

    
        
          Mia Unbound

        

        
        
          Marian Wilder

        

        
          Published by Marian Wilder, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MIA UNBOUND

    

    
      First edition. September 9, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Marian Wilder.

    

    
    
      Written by Marian Wilder.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


~ Mia Unbound ~

––––––––
[image: ]


Marian Wilder

~*~
[image: ]



License Notes:

No part of this e-book may be reproduced in any form without the written prior permission of the author, except for brief quotations used for promotional purposes or in reviews.

This e-book is for your personal enjoyment only. It may not be copied, resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this e-book with others, then please purchase an additional copy for each person.

Thank you for understanding and respecting the hard work of the author.



This is a work of fiction.

Names, characters, incidents, and places are fictitious. Any resemblances to persons or businesses are entirely coincidental.

Adult Topics: Please use discretion.

This e-book is intended for mature readers only (18+) as it contains themes of a sexual nature.

​Table of Contents:



1 – The Weight of Routine 

2 – The Promise of Transformation

3 – Awakening Desires

4 – Surrender and Denial

5 – The Price of Pleasure

6 – The Entertainer

7 – The Final Surrender

8 – Face Off


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​1 – The Weight of Routine


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


Mia Lennox emerged from the heavy quilt of sleep with a splitting headache, a bit like a dirt-cheap wine hangover, only sharper. Something in her mouth tasted dead and synthetic, and her tongue felt alien, a sliver of some kind of dry meat glued to the roof of her mouth. She groaned. The memory of last night, or the night before possibly, teased her brain, refusing to come into focus. But she knew what she’d find before she even opened her eyes.

Oh my god, she thought. What the hell?

The floor of her apartment was a graveyard of takeout: fried chicken bones, limp half-eaten fries, the orange remains of a cheeseburger wrapper. At some point, she had treated herself to sushi and left a crusted soy sauce pool on the glass coffee table. Even the air felt greasy. She sat up, knocking over a pair of empty vodka minis in the process, their bodies rolling against her phone, which was flashing with missed calls and one new voicemail from her mother. Damn it.

She stretched, bones popping, spine aching. Her body was a little heavier than usual, the weight pressing down on her like an argument she couldn’t win. Her thighs brushed together in a way she didn’t remember from last week. Had it only been a week since she started living off wine deliveries and takeaways? Or was she fooling herself? Had this just been who she was all along?

It didn’t matter. One way or another, she had to get up.

The first obstacle was the carpet: the aforementioned health-hazard of leftovers, the sticky detritus of modern single life. Add to the mix the stray bits of receipt paper, hair elastics, the waxy lid of a lip balm she’d dropped last month. She navigated through the mess, shuffling to the bathroom, peering into the mirror with the queasy anticipation of a person hoping not to see what she inevitably would.

Her reflection was unfair. Her long blonde hair, normally picture-perfect, managed to look intentionally wild, almost as if she’d used expensive texturizing sprays. Her lips, even post-alcohol, held a shape both pouty and cynical, like she was perpetually on the verge of calling bullshit on someone. Her skin, beneath the pallor, glowed faintly, as if secretly immune to last night’s abuse. But her eyes zeroed in on the curve of her cheeks, the imagined dimple of new fat gathering around her chin, the softness blooming at the corners of her jaw.

She pinched it with her fingers, disgusted. “Ugh,” she muttered, sticking out her tongue at her own reflection. “This has to stop.”

She splashed cold water over her face, illogically hoping it would shrink something: her pores, her shame, the rising panic in her throat. It didn’t. No chance. No silver bullet, no miracle cure.

Next up was the matter of clothing. She pulled open her dresser and stared at the top layer of the assorted garments: bralettes, worn sorority t-shirts, underwear with various states of elasticity. She grabbed a pair of skinny jeans, the navy ones, her favourites since college, and performed the morning ritual of stepping in, wriggling up, and bracing for disappointment. It was worse than anticipated. The denim fought back, squeezing her ass and thighs with sadistic delight. She jumped up and down in place, doing the little hip-shimmy she’d perfected for moments like this. Eventually, she got the zipper up, but the waistband dug deep. She groaned, and bent over to tug a t-shirt from the laundry pile, and the jeans cut into her belly like wire.

Grunting, she stood up and glanced again at the mirror. To her surprise and delight, her ass looked pretty much amazing. She could see that, but she still wasn’t satisfied. She ran a hand over her stomach, feeling the softness that hadn’t been there last month, and scowled. So much for good ass, but what about the rest?

“You’re fucking gross, Mia,” she whispered to herself, and meant it, her voice sounding too loud in the empty apartment.

She made her way to the kitchen, where she grabbed a can of diet soda from the fridge and popped it open with more force than necessary. The hiss of carbonation was satisfying, at least. She sipped, letting the liquid eat away at her hangover while she surveyed the ruins of last night: the phone, the missed calls, the half-eaten food, the evidence that she was a person who could not keep herself together for even one damn day.

The shame was physical. It had mass. It stuck to her like glue, making it hard to breathe.

She gathered her hair into a messy bun, twisted it tight, and jammed a pencil through it to hold the whole disaster in place. It needed a wash, no pretty, well-brushed ponytail today. She was almost ready for work.

She’d started the job six months ago. A marketing assistant, which was a fancy way of saying ‘the person who corrects typos in other people’s work and buys their boss coffee.’ Still, it paid the rent, and sometimes her supervisor even remembered her name, but most of her daily energy was spent toggling between email, TikTok, and her company’s Instagram account. The latter made her want to die a little bit, but at least it was easy.

She checked her phone again, now that the initial burst of self-loathing had faded. There was a string of messages from her group chat, last updated at 3:12 a.m.

She smiled in spite of herself, thumbs hovering over the screen. Her friends knew her too well. They’d ask her out, she’d bail on them, and they’d call her out. Tomorrow night they’d repeat the whole dance. But maybe tonight she’d actually show up, pretend to have a life for a change, maybe stay a few hours.

She went to the closet to find a jacket, dodging a spilling box of vintage erotica paperbacks she’d gotten from an ex. A few covers leered up at her: silk stockings, spanked bottoms, heavy wrists in rope, wild-eyed girls with parted lips. She felt a thrill of something. Was it shame, lust, both? Explore later, she thought, before shoving the books back into the box with her foot.

Her work bag was on the kitchen table, half-open, still full of last week’s junk: crumpled receipts, loose change, a powder compact cracked down the middle. She zipped it shut, slung it over her shoulder, and paused at the door. She looked back into the apartment, taking in the full scope of the mess. For a moment, she considered the possibility of cleaning. She could do it right now, clear the table, rinse out the sticky glasses, stuff the food boxes and papers in the trash chute before the smell got even worse. But the thought exhausted her. It felt performative. What was the point of pretending to be someone who had it together?

She left the mess as it was and stepped into the hallway, locking the door behind her.

The elevator was out as usual. Mia took the stairs, the motion pressing the waistband of her jeans harder against her belly. With every step, she felt the friction, the unpleasant knowledge of knowing she would have to do something. It was like wearing a name tag that read ‘failure’. At the bottom of the stairs, she paused to catch her breath, annoyed at how quickly she got winded these days.

Her phone buzzed. Another group chat message.

She smiled for real this time and pushed out into the sunlight. It was blinding, all harsh, migraine-inducing white, and she flinched, wishing she had brought her sunglasses. The walk to the train was only four blocks, but by the time she got there, her shirt was sticking to her back and her thighs were chafed in their denim prisons.

She squeezed onto the 7:55, crushed between a guy wearing too much aftershave and a woman who kept sneaking glances at her phone, probably checking her likes or swiping left on a dating app. Mia tried not to be jealous. She stared out the window, watching the city flash past, the blur of graffiti and scaffolding, and tried to imagine herself anywhere else.

Anywhere thin. Anywhere wanted.

A familiar sense of longing gnawed at her: to disappear, or to be seen, or maybe both at the same time. She pictured herself as an empty outline, a cutout in the world, all the insides gone. Just a shape, pleasing and clean, taking up the perfect amount of space.

But that wasn’t her. She was solid, and she was a mess. She was the sum of last night’s bad choices and this morning’s regrets. She was a girl who would have to endure another day as herself, hungry for something she couldn’t name, carrying the extra weight like a secret she hoped no one else could see.

In truth, nobody could, but in the modern world of perceived perfection she was just one more vanity-club member. 

The train screeched to a halt. She got off, shouldered past the crowd, and walked toward the office, her hands jammed deep in her pockets. Her eyes were fixed on the pavement, determined not to look at her own reflection in any passing windows.
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The office was a glass-and-concrete prison of boredom, a place where time congealed and dripped slowly down the walls, collecting in puddles of wasted potential around the coffee station. Mia slid into her cubicle at 8:59, as she did every day, her bag thumping against the swaying wooden partition. She logged in to her ancient, sputtering workstation and performed the morning liturgy: open Outlook, delete the eight identical marketing newsletters from competing vendors, respond to her supervisor’s request for ‘Any new fun ideas this week?’, then immediately minimize the browser and open Instagram.

“Lennox,” a voice boomed from beyond the partition. It was Jodie, the administrative assistant, a woman who wore her hair in a steel-grey helmet and wielded a stapler like a weapon. “You get that revision to Tom?”

Mia, hungover and possibly still a little drunk, croaked, “Just now finishing it.” 

She made a show of typing, flipping between the empty PowerPoint and a predictable TikTok compilation of kittens stealing sandwiches from toddlers.

“Fuck sake,” she whispered to herself.

Jodie made a noise, a cross between a snort and a groan, and rolled away on her desk chair. Mia waited until the coast was clear, then opened her DMs, scanning the latest from her friends, most of whom had jobs that required actual clothing and made them look like grownups on the Internet.

She spent most of the morning staring at the same five bullet points on her to-do list, brain mucked up with exhaustion and self-loathing. She made the fatal mistake of wandering over to her ex’s new girlfriend’s page.

There it was: a shot of Caden, shirtless on a beach, abs glistening with ocean spray, some keep-fit influencer with teeth so white they could guide aircraft towards a runway draped in his arms. One of his hands was out of view. Given the wicked grin on his face, he was probably finger-spanking the bitch’s anus—unlikely, but certainly possible? He had done it to her, so why wouldn’t he try it with this one?

She had feigned disgust back then, but deep down, she had loved every touch, every tiny swat. A low growl escaped her lips, a mix of frustration and desire swirling within her.

“Bitch!” she mumbled.

She double-tapped the photo out of spite, then immediately regretted it. Her thumb hovered over the undo option, but it was too late. The algorithm would record her action anyway.

At noon, she microwaved a low-calorie frozen meal, the kind that always looked vaguely like pet food but promised a wellness kick on the box. She sat alone in the break room, eating her sad rectangle of teriyaki chicken while, three tables away, a pack of girls from HR gushed over a box of bakery cupcakes, each one topped with a swirl of frosting.

They didn’t even look at her. That was somehow worse than if they had.

She wolfed down her food and retreated to the bathroom, where she sat in a stall and scrolled through the feed. It was the same every day: old college friends with new engagement rings, hot girls with big grins, influencers showing off flat stomachs and fake ‘just woke up like this’ faces. She could see every artful filter, every subtle angle, but that didn’t matter. What mattered was the rolling catalogue of evidence: she was not keeping up. She was losing the contest, even if she didn’t know what the rules were.

She had once tried to unfollow the most toxic accounts, but after a week she was back, hunting for them like an addict, needing the sick hit of envy to feel anything at all.

Back at her desk, she caught herself glancing at her own reflection in the black screen of her monitor. Her features were just visible, ghostly and unflattering. She stuck out her tongue at her own image, then quickly checked to make sure no one was watching. No one was.

Presently, the boss, Tom, appeared at her shoulder. He had the posture of a cartoon vulture and always smelled faintly of cinnamon and armpit. “Got that presentation for me, Lennox?”

She faked a polite smile, pasted it on like a Band-Aid. “Just sent you the draft.”

Jeez, she thought. How come nobody in this dump knew how to call people by their first names? Did everyone have to be so damn rude, so self-important ... be such assholes? 

“Right, good,” he nodded without even looking at her, already moving on. “Marketing doesn’t market itself,” he mumbled, the contradiction sounding almost comedic. 

Mia felt a fierce, illogical stab of hatred. She wanted to scream at him, or maybe herself, or just at the endless, pointless cycle of people pretending they actually gave a shit about brand alignment.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a slow, boring agony. She tried to focus, but the scrolling impulse was relentless. Her phone buzzed every few minutes: a new meme from Cass, a ‘you up for it?’ from one of her last three Tinder matches, an ad for the ‘Ultimate Summer Body Challenge’ from some fitness app she’d never heard of.

By 5:03, she was already out the door, half-jogging to the train. The thought of the gym made her skin crawl. She wasn’t ready for that level of public humiliation, but she could at least do a YouTube workout at home, prove to herself that she was still capable of self-improvement.

She took the stairs two at a time up to her apartment, changed into leggings and a sports bra, and cleared a patch of carpet by sweeping a pile of dirty laundry into the corner. The sense of resolve lasted exactly three minutes, the length of the peppy instructor’s warm-up.

By the first set of burpees, she was soaked in sweat and gasping. Her hair came loose from its ponytail and slapped against her face with each pitiful jump. The instructor—perfectly toned, neon pink leggings—counted moves at double time, voice ridiculously optimistic. “Come on, you got this, make every second count, imagine yourself in that hot summer dress!”

Mia wanted to punch the screen. Instead, she collapsed face-first onto the rug, panting and blinking away tears of exhaustion and humiliation. Her body felt uncooperative, like a slab of clay she’d been sentenced to haul around without instructions. The mat stuck to her bare forearms, and every inhale burned her lung. She lay there, counting the seconds, feeling the damp fabric of her sports bra digging into her ribs.

When the video ended, the instructor congratulated her for ‘finishing this next-level sweat session’, and Mia snorted with laughter. She hadn’t made it halfway through. She was a failure at even the most basic act of trying.

She rolled onto her back, staring up at the ceiling fan. It spun lazily, indifferent to her upset. For a second, she considered calling someone, Cass, maybe, or her mother, but the thought of explaining why she was crying on the floor of her apartment was too embarrassing. Besides, she knew how the conversation would go.

“You’re being dramatic, Mia.”

“You’re not overweight.”

“Why don’t you go out and meet someone?”

She wiped her eyes with the heel of her hand and considered ordering a pizza. The logic was perfect: she had already failed, so why not indulge herself? Wasn’t that what everyone else was doing, only prettier and with better figures?

Instead, she made herself stand, knees trembling, and drank a full glass of water. It tasted like the tap itself was mocking her. She peeled off her workout clothes, balled them up, and threw them on top of the pile. Then, on a grim impulse, she stood in front of the full-length mirror by her closet.

She turned sideways, sucking in her stomach. It didn’t make much difference. She pushed her thighs together and watched the flesh balloon out, soft and unforgiving. Her breasts looked lower than they used to. She was twenty-four, and already the decline had begun. She remembered, vividly, being seventeen and standing in the same pose, wondering if her ass was too flat. She would kill for that body now. She would kill for the certainty that came with youth, the knowledge that there would always be another chance. Now, it felt like all the chances were gone, and she’d wasted every single one of them.

She hated herself for caring so much. She hated herself for being unable to stop.

She pulled on a giant sweatshirt, her comfort cocoon, and flopped on the couch, flipping mindlessly through social media again. Cass had posted a video from last night, the whole group screaming karaoke in a dive bar, their faces blurred with laughter and beer. In the background, Mia could see herself, arms flailing, a drunk expression of pure glee on her face.

Oh for god sake, she looked happy.

She didn’t remember feeling happy. Maybe she was performing, or maybe that was just how it looked from outside.

Maybe that was all anyone was ever doing.

The sun dipped behind the buildings. Outside, the streetlights flickered on, casting long shadows across the city. Mia curled up with her phone, ignoring the ache in her muscles, and let herself be drawn into the parade of other people’s lives. It was easier than being present on her own.
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The night arrived, blue and cold and bristling with the hum of expectation.

Mia told herself she wouldn’t go. She'd already texted the group to say she was tired, busy, planning to be good for once, but by 10 o’clock she was pacing in front of her closet, searching for an outfit that would make her body vanish and still get her invited in.

She chose the shortest skirt she owned, a little black number that clung to her hips like a living thing, and a pale pink blouse that was theoretically oversized, though, on her, it just looked accidental. She caked on foundation, smudged dark shadow over her eyes, and gave her lips a deep crimson shape she knew would last exactly three drinks before transferring to a glass or someone’s cheek. Better than cheek, she hoped.

Her phone buzzed: It was a threat: ‘Be there!’ It was signed with three knife emojis and a selfie from Cass, who wore a plastic tiara and a mock angry face. Mia laughed despite herself and walked out the door.

The bar was a low-ceilinged dive, plastered in neon and bad sports memorabilia, its floor permanently sticky, its crowd always familiar. Cass and the others were already installed at their usual corner table, pitchers of fluorescent cocktails lined up like test tubes.

“MIAAAA,” they chorused, as if she’d been gone for years instead of hours. Cass shoved a glass into her hand: something blue and toxic looking, probably loaded with syrup and vodka. “Drink or die,” she commanded. “You’re late. One behind already, bitch.”

Mia hesitated. “I told you I was on a cleanse ...”

“Alcohol is sterile,” cut in Jade, shaking her silver glitter nails in the air. “Plus, you look hot, so you’re basically allowed.”

“That’s not how that works,” Mia said, but she sipped anyway, the cold burn of the liquor wiping the taste of guilt from her tongue, at least for the moment.

They caught her up on all the gossip: who’d slept with whom, who’d gotten promoted, who’d shown up to the office party looking like a slut. It was comfort food, these stories, even when they bordered on the cruel. Mia let herself get swept along, adding her own flourishes to the narrative, revelling in the collective momentum of the group.

But underneath it, a seam of anxiety pulled tighter with every drink. She could see herself reflected in the black mirror behind the bar: the way her laughter tilted her head too far back, the way her arms pressed against her sides, the way she tried to shrink herself in a room full of girls who took up space so easily.

By midnight, the place had devolved into chaos. Jade was dancing with a stranger, hips rolling with professional ease, while Cass heckled the bartender into comping them a round of shots.

Mia ducked outside to breathe, feeling the bite of cold air like a slap. She could have left, right then. But when she checked her phone, the last text was from Cass. So she went back in, forced the smile, let herself be carried along.

It was nearly 2 a.m. when she finally peeled away, hugging the others goodbye, their perfume clinging to her skin. She staggered home, a little drunk, a lot empty. The apartment greeted her with its familiar mess, pizza box still on the table, couch blanketed in crumbs. She poured herself a glass of water, drank it standing up, then went into the bedroom and kicked off her shoes.

She didn’t want to sleep. She wanted to see. She stood in front of the mirror, at first still in her clothes, then one by one peeling them off until she stood in her underwear, flesh glowing blue in the harsh light of her phone. She turned, examined, lifted and pinched and prodded. Every part of her was softer than she remembered; her thighs pillowed into each other, her stomach domed over the edge of her panties. Her ass, which Cass always complimented, seemed vast. She let herself sag, letting the fantasy of perfection dissolve. This was who she was, loud and flawed and unfixable. She pressed her palm to her belly, felt the warmth of herself, wondered if this was all there would ever be.

The feeling of disappointment was so sharp it almost hurt. Illogical disappointment, illogical hurt, but she couldn’t help it.

She pulled on an old t-shirt, crawled into bed, and lay there in the darkness, listening to the traffic below. She knew something had to change. She just didn’t know if she could be the one to do it.

Tomorrow, she promised herself, it would be different. But even as she thought it, she knew how easily promises were broken.

Sleep toyed with her like a bored cat, swatting her mind back and forth between half-remembered shames and sharper hungers. She twisted in the dark, the throb between her thighs impossible to ignore, her skin tingling with the buzz of alcohol and envy, and that raw, bottomless ache
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