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The Sale

Tom had never planned to stop at the garage sale. He was on his way to get new brake pads and
maybe some overpriced coffee, but a lopsided cardboard sign reading "Estate Sale — Everything
Must Go!" caught his eye. The house looked like it belonged to a retired stage magician: faded
Victorian-style curtains in the windows, a ceramic owl perched on the porch, and mismatched
furniture scattered across the lawn.

He wandered past boxes of worn-out books, stacks of mystery VHS tapes, a broken typewriter, and
what looked like a taxidermied raccoon with a monocle.

And then he saw them.

A tangled mass of blackened iron sat half-hidden beneath a crocheted table runner: a collar, wrist
cuffs, and ankle shackles, all linked by aged but sturdy chains. It looked straight out of a dungeon
movie—or a museum.

Tom picked them up, letting the chains jingle. They were surprisingly heavy and solid. He imagined
them clanking around on some medieval prisoner, or maybe a theatre actor in a B-grade drama. He
raised an eyebrow at the elderly woman who presided over the chaos from a lawn chair.

"How much?"

"Five bucks," she said, barely glancing up.

"You know what these are?" he asked.

"Conversation starter. Conversation ender. Depends how you use them." She winked.

Tom blinked. “Sold.”

Mia was less enthused when he brought them home.

"You went out to buy brake pads, and came back with... fetters?" she asked, holding one wrist cuff
like it might bite her.

“It’s just a weird antique. | mean—come on, tell me this wouldn’t make the best Halloween costume
prop. Medieval dungeon. Sorcerer’s prisoner. You in a flowing gown. Me in a hooded cloak.”

“I swear your imagination gets you into more trouble than it should,” she said, but she was smiling.
“Fine. I'll try them on. Just for a minute.”

That was all the encouragement Tom needed. He knelt with mock reverence as she stepped into the
ankle cuffs, which closed with a smooth snap. The wrist cuffs were a little more awkward, but Mia
offered her arms and Tom fastened them, grinning like a kid playing pirate. Finally, the collar.

Click.



And that was when it got weird.
“Okay,” Mia said, lifting her arms. “That’s tight. Where’s the latch?”

Tom frowned. “I... don’t think there is one. Maybe it just pulls open?” He tugged gently at the collar,
then a little harder.

Nothing.

They tried paperclips, butter knives, a tiny screwdriver. Even the tiny hex tool from the IKEA junk
drawer. The locks didn’t budge.

Mia’s eyes widened. “Wait. You didn’t get a key?”

“No,” Tom admitted. “l didn’t think | needed one! It’s a garage sale! Who sells working restraints
without a key?!”

“Apparently, your kind of seller.”

Tom flew out the door with a muttered apology, clutching his car keys and nearly forgetting to close
the front door behind him.

Back in the apartment, Mia shuffled to the mirror. The collar fit snugly but not uncomfortably, the
wrist cuffs keeping her arms just a few inches apart. The ankle chains gave her about a foot of
walking space. The whole setup wasn’t exactly torture—but it definitely wasn’t ideal for casual
movement either.

And then it hit her.
She had to pee.
Badly.

She looked down at her outfit—a pair of denim
overalls. Cute and casual, sure. But now? A
nightmare.

The next twenty minutes were an exercise in
physics, yoga, and raw determination. First,
figuring out how to wiggle the shoulder straps off
without lifting her hands more than a few inches.
Then trying to lower the overalls while shuffling
like a bound penguin. She finally succeeded—
barely—after several attempts, a lot of grunting,
and once toppling sideways onto the edge of the
tub.

She made it, and laughed breathlessly afterward,
face flushed, hair tousled, chains rattling gently
every time she shifted.

“This is officially the dumbest day of my life,” she
muttered.




Tom, meanwhile, skidded back into the garage sale, breathless.

The old woman was still there, now sipping what looked like lemonade and watching pigeons with
the patience of a monk.

“You sold me working shackles!” he blurted.

She nodded slowly. “Yes.”

“With no key! My girlfriend’s locked in them right now!”
“Well, why’d she put them on?”

“...Because | asked her to?”

The woman raised an eyebrow.

Tom threw up his hands. “Okay, fair point, but | need the key!”

She reached into a nearby tin and fished out a small brass key with an ornate swirl at the end.
“Here,” she said. “Try not to lose it. | think it’s the only one.”

Tom burst back into the apartment, key in hand. “l got it!”

Mia was sprawled on the couch, a towel folded beneath her, overalls unbuckled but hanging loosely
from her hips. Her eyes narrowed.

“You owe me a spa weekend for this.”

“I'll throw in dinner and a movie too,” Tom promised, kneeling beside her to unlock the cuffs. One by
one, they came off with a satisfying click. Mia rubbed her wrists and neck, sighing dramatically.

“Five bucks,” she said. “This is what five bucks gets you.”

Three days later, Tom came home to the quiet rustle of pages turning. The apartment was unusually
quiet.

He peeked into the bedroom—and froze.

Mia was on the bed, curled up with a book, wearing a loose t-shirt, her legs tucked under her—but
the familiar glint of iron was unmistakable. The collar, wrist cuffs, and ankle shackles were all back
on.

She glanced at him over her book.
“You left the key on your nightstand,” she said, a smirk tugging at her lips.
Tom blinked. “You put them back on? Voluntarily?”

She closed the book. “Let’s just say... I've been thinking. Maybe being the damsel in distress isn’t
such a bad gig. And since | know you get a kick out of rescuing me...”



He took a slow step forward. “Are you telling me I've found the one woman in the world who's into
medieval restraint cosplay?”

Mia gave a coy little shrug, rattling the chain lightly.

“Maybe,” she said. “But don’t get any ideas about using this to skip dish duty.”

The Shackles of Serendipity — Part Il: Mia’s Turn
Mia hadn’t really meant to put them on again.

She'd been cleaning the bedroom when she spotted the restraints resting innocently on Tom’s
nightstand, right where he’d left them after their chaotic weekend. She stared at them for a full
minute, arms crossed. Then she sat on the edge of the bed, picked up the wrist cuffs, and ran her
fingers over the cool iron. It was absurd—completely impractical —but oddly... comforting?

She didn’t know if it was the wine, the quiet afternoon, or the fact that Tom had been especially
sweet since The Bathroom Incident, but something about the idea made her grin. A little private
joke. A little power play.

She slipped her ankles into the cuffs and clicked them shut with her toes. The collar followed. And
then, delicately, the wrist cuffs. The sound of them locking into place sent an unexpected shiver
through her.

This is dumb, she thought, flopping back onto the pillows. Really dumb. But I’'m comfy. And I’'m not
moving for the next hour anyway.

She reached for her paperback novel, awkwardly turning pages with her hands close together. She
figured she had about forty-five minutes before Tom got home.

When Tom walked in and saw her like that—book open, legs curled under her, cuffs gleaming in the
late afternoon light—he blinked three times before saying anything.

“You’re...” he began.
”Yes.”
“And you... locked yourself in again?”

Mia tilted her head toward the book. “It’s cozy. You should try being shackled sometime. Very
grounding.”

He stared at her, then laughed. “Okay, but do | need to ask why?”

Mia closed the book, setting it gently aside. “Because it’s funny. Because | trust you. Because,
weirdly... | kinda liked feeling a little stuck. You didn’t run off or freak out. You got the key. You
helped.”

Tom walked over slowly and sat on the edge of the bed, brushing her hair back behind her ear. “You
liked being rescued?”

“Maybe,” she said softly. “But maybe | liked you rescuing me. Not just anyone.”



His face softened. “You're full of surprises.”
“So are you. Who buys shackles from an old lady with zero backstory?”

“Touché.”

Over the next few days, the shackles became a kind of in-joke. Not daily use or anything dramatic—
just occasional, silly moments. Like the time Mia found them hung on the coat rack like a scarf. Or
the night Tom suggested a "rescue mission dinner" and showed up at the bedroom doorin a
makeshift knight costume made from foil and an old bedsheet.

Then came Friday.

Mia had had a day. Work had been chaos. Her Zoom call dropped twice, she’d spilled coffee on her
favorite hoodie, and one of her coworkers had sent her a passive-aggressive email that practically
deserved an award.

By the time she got home, she was mentally fried.
Tom wasn’t home yet.

She showered, wrapped herself in one of his oversized t-shirts, and flopped on the bed. Her gaze
drifted to the shackles on the nightstand again.

It wasn’t about the kinkiness. It wasn’t even about the roleplay. It was about surrendering control—
just a little. Letting the world fade. Being held, even if it was by iron.

So she put them on.

And waited.

When Tom got home and found her like that again, curled up under the blanket, eyes half-lidded, he
didn’t say anything at first.

He walked to the bed, sat beside her, and gently took her hand.

“Hard day?”

She nodded.

“You wanna be left alone, or...”

She looked at him. “Just be here. And maybe unlock me after a while.”
He nodded and kissed her forehead. “I can do that.”

They didn’t speak much that evening. She stayed curled beside him while he read his own book,
occasionally reaching over to run his fingers through her hair or lightly tap the chain between her
wrists like it was the most normal thing in the world.

And Mia realized: this wasn’t about pretending to be helpless.

It was about choosing to be vulnerable—and knowing someone would be there on the other side of
it.



The Shackles of Serendipity — Part lll: A Tethered Turn
It started as a joke, like most of their recent games.

After dinner one night, Mia had slipped into the restraints again with the ease of familiarity. She no
longer flinched at the weight of the iron or the clink of the chains; instead, she welcomed the feeling
like a warm blanket—oddly secure, strangely grounding.

Tom was brushing his teeth when she appeared in the doorway of the bedroom, a crooked grin on
her face and the chains swaying gently from her collar and cuffs.

“You ready for bed, Sir Jailor?” she teased.
Tom chuckled through a mouthful of toothpaste. “I see you’ve taken yourself into custody.”

She gave a dramatic sigh. “l turned myself in for crimes of sass and sarcasm. Maximum sentence:
snuggles.”

They collapsed into bed after the usual unlocking and re-locking routine—Mia guiding Tom through
the now-familiar process of securing her without over-tightening. He was careful, attentive. They
made it a ritual, almost a dance. Each click of a cuff, each tightening of a loop, a silent agreement:
you trust me; I’ll take care of you.

It wasn’t until Mia tried to shift off the bed and felt resistance that they both noticed.
“Uh,” she said, blinking. “I... think I'm stuck.”

Tom raised his head from the pillow, squinting. One of the longer chains—probably from her ankle
cuff—had accidentally looped around the carved wooden leg of their bedframe.

He tried tugging gently. It didn’t give.

“Oh,” he said.

Mia tugged her ankle, testing it. “Oh.”

There was a beat of silence. Then they both burst into laughter.

“I swear,” she said, lying back and wiping her eyes, “this is how horror movies start.”
“Or comedies,” Tom said, already climbing out of bed. “Hang on, let me get the key—"
But Mia reached out with her cuffed hands and grabbed his shirt. “Wait.”

He paused.

She looked at him with a slow, sly smile. “Maybe | don’t want to be un-stuck just yet.”
Tom blinked, then grinned. “You’re saying... you want to stay tethered to the bed?”
“Why not? I’'m not going anywhere. You can bring me snacks.”

“I could bring you anything.”

“You should,” she said, arching an eyebrow. “I’'m a helpless maiden, after all.”



That night, the “accident” became inspiration.

The next time, Tom deliberately secured the end of her ankle chain around the bedpost with a scarf.
It wasn’t exactly high-security, but it was enough. Mia was stranded on one side of the bed, her
range of movement limited just enough to matter.

They laughed more. They experimented more. A silk blindfold one night. A softly spoken “you can’t
leave until | say so” the next. And always, at the center of it, trust.

For Mia, it wasn’t about powerlessness—it was about focus. Being present. When she was bound,
the usual noise in her head—the to-do lists, the emails, the expectations—faded away. There was
only Tom. Only the moment.

And for Tom, it was watching Mia let go. Watching her laugh, blush, squirm, smile. Knowing she
chose this not for him, but with him.

One weekend, Tom surprised her by clearing out the bedroom floor space and laying down a soft
mat. In the center: a single iron ring drilled discreetly into the floorboards.

“Too much?” he asked, sheepishly.
Mia stared. Then grinned. “Oh, we're making this a whole thing now.”
“We already have, haven’t we?”

She nodded, already unfastening the buckles of her overalls. “Then let’s do it right.”

Over the next few weeks, their world subtly shifted. The shackles became more than props—they
became permission. A shared language. An understanding that vulnerability didn’t always look like
weakness. That helplessness, in the right hands, could be a gift.

They still went about their normal lives—work, groceries, game nights with friends. But every now
and then, behind closed doors, they played a little game. Sometimes Mia was the runaway sorceress
caught in enchanted chains. Sometimes she was the bored noblewoman awaiting rescue. And
sometimes, she was just Mia—content, relaxed, wrapped in iron and affection.

One night, as Tom traced a finger around the inside of her wrist cuff, he asked softly, “Ever think
about trying it the other way around?”

Mia raised an eyebrow. “You in the shackles?”
He nodded.

She smiled, slow and devilish. “You know, Sir Jailor, | think your sentence is long overdue.”

To be continued?



