmas, on display for anyone to see.

She pressed her forehead to her knees, the angle awkward, tears prickling behind her eyelids. Her cunt ached, throbbing with frustration, her panties so soaked that she could feel the chill every time the air hit her through the mesh. The room smelled like her—cocoa butter and sex and the artificial tang of tape, sharp enough to sting her nose.

Her phone buzzed in her lap. A message.

She looked down, terrified.

May was online. May was typing.

Jade’s heart skittered, chest tight. She wiped her face with her free hand, leaving a faint streak of adhesive on her cheek. She tried to compose herself—tried to sit up straighter, shake the wildness from her hair, but the tape held her in place, every shift a reminder of her own carelessness, her hunger, her risk.

She thought about tearing the tape off, running to the bathroom, pretending it was all some joke, some digital fever dream. But her body wouldn’t let her—she was trapped, exposed, breathless and raw, her arousal impossible to ignore, shame and excitement warring beneath her skin.

The screen flashed:

May is typing…

The waiting was torture—every second a new, deeper agony.

Would May be angry? Amused? Horrified? Would she tell her brother, send the video to someone else, hold it over Jade for years?

Or… would she look? Would she want to see more?

The question lingered, sharp and sweet, as Jade sat taped and trembling, cheeks flushed, panties sticky, wrists burning, a living, gift-wrapped confession waiting to be opened.

Jade’s breath caught in her throat as the notification banner lit her screen. May is typing… The words stung and thrilled, their slow ellipsis promising judgment, amusement, or perhaps—impossibly—something else. Jade stared, frozen in the pulsing light of her phone, heart thumping against the bands of red tape and the sharp press of her garter.

A new video message arrived. The preview was simple: a glossy swipe of red lips, a flick of dark hair. Jade swallowed, thumb hovering, not sure if she was more afraid of being mocked or ignored. Her wrists still ached in their tape, thighs pressed together and burning, the mesh of her panties sticky and cold. She tasted wine and salt, could smell herself thick in the humid air. Rain battered the window, echoing her nerves with every gust.

She pressed play, and May’s voice filled the flat—low, velvet, teasing, infinitely sure of itself.

The camera first found May’s mouth: a wicked red, bitten at the corner, lips glistening as if she’d just licked them. She smirked, and Jade felt a fresh rush of heat bloom in her stomach, her own mouth suddenly dry. May’s face stayed out of focus, just the curve of her jaw, the brush of dark hair, the slow flick of her tongue against her top lip.

May drew the camera lower, panning over her own bare collarbone, a tangle of holiday tinsel glinting in the background. The lens dipped, and Jade saw the shimmer of black, glittery tights stretched over a thigh—one that May’s fingers traced in a slow, deliberate arc.

May’s voice was a whisper, meant for the dark:

“You missed a spot.”

There was a beat of silence. The camera lingered on the point where May’s hand disappeared beneath the hem of her jumper. Her other hand squeezed her own thigh, leaving a faint crescent of pink. The camera stilled, as if waiting for Jade to breathe.

Jade felt as if the world had paused. Shame turned inside out, twisting into something molten. She replayed the video, twice, three times, fingers trembling as the vibration of her own pulse set the tape fluttering at her wrists. She was so exposed—so vulnerable and ridiculous and seen—but May’s gaze had not been cruel. It had been hungry, appreciative, almost…commanding.

A new text popped up:

“How long are you planning to keep yourself tied up?”

Jade swallowed, hips flexing as she fought the urge to grind into the sofa. Her wrists tingled, the tape sticky and hot, each shallow breath making her breasts rise against the mesh. She replied with a shaky selfie—her lips parted, hair mussed, the tape binding her arms clearly visible. She sent another: a tight shot of her waist, tape marking her skin, panties almost translucent, the outline of her own wetness unmistakable.

May replied immediately: a still of her hand on her thigh, thumb hooked beneath the waistband of her tights.

“Show me your thighs. Show me what you did to yourself for me.”

Jade’s entire body blazed with anticipation and terror. The request was direct, simple, impossible to refuse. She propped the phone against the pillow, shifted so the ring light caught her just so, and parted her knees as much as the tape would allow. She filmed herself wriggling, hips squirming against the binding, the mesh panties stretched taut, the garter twisted. The sound of the tape peeling as she tugged at her thighs was sharp, humiliating, and hot. She narrated in a trembling voice:

“I taped myself up for you. Look at the marks. I’m stuck, all wet, can’t do anything unless you let me.”

She let her hands glide down her stomach, tracing the tape and the waistband, showing off the red lines left at her hips and upper thighs. She panned over her own trembling body, her chest rising and falling, mouth open. For a final flourish, she slid her fingers under the edge of her panties, pressed at the seam of tape running up between her lips, then withdrew—her fingers shiny in the light.

She sent the clip and waited, breath ragged, sweat beading at her brow.

May sent back an audio note: the sound of a breathy sigh, then a low, soft moan, unmistakable and rich with satisfaction. Jade’s nipples tightened, her cunt ached. She pressed her face to the back of her hand, unable to believe what was happening.

A final text came through:

“Don’t untie yourself yet. Keep the tape on. If you can manage it, edge for me. But don’t you dare come.”

Jade gasped, a new jolt of arousal mixing with the helpless panic. She braced her taped hands against her belly, grinding into the sofa, the mesh gone slick and dark. Her thighs shook with the effort of holding back, tape creaking, skin stinging. She stared at her phone, at the last frame of May’s video—her lips, the hint of tongue, the flash of desire in her eyes.

She obeyed. For long, aching minutes, Jade edged herself, whimpering, straining against her bonds. Every twitch sent new jolts of pleasure and pain through her, the urge to come almost unbearable. Her cheeks flushed, tears stung her lashes, her body marked and wrung out, desperate to be seen and used.

She sent another clip—panting, half-crying, tape tugging at her burning skin:

“I’m trying, May. I’m doing everything you say. Please, tell me what to do next.”

Her phone buzzed in her lap, heat and wet and shame pooled beneath her, the world outside lost to rain and the sound of her own soft, desperate gasps. She belonged to the woman on the other end of the line now—a present unwrapped only as far as May desired, helpless, hungry, exposed.

And in that helplessness, Jade felt herself seen for the very first time.

The world outside had disappeared—just rain and distant traffic and the faint, electric pulse of Christmas somewhere beyond the fogged glass. Jade’s flat was a cocoon of fairy lights and shadows, the hum of her phone the only sound louder than her own heartbeat. The tape still bound her wrists, the mesh panties were soaked and clinging, and her body was a trembling wire of frustration, excitement, and raw, needy hunger.

Her phone pinged:

May: “You look incredible. I want to see everything you did. Can you take another video? This time, show me how tight you made those thighs. Tell me how it feels. And don’t even think about coming.”

Jade whimpered—she’d never been bossed around by a woman before, not like this, not with every nerve ending raw and exposed. She found herself desperate to obey, desperate to please. Her cheeks flamed as she fumbled the phone into her tripod, awkward with her hands still bound, wrists throbbing from the tape.

She angled the camera low, catching her whole body on the sofa: loose band tee rucked up above her waist, mesh bra pushed off one shoulder, the black garter’s straps twisted over thighs that trembled with every tiny movement. The red tape was cruel—cinched above her knees, pinning her legs together in a way that was both vulnerable and indecent, the band pressing into flesh until she could see the outlines of her muscles straining beneath. The crotch tape had all but disappeared into the damp at her centre, stuck flat to her lips, the sticky edge of it catching every time she flexed her hips. Her wrists were a mess—tape creased and wrinkled, fingers splayed and helpless, palms glossy with sweat.

She hit record. Her voice was small and wild, breathy with want.

“May—look, I’m still taped, just like you told me. My thighs are burning, it’s so tight. I can’t open my legs, I can barely move. I’m soaked. The tape’s pulling at my skin, every time I shift, it hurts. I keep thinking about your mouth, about your hands. I need—” She broke off, hips bucking as she pressed herself down against the edge of the sofa, chasing friction.

She showed May every angle: the red tape biting into her skin, the dark marks beginning to bloom on her thighs, the mess on her panties. She panned up her own body, letting the camera linger on the way her breasts heaved in the mesh bra, on the streak of red down her wrist, on the bruised marks from the garter belt’s edge.

Her phone buzzed before she could even finish:

May: “Good girl. Don’t touch yourself yet. I want you to crawl to the window. Show me how helpless you look from behind. Let me see what the neighbours might see if they look.”

A thrill of risk lit through Jade’s belly. She shuffled off the sofa, awkward on her knees, wrists taped and body still bound, the cold of the wood floor making her nipples stiffen beneath the mesh. She set the camera facing the window, the rain-slicked glass turning the streetlights into blurry gold halos. Her own reflection—mouth open, hair wild, body marked and ruined—looked back at her from the darkness.

She filmed herself crawling, thighs squeezed tight by tape, ass high and trembling, hands barely able to brace her. She turned for the camera, showing off the mess: panties wet and clinging, tape pulling at her skin, red and raw and lovely. “Would you want me if you saw me like this?” she whispered, voice breaking on the words.

A new message came, this time an audio note—May’s breath, low and ragged, a single moan that made Jade’s hips rock, her cunt throb so hard she thought she might come just from the sound.

May: “Stay just like that. Show me your wrists. Now turn. Let me see your face—open your mouth, let me hear you beg.”

Jade obeyed. She pressed her cheek to the cool glass, gasping at her own reflection, the chill burning her flushed skin. She filmed herself turning, wrists held up, lips parted, tongue wetting her mouth. “Please, May. I want to come so badly. I want to feel you watching me, telling me what to do. Please, I’ll do anything.”

The phone pinged again.

May: “Edge for me. I want you to rub yourself through the tape. Slow. Don’t stop unless I say.”

Jade’s whole body shook as she complied. She rocked her hips against the tape, the pressure maddening, the pain and pleasure of it making her sob. She could barely catch her breath, body alive with sensation. The band tee slipped higher, exposing her belly and the small tattoo on her hip. She imagined May watching, hand down her own tights, eyes hungry and loving every mark, every humiliating squirm.

Time stretched out—ten, twenty, thirty minutes of desperate, messy edging, every moment controlled by the pings of May’s instructions. Jade was whimpering now, mouth open, tears streaking her face, thighs trembling so hard she could hardly kneel. Sweat slicked her body, the air thick with sex and adrenaline.

The risk was a high of its own: the window was fogged, but anyone passing on the street could have seen the shape of her body pressed to the glass, the marks left by tape and touch. Each new audio message from May—moans, gasps, slow filthy instructions—made her want to fall apart, but she held back, desperate to be worthy, to be called “good girl” again.

Her body was on fire. The tape dug in, leaving welts and bruises she’d feel for days. The mesh panties were ruined, the crotch tape translucent with her slick. The garter had slipped low on her thigh, skin mottled with red, the tattoo almost erased by sweat and pressure.

“Don’t come,” May said, her voice gentle but implacable. “Keep edging for me. Show me every shiver. I want you so needy you can’t think.”

Jade obeyed, every nerve raw, every muscle twitching, mind gone. She filmed herself for May, for herself, for the risk of anyone who might see, and when her phone finally buzzed with May’s next command, she was crying with frustration, begging for more.

And in that perfect, humiliating, electric surrender, Jade knew she had become exactly what she’d craved all along: a gift to be unwrapped, seen, and claimed.

Jade’s hands shook as she set up the video call, wrists still bound, tape digging deep red marks above her pulse. Her whole body thrummed, every inch electric with denial, sweat, and the desperate, high-wire risk of being fully, finally seen. The flat was dark save for the fairy lights and the cold blue glow of her phone, propped up at the edge of the rug, camera pointed squarely at her trembling, ruined body.

The phone rang, the screen showing May’s name, her heart hammering hard enough she thought it might bruise her ribs. Her thighs quivered, pressed tight by tape and garter, panties soaked and mesh bra wrinkled from crawling on her knees. The cold air of the room licked her skin, making her nipples stand even stiffer beneath the mesh. Her hair clung to her neck, lips red and bitten, cheeks streaked from the effort of holding back.

She fumbled to accept, and May’s face appeared—a halo of dark hair, her eyes glittering, mouth curved in a sly, approving smile. May was dressed for the night: black slip, shoulder bare, a silver chain glinting at her collarbone, her mouth still stained that dangerous, perfect red. Jade’s own image was a wreck: tape everywhere, bra half off, thighs trembling, wrists marked, mouth open in silent, pleading invitation.

“Oh, sweetheart…” May’s voice was honey and smoke, amusement and heat tangled together. “You’re even more beautiful than you let on. All that mess, just for me?”

Jade bit her lip, breath hitching. “Yes, May. For you. I did everything you said. I’m so—so ready to be unwrapped.”

“Good girl,” May purred, gaze roaming over the screen. “Let’s take our time, hmm? Hands behind your head, let me see those wrists—yes, just like that. Now, tell me exactly what you did to yourself. Every dirty detail.”

Jade obeyed, hands twisting above her, arms shaking as she exposed the tape’s harsh grip, the angry welts at her wrists. She recited every step, voice shaky but proud—how she’d taped her thighs, her wrists, her ankles, how she’d crawled to the window, how she’d rubbed herself through the tape, desperate and messy and watched the whole time. How she was “still so wet, I’m sorry, I can’t stop leaking for you—”

May cut her off, voice soft but unyielding. “Don’t apologize for that. That’s exactly how I want you. Stay put. I’m unwrapping too.”

On Jade’s screen, May shifted: her slip fell away, the camera showing the shimmer of her own black tights, thighs crossed elegantly, her hands tracing the waistband as she slid the fabric down, inch by inch. “Touch the tape at your thighs,” May ordered. “Pull—slow, I want to see you wince. Now—unwrap just one leg, leave the other taped.”

Jade reached with shaking fingers, peeling the tape away from her right thigh, hissing as the adhesive lifted skin. The mark left behind was bright and stinging, her muscle twitching. She let her leg fall open, the garter belt askew, her panties stretched and soaked, the red tape still running straight up the other thigh.

“Perfect,” May cooed. “Now show me your cunt—pull the panties aside. Slowly.”

Jade obeyed, hooking her fingers under the mesh, exposing herself, breath a high, ragged whine as the tape at her crotch pulled away, the slick strand of arousal catching the light. Her sex throbbed, lips swollen and glistening, the cool air making her shudder. She was half crying, half laughing, overwhelmed and raw.

May was stripping too, her own body pale and luminous, fingers pressing between her thighs, her eyes never leaving Jade’s image. “You’re so pretty. So helpless and needy. Don’t come yet. I want to watch you beg.”

Jade whimpered, shifting so May could see every angle: the ruined panties, the welts at her thighs, the sticky mess at her core. “Please, May—please, I need to come so bad—please—”

“Not yet. Show me how you look when you can’t stand it anymore. Rub yourself for me. Tell me you’re mine.”

“I’m yours,” Jade gasped, voice cracking. “I’m your present, all unwrapped and desperate. Please, May—please—”

May’s moans grew louder, the sound thick and beautiful through the phone’s tiny speaker. “Now,” she breathed, “you can come. Do it for me. Let me see you let go.”

Jade’s hand moved, fingers frantic, hips jerking, the last of the tape ripped away with a sharp, delicious sting. Her orgasm crashed through her, a hot, wet, sobbing rush that left her slumped and sobbing, body shaking with release. She could hear May crying out too, the sound so intimate and ferocious it made Jade’s toes curl and her cunt spasm again, a second, smaller climax rolling through her like a tide.

She fell back against the rug, panting, tears leaking from her eyes, body ruined and glowing, tape and garter and mesh tangled at her ankles. May was sprawled on her own bed, hair wild, face flushed, mouth parted in a smile so open, so greedy, it made Jade’s heart ache.

The line was silent for a moment, just their breaths tangled across the distance, their bodies marked and shining.

Finally, May whispered, “You were perfect. Next time—no tape, no distance. I want you here, tied up in my sheets, begging for more.”

Jade laughed, breathless, wiping tears and sweat from her face. “Yes. Please. Make me yours again.”

The call ended with a lingering look, two smiles—hungry, satisfied, shining.

Jade let herself collapse fully to the floor, body sticky, sore, and utterly, beautifully spent.

The call ended but the connection buzzed through Jade’s whole body—her skin tingled everywhere the tape had been, heart racing, mouth still open in a soft, dazed gasp. She lay sprawled on the rug, the living room glowing with scattered fairy lights and the aftermath of their shared climax. For a long time she didn’t move, couldn’t; every muscle was heavy and trembling, her limbs a riot of exhaustion, soreness, and slow, spreading bliss.

Her wrists were the first thing she noticed: angry red bands running around each, the tape ripped off in jagged lines, skin raw and sensitive. She flexed her fingers, testing the ache, and then touched her own thigh. More marks, deeper this time—a patchwork of fresh tape-welts and bruises where she’d squirmed and rubbed for May. Her body was streaked with the memory of being bound, her own hands sticky with sweat, lube, and tears.

She rolled over onto her back, letting her band tee fall back down to cover her stomach, and stared at the ceiling. Her panties, hopelessly ruined, were twisted at one hip, mesh clinging to the heat and mess between her legs. She peeled them off with a wince, the cold air hitting her bare, swollen cunt, still fluttering with the aftershocks. Every movement made her body sing, part pain, part pleasure—the ghost of tape and garter, the faint outline of May’s praise burned into her memory.

The flat felt strange—too big, too silent, as if the walls were listening. Jade pulled herself upright, sitting cross-legged on the rug. Tape wrappers and ruined lingerie littered the space around her: red strips curled into loose bows, black garter dangling from her ankle, the empty bottle of lube glinting on the table. The window, fogged and streaked with rain, still reflected her—flushed and wild-eyed, mouth bitten and swollen, hair sticking to her cheek, her body a living, marked confession.

She reached for her phone, hands trembling, and took a slow, shaky photo: thighs bruised and shiny with her own slick, marks bright across her hips and wrists, the last strip of tape dangling from her finger. She sent it to May without a word, her body answering every question the camera might ask. Within moments, her phone buzzed back—May’s reply was a photo, skin bared to the waist, her own thigh streaked with scratches and bite marks, a lazy, satisfied smile curling her lips.

A voice note followed. Jade held her breath and played it, the sound sending a fresh shock through her: May’s voice, ragged and soft, still edged with the echo of orgasm.

“That was fucking perfect. You looked incredible, the way you squirmed and begged. I want to be there next time, want to wrap you tighter, want to hold you open and make you beg for me in person. Don’t you dare wash those marks away yet. I want a photo of them in the morning. I want to see how long my present lasts.”

Jade laughed, dizzy and undone, the flush in her chest rising again. She stood, wobbly on her bare feet, and padded to the bathroom, pausing to study herself in the mirror.

Her thighs were a mess: red lines fading into purple at the edges, garter marks and faint bruises scattered along her inner skin. Her wrists were tender, one slightly swollen, her knuckles scraped. Her breasts, still cupped by the twisted mesh, bore the faint imprint of the bra, nipples dark and tender. Her mouth was red, parted, the ghost of her own teeth on her lower lip.

She touched every mark, turning gently to see the full extent. Instead of shame, she felt a strange, quiet pride. Each welt and bruise was proof of what she’d risked, what she’d given—her own body as a present, unwrapped by someone who finally, truly saw her.

She grabbed a washcloth, ran warm water, and dabbed at her thighs and wrists, careful not to scrub the marks away. She cleaned the sweat and lube and lingering stick of adhesive from her skin, but left the lines, as May had asked. The ritual was slow, almost reverent: she massaged lotion into her legs, traced the marks on her wrists, inhaled the clean, jasmine scent of her skin, layered over the rawer, muskier edge of sex.

Back in her bedroom, she curled up beneath her duvet, phone pressed to her heart. Another message buzzed—a photo of May’s hand on her own stomach, the bite of her nails pressed deep.

“Next time, I want to hear you beg for more before you come. And I want to see your face, every single second.”

Jade typed a reply, fingers still unsteady:

“I want to be your present again. Every mark, every bruise, every ache—I want you to make them all.”

She lay awake for a long time, reliving the night—every command, every shiver of pain and delight, the thrill of being bound and exposed for another woman’s gaze. Her skin felt electric, every shift under the sheets a fresh reminder of her own surrender.

Before drifting off, she snapped one more photo: the tape marks already fading to blush, the bruises dark and promising at her thighs, her face flushed and unguarded. She sent it to May with a single word:

“Yours.”

She slept with the phone under her pillow, a secret promise curled close—her body still claimed, her mind full of hunger, and her heart wide open for whatever May would ask next.

The morning after, Jade woke to pale winter sun diffused through rain-streaked glass. Her body ached everywhere she moved: wrists sore, thighs stiff and warm with the memory of red tape, her sex still sensitive and swollen. She lay still for a moment, listening to the hum of pipes and the distant bark of a neighbour’s dog, letting the ache and afterglow roll through her. The sheets, still scented of cocoa butter and old sweat, clung to the marks on her legs, the bruises so tender that even the cotton was too much for a while.

For a moment, she almost panicked, half convinced it had been a fever dream—no way had she done all that, no way had she offered her body to May, sent those pictures, said those words, made herself come for another woman’s gaze. But her phone, blinking on the nightstand, told another story: the string of unread messages from May, the slow stream of heart and flame emojis, a fresh voice note with the timestamp 3:14am.

Jade rolled onto her back, shifting the duvet down. The band tee she’d slept in had twisted up under her arms. She peeled it away, pushing hair off her face, and ran her hands over her bare chest, her belly, her hips. Her skin was mapped with reminders: tape lines still pink across her thighs, a garter-shaped welt at one side, tiny scrapes on her wrists and the faintest bruise on her knee from kneeling in front of the window. She smiled, slow and secret, tracing each mark as if to memorise them.

She checked her DMs first. May’s last photo was of her own stomach, bare and soft, with scratches raked low above her hip. Her reply had come at dawn:

“You left me shaking. Can’t stop thinking about the way you begged. About your thighs. About your eyes. Next time, I want to see you tied up with my own hands. No tape. Real rope. Real marks. Real you, all to myself.”

Jade shivered, the words a jolt through her spine. She pressed her phone to her lips, whispering “yes” to the empty flat. Another ping: May’s voice, low and thick with exhaustion and something like awe.

“Keep those marks for me. Touch them every time you think of me. Remember you’re mine now.”

The rest of the morning was slow and soft. Jade showered, but only gently—rinsing away sweat and lube, careful not to wash off the scent of May’s voice or the evidence of last night’s surrender. She towelled herself dry, legs shaky, nipples still peaked from the memory of being watched. She massaged lotion into her skin, lingered at every mark, sighing at the sting, the way each bruise flared back to life with the warmth of her own touch.

She made coffee, put on fresh panties and a slouchy sweater, padding barefoot through her messy living room. The tape wrappers, twisted and shiny, still littered the rug. She left them there for now—a strange little altar to what had changed between her and May.

She replayed the videos: her own face wild and open, May’s voice purring orders, the slow unwrapping, her own final collapse, the sound of May’s moans through the tinny speaker. Jade’s pulse thudded between her legs, another blush spreading over her chest. She found herself rubbing her thighs together, shy and needy all over again.

She wanted May. Wanted her hands, her rope, her real weight. The digital thrill had only cracked something open—now she ached for the real, the in-person, the uncontrolled. Jade opened a new message:

“Next year, you’re the only one who gets to unwrap me. I want to feel your knots, your teeth, your breath. I want you to mark me so deep I can’t hide it.”

She almost deleted it, shy, but sent it anyway. A minute later, May replied:

“Already planning your Christmas bow, pretty girl. And I think I’ll need a whole weekend to unwrap you properly.”

Jade laughed aloud, then bit her lip. She sprawled across her sofa, phone cradled to her chest, a giddy ache making her stretch and twist, savoring every pulse of soreness.

She knew she would replay these messages and videos for days—whenever she wanted to feel owned, wanted, on edge. But she also knew this was just the beginning. She felt a hunger she hadn’t let herself feel in years—craving the certainty of being watched, commanded, worshipped and used by a woman’s gaze.

She caught herself in the window’s reflection: tousled hair, bruised thighs, a smile that wasn’t shy at all. The city outside was grey and bright, but inside, Jade glowed, new and raw and beautiful in her own eyes.

She thought about May’s hands, the bite of real rope, the sting of teeth at her shoulder. She thought about kneeling, wrists bound, eyes on May and nowhere else.

Her last message of the morning was a selfie: soft light, bruises on full display, a sleepy smile, captioned simply—Yours.

As the sun climbed, Jade curled back under the covers, pressing her phone between her breasts, mind already racing with new, beautiful ways she wanted to be claimed.

And across the city, another woman watched, already plotting the next knot, the next night, the next unwrapping.


Story 46 — The Charity Stream

The studio was too warm for December. Strings of tinsel hung from every light, shedding flecks of glitter that caught on Pippa’s skin as she dressed. She tugged the green velvet skirt down over her hips, heard the small pop of a seam protest, and laughed under her breath. The costume had arrived in a crinkled plastic bag with Festive Fundraiser printed across the front, but the sizing had not been charitable. Every inch of it hugged her.

She smoothed the fabric against her stomach, watching herself in the mirror of the dressing area. The red bodice was cut low enough to show the curve of her chest; a narrow satin belt pulled her waist tight, the buckle digging into the small hollow just above her navel. She slipped her arms through the striped sleeves, the elastic biting faintly at her biceps. The pressure made her feel contained, framed—like the edges of a photograph.

One of the production assistants had left a box of “accessories”: ribbon cuffs, a bell choker, a plastic holly crown. The ribbons were supposed to look whimsical. On her, tied a little too firmly around her wrists, they looked deliberate. Pippa flexed her hands, testing the restriction. The slight pull thrilled her more than she wanted to admit.

“Five minutes, Pip,” someone called through the half-open door.

She nodded, though her throat was dry. On the table beside her, the list of stream challenges gleamed in neat handwriting: Sing a carol, Answer a dare from the chat, Wear the antlers for a donation goal. All perfectly innocent, yet each one promised some small surrender of dignity. The organisers called it engagement; she called it exposure therapy.

She sat to fasten the candy-stripe socks. They reached just above her knees, the fabric tight enough to leave faint grooves when she bent her legs. The effect in the mirror made her laugh again—half ridiculous, half indecent, entirely effective. The laughter steadied her. She dabbed a little gloss on her mouth, patted her cheeks, and inhaled the faint vanilla scent that always clung to her clothes from too many body-lotion samples.

Her phone, face-down on the counter, vibrated once—a reminder alarm she’d set earlier: Be good. Be brave. She flipped it over, silenced it, then looked into the camera lens built into the dressing-room mirror. For a second she imagined the thousands of unseen faces that would soon be watching through that same kind of glass: donors, colleagues, maybe even him. The thought made her stomach tighten.

She looped the last ribbon around her wrists again, looser this time but visible if she raised her hands. It was supposed to be a joke—your favourite elf tied up with work!—but she could already feel the heat that came with pretending not to notice what it suggested.

She checked the mic clipped at her collar, adjusted the bell choker so it sat neatly against her throat, and whispered, “Okay, Pippa. Smile big. Don’t trip over your own feet. And remember—it’s for charity.”

At the studio door she paused, listening to the muffled buzz of the crowd on the live feed. Beyond the lights, the chat window would already be filling with greetings, teasing, the odd inappropriate comment that the moderators would pretend not to see. She took one last breath, straightened her shoulders, and stepped toward the sound of applause, ribbons brushing her palms like a promise.

When the cameras caught her, she was ready: bright smile, steady voice, body humming with nerves and something warmer, the invisible boundary between play and exposure already beginning to blur.

The first burst of applause felt like heat.

When the cameras blinked on, the studio lights caught every fleck of glitter on Pippa’s shoulders and made her smile brighter than she meant it to be. The chat feed scrolled in a blur of emojis and nicknames on the monitor opposite her, the donations counter already ticking up in neon numbers. She waved, bells on her wrist jingling, and the sound made her laugh. It also reminded her that she couldn’t quite forget the ribbon still looped around her wrists under the cuff of her sleeve.

“Welcome, everyone!” she said, the microphone catching the higher note in her voice. “Twelve hours of charity chaos starts now! You know the rules — every goal unlocks a new challenge, and yes, I did see someone ask about the antlers. Patience.”

The crowd in the chat exploded with caps-locked cheers. Behind the main camera, a producer gave her a thumbs-up.

Pippa’s job was simple: keep talking, keep smiling, keep the energy high while the donation totals climbed. She could do that in her sleep. But tonight every movement felt a shade too deliberate, every gesture a fraction slower than natural. The velvet bodice gripped her ribs each time she breathed in. The corset’s stays pressed her spine in a way that made her posture too perfect. The ribbons at her wrists whispered against her skin whenever she turned to gesture at the raffle table.

It wasn’t pain, not yet. Just a constant reminder that her body belonged, for these few hours, to the audience.

The first challenge alert chimed: Sing a carol while jogging in place! She obeyed, laughing, the skirt bouncing, curls of hair coming loose around her face. The comments flew by: iconic elf energy, how are you still breathing, donate for round two. Pippa grinned harder, but her pulse was racing faster than the exercise demanded. The weight of being watched—the knowledge that every flicker of expression, every flush of colour on her chest was visible—was intoxicating and terrifying at once.

Between songs, the floor manager leaned in. “Donation total just doubled,” he whispered. “They love you. Keep it up.”

She nodded, swallowing a nervous laugh. Somewhere in the scrolling flood of usernames she caught one that made her falter for half a beat—familiar initials, a name she hadn’t seen since before last winter. She blinked, recovered, and waved at the camera.

“Look at that total climb! You lot are relentless!”

A new goal unlocked. Festive forfeits: ribbon wrists stay on for the next hour. The comment came from a moderator, but the chat seized on it instantly. Leave them tied! Double if she can still pour drinks! Santa’s got you on lockdown!

She laughed it off, but a small shock went through her all the same. The suggestion turned the props from decoration into promise; even pretending to obey made her heart pound harder.

She crossed to the side table to pour hot chocolate for a guest, wrists moving carefully so the camera wouldn’t catch how the ribbon was now knotted tighter than before. The fabric rasped faintly against her pulse. Her smile never faltered, but she could feel a flush creeping up her neck—half heat, half awareness that the audience noticed more than she wanted them to.

Another alert sounded: Every new donation adds ten seconds to the “no talking” challenge.

“Wait, that’s not even fair,” she protested, laughing as the counter began to climb again. The moderator winked from behind the camera. “Audience rules.”

Within moments, the chat’s donations stacked up, and Pippa found herself standing silent, hands folded, the bell at her throat trembling with each shallow breath. The crew watched; the viewers typed jokes; she stared straight into the lens, unable to break the rules she’d just agreed to live by. The stillness made her hyper-aware of everything—the sting of sequins under her arms, the thrum of blood in her ears, the sharp sweetness of nerves that felt too much like excitement.

When the timer finally expired, she exhaled, the release so intense it came out as a laugh. “You’re all absolutely terrible,” she said, voice shaking. The chat filled with hearts.

And just like that, she realised she was hooked: on the noise, on the attention, on the invisible hands of a thousand strangers steering her every move.

The donation counter jumped again, the numbers turning so fast they looked alive. A new alert pinged, bright and merciless:

CHAT GOAL UNLOCKED: VIEWERS CHOOSE THE NEXT TASK.

Pippa forced a smile. “Oh, no. That never ends well.”

The scrolling comments answered immediately—dozens of dares at once, overlapping, absurd, and oddly specific: Walk like a penguin for five minutes! Balance a mince pie on your head! Tie yourself up with tinsel!

The moderators picked the last one. Of course they did.

A runner appeared from off-camera with a coil of gold tinsel and a grin that said sorry but meant this will trend. Pippa caught her reflection in the monitor: sparkling, ridiculous, already blushing. She took the tinsel with a theatrical sigh.

“All right, team,” she said, lifting it high. “For charity.”

The first loop went around her waist, snug against the velvet bodice. The second crossed her arms below her chest. Each turn tightened the costume’s seams until she could hardly lift her elbows. The tinsel shed glitter that stuck to her skin; every tiny movement set it whispering, a dry, papery sound that the mic picked up and the chat adored.

donationking: look at that technique

hollyjolly42: she’s not getting out of that one

mod: remember folks, all safe and festive—no dares that cause harm

Pippa grinned into the camera, pretending calm, but her pulse was jumping so hard she could feel it under the ribbon at her throat. Her smile had gone a little glassy. She wondered, fleetingly, what she looked like from the other side of the screen: bright costume, perfect posture, eyes just a bit too wide. A professional pretending she wasn’t cornered by her own joke.

Another alert.

NEW CHALLENGE: Hold a pose for 60 seconds each time someone donates £20.

“Sixty? Oh, come on!” But the counter already leapt.

She took the first pose—arms lifted like a mannequin, tinsel glittering, bells chiming faintly with every shallow breath. Twenty seconds in, another donation landed, then another. By the third she was shaking with the effort to stay still. The crew behind the cameras were laughing; the chat was a storm of cheer and half-teasing praise: look at her go, statue mode activated, she’s glowing. They couldn’t see how her muscles quivered, how heat pooled at the base of her throat from the strain and embarrassment.

When the timer finally released her, she collapsed into giggles, palms pressed to her knees, glitter raining down in a small, ridiculous snowstorm. She wanted to hate it; instead, the thrill buzzed through her nerves, dizzy and addictive. Every time she looked at the lens she could feel the crowd’s collective focus, an invisible hand on her shoulder, steadying and demanding at once.

The next goal came from the same familiar username she’d spotted earlier—JMH—the initials that still made her chest tighten. The message on the overlay was simple:

“Tighten the ribbon at your wrists again, Elf. For luck.”

A moderator read it aloud before she could protest. “Guess we’re bringing back the wrist ribbons! Audience loves a callback.”

The studio roared with approval. Someone fetched the spare ribbon, crimson this time. Pippa’s fingers fumbled; she wrapped, pulled, felt the soft slide of satin bite a little as it cinched. Her heart was a drumbeat in her throat. She lifted her tied hands toward the lens in mock salute. The camera zoomed automatically, capturing the delicate bow, the faint tremor in her wrists.

The chat exploded: perfect, so cute, donate for round two.

The floor manager mouthed, “We’re trending.”

She laughed, but the sound came out thinner than she meant. Her face was warm; her knees wobbled from holding herself so straight. The applause track faded, leaving only her breathing and the faint creak of sequins when she moved.

And somewhere, just below the noise, another realisation stirred—that she didn’t mind the laughter or the teasing. It was the focus she craved: being looked at, shaped by the gaze, every smile and shiver amplified by hundreds of unseen eyes.

When the next donation alert chimed, she didn’t flinch. She turned to the camera, ribbons shining at her wrists, and said, “All right, let’s see what else you’ve got for me.”

The crowd obliged. The game had changed; Pippa could feel it. The show was still about charity, but the audience was no longer simply watching her—they were moving her, one command at a time.

The studio’s air had gone close and charged, the ring lights starting to feel hot against Pippa’s cheeks. Her tinsel bindings glimmered under the glare, and the satin wrist ribbons cut delicate grooves into her skin. She’d thought the worst was over after the mannequin poses—but the crowd, emboldened by their power, only wanted more.

A flood of new donations pinged at once—each one a dare, a task, a challenge written by strangers and sanctioned by the chat’s moderators. The next command was read aloud, the words playful but the tone unmistakable:

“Elf obstacle course—on your knees. No hands. For every £25, crawl to the sofa and unwrap a ‘gift’ without using your fingers.”

The crew scrambled to pile fake presents across the set, candy-cane wrapping and glitter bows, all within crawling distance of the camera’s hungry gaze. Pippa tried to laugh it off—“You lot just want to see me ruin this dress!”—but her smile was tight, her hands still bound, wrists tingling with nerves.

She knelt, dress bunching awkwardly at her thighs, the velvet riding up over the tops of her candy-striped socks. The cold floor pressed against her knees, the sequins at her sleeves scratched each time she moved. She shuffled forward, guided by the relentless encouragement of the audience: let’s go, elf!, no slacking, you’re the best present! The presents were harder to manage than she expected—her mouth fumbled with the bows, the ribbons slipped from her chin, laughter bubbling out of her in high, breathless gasps as she struggled to “unwrap” them on camera.

The chat ate it up—jokes about “gift-wrapped elves,” “Santa’s little crawler,” puns that turned her blushing and breathless into part of the show. Someone started a poll for “best elf moment,” and a producer called out, “Keep going, the numbers are wild!”

But underneath the comedy, Pippa felt every heartbeat. She was a grown woman, dressed like a cartoon, kneeling in front of strangers, her body arranged and rearranged by their instructions. The urge to get angry, to crack a joke and end the bit, rose up—but it was swept away by something hotter: the way her skin prickled at every command, the strange satisfaction in letting herself be ridiculous and desired at once.

A new challenge flashed: “Gag the elf! Christmas scarf, hands behind your back, hold for three minutes—donations decide if you’re freed early.” Someone tossed a scarf onto the rug. Pippa hesitated, caught the camera’s eye, and made a show of pouting before tying the scarf between her teeth, the soft fabric muffling her laughter and her protests. Her hands slid behind her, wrists crossed, the ribbon bows on full display. The crew’s cheers and the relentless, delighted chat—don’t free her yet! let her squirm!—sent a pulse of heat through her.

Three minutes felt like an eternity, her face blazing, arms straining, every eye in the studio and beyond on her. When the chat finally relented, she spat out the scarf, gasping and giggling, cheeks flushed as if from running a mile.

The next few minutes passed in a blur—she was made to balance mince pies on her head, parade around the couch, pose for screenshots, each task more absurd, more exposed, the boundaries between Pippa-the-performer and Pippa-the-person blurring under the lights.

Yet in the middle of it all, she felt a deepening surrender—not to the audience, or even to the show, but to the part of herself that loved this strange, messy game. To be seen, to be commanded, to be silly and beautiful and helpless all at once—she hadn’t known how much she’d needed it.

As the applause faded and the next set change began, Pippa sat back on her knees, breathing hard, the ribbons askew and the velvet dress creased with effort. The chat was still rioting, and the moderators were already collecting more dares. But Pippa felt loose, glowing, alive in a way she hadn’t in months.

And deep down, she realised, she was almost hoping for something even harder next.

The challenge timer wound down, applause and alerts echoing in Pippa’s ears. She was still on her knees in the tinsel-strewn chaos, velvet dress wrinkled, scarf marks at the corners of her mouth, wrists tingling from the ribbons. Sweat had made her hairline damp; her socks were askew, one bunched at the ankle from crawling. She grinned into the camera, laughter bubbling up each time the chat scrolled another joke or dare.

Then a new name lit up the donation ticker—a username she hadn’t seen in over a year. JM_Hargreaves. Her breath snagged. The biggest single donation of the night flashed in gold across the screen: “£250 — For the Elf: Hands behind your back, no talking, no moving, until I say. Smile for your audience.”

She stared, pulse pounding, a hot flush running from her chest to her scalp. The moderators loved it—“Legend! The ex is in the house!”—and before she could protest, a staffer tied the ribbons again, tighter this time, pinning her hands behind her back, the bows sitting perfectly, almost ornamental.

“Come on, Pip, rules are rules,” the floor manager teased, not knowing the private weight of that name, the way her body tensed in recognition. The audience egged her on: obey the ex, let’s see if she can do it, statue mode. The chat was a riot of teasing and awe.

She knelt, perfectly still, back straight, hands bound, jaw tight with forced composure. The scarf still hung loose around her neck—someone flicked it playfully over her shoulder, drawing out another round of digital applause. Her lips twitched into a fixed, too-bright smile, but she didn’t speak. Couldn’t. The rules were clear, and with her ex watching—commanding—she felt her old defences crumbling.

Every second stretched. She could see herself on the monitor: cheeks flushed, chest heaving, face caught in the glare of a dozen lights, sweat beading at her hairline. The audience watched her struggle for composure. The ribbons bit at her wrists, and her knees ached from the cold floor. She was at the edge—of laughter, of breaking, of wanting to please and to be released.

The next message came, not in the chat but as a private DM flashing at the corner of the staff monitor. The moderator read it out loud: “She’s always wanted to be the centre of attention. Let’s see her hold it together—no moving, not a word, not even a giggle, for three more minutes.”

The crew counted down. The chat exploded—hold steady, good girl, don’t flinch. Her smile wavered but she didn’t break. Every muscle screamed with the urge to shift, scratch, speak, laugh, anything. She was nowhere but in her body, nerves on fire, aware of every inch being watched.

At last the timer beeped. The room roared. Pippa slumped, unable to stop herself from giggling—half-relief, half-exhaustion, half something raw and sparkling under her skin. The ribbons came off, her arms tingled with pins and needles, and she flexed her fingers, catching her breath.

The floor manager leaned in. “That was incredible. You killed it.” The audience sent wave after wave of digital applause.

Pippa looked into the lens, still red-faced, hair wild, every edge of her body thrumming with embarrassment, pride, and a twisted, secret gratitude. Her ex’s name remained at the top of the donor board—a private dare written in gold, a reminder of the night’s power shift.

Somewhere behind the noise, Pippa realised she wanted to kneel again. She wanted to obey. For the first time all night, she felt not just watched but claimed.

And it made her hunger for whatever came next.

The next hour came in waves—bright, chaotic, dizzying. Pippa’s costume was now mostly tinsel and wildness: one sock down, skirt twisted, a dusting of glitter running from her shoulders to her knees. Her arms tingled from all the restraints, her face was warm from the heat and the noise, and her throat ached with laughter and forced silence.

The chat, wild from her submission to the ex’s command, turned up the pressure: again, again!, let’s see her hold that pose one more time, can she even stand after that? The moderators were gleeful, inventing new forfeits on the fly, each one designed to make her wobble and break—karaoke in a ridiculous accent, holding a plank for a donation streak, dancing until her legs gave out.

Every time she tried to catch her breath, a new donation alert burst through the speakers: bells chiming, applause tracks roaring, the counter climbing in wild jumps. With each new challenge, she was made to surrender a bit more—her voice, her posture, her ability to choose how she looked on camera. There was never time to fix her hair, straighten her skirt, or erase the smile that had become half delirious, half defiant.

The laughter, forced at first, grew unsteady, then broke into a wild, hiccuping giggle. At one point, a chat dare required her to sing a verse of “All I Want For Christmas Is You” while spinning in a circle, dizzy and staggering until she collapsed to her knees in a tangle of tinsel and fake snow, mascara running, bells chiming off-beat.

A second, bigger donation from her ex unlocked a final stretch goal: “Make the Elf lose it—full breakdown, as many times as it takes for her to plead for a break.” The crew and chat howled in delight.

The dam burst. Pippa—flushed, sweating, hair clinging to her forehead, velvet dress sliding off one shoulder—couldn’t keep up the wall anymore. She dissolved into helpless, tearful laughter, rocking with the effort of trying to recover composure as the chat cheered her on. She begged for a breather, voice hoarse, eyes streaming with tears, every muscle aching from the ordeal.

But they didn’t stop. The chat demanded “encores,” new forfeits, a reset of the timer every time she regained her breath. The stream became a festival of her own unraveling—laughter, tears, messy gasps, and at least twice she slumped to the rug, overcome, unable to speak. Each time she came back, someone donated again, demanding she perform for them. The sense of climax, of being undone, didn’t come as a single peak but as a rolling, public surrender—again and again, the crowd’s joy and Pippa’s exposure feeding on each other in a giddy, wild feedback loop.

The floor manager stepped in, at last, waving for a break. The chat lit up with hearts and ovations. Pippa crawled to the edge of the set, tinsel dragging behind her, the scarf askew, her arms wrapped tight around herself in a hug. She was wrecked—sweaty, sticky, marked by every prop and every eye that had watched her, glowing with the shared heat of humiliation and release.

Behind the scenes, she wiped her face, trying to catch her breath, laughter still bubbling out of her even as she sobbed and gasped. Someone handed her a bottle of water; someone else brought a towel. The ex’s username hovered at the top of the donor leaderboard—a quiet challenge, a promise she felt burn through every muscle.

And through it all, a deep, delicious satisfaction grew. She had been made to perform, to fall apart, and she had survived, loved, and craved every impossible second.

The studio lights dimmed, but Pippa’s world was still dazzling and blurred. She sat cross-legged on the dressing room floor, tinsel still clinging to her calves and one sock rolled down to her ankle, as the thrum of the stream faded to the quiet hum of the building’s radiators and far-off traffic. The applause track had gone silent. She could hear only her own pulse in her ears, and the scratch of ribbon as she unwound the last knots at her wrists.

Her arms were striped with pressure-marks—delicate red bands where the ribbons had bitten, a faint line around her throat from the choker, shimmery skin where glitter had mixed with sweat. Every inch of her costume was rumpled, sequins pressed flat, velvet gone dark with damp. Her cheeks ached from smiling. Her thighs trembled with exhaustion every time she moved.

She slumped against the wall, letting her head tip back. The afterglow of being “the show” still flickered through her: a sense of weightlessness, relief, shame, and a secret, pulsing pride. She’d lost count of how many times she’d fallen apart for the crowd, but the memory of every challenge—every command, every dare, every teasing joke—burned fresh and bright behind her eyelids.

Her phone vibrated, a barrage of new messages piling up in the DMs.

You killed it!

Most iconic elf ever.

Never seen anyone hold it together like that—can I buy you a mince pie?

My turn to make you do laps next year, babe…

Praise, laughter, a dozen inside jokes from viewers she’d never meet in real life.

She scrolled through, replying with heart emojis, slow to type, hands shaky from adrenaline. A fresh message popped up—this time, private, the only one that made her whole body tense.

JM_Hargreaves:

Next time, no cameras.

Next time, I’ll have you all to myself.

You won’t get to hide behind the crowd.

Proud of you, little elf. But I’m not done with you.

She swallowed, the words hitting like a new dare, hotter than anything the chat could throw at her. She stared at the message, thumb hovering over the screen, every nerve alight.

She flexed her wrists, feeling the sting and pride of every mark. The reflection in her phone’s black glass showed a woman undone and new—mascara smeared, skin sparkling, eyes wide and almost feverish. She traced her own jaw, still warm from the heat of the studio, and let herself smile. Maybe a little less “elf,” a little more herself.

A new wave of applause swept through the DM notifications—screenshots, GIFs, someone had even made a meme of her crawling for presents. It was humiliating. It was exhilarating. It was…addictive.

She snapped a final photo—her in the ruined costume, arms striped with ribbon marks, one bare leg stretched out, tinsel bunched at her feet. She sent it to JM_Hargreaves with a single message:

Next time, you tie the knots. No rules. No audience. Just us.

As the building emptied and the studio crew packed up, Pippa stayed in the corner a little longer, letting her body cool, her mind run wild with the promises and possibilities of surrender that no one else would ever see.

And already, her heart beat faster for the next dare, the next watcher, the next time she’d let herself be remade under someone else’s hands.


Story 47 — Countdown Edge

The city felt suspended: streetlights flickered on slick, empty roads, taxis idled below, fireworks vendors whistled on corners in the cold. But in the tower hotel suite high above it all, Lena Sharif made her own hush—curtains half-drawn, balcony doors cracked to let in the night, her own reflection doubled in the glass as she laid out every prop for the ritual she’d been planning for weeks.

She moved barefoot across the plush rug, body warm from a long, scented bath and two glasses of cheap prosecco, her dark hair twisted into a heavy braid. The velvet dress she’d chosen clung to her curves, bra straps peeking at the neckline, thighs bare where her tights bit into soft skin. The room was scattered with evidence: a chilled bottle of champagne sweating on the table, a little clutch purse glinting gold on the bed, and a tangled arrangement of cuffs, keys, remote, and silk scarf laid out with a care that felt almost devotional.

She started by turning on her phone’s front camera—propped against the champagne bottle, ring light trained on her. “Confession time,” she whispered, the words half-laugh, half breathless. “New Year’s Eve, new game. If you’re watching this tomorrow… well. You’ll know how far I actually went.”

She panned the camera over the props: handcuffs, the cool, sturdy metal with their tiny safety catches; the lockable belt with its matte black band and click-close clasp; the slim, curved vibe, remote ready for her thumb. The silk scarf—deep red—would double as blindfold, maybe even a gag. She picked it up, testing the softness against her lips, and shivered.

Lena’s voice dropped, softer now, confessional: “Plan is… get ready early, set up on the balcony. Cuffs and belt first, vibe set to low. I’ll leave the key in my clutch, right there—” (she turned the camera to show the clutch, nestled near the door). “The only rule is: no release until midnight. No matter what.”

The rules. They were always what kept her steady, even as they pushed her into chaos. She liked the control of surrender, the knowledge that she was the one who’d set the limits—even if she planned to lose them. The thought made her belly flutter.

She stopped the video, set the phone aside, and took a slow survey of herself in the window. Her cheeks were already flushed, perfume bright and tart at her pulse. She smoothed her dress, admiring the way her hips filled out the soft black velvet, the bare skin above her tights lit by the city’s glow.

She unpacked the cuffs, snapped one open, and clicked it around her right wrist—just for practice, feeling the cold shock of metal, the almost childish thrill of restraint. She slid her hand free, flexed her fingers, let herself wonder if she’d be able to pull that off once she was shivering on the balcony. She laid out the vibe, checked the batteries, flicked it on for a heartbeat to test the buzz. It trembled in her palm—a promise, a threat.

Her clutch held the key: a tiny heart-shaped silver thing, light as a secret. She tucked it in, zipped the bag, and carried it to the balcony door, placing it deliberately on the inside ledge. “No cheating,” she whispered, voice dry. “If I really want it, I’ll have to come back for it.”

She set her phone to timer mode, set up the remote for the vibe, then arranged the champagne, strawberries, and blanket on the bed for her planned aftercare. The city outside was alive now—honking, fireworks already stuttering along the horizon, the lights from a dozen neighbouring towers glittering. Somewhere, across the way, she could see other silhouettes on balconies, partygoers with hats and glasses, couples pressed together against the chill.

Lena’s heart beat faster. She ran through the ritual in her head—step by step, just as she’d practiced. She shed her dress, folding it neatly, revealing the black lace bra and matching knickers beneath, tights rolled down her hips. She took another selfie in the mirror—hair in its thick braid, skin glowing, body ready for the game. She attached the belt, feeling it click into place with a finality that made her exhale, chest tight. The vibe slid into its pouch, pressing close, already making her thighs clench.

She filmed one last clip—zoomed in on her face, pupils wide, mouth pink and uncertain. “This is it. I’m really doing it. If you see this, I guess I made it to midnight. Or…I hope you find me before someone else does.” She gave a nervous laugh, turned off the phone, and slid it into selfie mode again, ready to capture what happened next.

The scarf came last: she held it up, inhaled the faint scent of her own perfume from the silk, and smiled. One last look in the mirror—a girl on the edge of something shameful and holy, her own little ritual of surrender. She wrapped the scarf around her neck, ready to blindfold herself when the time was right.

The city called to her—noise, risk, anonymous watchers. Every part of her body tingled with anticipation and dread.

She slipped her feet out of her tights, tucked them away, and padded barefoot to the balcony, cuffs in one hand, phone in the other, heart racing. “Last chance, Lena,” she whispered to her reflection, “to back out before the year turns.”

She stepped outside, letting the door swing half-shut behind her, and felt the shock of cold air rush over her skin. She smiled, closed her eyes, and gave herself to the night.

The city air bit at Lena’s bare feet as soon as she stepped onto the balcony, the chill raising goosebumps along her calves, thighs, and belly. She’d left the lights low behind her, the hotel suite a golden, warm box—her safe zone, now unreachable behind the glass. Out here, it was nothing but dark sky, city noise, and the wild, bright tumble of lights from every other high-rise window across the river.

She set her phone in the corner of the balcony, propping it up so it caught both her and the skyline behind, the lens blinking green with the reassurance of a recording. She tested the cuffs, clicking them open and shut, feeling the deep metallic chill at her wrist. Her breath fogged the air, and she glanced once, nervously, at the tower across the street—dozens of windows, some with curtains pulled tight, others glowing with laughter, TV screens, the shadows of bodies moving inside. She wondered if anyone could see her—standing in black lace and nothing else, her skin shining in the city’s haze, the silver belt clasp tight around her hips.

She tried to steady her breath, but her heart thudded faster as she leaned forward, looping the chain of the cuffs around the balcony’s metal rail. “Here goes,” she whispered, lips numb from cold and excitement.

First, she wrapped the red silk scarf around her head, tying it snug so she couldn’t see, the darkness amplifying every sound: fireworks in the distance, the burble of a rooftop party somewhere above, a car horn echoing from the street. Then she snapped the first cuff closed around her right wrist—cold and sharp—and fumbled, blind, until she found the other and clamped it to her left. The chain rattled; she tested her bonds, feeling the rails flex but hold. The position left her standing, arms above her head, chest rising and falling in the night.

She shivered—half from cold, half from nerves. The air licked at her nipples, already tight under the lace, the metal belt’s edge pressing into the softness of her lower belly. She clicked the remote, and the vibe inside her belt gave a low, insistent pulse, making her gasp and rock forward against the railing.

Her whole world narrowed to sensation: the cut of the cuffs against her wrists, the slippery silk of the scarf over her eyes, the relentless throb between her legs, and the cold everywhere else. Her toes curled against the concrete, every muscle alive with exposure. She swayed in place, testing the limits of her bondage—how far she could move, how much she could arch her back before the cuffs dragged her up short.

Every sound was magnified: footsteps and laughter from a balcony above, the metallic whine of an elevator shaft, the distant pop of a firework. Somewhere, someone shouted a countdown for an early party, voices echoing off the glass towers. Lena moaned softly, barely audible, the fear of being heard as thrilling as the vibe grinding at her clit.

She strained at her bonds, tilting her head back, imagining the view: a woman, arms stretched and bound, black hair falling in a thick braid down her back, legs bare, a glint of metal at her hips, blindfolded and moaning to the stars. She pictured someone—anyone—spotting her, phone in hand, recording a blurry video for a story that would go viral before morning. The possibility made her thighs tremble, the cold hardly noticeable against the heat gathering at her core.

A gust of wind whipped the scarf, tightening it against her ears. Lena moaned again, louder, risking it, hoping the sound would be lost to the city. She flexed her wrists, feeling the first hint of pins and needles. The vibe pulsed harder; she writhed, hips grinding into the unyielding belt, the frustration delicious and agonizing at once.

She heard movement on a balcony somewhere to her right—a door sliding open, muffled voices, laughter. Her heart lurched, and she froze, waiting for a shout, a laugh, or the telltale sound of a phone camera clicking on. Nothing. Just the wind and the constant, slow beat of her own pulse in her ears.

Her body strained and shuddered, suspended between pleasure and humiliation, every inch of skin exposed to the cold, every nerve humming with the fear and thrill of being seen. She whispered to herself, half in prayer, half in challenge: “You wanted this. You’re the show tonight. Keep going. Don’t stop for anyone.”

Her toes began to ache with the cold, the muscles in her thighs shaking from holding her weight. The scarf slipped a little, letting in a crack of city light, and she glimpsed, just for a moment, the burst of fireworks rising from the park. The sky flashed green and gold, painting her skin with wild, shivering light.

She arched her back, let the cuffs pull her up tight, and surrendered herself to the moment: the dark, the cold, the ever-present possibility of discovery, the slow, pulsing build of need. She was helpless, visible, claimed by the city and the night—her ritual now a living, trembling reality.

The first edge of climax gathered in her belly, the rules she’d set for herself the only barrier between her and release. She gritted her teeth, shuddering, holding on as the night began to spin with sound and danger, and waited for the countdown to begin.

The first firework caught Lena off guard—a sharp, silver streak that burst right above her, scattering light across her skin and the frozen metal of the railing. The sound was enormous up here, the balcony amplifying every bang and echo, making the city feel closer and more alive. Beneath the blindfold, her eyes fluttered. She shivered, and not just from the wind.

She worked her wrists against the cuffs, feeling the tingle of pressure growing, arms sore already from being stretched above her head. The cold was sinking in, numbing her toes, making her whole body tense. Her nipples ached, the lace of her bra rough where it scraped her skin. The vibe pulsed with each press of the remote—steady, teasing, never enough.

She leaned into the railing, chest heaving, breath steaming in the night.

The world beyond her scarf was a swirling collage: honking cars, the distant rumble of a bass-heavy party, and the voices of revelers drifting across the rooftops. Every laugh and shout felt aimed at her, a fantasy she tried to resist but couldn’t. She arched her back, testing the limits of her bonds, the cuffs biting, the scarf sliding lower over her eyes as she tried to blink away tears of cold and frustration.

Her phone buzzed against the balcony floor. She’d set it to record, but a notification from her friend, Sophie, flashed across the screen: “You actually doing it? Pics or it didn’t happen…”

Lena groaned, biting her lip. She couldn’t even reach her phone. Her body trembled, tension rising in every muscle, the urge to show off almost as sharp as the urge to come. She angled her face to the phone, moaning out a proof—a soft, needy sound, half plea, half taunt, her breath white in the darkness.

She twisted, trying to open her legs more for the vibe, the locked belt making her squirm. Each movement only wound her up further, the metal pressing against her slick, swollen lips, the buzz relentless but blocked. She whined, desperate, teeth digging into her lip until she tasted blood.

Another firework exploded—this one close enough that she jumped, heart slamming against her ribs, the cuffs clattering against the railing. A new sound joined the chaos: somewhere to her left, a burst of laughter, then the unmistakable click of a phone camera. She froze, pulse hammering, mouth open. The silk scarf slipped, letting in a thin band of neon. She risked a peek: across the courtyard, a party was in full swing, a balcony strung with fairy lights, at least three people leaning out, one holding up a phone. Was it aimed at her? The light of the screen flashed as if someone were zooming in. The cold air made her skin tingle, but the heat between her legs flared even brighter, humiliation and want tangling until she nearly sobbed.

She turned her face away, moaning again, letting her need echo out over the city, voice half swallowed by the next volley of fireworks. The vibe kicked up, remote pressed hard under her palm, and she edged right at the brink—aching, helpless, unable to reach the key, her own rules mocking her. Her body rocked against the belt, the metal unyielding, every nerve screaming for more.

She heard another phone buzz—a DM notification now lighting up the lock screen:

Instagram Story: @NYEwildthings tagged you in a post.

She swore under her breath, but the fear only sharpened the ache.

Her body bucked in its bonds, the cold no match for the rising wave of frustration. She pleaded with herself—“Wait. Just a little longer. You wanted this. You need to hold out…”—but the sound of city noise, the possibility of being filmed, the proof already piling up on someone’s story made it almost impossible.

She fought for control, feeling her thighs shake, tears blurring her vision under the scarf. The fireworks reached a crescendo, and she screamed into the sky, the night swallowing her cries, leaving only the sound of her own pulse, her breath, and the relentless, merciless throb of need.

She was exposed, trembling, nowhere near release—caught between the rules she’d set, the risk she’d craved, and the city’s indifferent, anonymous gaze. There was no one to rescue her now, and midnight felt impossibly far away.

But that was exactly how she’d wanted it: naked to the world, teetering on the edge, every sense raw and begging, desperate for what she’d promised to deny.

The city was a chaos of sound and streaks of colour, the fireworks now so close they made the railing vibrate beneath Lena’s numb hands. The scarf had slipped, blurring her sight with streaks of red and gold and her own tears, the cold sharp now, not just on her skin but somewhere deep inside. Her arms trembled with the strain of holding herself upright, the cuffs now leaving raised marks at her wrists. Her thighs ached, the locked belt relentless against her heat. She tried to focus on the ritual—midnight, just hold out, just breathe—but the city wasn’t letting her.

She moaned into the dark, words lost to the wind, chest heaving as the vibe pulsed at her, one cruel buzz after another. The phone buzzed again at her feet—this time, the screen stayed bright, a stream of notifications lighting up her face in the darkness. She risked another glimpse under the scarf, saw a new story notification:

“@NYEwildthings: Wildest balcony on the South Bank tonight…”

The blurry shot was unmistakable. Her own silhouette, arms above her head, head thrown back, braid falling like a banner down her back, the silver belt shining in the balcony light. There were hearts, flame emojis, and a flurry of comments: brave, slay, bet she’s freezing, is that… bondage?

Her body flushed with humiliation and a thrill so sharp she thought it might make her come just from shame. She whimpered, fighting the cuffs, the metal biting deeper. The scarf fell down around her neck, exposing her fully—eyes wild, face glowing with sweat and desperation.

That’s when she remembered the key. Her whole plan had hinged on that one small mercy—the clutch on the inside ledge, a promise that her suffering would end at midnight, on her terms. Now, heart racing, she groped blindly behind her, the chain of the cuffs jangling against the railing.

She turned, twisting herself awkwardly, the railing biting into her hip, the belt pressing down. She saw the clutch—inside the suite, the window now fogged from the cold and her own ragged breath. It gleamed gold and soft, lying just where she’d left it, maybe two steps away but as unreachable as the moon.

“No. No, no, no…” Her voice broke into the night, panic crashing through her as she realised her predicament. She was trapped, truly trapped—no one to fetch her key, no one to end this but herself, and her own hands chained and helpless.

She sobbed, struggling, the cuffs rattling so loud she feared they’d snap. The belt chafed her skin, the vibe pulsing on, merciless. Her thighs burned. The sound of a party on a neighbouring balcony grew louder—a chorus of voices, a whistle, a voice yelling, “Hey, you okay over there?”

She froze, unable to answer, fear and need tangling. She could hear a phone camera click, then the unmistakable sound of a video being recorded—someone narrating in the background: “Yo, I think that girl is stuck. She’s been at it for like fifteen minutes…”

She pleaded, voice raw and wild: “Help—please, I’m stuck—” but the city swallowed her words. Someone across the way laughed, called, “Hang in there, love! Happy New Year!” Then more laughter, another bang of fireworks, the whole city roaring past her.

She strained at her bonds, legs shaking, wrists burning, her humiliation doubling as she realised she was now the main act for strangers and their feeds. Her phone, still recording, caught it all—the panic, the wild-eyed terror, the desperate begging. She tried to shift the vibe, thumb fumbling for the remote, but it buzzed higher, glitching from the cold and her clumsy attempts, pushing her right to the edge and holding her there.

She could see the chat notifications pop up—her friend Sophie DMing, “Lena, is that you in this story? Babe, message me—”

She sobbed, tears freezing on her cheeks. She tried to slide her cuffed hands along the railing, feet slipping on the slick balcony tile. Nothing. The belt dug in, the scarf now useless at her throat, her braid clinging to her skin with sweat.

The party next door seemed to be debating whether to intervene. “Should we call the front desk?” someone said, a woman’s voice carrying in the wind. “She looks… really, really stuck.”

Her humiliation peaked, a raw, shuddering animal need flooding her. She wanted to vanish, to finish, to be released—but there was no one to help her, and the city watched on, indifferent, delighted, hungry for the next wild post.

She let her head fall back, eyes closed, letting the fireworks wash over her, every muscle trembling with fear, shame, and the rawest, deepest ache. She whispered a prayer—someone, anyone, please—and knew, with sudden clarity, that this was what she’d asked for. The helplessness, the public risk, the ritual gone out of her hands.

She screamed again—into the noise, the camera, the city lights—her own voice now part of the wild, pulsing party of the night.

And inside, the clutch with the key glinted, safe and mocking, a golden promise just out of reach.

The fireworks were in full riot now—crimson, gold, white, staccato bursts shaking the balcony railing, painting the sky above Lena in impossible colour. The city’s roar was a wall of sound: laughter, cheers, horns, music, strangers counting down the final minutes of the year. Somewhere above the chaos, Lena hung suspended, arms cuffed over her head, belt digging into her hips, every part of her on display. The cold was so deep now that her skin felt electric; every nerve ending pulsed with pain and want.

She’d stopped trying to fight the cuffs. Her wrists throbbed, skin raw and red where the metal had bitten. The scarf, once a symbol of control, dangled uselessly at her neck, its perfume long since replaced by the sharp tang of sweat and panic. Her thighs burned from straining, her toes numb, her hair plastered to her cheeks. The locked belt was the only warmth—heat of frustration, need, and the relentless vibe that made her whimper and buck, unable to find release.

The reality of her exposure gnawed at her. She was seen—not just by her own camera, still glowing red, but by the phones pointed from across balconies, the neighbours’ voices echoing in the night, by every Instagram notification and DM piling up on her phone. She imagined the blurry video of her—helpless, bound, beautiful and desperate—already spreading, her body a rumour pulsing through stories, chats, and group texts. She wanted to hate it. She wanted to come. She wanted it all to stop, and to never end.

Each new burst of fireworks pulled a sob from her. She cried openly now, hot streaks of shame and cold on her face. She rocked in her bonds, hips grinding helplessly at the air, the belt’s cruel edge unyielding. The vibe pulsed harder, maybe from a glitch, maybe from her thumb pressing too long, and she nearly broke—a white, searing pleasure just at the edge of agony. She begged, not caring if anyone could hear, not even sure which voice was her own: “Please, please, I can’t—let me—let me—”

The city didn’t care. The party next door whooped and shouted, “Hang in there, mystery girl! Show us a finale!” Someone laughed; another phone camera flashed. Her own phone buzzed, Sophie again: “Tell me this is your scene. I can’t believe it. I’m saving that video.”

She was pinned between spectacle and shame, unable to move, unable to hide, denied even the privacy of her own surrender. The orgasm refused her—again, and again. The belt held her open, exposed, forever on the verge. She screamed as the fireworks reached their crescendo, voice lost to the city. Her body seized, spasmed, but nothing would break her free. Tears streamed down her face, sobs wracking her frame, every muscle locked in need and defeat.

It was unbearable—and yet, in that breaking, Lena felt a surrender deeper than orgasm: a hollowing out, a letting go, a pure, ragged acceptance of being owned by the night, by the gaze of strangers, by the ritual she’d scripted and then lost. She was nothing but ache and want, visible and unclaimed, her rules turned to chains.

The fireworks died down, replaced by a soft, stuttering rain of embers. The city’s shouts faded to laughter and song. Lena hung limp in her cuffs, body marked and shaking, unable to find release, unable to look away from her own reflection in the glass.

A final photo alert pinged on her phone—a tag from someone she didn’t know: “Queen of NYE. #WildestNight” The proof was everywhere. Her humiliation was complete. Her surrender was total.

In that emptiness, at last, she let herself breathe—one ragged gasp after another. “Please… someone,” she whispered. “Let me down. Let me finish. Please.”

No answer. The city spun on.

And Lena, caught in the ritual’s cruelest mercy, could only wait for rescue, longing, ruined, and more alive than she’d ever dared admit.

The last of the fireworks fizzled out above the city, leaving behind only trails of smoke and the throb of Lena’s heartbeat, loud in the hush. The crowd’s shouts faded, replaced by stray laughter and distant music—her own sobs suddenly sharp in the quiet. The cold was everywhere now, numbing her fingers, making her knees shake. She hung in her cuffs, limp, eyes glazed and mouth parted, breath frosting the air.

It took her a moment to notice the new sound: footsteps in the suite behind her, hesitant, then confident. The glass door slid open, letting a draft sweep over her bare, shivering back. She tried to twist, to see, but the cuffs and belt held her fast, blind to the world except for the shimmer of city lights.

“Well, I see the party’s still going out here,” a voice said—a woman, amused, with the clipped tones of someone used to hotel emergencies. “Do you need help, or are you auditioning for next year’s fireworks?”

Lena tried to answer, but her throat was too dry. The stranger stepped closer, the floor of the balcony creaking under her weight. She paused, letting Lena feel her presence—a deliberate, almost lazy inspection. Lena’s cheeks burned hotter than the cold. Her whole body felt on display, the cuff marks, the belt, the flushed skin, the wild braid, every shudder visible in the streetlight glow.

“Well, aren’t you a sight?” the woman murmured. “Lost your key?” She bent, picked up Lena’s phone, still blinking from a dozen notifications, and glanced at the screen. “Popular tonight, too.”

“Please…” Lena managed, voice a rough gasp. “The key’s—inside, my clutch. Please.”

“Please, what?” the staffer teased, a wicked smile in her tone. “Did you plan all this? Or did you just get… lucky?”

She reached over Lena, letting her gloved fingers linger on the chain as she inspected the cuffs. “Sturdy. I’ll need the key for these.” She straightened, stepping back into the suite for a moment—leaving Lena shivering, alone, still exposed. She heard drawers opening, the gentle jingle of keys. When the staffer returned, she stood in the doorway, holding Lena’s clutch up like a prize.

“Smile,” she said—and before Lena could protest, the stranger snapped a photo on her own phone, capturing Lena cuffed and desperate, city lights flickering around her. “Proof for management,” she said, with a wink. “Or maybe just for me.”

Lena’s humiliation flooded her. “Please. I can’t… please.”

The staffer’s teasing softened. “Okay, okay. But I want you to remember this. I want you to think about what you looked like, hanging here, begging to be let go.” She crouched, unlocked the cuffs—one wrist, then the other. The relief was so sharp it was almost pain; Lena’s arms dropped, numb, to her sides. She swayed, barely able to stand, the belt still locked, the vibe still humming at her.

The woman pressed the clutch into her hands, voice gentler now. “You’re safe. You’re a mess, but you’re safe. Get inside, warm up. You can finish your show however you like. But if you’re going to put on a performance like this again—maybe close the curtain next time.” She winked, then disappeared inside, leaving Lena half-naked and dazed on the balcony.

Lena stumbled through the door, legs shaking. She sank onto the bed, still in the belt, clutch clutched to her chest, sobs giving way to exhausted, broken laughter. She opened the clutch with trembling fingers, found the little key, and pressed it to her lips—one last ritual, a blessing, a benediction.

Her phone buzzed again—another DM, this time from the staffer:

“Hope you enjoyed the view. Don’t worry—I’ve seen wilder. But you definitely win best in show tonight.”

Attached: the photo, blurry but unmistakable, Lena on the edge, the city behind her, arms above her head, utterly undone.

She typed back, hands still shaking:

“Thank you. Please delete it?”

A minute later:

“Maybe. Maybe not. Happy New Year, mystery girl.”

Lena dropped the phone, body collapsing, relief and humiliation mingling as she wrapped herself in the fluffy blanket she’d laid out hours ago, already a different woman than the one who’d planned this scene.

She was marked, exposed, and—strangest of all—aching to do it all over again.

There was no strength left in her.

Lena sagged forward, forehead pressed to the rough carpet, sweat-stuck hair shielding her face from the glare of the lamp and—mercifully—from her own reflection in the full-length mirror across the room. Her whole body felt boneless, defeated, but the ropes didn’t care. They kept her folded, wrists lashed behind her back, arms arched cruelly, thighs still parted wide by the last set of knotted silk, ass exposed and burning from the friction of being ground into the rough mat.

She tried to swallow, but the ring gag held her mouth open, jaw throbbing from the effort. Spit pooled on her tongue and drooled freely down her chin, running warm between her breasts, slicking her flushed skin. Her cheeks burned—not just from the press of the gag but from the humiliation, the knowledge that if anyone walked in right now they’d find her like this: flushed, soaked, legs trembling, utterly helpless and wrecked by her own design.

The aftershocks wouldn’t stop. Every pulse between her legs made her whimper, her clit still swollen and so sensitive she flinched from the barest shift in air. Her cunt throbbed, still stretched and leaking from the toy she’d used, juices pooling under her thighs. She felt ruined, like her body had forgotten where pleasure ended and punishment began.

Her chest rose in shuddering breaths, nipples tight and angry, marked with the faint stripes of rope and the bite of her own nails where she’d scratched mindlessly at her skin. Sweat ran in sticky rivulets down her sides, pooling at her hip bones and soaking the mat beneath her. Even the room stank of her: sharp, musky, the raw scent of exertion and surrender.

Lena flexed her fingers, barely, testing the tightness of her wrists behind her. No give. Her hands had long since gone numb—only tingling now, a reminder that she was still bound, still trapped, still at the mercy of her own knots. She knew she could get free—eventually, if she really needed to. But right now the thought of moving, of struggling, was as distant as the idea of standing up and facing herself in that mirror.

She let her eyes flutter shut. For a moment, there was only the sound of her own breathing, the thump of her pulse in her ears, the faint hum of the city beyond the window. Every muscle in her body trembled—not with arousal now, but with exhaustion, with the bone-deep release of someone who’d been wrung out, used up, and left to marinate in her own want.

A single sob escaped her, half laugh, half moan. She had wanted this. Had orchestrated every moment—every knot, every cruel humiliation, every forced orgasm. And now, in the aftermath, she was left with nothing but the shivering, sticky evidence of her own craving.

She didn’t bother to wipe away the drool. She let it fall, let it pool on the mat. The mess was hers. The shame, the shaking, the deep ache between her legs, the sweat cooling on her back—they were all hers, too. For a moment, Lena pressed her knees tighter together, feeling the bite of the rope, the stretch, the delicious helplessness that still refused to fade.

She let herself linger in it, just a little longer.

Just a little longer.

And when she finally moved—when she finally twisted, grunted, worked the knots loose and spat out the ring—she did it slowly, savouring every ache, every spark of pain and pleasure, every aftershock that proved just how far she’d taken herself.

Tomorrow she’d be sore, bruised, red-faced all over again.

Tonight, Lena was nothing but aftermath: raw, dripping, ruined, and utterly, beautifully, unashamed.

The moment the balcony door slid shut behind her, Lena’s knees gave out. She dropped the clutch and blanket at the threshold and crawled the last half-metre to the bed, collapsing face-first onto the soft, cool sheets. The warmth inside felt impossible after so much cold—her skin stung everywhere the cuffs had bitten, her wrists were swollen and red, thighs aching from hours tensed and spread. The lock at her waist felt heavier now, belt pressing deep into her hips as she rolled onto her side, the vibe inside her still humming with leftover energy.

For a long, shivering minute, she just lay there—laughing and crying in the same breath, her hair wet with sweat and city mist, the taste of humiliation and adrenaline on her tongue. Her body was a ruin of the night: hands trembling, skin covered in rope and cuff marks, cheeks stained with tears, her thighs slick and still pulsing with unsatisfied need. The hotel blanket was scratchy but safe; she pulled it up around her bare shoulders and let herself sob into it, helpless with relief, the shakes of her afterglow blurring into a weird, giddy euphoria.

It took three tries to find the little key, her fingers barely able to grip it. The click of the lock, when it finally slid free, was almost an orgasm itself—Lena whimpered as she undid the belt, wincing at the deep marks left behind, the sensitive ache in her hips, the heat between her legs no less desperate for being denied so long. She tossed the belt onto the floor, found the remote, and turned off the vibe at last. Her whole body felt empty and electric, every nerve alive.

She couldn’t not touch herself. It was frantic, almost ugly: hips grinding into the sheets, fingers sliding through her soaked folds, every ache and bruise reminding her just how close she’d been to total collapse. When her orgasm finally crashed over her, it was a sobbing, messy thing—her face buried in the blanket, thighs shaking, breath coming in ragged, grateful gasps. She let herself ride it out until the aftershocks left her limp, legs tangled in the bedding, her whole body thrumming with pain and release and pride.

After, she reached for her phone. The notifications were endless—DMs, tags, hearts, memes already popping up with her silhouette. Her own camera roll was filled with blurry, trembling clips from the balcony: her face wild and open, the city blazing behind her, every shame and want caught in the lens. Without thinking, she flipped the camera to selfie mode. Eyes red, hair wild, lips swollen—she looked wrecked, beautiful, unmistakably changed.

With a shaky, tearful smile, Lena hit record:

“So. This is the morning after. I did it. I did all of it. I locked myself up, got stuck, and half the city saw. I was terrified, I thought I’d die out there, and—” She laughed, voice breaking. “—it was the best night of my life. I don’t even care about the shame. I just want it again. And again.”

She wiped her face, showed the cuff marks, the bruises on her hips, the imprint of the belt across her belly. “If you’re watching this, I hope you know what you’re asking for. Don’t back out. Don’t pretend you wouldn’t do it too.”

She sent the video to her private folder, then collapsed back, blanket drawn over her like a shield.

When dawn finally came, Lena woke to a brittle grey light and the soft buzz of her phone. Her body hurt in a hundred places: wrists stiff, thighs sore, lips tingling, a constellation of marks mapping her body. On her screen, there was a new story notification—@NYEwildthings tagged you in a post. She clicked through: a blurry photo, half silhouette, unmistakably her on the balcony, arms raised, head thrown back to the fireworks, a caption that read: Wildest girl on the river tonight.

There was a note slipped under her door, too—plain white, the hotel’s logo at the top:

Hope you enjoyed the view. Happy New Year.

She blushed, hugging her knees to her chest.

And then, finally, a text from Sophie:

“You’re a legend. Next year, I’m watching in person. Next year, you’re not alone.”

Lena smiled, heart pounding, pain and pride mingling in her veins.

She’d been seen. She’d been used. She’d survived her own spectacle—and she was already hungry for the next time.


Story 48 — Boxing-Day Window

Harper woke with her cheek pressed against cold glass, the wintry light seeping in through the bay window and pooling in tangled waves across her bare thighs. For a long, disoriented moment, she didn’t know where she was—only that her jaw ached, her mouth was dry, and her arms and legs felt impossibly heavy, every muscle trembling with the aftershocks of a night spent at the edge.

Then she tried to move, and everything came back in a sick, delicious rush.

Her wrists were still bound in front of her with red ribbon, the knot cinched tight and high, just beneath her breasts. Another length of ribbon—softer, nearly pink from use—wound around her ankles, pulling her knees up beneath her, feet tucked under the soft curve of her ass. She wore nothing but a faded, oversized Christmas pyjama top and her pink cotton knickers, the latter pulled halfway down one hip, the elastic digging into the crease of her thigh. A silk blindfold, limp and askew, dangled from her neck, the faint scent of last night’s perfume and sweat clinging to the fabric.

Her whole body was a riot of sensation: the soreness between her legs, a sticky chill at the backs of her thighs, the dull throb of rope burn at her wrists. The room was cold, but not as cold as the glass where her cheek still pressed, leaving a faint print in the frost as she shifted. Every movement sent fresh jolts of pleasure and humiliation through her—memories crashing in, flashes of last night’s messy ritual.

She’d done it again: too much wine, too much need. She’d tied herself up in the window after midnight, chasing the high of being helpless and seen, the curtains wide and the streetlamp painting her silhouette for anyone with a wandering eye. Now, in the soft blue light of Boxing Day morning, she was still here—trussed, open, and utterly at the mercy of her own knots.

For a minute, she just lay there, breath fogging the glass, heartbeat loud in her ears. She flexed her fingers, testing the ribbon’s grip. It held—firm, too clever for her own good, the knot just far enough out of reach to make escape a challenge. She squirmed, thighs pressing together, the ache in her core flaring up again, as if her body wanted to drag her back into the loop of last night’s pleasure.

She remembered everything in scattered pieces: the low burn of the radiator, her own moans muffled in the scarf, the wet sound of her fingers working between her legs as she’d rocked against the window ledge, desperate to see herself reflected, wild and shameless, in the city’s midnight glow. She remembered the thrill of the ribbon closing tight, the blindfold slipping over her eyes, the spike of panic when she realised how little it would take for someone across the street to spot her—a single late-night neighbour, a phone held up for a blurry shot, an audience she’d never see or know.

And now… she was still here, still knotted, still half-exposed in the full light of day. She tried again to pull her wrists free, but the knot only bit deeper, silk sliding over sweaty skin. Her knickers were damp, cold with the mess of her own desire. She could feel a dried streak running down her thigh, a bruise at her hip where she’d pressed too hard against the windowsill. The pyjama top rode up as she moved, baring her navel, her ribs, the small curve of her breast when she twisted just right.

There was a stillness in the flat—no music, no hum of the TV, just the slow creak of radiators and the distant rumble of traffic. But outside, the city was waking up. A bus trundled past, brakes squealing, then a cyclist’s bell. A dog barked. Across the street, sunlight struck the upper windows of the opposite block, turning the glass to mirrors. For a wild second, Harper wondered if anyone was watching, if anyone had already watched, if her night of messy, lonely ecstasy had left her on display for all the world.

Her cheeks burned, shame and arousal knotting tighter in her belly. She pressed her forehead to the glass, breathing in the sharp scent of frost and old sex, heart hammering as she imagined the possibilities: a neighbour’s lingering gaze, a phone raised in the early morning, a silent witness on the other side of the glass, wondering if she’d ever get herself free.

But she didn’t move—not yet. She wanted to stay in the moment, in the soft hangover of bondage and risk, in the window’s cold embrace, as long as she could.

Let them watch, she thought. Let them see.

And as the city lit up around her, Harper stayed kneeling, tied and uncertain, every second stretching, every sense on edge, the promise of escape—and discovery—hanging unresolved in the Boxing Day light.

The light in the living room kept shifting as morning took hold—ice-bright across the floorboards, gold at the edges of the bay window, making Harper’s bound form an accidental centerpiece for any passing gaze. The city was waking up—slow, muffled, Boxing Day quiet—but she could hear it: distant engines, voices echoing on wet pavement, the hush of a world coming back to itself after a night of excess.

She twisted, testing the red ribbon’s hold at her wrists again. The knot was maddeningly out of reach, high enough that she’d have to contort herself to get any leverage. Her shoulders ached, muscles quivering from the strain, but the silk barely shifted. Her ankles were crossed and knotted just as tight, each movement making the binding rub against her bare skin, burning in a way that was half-pain, half-pleasure.

She felt completely exposed—no longer hidden in midnight’s safety, but framed in morning light. Her reflection caught in the window glass: pyjama top bunched beneath her breasts, nipples dark and visible through the thin cotton, one leg bent awkwardly, the other sprawled to the side, knickers twisted and half off. A red blush flared across her face, her hair mussed and wild, a few curls sticking to her damp cheek.

The street outside was almost empty, but she could see life returning: a couple walking a dog, the postman in his hi-vis jacket, a neighbour in the opposite block fiddling with a window box. For a moment, Harper was certain she saw movement—just a shift of shadow, the flicker of a curtain in the flat directly across from her. Her heart leapt, then stuttered; she froze, breath catching, every nerve taut.

Was someone watching? Had they seen her last night, kneeling here in the darkness, ribbons gleaming, hands moving desperately between her thighs? Were they watching now, coffee in hand, witnessing the aftermath of her own ruined, needy ritual?

She squirmed, the sensation between her legs flaring back to life, every bruise and ache from last night alive under the scrutiny of the morning sun. Shame threatened to swallow her—she was messy, knickers soaked, thighs marked, her body still trembling with the memory of orgasm and restraint—but underneath it, another feeling grew: excitement, almost fierce.

What if they were watching? What if someone had filmed her? What if there was a record already—a blurry photo, a secret video, the story of her bondage and afterglow now living in someone else’s phone?

She tried again to free her wrists, straining, the ribbon cutting in. The knot wouldn’t give. Her arms shook with the effort, and the pyjama top slid higher, exposing her belly, the soft dip between her ribs, the bruises painted along her hips. Every breath fogged the window in front of her, a faint oval of warmth in the Boxing Day frost.

A car rolled by, music pulsing low, and for a second she imagined the driver glancing up, catching a glimpse of her—tied, half-naked, eyes wide, mouth open, trapped in her own web. She pressed her knees together, grinding into the blanket beneath her, and shivered, a fresh wave of want mixing with the helpless fear.

Harper shifted her gaze to the window opposite. The curtain twitched again—just a fraction, but enough to make her stomach flip. She couldn’t see a face, only the movement, the hint of attention, the possibility that her show had an audience after all.

And that was almost too much.

She moaned, low and soft, hoping the sound wouldn’t carry. But a part of her wanted it to. A part of her wanted to be heard.

For a long minute, she stayed like that—caught between dread and hope, the morning city indifferent but not, the ribbon at her wrists a bright, unbreakable promise that she might not be alone in her hunger.

The sun climbed higher. Harper, still tied, kept her eyes on the window, waiting to see if the watcher would make themselves known—or if she’d be left, trembling and unfinished, until her own knots gave way.

Time seemed to slip sideways as Harper struggled with the knots, sunlight creeping in and painting lines across her bare legs. Her shoulders ached now, wrists tingling and almost numb from how long she’d been tied. She wriggled and flexed her fingers, willing the ribbon to loosen, but her own caution from the night before—tying it “just tight enough that it’ll feel real in the morning”—had turned out to be a little too clever. The knot sat stubborn and high, right at the hollow of her breastbone, resisting every hopeful tug.

She shifted, trying to draw her knees up for more leverage, but the ankle binding only dug in harder, thighs trembling as she pushed against the blanket beneath her. The movement forced her pyjama top higher, exposing the soft under-curve of her breast, her nipples pebbling with cold and shame. The knickers, still twisted from last night’s struggle, slid even further down her hip, baring the purple bruise where she’d rocked herself hard against the window ledge. She felt sticky and raw between her legs—a dull ache, the soreness of being used, laced with a sharper thrill of not being done yet.

The blindfold slipped lower as she moved, falling over her eyes and plunging her back into darkness. For a second she let herself linger there—breath slowing, all sound and sensation sharpened, the world reduced to the creak of the floor, the warmth of the radiator, the distant clink of someone’s teacup across the street. With her sight gone, the city beyond the glass became a rumour, a theatre of possibility: every sound a watcher, every shift in light a recording, every heartbeat a question.

Was she still alone? Had someone seen her, right now—bound and writhing, mouth open, legs spread, a red ribbon painting a bright trail across her belly? The curtain opposite was still half-drawn; she couldn’t shake the sense that someone stood just beyond it, phone in hand, deciding whether to step closer or simply watch and wait.

The ache in her wrists crept up her arms, making her shiver. She twisted her hands, feeling the silk bite, searching for any slack in the knot. No luck. She exhaled, mouth dry, trying not to whimper. The sense of helplessness was total—her own plan turned against her, the mess of last night blooming into the shame and risk of this morning.

But then, as her hips rocked back in frustration, her fingers finally brushed a loose end. Hope flared. She worried the ribbon, teeth clenched, twisting her arms as far as she could manage. The knot caught, shifted, and—after what felt like ages—gave a little.

Relief and disappointment warred in her chest. Part of her wanted the knot to hold, to keep her trapped, the window her stage and the watcher her judge. But freedom, when it finally came, was its own kind of thrill.

She pulled her wrists free, hands red and trembling, arms falling heavily to her lap. Her ankle ties were easier, the silk falling away with a soft sigh. For a second, she just knelt there, blanket bunched under her, pyjama top hiked up, knickers halfway down, skin streaked with old sweat and fresh goosebumps.

She pulled off the blindfold, blinking at the sudden brightness. The window was still fogged from her breath, the city moving quietly outside. She glanced across the street, heart thudding—no face at the window, but the curtain was open a little wider. Was it her imagination, or was the phone’s lens glinting red?

A fresh tremor ran through her: not fear, exactly, but a sweet, twisting shame. If she had been seen, she couldn’t undo it now. If someone had watched, had taken a photo, she would never know—not unless they wanted her to.

She touched her own thigh, tracing the fading print of the ribbon, the soft, sensitive skin marked by her own design. Her body was still a ruin of pleasure and panic, of mistakes and need, of being on display and being—just maybe—admired.

She curled forward, forehead to the cool window glass, letting herself feel every shudder of relief, every ghost of last night’s want. Whether she’d been seen or not, she’d given herself up to the possibility. The city had been her witness. She was no longer alone.

The aftermath of her escape still tingled in every limb—hands raw, thighs trembling, the ribbon discarded on the window seat. Harper wrapped herself in the blanket, hugging her knees up, breath fogging the glass as she tried to settle her heartbeat. The city was properly awake now, and the sun angled sharp through the bay window, turning dust motes to gold and painting her shadow large on the living room floor.

She let herself look across the street again. The curtain in the flat opposite was open just a sliver wider. At first, she thought she imagined it: the sense of being watched, the shimmer of a lens, the prickling certainty at the base of her neck. But then, as she adjusted in her seat—blanket slipping to reveal her marked wrists, the bruises on her thighs—a flash of movement made her freeze.

There, behind the glass, a shape moved: someone standing just far enough back to be concealed by the curtain, but close enough that their outline was clear. She saw the glint again, unmistakable now—a red light at the top of a phone, the telltale blink of a camera recording.

Harper’s pulse slammed in her throat. The moment stretched, silent and charged. Every inch of her was on display, from the mess of her hair to the wrinkled pyjama top barely covering her chest, to the ribbon she’d used to bind herself, still looped around her ankle. She felt like prey caught in a trap—helpless, shamed, and somehow impossibly seen.

But then the panic melted, replaced by something hot and strange—a surge of pride, a defiant kind of need. She sat up straighter, drawing the blanket away, exposing the marks left by the morning’s bondage, the pink of her knickers, the red streaks at her wrists. She lifted her chin, making eye contact with the watcher across the street. The glass reflected her own wild eyes back at her, but she held the gaze, steady and bold.

For a breathless instant, it felt like the city had stopped to watch: the flat bathed in Boxing Day sunlight, Harper’s battered, glorious body framed by the window, the curtain across the way stilled, the camera’s eye fixed on her.

She lifted the red ribbon, twirling it slowly between her fingers—a silent message, an invitation, a dare to the watcher not to look away. The phone across the street held steady, the curtain shifting, a silhouette pressing closer.

Harper’s whole body sang with adrenaline, shame, and giddy delight. She didn’t move to hide herself, didn’t fix her top, didn’t reach for her phone. She simply let herself be held in the watcher’s gaze, breathing deep, heart hammering, until the sun slid higher and the shadow at the window finally melted away.

Had she been filmed? Was her image already someone else’s secret, a story being saved, shared, replayed in the days to come? She didn’t know—and in that ignorance, in that ache of exposure, she found a fierce kind of satisfaction.

She curled back onto the window seat, blanket clutched around her, fingers tangled in the ribbon. For a long time, she stayed just like that: marked, witnessed, gloriously unsure of what would happen next.

By the time the watcher’s silhouette vanished from the window across the street, Harper’s sense of reality felt gossamer-thin. Every nerve was still alive—skin prickling where the sunlight hit, wrists tingling where the ribbon had bitten deep, thighs throbbing with the ghost of restraint. She wrapped herself tighter in the blanket, but the heat did nothing to steady the churn inside her: mortification tangled with something bright and defiant, a need not to disappear back into ordinary safety.

She finally slid off the window seat, padding unsteadily to the bathroom. The mirror told a story she barely recognised: hair wild, lips swollen, cheeks streaked with tear-salt and sweat. Her wrists were banded with red, bruises flowering at her hipbones and down the insides of her thighs, faint rope-prints almost artistic on her brown skin. She turned this way and that, seeing herself as the camera might: vulnerable and marked, but not broken.

The flat was quiet, sunlight pouring over the mess—ribbon discarded, the blanket puddled by the glass, her phone buzzing insistently from the arm of the sofa. When she picked it up, her hands shook: there were new notifications, a message from an unknown number, just an image.

She tapped it open. Her breath caught.

It was her, unmistakably—kneeling in the bay window, red ribbon at her ankles, body half-shielded by the blanket but still bare, bruises and all. The angle was distant, a little blurred, but there was no question: she’d been watched, and the moment was now held, proofed, in someone else’s phone.

Her heart did a strange, fluttering dance—fear and pride and the sharpest edge of desire. The photo had no caption, just the timestamp and a tiny Boxing Day emoji.

A few minutes later, a knock came at the door. Harper, wrapped in her blanket, peered through the spyhole to find only a small, brown parcel on the mat. Inside, she found the red ribbon—freshly pressed and folded, tied with a simple bow—and a plain white note.

Next year? was all it said, the handwriting bold and looping.

Harper stared at the message, then down at the ribbon in her hand.

Not a threat, not quite an invitation—just a promise that the game, the ritual, could continue if she wanted. She tied the ribbon around her wrist, soft and snug, and felt the flush bloom in her chest once more.

She sent back a simple reply to the unknown number:

Only if you watch the whole thing next time.

A moment later, a single heart emoji arrived in return.

Harper laughed, the sound filling the empty flat, as she lay back in the morning sun—marked, watched, not truly alone. In the glass, she caught her own reflection—ribbon at her wrist, bruises on her thighs, a hunger in her eyes that nothing but risk and ritual could ever quite satisfy.

She stayed by the window long after the knots were gone, the city’s Boxing Day rhythm unfolding around her—delivery vans on the move, church bells far off, the hush of neighbours returning with shopping bags and leftover cheer. Harper, wrapped in her old throw blanket, could feel every mark left by the morning’s ordeal: the faint red lines at her wrists, the soreness at her ankles, the ghost of the blindfold’s pressure across her brow. The ache between her thighs lingered too—a slow pulse of emptiness, need, and satisfaction.

She traced her fingers over each mark, almost lovingly, letting her breath steady. Every bruise, every welt, was proof that the risk had been real, that she’d offered herself up to the morning’s gaze and survived the not-knowing of being watched. She couldn’t quite shake the memory of that neighbour’s window, the glint that might have been a phone, the idea that she’d become someone else’s Boxing Day story. That was what made her shiver now—not the cold, but the ache for more.

The red ribbon was still clutched in her hand, warm and soft from hours wrapped around her skin. She rolled it around her wrist like a bracelet, then held it up to the light, watching how the sun turned it translucent, almost glowing. It was a trophy, a secret, a promise to herself. She imagined tying it tighter next time, or saving it for a future watcher—a silent invitation, a dare.

Her phone buzzed on the table, pulling her out of reverie. There was another message: a photo, sent from an unknown number. It was her, unmistakably—kneeling in the bay window, hair wild, arms twisted behind her, the city’s pale morning light bathing her in gold. No caption, just the image: proof that she’d been seen, wanted, claimed by another’s gaze.

She pressed the ribbon to her lips, smiling despite herself. The fear had faded into longing; the embarrassment transmuted into pride. She was marked, remembered, and—most thrilling of all—now part of a story that wasn’t just her own.

Harper curled on the window seat, watching the city move, heart fluttering each time she replayed the photo, each time she ran her thumb over the bruises and the ribbon. She was alone, but never more seen. The next risk, the next ritual, was already blooming in her mind—waiting, ribbon in hand, for the first bold watcher to return her gaze.


Stay With Me a Little Longer

Thank you for reading Tied to Myself: Volume 6.

If you want to stay in the quiet ache of this series, the next book is waiting just beyond the night.

Next: Tied to Myself: Volume 7 — Held Until Morning

Volume 7 slows everything down, lingering in patience, duration, and the intimate stretch of time that refuses to break. Soft light, dark bedding, and chosen endurance create one of the most suspended and emotionally charged entries in the series.

When you’re ready, keep going. https://a.co/d/09APV3gB
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Roman Vale is an independent author of erotic romance and kink-forward fiction, writing stories shaped by control, consent, and desire that deepens rather than resolves. His work unfolds in deliberate, intimate spaces — contracts, rituals, confined dynamics, and chosen imbalances — where surrender is negotiated slowly and power is exercised with intention.

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

You can connect with me on:

https://romanvale.uk

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

Subscribe to my newsletter:

https://romanvale.uk/secret


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

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

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

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

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

One contract.

Three months.

No release.

Adam thought he agreed to a simple challenge.

One month locked in chastity to prove he could change.

Rachel knew better.

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

Each month tightens the rules.

Each evaluation strips away another layer of resistance.

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

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

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

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

• March Meltdown – Denial becomes psychological.

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

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

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

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

Everything changes with the invitation to the royal ball.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fourteen days.

Fourteen keys.

One lock she controls completely.

Isla Mercer does not play games.

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

Theo has agreed to submit.

From the moment the lock clicks shut, his pleasure is no longer his concern. Isla does not offer mercy, reassurance, or reward. She offers structure. Rules are spoken once. Failure resets everything. Desire is allowed only as fuel for obedience, never as a bargaining tool.
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The Valentine Handler: A Dark Valentines Day Romance of Chastity, Control, and Surrender

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

Every February, she takes one man.

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

They call her to reassign them.

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

This year’s assignment is Luca De Santis: a reckless syndicate heir whose charm, excess, and entitlement are destabilising the city’s fragile balance of power. Killing him would start a war. Letting him live unchecked would be worse.

[image: ]

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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