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Part One

Unsuspecting Prey


The rain had finally eased into a soft drizzle by mid-February, the kind that clung to everything without soaking through immediately. Ethan Caldwell had been living in the quiet suburb south of Portland for just over two months, long enough to unpack most of the boxes but not long enough to feel the place belonged to him yet. The house he rented, a modest single-story Craftsman with pale gray siding and a wide front porch, sat on a gently curving street lined with similar homes, each yard neat but not ostentatious, evergreens and bare maples framing the driveways. His new job at the tech firm in Hillsboro demanded long hours behind screens, but the remote days let him work from the spare bedroom he'd turned into an office, staring out at the neighbor's fence line whenever his focus drifted.

He had met most of the people on the block in the first few weeks: the retired couple two doors down who brought him a plate of cookies the day he moved in, the young family across the street with the twin boys who waved enthusiastically whenever they spotted him. And then there was her. Scarlett Voss. She lived immediately next door, in the house with the deeper lot and the backyard that backed onto a strip of undeveloped green space. Early forties, he guessed, though she carried herself with the unhurried confidence of someone who had long ago stopped counting years. Dark hair usually pulled into a loose knot or ponytail, skin that glowed even in winter light, body honed by years of disciplined movement, morning runs along the neighborhood loop, yoga on her deck when the weather permitted, gardening that looked more like controlled sculpting than casual weeding.

Ethan noticed her the way anyone would notice gravity: inevitably, repeatedly. The first time had been innocent enough, catching sight of her stretching after a jog, leggings clinging to long legs, sports bra outlining the firm curve of her back as she reached overhead. He had looked away quickly, cheeks warming, telling himself it was only human appreciation. But the glimpses accumulated. Her bending to pull weeds, the flex of her shoulders under a fitted fleece. Her walking barefoot across her lawn to retrieve the newspaper, calves taut, the subtle sway of hips that spoke of strength held in reserve. He never stared outright; that would have felt wrong. Instead he cataloged her in stolen seconds, then pushed the thoughts aside and returned to his code reviews or his half-hearted swipes on dating apps aimed at women closer to his own age.

He had asked about her once, casually, while chatting with the retired couple during a rare dry afternoon. "The woman next door, Scarlett, right? She seems to keep to herself. Does she...date much?" He had framed it as general curiosity about the neighborhood, nothing personal. The wife had smiled knowingly. "Scarlett? Oh, she's lovely, but no, not really. A man or two over the years, never sticks. She's perfectly happy on her own, from what I can tell. Independent type. Doesn't need anyone fussing over her."

The words had settled somewhere low in his stomach, a mix of relief and something sharper he refused to name. He told himself he wasn't interested that way. He was twenty seven, still figuring out his footing in this new city, still hoping to meet someone who shared his references to old indie bands and late-night takeout habits. Scarlett was...different. Older, accomplished, the kind of woman who probably saw men like him as pleasant neighbors at best.

Still, when he glanced out the kitchen window on that Thursday afternoon and saw her in the backyard wrestling with a massive rhododendron that had outgrown its space, roots stubborn, branches thick and woody, he felt the pull before he could talk himself out of it. She wore dark green gardening gloves, cargo pants streaked with mud at the knees, a long-sleeved thermal shirt that had ridden up slightly as she heaved on the shovel. Sweat darkened the fabric along her spine despite the chill in the air, mid-forties temperature that felt warmer once you started moving. The bush refused to budge; she paused, wiped her forehead with the back of her wrist, exhaled sharply.

Ethan hesitated only a moment. He was ahead on his sprint tasks, the afternoon stretch open. He grabbed his own gloves from the garage, stepped out the back door, crossed the low fence line where the panels had sagged just enough to make passage easy.

"Need a hand?" he called, voice carrying across the damp grass.

She straightened, turned. A faint sheen of perspiration highlighted her cheekbones. Her eyes, deep hazel, almost amber in certain light, met his without surprise, only a quick assessment. "If you're offering, I won't say no. This thing's been mocking me for weeks."

Up close she smelled faintly of earth and something cleaner, like citrus soap. He noticed the small scar above her left eyebrow, the way her lips curved just enough to suggest amusement at her own struggle. They worked in tandem without much preamble. He took the shovel when she handed it over, drove it deep under the root ball while she gripped the base and pulled. The ground resisted, then gave with a wet sucking sound. Mud sprayed; she laughed low, the sound vibrating through the air between them. They rocked the shrub back and forth until it tore free, a tangle of roots and soil that left a crater in the lawn.

"Damn," she muttered, breathing hard, hands on her hips as they both stared at the mess. "Bigger than I thought."

Ethan wiped sweat from his brow, feeling the pleasant ache in his shoulders. "Where do you want it?"

She nodded toward the side yard. "Over there. I'll break it down later, bag it for the green waste drop-off."

They dragged the bush together, her grip sure on one end, his on the other. Every few steps their arms brushed, accidental, inevitable. She made small comments as they went, voice steady despite the exertion. "You're stronger than you look, tech boy." A teasing lilt, not mocking. "Bet you don't get much call for manual labor behind those screens." He grinned, felt heat crawl up his neck that had nothing to do with the work. "I lift weights sometimes. Keeps me sane."

"Smart. Sanity's underrated." She glanced sideways at him, eyes lingering a beat longer than necessary. "You settling in alright? Not too homesick for the east coast yet?"

"Not yet. Rain's different here. Softer somehow."

She hummed agreement. They reached the pile spot, and dropped the bush. She stretched her arms overhead, shirt pulling tight across her chest, ribs expanding with a deep inhale. He looked away, focused on brushing dirt from his palms.

They spent another half hour breaking the branches into manageable pieces, her with pruning shears, him snapping thicker stems over his knee. Conversation stayed light, easy: the merits of native plants versus invasives, how the neighborhood association nagged about fence heights, the best running route that avoided the worst hills. But underneath ran a current he couldn't ignore. The way she directed him without seeming to, hand him the loppers, point to a stubborn root, step closer to show him the proper angle, felt deliberate, a quiet claiming of space. When their fingers brushed passing tools, she didn't pull away immediately. Neither did he.

By the time the bush lay in neat sections, both of them were streaked with mud, breathing heavier, shirts damp and clinging. The drizzle had stopped; weak sunlight filtered through the clouds, warming the air just enough to make the sweat feel earned.

Scarlett straightened, tugged off her gloves, flexed her fingers. She looked at him, really looked, eyes tracing the line of his jaw, the flush on his cheeks, the way his t-shirt stuck to his chest. A slow smile curved her mouth.

"You've earned a break," she said, voice lower now, almost intimate. "Come inside. I've got cold water, maybe something stronger if you're not rushing back to work."

She turned toward the back door without waiting for an answer, hips shifting with that same unhurried grace, leaving the invitation hanging in the damp air between them.

Scarlett pushed open the back door with her hip, the wood creaking softly as warm air from inside spilled out to meet the damp February chill. Ethan followed a half-step behind, suddenly aware of how close the space felt, how the faint scent of her, sweat, earth, and that underlying citrus, wrapped around him the moment he crossed the threshold.

The kitchen opened directly onto a sunroom addition at the rear, all glass and pale wood, sunlight slanting through in long, lazy bars despite the late-afternoon hour. Clean lines dominated: white quartz counters, open shelving displaying a few ceramic pieces and trailing pothos, a single orchid in bloom on the windowsill. No clutter, no excess. Everything deliberate.

She kicked off her muddy garden shoes by the door, peeled off her gloves, and dropped them onto a small bench. Without turning, she reached up and tugged the elastic from her hair. Dark strands spilled free in a heavy cascade past her shoulders. She shook her head once, twice, slow, deliberate, letting the motion travel down her spine so her back arched just enough to pull the damp thermal shirt tighter across her breasts. The movement was practiced, unhurried, the kind of casual sensuality that pretended to be accidental.

Ethan stopped breathing for a second. His eyes tracked the fall of her hair, the way it caught the light and gleamed like polished obsidian, the subtle roll of her shoulders as she settled it behind her. Heat climbed his throat.

Scarlett turned, caught the look on his face, wide pupils, parted lips, and laughed. Low, throaty, genuinely amused. “Don’t be so obvious, neighbor. You’ll give yourself away before we even start talking.”

He flushed hard, jerked his gaze to the floor, then to the side, anywhere but her. “Sorry. I didn’t, ”

“Don’t apologize.” She moved past him to the fridge, close enough that her arm brushed his chest. “It’s flattering. Just… predictable.” She pulled out a chilled bottle of white, something crisp and pale gold, and set it on the counter with two expensive looking glasses. The cork came free with a soft pop. She poured without asking, generous measures, the wine catching light like liquid sunlight.

Ethan shifted his weight. “Water’s fine, really. I don’t want to…”

“There’s water too.” She slid one glass toward him, fingers lingering on the stem a beat longer than necessary. “But I want a drink. And I think you could use one. You’re wound tighter than that rhododendron root ball was.” She lifted her own glass, took a slow sip, eyes never leaving his face. “Besides, it’ll help you relax. You look like you could use some help with that.”

He accepted the glass mostly to have something to do with his hands. The first sip was cold, bright with green apple and a faint mineral edge. It steadied him, barely.

Scarlett leaned back against the counter, one hip cocked, glass cradled loosely in her fingers. “So. Tell me about the east coast. What did you leave behind that was worth trading for Portland rain?”

He managed a small laugh. “Not much. Crowded trains, overpriced rent, winters that actually hurt. Here feels… quieter.”

“Quieter can be good.” She tilted her head, studying him. “Or lonely, depending on the day.”

The word hung there. He took another sip, felt the wine settle warm in his chest.

She steered the conversation without seeming to. “You seeing anyone yet? New city, new faces. Must be swiping through half the apps by now.”

“Not really.” He shrugged, trying for casual. “A couple dates. Nothing stuck.”

“Girls your age?”

“Yeah. Mostly.”

Scarlett hummed, thoughtful. “They’re probably sweet. Eager. Still figuring out what they want.” She took another sip, lips glistening faintly. “I’ve been single a long time. Years, really. I don’t do serious. Never have. Too much compromise, too many expectations.” Her gaze drifted over him, slow and appraising. “But I do miss certain… aspects of male company. The physical ones, mostly. The rest I can handle on my own.”

The admission landed soft but deliberate. Ethan’s pulse kicked up. He opened his mouth, closed it again.

She smiled, small and knowing. “You’re blushing again. Cute.”

“I’m not…” He stopped, exhaled through his nose. “You’re direct.”

“I am.” She set her glass down, crossed her arms under her breasts so the fabric pulled taut. “And you’re not. Which is fine. You’re young. Still learning how to read a room. How to read a woman.” Her voice dropped a fraction. “I could help with that, you know. Teach you a few things about what women actually want. Not what the apps or your buddies tell you.”

The offer slid into the conversation so smoothly he almost missed the shift. His mind snagged on it, help, teach, images flickering before he could stop them. Her guiding his hands, her voice low against his ear. He swallowed.

Before he could form a response she moved on, seamless. “How long have you been coding? You look like the type who started young. Late nights, energy drinks, probably still have a GitHub full of half-finished side projects.”

He latched onto the safer topic, grateful. They talked for a few minutes, his degree, the startup he’d left behind, the stability of this new gig. She listened intently, asked sharp questions, laughed at the right moments. Every so often she touched the rim of her glass with her tongue, or brushed a strand of hair behind her ear, small gestures that kept pulling his attention back to her mouth, her throat, the steady rise and fall of her chest.

She was stalking him, he realized dimly. Not aggressively. Patiently. Enjoying the slow tightening of the thread between them, the way his answers grew shorter, his glances longer.

The wine had loosened something in him, though. Enough that when she stepped closer, refilling his glass without asking, he felt the heat of her body, smelled the faint salt of her skin again.

“I should probably head back,” he said, voice rougher than he intended. “I’ve got a Teams meeting soon. Stand-up.”

Scarlett’s brows lifted. She didn’t move away. “Do you?”

“Yeah. In… twenty minutes.”

She laughed again, softer this time, almost indulgent. “Liar.”

He froze.

“You’re not even looking at your watch,” she said, voice velvet. “And your phone’s been face-down on the counter since we walked in. No notifications. No frantic glances.” She reached out, brushed the pad of her thumb along the edge of his jaw, light, fleeting, gone before he could react. “You’re nervous. That’s okay. But don’t insult me with a bad excuse.”

Ethan’s heart hammered against his ribs. He couldn’t look away from her eyes, dark now, amused, predatory in the gentlest way.

She stepped back, gave him space, but the air between them still felt charged, taut.

“Your move, neighbor,” she murmured. “But don’t think I didn’t notice how long it took you to try running.”

Scarlett leaned one elbow on the counter, the motion casual but closing the distance between them by another inch. Her glass was almost empty now; his still lagged behind, fingers wrapped too tightly around the stem.

“You’re nursing that like it’s going to bite you,” she said, voice warm with amusement. “Finish it. I promise the next one won’t be mandatory.”

Ethan glanced down at the pale gold liquid, then back at her. The first glass had already worked its way through him, shoulders loosening, the faint buzz behind his eyes, a pleasant heat pooling low in his stomach. He lifted the glass, took a longer swallow this time. The crisp edge had softened into something smoother on the second pass, easier to let slide down.

“There,” she murmured as he set the empty glass on the quartz with a soft clink. “Better?”

He exhaled, nodded once. “Yeah. Better.”

She refilled both glasses without asking, smaller pour for him this time, almost considerate. When she handed it back their fingers brushed again, deliberate on her part, lingering just long enough that he felt the warmth of her skin register somewhere behind his ribs.

Scarlett took a slow sip of her own, watching him over the rim. “You’re not used to someone pouring for you, are you?”

He laughed, short and self-conscious. “Not really. Usually it’s the other way around. Or… nobody pours at all.”

“Mm.” She set her glass aside, crossed her arms loosely. The posture lifted her chest slightly, drew his eyes before he caught himself and looked at her face instead. “That’s interesting. Most guys your age want to be the one in control. The planner, the decider. You don’t seem quite so attached to that role.”

Ethan shifted his weight, felt the tile cool under his socks. “I don’t know. I guess… I don’t mind when someone else knows what they’re doing. Takes the pressure off.”

Her smile was small, private. “Takes the pressure off,” she repeated, tasting the words. “I like that phrasing.” She tilted her head, studying him the way she might study a plant she was deciding whether to prune or let grow wild. “So if a woman knew exactly what she wanted, knew how to ask for it, how to guide things, you’d be open to following her lead?”

The question landed soft, almost hypothetical. He swallowed, felt the wine’s warmth spread further. “Maybe. Depends on… what she wanted, I guess.”

“Of course it does.” Scarlett stepped half a pace closer, not crowding him but erasing the last neutral space between their bodies. The air felt thicker now, scented with the faint mineral bite of the wine and the lingering trace of her skin after the yard work. “Some women like being chased. Some like chasing. I’ve always preferred the second. There’s something satisfying about seeing a man realize he doesn’t have to guess, doesn’t have to perform. He just has to listen. Respond. Let go a little.”

Ethan’s pulse ticked up. He could feel it in his throat, steady but quicker. “You make it sound simple.”

“It can be.” Her voice dropped, conversational but intimate, the kind of tone used for secrets shared over pillows rather than kitchen counters. “I’ve thought about it a lot over the years. What it would feel like to have someone trust me enough to hand over the reins, not because he’s weak, but because he wants to feel what happens when he stops trying to steer. When he lets me set the pace, the rules, the… rewards.”

The word hung there, soft and loaded. She didn’t elaborate, didn’t push. Just let it settle while she reached for her glass again, took another measured sip.

Ethan stared at the way her throat moved when she swallowed, the faint sheen of moisture left on her lower lip. His mind spun lazy circles around what she wasn’t quite saying, reins, rules, rewards, and every image that flickered through felt dangerous and magnetic at once. He had never put a name to the quiet pull he sometimes felt when a woman spoke with absolute certainty, when she told him exactly where to put his hands or how fast to move. It had always been fleeting, buried under layers of what he thought he was supposed to want. Now, with the wine loosening his defenses and her eyes steady on his, it rose closer to the surface, unnamed but insistent.

“You’ve gone quiet,” she observed, not mocking, just noting. “Thinking about it?”

He managed a rough laugh. “Trying not to overthink it.”

“Good instinct.” She set her glass down, let her hand rest on the counter near his, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating from her fingers. “Overthinking kills momentum. And I like momentum.”

She didn’t touch him. Not yet. But the promise of it shimmered in the narrow space between them, in the way she held his gaze without blinking, in the subtle tilt of her head that invited him to keep looking, keep listening, keep wondering what would happen if he didn’t step back.

Ethan stayed exactly where he was. The wine hummed through him, warm and permissive, and for the first time in a long while he didn’t feel the need to fill the silence with something clever or safe. He just stood there, caught in the slow, deliberate orbit she had begun to draw around him, waiting to see how much closer she would let him come before she decided what came next.

Scarlett held his gaze a moment longer, letting the silence stretch until it felt like a physical thing pressing against his chest. Then she moved.

Not toward him exactly, beside him, a slow, liquid glide that reminded him of a cat deciding whether the prey was worth the pounce. She circled to his left, bare feet silent on the cool tile, close enough that the heat of her body brushed his arm without contact. Her fingers found the back of his shoulder first: light, almost absent, just the pads resting there as though testing the tension in his muscle.

“You’re still so stiff,” she murmured, voice pitched low, intimate. Her hand slid downward in a single, unhurried stroke along the length of his arm, following the line from deltoid to elbow to wrist. Gooseflesh rose in the wake of her touch. She didn’t linger; she simply let her palm glide off at his hand, then stepped behind him.

Ethan’s breath hitched when her other hand settled on his opposite shoulder. Both now, symmetric, claiming the breadth of him without force. She leaned in from behind, not pressing her body to his but close enough that he felt the soft brush of her breasts against his back when she inhaled. Her thumbs traced small, slow circles at the base of his neck, working the knots he hadn’t realized were there.

“Relax your shoulders,” she said against his ear. “Just let them drop.”

He tried. The wine helped; the touch helped more. His body obeyed before his mind caught up.

“Good.” Approval hummed through the single word. She stepped around to his front again, hands trailing down his arms once more as she did, fingertips dragging lightly over the cotton of his sleeves until they reached his hands. She took them both in hers, loose, not gripping, and tugged gently.

“Come.”

One word, quiet command. He followed without thinking, letting her lead him out of the kitchen and into the living room beyond. The space was dimmer, late-afternoon light filtered through sheer curtains, casting everything in warm gold and soft shadow. A wide sectional sofa dominated one wall, low coffee table scattered with a few art books and a single candle that hadn’t been lit. She stopped near the center of the room, released his hands, but didn’t step back.

Instead she closed the last foot of distance until the toes of her bare feet brushed his shoes. Her hands returned to his shoulders, then slid upward to frame his jaw, gentle but firm, tilting his face so he had to meet her eyes.

“You’re trembling a little,” she whispered, lips so close he felt the shape of the words more than heard them. “Not scared. Just… awake.”

Her thumbs brushed the corners of his mouth. He swallowed hard. The front of his jeans had grown uncomfortably tight; he couldn’t hide it at this range. Her gaze flicked downward, slow and deliberate, lingering on the obvious ridge pressing against the denim.

A small, satisfied sound escaped her, not quite a laugh, more a private hum of pleasure.

“Look at you,” she said softly. “Already so hard for me, and I’ve barely touched you.”

Heat flooded his face, neck, ears. He started to look away; her fingers tightened just enough to keep him facing her.

“Don’t,” she said. “Don’t be embarrassed. This, ” her eyes dropped meaningfully to his erection again “, this is honest. Beautiful, even. You shouldn’t hide it. Not from me.”

He exhaled shakily. “I just… I don’t usually…”

“You don’t usually let yourself want without apologizing for it first.” Her voice was velvet, coaxing. “That’s what I mean about guidance. A mentor. Someone who can lead you somewhere the shame doesn’t follow. Somewhere you get to feel everything without second-guessing it.”

She let the words settle, let him feel the weight of them while her hands drifted downward again, over his collarbones, his chest, mapping him through fabric. His heart slammed against her palm. Adrenaline sang in his veins, sharp and electric; every nerve felt tuned to her next move.

Scarlett studied his face one last moment, drinking in the raw anticipation there, the parted lips, the quick rise and fall of his chest, the way his pupils had swallowed most of the iris. Then she leaned in and kissed him.

Soft at first. Just lips brushing lips, a question more than a claim. He froze, unsure, hands hovering uselessly at his sides until instinct took over and they settled tentatively on her waist. That small surrender seemed to ignite something in her.

The kiss deepened. She tilted her head, parted his lips with hers, tongue sliding in slow and deliberate. One hand stayed at his jaw while the other traveled downward, over his ribs, his stomach, then lower. Her palm cupped the hard length of him through his jeans.

Ethan groaned into her mouth. His cock throbbed under the pressure; she felt it, squeezed gently, rhythmically, drawing another muffled sound from his throat.

She broke the kiss just enough to speak against his lips. “Feel that? How much you want this?”

Her other hand slid around to his ass, fingers digging in firmly, pulling his hips forward so his erection pressed flush against the soft give of her lower belly. She kneaded the muscle there, appreciating the taut shape of him, the way he flexed instinctively into her grip.

For long seconds she held him like that, cock trapped between them, her hand possessive on his ass, rocking him subtly against her body while she kissed him again, deeper, hungrier.

Then she pulled back, just far enough to look into his eyes.

Her own were dark, pupils wide, a deep, undisguised hunger burning behind them.

“I’m going to enjoy every inch of you,” she said, voice low and certain, each word deliberate. “Every shudder. Every sound. Every place you try to hide.”

She held his gaze, unflinching, letting him see exactly how much she meant it.

Scarlett held his gaze a beat longer, savoring the raw hunger flickering behind his eyes, the way his breath came shallow and uneven. Then, with deliberate slowness, she eased her hand from his ass and stepped back half a pace, just enough to break the press of their bodies but not the tension coiled between them.

She tilted her head, as though listening to something behind him, and let her eyes drift past his shoulder toward the kitchen they had left moments earlier.

“Oh no,” she said, voice dropping into mock dismay, one hand rising to cover her mouth in exaggerated shock. “Look at that.”

Ethan turned instinctively, following her line of sight.

A faint trail of dark, damp dirt streaked across the pale tile floor from the back door, smudges from his sneakers where he had followed her inside without thinking, without pausing to kick them off. Small clods had broken off near the threshold, scattering like evidence.

He winced. “Shit. I’m sorry, I didn’t even, ”

Scarlett’s lips curved into something slow and wicked, the pretend horror melting into pure, predatory delight. She stepped around him in that same feline glide, circling until she stood between him and the mess, blocking his view of it as though claiming the crime scene for herself.

“Such a bad boy,” she murmured, the words velvet-soft but edged with steel. “Tracking dirt through my clean house like you own the place. That needs correcting.”

Ethan’s face burned again, hotter this time. He opened his mouth to apologize properly, something adult, something reasonable, but the words tangled when he saw the glint in her eyes. Playful. Commanding. Utterly unapologetic.

She lifted one finger, pressed it lightly to his lips to silence him. “No more sorrys. Just obedience.”

Her hand dropped. She took another step back, creating deliberate space, and folded her arms loosely under her breasts.

“Strip.”

The single word landed like a stone in still water.

He blinked. “What?”

“You heard me.” Her tone stayed even, almost gentle, but there was no room for negotiation beneath it. “Everything. Slowly. I want to see what I’ve caught.”

His heart slammed against his ribs. He glanced toward the windows, curtains sheer but drawn enough that the late-afternoon light wouldn’t silhouette them for any passing neighbor, then back at her. She hadn’t moved. Just watched, expectant, one brow arched in patient challenge.

Ethan swallowed hard. His fingers found the hem of his t-shirt first. He pulled it over his head in one awkward motion, the fabric catching briefly on his shoulders before coming free. Cool air kissed the sweat-damp skin of his chest and back. He dropped the shirt onto the rug beside him, feeling suddenly exposed even though he still wore jeans.

Scarlett’s gaze roamed openly. “Nice shoulders,” she said, voice appreciative. “Broad. Strong. Keep going.”

He fumbled with his belt next, the buckle clinking too loudly in the quiet room. Jeans slid down his thighs; he stepped out of them, kicking the denim aside. Socks came off in quick succession, leaving him in plain black boxer briefs that did nothing to hide the straining outline of his erection.

He hesitated, hands hovering at the waistband.

Scarlett’s eyes narrowed fractionally. Not anger, disappointment edged with amusement. “Did I say stop?”

“No,” he muttered, throat tight.

“Then don’t.”

He hooked his thumbs under the elastic and pushed the briefs down. The fabric dragged over the head of his cock before springing free; he stepped out of them, naked now, fully erect and throbbing in the open air. Heat flooded his face, his neck, his chest. He couldn’t bring himself to look at her, stared instead at the rug near his feet, pulse roaring in his ears.

Scarlett let the silence stretch, let him feel the weight of her scrutiny.

Then she stepped closer again, close enough that he could smell the faint citrus-and-earth of her skin once more. Her eyes traveled down his body with leisurely appreciation: the lean lines of his torso, the defined cut of his hips, the taut muscles of his thighs, and finally the rigid length of his cock curving upward, flushed dark at the tip.

“Beautiful,” she said softly, almost reverently. “Look at that cock. So hard it’s practically begging. Thick. Straight. Perfectly proportioned.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. He still couldn’t meet her eyes, kept his gaze fixed somewhere near her collarbone, cheeks blazing.

She reached out, but didn’t touch him. Just let her fingers hover an inch from the underside of his shaft, close enough that he felt the warmth of her hand without contact. His cock jerked involuntarily at the nearness.

“Eyes up,” she said quietly.

He forced himself to lift his gaze. Her expression was calm, hungry, utterly in control, while he stood bare and trembling before her, fully clothed and completely composed.

She smiled, small and satisfied.

“That’s better,” she murmured. “Now I can see exactly how much you like being told what to do.”

Scarlett’s smile softened into something darker, more deliberate, as she closed the final inch between them. Her right hand lifted, slow and unhurried, until the backs of her fingers brushed the underside of his cock, barely a whisper of contact, just enough to make the shaft twitch upward in helpless response.

Ethan sucked in a sharp breath. The touch was feather-light, exploratory: her fingertips tracing the thick vein that ran along the length, following it from base to the swollen head where a clear bead of precum had already gathered. She circled the ridge with one nail, slow and teasing, then dragged the pad of her index finger through the slickness at the tip, spreading it in a thin, glistening sheen.

He shuddered. The sensation was electric, too gentle to satisfy, too precise to ignore. His hips jerked forward involuntarily, seeking more, and she let out a low, approving hum.

“Sensitive,” she murmured, almost to herself. “I like that.”

Her fingers closed around him now, not a full grip but a loose, sliding tunnel. She stroked once, root to crown, then back again, letting her palm glide over the slick head on the upstroke. The rhythm was languid, maddeningly slow. Each pass sent heat spiking through his pelvis, coiling tighter in his gut. It had been so long, months, maybe closer to a year, since any woman had touched him here, let alone with this kind of focused attention. The memory of hurried, fumbling encounters felt distant, childish compared to the deliberate way Scarlett handled him, as though his pleasure were a thing she could sculpt at her leisure.

A low moan slipped from his throat before he could stop it. His head tipped back slightly; eyes fluttered half-closed.

Scarlett’s other hand came up to rest flat against his abdomen, steadying him. “Not yet,” she said, voice velvet command. “Don’t get too excited. We’re just getting started.”

She gave one last teasing stroke, firmer this time, thumb pressing just under the head where he was most sensitive, then released him entirely. The sudden absence made him whimper, a small, involuntary sound that flushed his cheeks darker.

Before he could recover she stepped forward, guiding him backward with both hands on his hips until the backs of his knees met the edge of the low armchair tucked against the living-room wall. He sank down under the gentle pressure of her palms, thighs spreading automatically as she nudged them apart.

Scarlett dropped to her knees between his legs in one fluid motion, graceful, predatory, like something summoned rather than merely moving. The carpet was soft beneath her; she settled there without hurry, hands sliding up the insides of his thighs until her thumbs framed the base of his cock. She looked up at him through dark lashes, eyes locked on his, unflinching.

Then she leaned in.

Her tongue flicked out first, flat and warm, lapping slowly at the bead of precum that had welled up again in her absence. The taste seemed to please her; she made a soft, appreciative sound in the back of her throat before dragging the flat of her tongue along the underside in one long, deliberate stroke from root to tip. Ethan’s hips bucked; a ragged moan tore free. The wet heat, the deliberate pressure, it was overwhelming, better than anything his own hand had managed in months.

She circled the head with languid swirls, tasting every inch, then parted her lips and took just the crown inside. Light suction, enough to hollow her cheeks slightly, sent a jolt straight to his spine. He gripped the arms of the chair, knuckles whitening.

Scarlett’s eyes never left his.

She sank lower.

Inch by inch his cock disappeared between her lips until her nose brushed the coarse hair at his base. The sight was obscene and impossibly intimate: her mouth stretched wide around him, lips sealed tight at the root, throat visibly working as she swallowed around the intrusion. The muscles flexed and rippled along his length, slow, rhythmic contractions that milked him from every side at once. Heat, pressure, slick velvet walls squeezing in perfect waves. He felt the flutter of her tongue even buried so deep, pressing against the underside in lazy, teasing strokes.

Ethan’s vision blurred at the edges. His entire body locked rigid; breath came in short, desperate pants. The sensation was too much, too tight, too hot, too perfectly controlled. He could feel every subtle shift of her throat, every swallow pulling him deeper, every flick of her tongue against the sensitive frenulum. Pleasure coiled so tight it bordered on pain.

One of her hands slid lower, cupping his balls, gentle at first, then firmer, rolling them in her palm while her thumb pressed lightly against the tender skin behind. The dual stimulation made his hips jerk again, shallow thrusts he couldn’t suppress.

She began to move.

Slow withdrawal, lips dragging along every inch, until only the head remained trapped between her tongue and the roof of her mouth. Then a smooth, effortless glide back down, taking him to the hilt again. Her throat opened for him like it had been trained to do exactly this. No gag, no hesitation; just deep, fluid swallows that massaged him from base to tip on every downstroke.

Her eyes stayed locked on his the entire time, dark, hungry, utterly in command, watching every twitch of his face, every shudder that ran through him, drinking in the way he unraveled under her mouth.

Scarlett held him deep one final time, throat contracting in a slow, deliberate swallow that rippled along his entire length. Then, with exquisite control, she began to withdraw, lips dragging upward in a wet, dragging glide until only the head remained trapped between her tongue and the roof of her mouth. She sucked lightly once more, coaxing another thick bead of precum onto her tongue, before letting him slip free entirely.

A long, glistening string of saliva stretched from her lower lip to the flushed tip of his cock, swaying gently as she pulled back. It broke only when she straightened fully, the strand snapping and landing in a thin, shining line across his thigh. She licked her lips once, slow and deliberate, tasting the salt of him while her eyes stayed locked on his.

Ethan sat frozen in the chair, chest heaving, every muscle taut and trembling. Pleasure still echoed through him in violent aftershocks, his cock throbbed angrily in the open air, slick and dark, veins standing out in sharp relief. His balls ached with the pressure of denied release; his whole body screamed for the edge he had been dragged to and then ruthlessly pulled back from. Words refused to form. He could only stare at her, dazed, lips parted, breath ragged.

Scarlett rose smoothly to her feet, brushing invisible lint from the front of her mud-streaked thermal shirt as though nothing extraordinary had just occurred. She smoothed her hair back with both hands, tucking loose strands behind her ears, then adjusted the waistband of her cargo pants with casual efficiency. The normalcy of the gestures only sharpened the surreal heat still pulsing between them.

“That’s enough for today,” she said, voice calm, almost conversational, though the low rasp of recent exertion lingered beneath it. “You’ve had your fun. Now get yourself dressed. You don’t want to miss that important meeting you mentioned earlier.”

He blinked, still half-lost in the haze. His hands moved sluggishly, reaching for the discarded clothes scattered across the rug.

Scarlett stepped closer, not touching him this time, just close enough to make him feel the weight of her presence. “Saturday afternoon,” she continued. “After my run. I’ll be home around three. You have my number, from the neighborhood WhatsApp group, so when I message you, I expect you to come over. Be ready when I do.”

She let the words settle, then leaned down slightly, voice dropping to something softer, more intimate, edged with promise. “I want to enjoy you properly next time. No rush. No interruptions. Just you, exactly as I want you. And make no mistake, I will be very much in charge.”

Ethan’s fingers fumbled with his boxer briefs; he managed to pull them up over his still-rigid erection, wincing at the friction. The denim of his jeans followed, the zipper loud in the quiet room.

Scarlett watched him dress without hurry, then spoke again, tone shifting to unmistakable authority. “One more thing. When you get home, you are not allowed to make yourself cum. In fact, you don’t get to come at all, not by your hand, not any other way, until I give you explicit permission.”

She paused, letting the command sink in.

“This is part of how I reshape you. Your hunger is going to teach you discipline. Every time you feel that ache, every time your cock throbs and begs, you’re going to remember who controls it now. No masturbating. No edging yourself in the shower. Nothing. Do you understand?”

His throat worked. He nodded once, voice barely above a whisper. “Yes.”

“Say it back to me.” Her eyes narrowed fractionally. “All of it. Like a good boy.”

He swallowed, cheeks burning again. “I’m not allowed to make myself cum. Not at all. Not until you tell me I can.”

“Keep going.”

“I won’t masturbate,” he repeated, clearer this time, voice cracking only slightly. “No matter how much I want to. Until you permit it.”

Scarlett’s expression softened into something almost tender, pride, possession, satisfaction all at once. She reached out, cupped his jaw gently, thumb brushing the corner of his mouth.

“Good boy,” she murmured. The praise landed like warm oil on his skin, soothing the raw edges of his embarrassment. “You’re already learning.”

She stepped back, giving him room to finish pulling on his socks and shoes. When he stood, still dazed, cock still half-hard against the denim, she nodded toward the back door.

“Go home now. Think about what just happened. Think about Saturday. And remember the rules.”

She opened the door for him, cool February air rushing in, carrying the scent of wet earth and pine. Ethan stepped onto the deck, legs unsteady, every nerve still singing.

Scarlett leaned in the doorway, arms crossed, watching him cross the short stretch of grass to the low fence line.

“I’ll message you,” she called softly after him. “Don’t keep me waiting.”

He didn’t look back, couldn’t, but he felt her eyes on him the entire way home.

Ethan crossed the low fence line back into his own yard on unsteady legs, the February chill biting at the sweat still cooling on his skin. The back door of his rental house closed behind him with a soft click that sounded too loud in the sudden quiet. He stood in the mudroom for a long moment, breathing hard, jeans chafing against the persistent, aching hardness that refused to subside. Every step upstairs to his office felt like moving through water, slow, deliberate, aware of every shift of fabric against sensitive flesh.

He dropped into his desk chair without bothering to change, opened his laptop, and stared at the screen. The Teams calendar stared back: one last stand-up at 4:30, then a code review deadline by EOD. Numbers and names blurred. He tried to focus, pulled up the pull request, scrolled through lines of TypeScript, but his mind kept sliding sideways.

The memory of Scarlett’s mouth sealed around him, throat working in slow, rhythmic swallows. The wet heat, the impossible depth, the way her eyes never left his while she took every inch. His cock throbbed hard enough to make him shift in the seat, seeking friction he knew he couldn’t allow himself. He pressed the heel of his hand against his thigh instead, hard, trying to ground himself.

Minutes crawled. He typed a comment on a function signature, deleted it, typed again. The words swam. He could still taste the faint mineral edge of the wine on his tongue, could still feel the ghost of her fingers on his jaw, the low rasp of her voice saying not allowed like it was the most natural thing in the world.

By 5:15 he’d managed to limp through the stand-up, camera off, voice steady enough that no one asked if he was okay, and closed the final review with minimal notes. He logged off, shut the laptop lid, and sat in the darkening room, hands flat on the desk.

His right hand moved of its own accord, drifting downward, fingertips brushing the zipper of his jeans before he caught himself. He froze, palm hovering an inch above the straining bulge. Heart hammering.

He exhaled sharply through his nose and pulled his hand back, curling it into a fist on his thigh.

How the hell had this happened?

Three hours ago he’d been offering to help pull a goddamn rhododendron out of the ground. Neighborly. Casual. Now he was sitting here, cock still leaking into his underwear, obeying a rule laid down by a woman he barely knew: no touching himself. No cumming. Not until she said so.

The idea was absurd. Ludicrous. Grown men didn’t let someone else dictate whether they could jerk off in their own goddamn house. And yet here he was, heart racing, skin flushed, not because he was afraid of her, but because the command itself lit something inside him he hadn’t known was there. The denial sharpened everything: the memory of her tongue circling the head of his cock, the long string of saliva breaking between her lips and his shaft, the way she’d risen so calmly afterward, smoothing her clothes like she hadn’t just unraveled him completely.

He leaned back in the chair, eyes closing. Replayed it all in slow, vivid detail.

The way she’d circled him like prey, hands light on his shoulders, then trailing down his arms. The slow strip she’d ordered, watching every inch of skin revealed while she stayed fully clothed. The drop to her knees, graceful, predatory, her mouth taking him so deep her nose pressed into his pubic hair, throat flexing around him in perfect, milking waves. The eye contact that never wavered, dark and commanding, drinking in every twitch of his face as he fought not to come right then.

She’d read him like open code, saw the hesitation, the eagerness to follow, the quiet thrill when she took the reins. And she’d used it. For her amusement, yes, but also with a kind of deliberate care that made the control feel… safe. Wanted.

His cock jerked at the thought. He groaned low in his throat, shifted again, denim suddenly unbearable.

What else would she do with that power?

Saturday afternoon. After her run. A simple message on WhatsApp, and he’d cross the yard again, step through her back door, and let her decide everything. Would she make him strip again? Kneel? Beg? Tie him up? Tease him for hours until he was shaking, leaking, incoherent? Or would she finally let him cum, but only on her terms, only when she’d wrung every last drop of surrender from him first?

He had no idea.

All he knew was the hunger already clawing at him. He wanted her hands on him again, firm, knowing, unhurried. Wanted her mouth, her scent, citrus and clean sweat and earth, filling his lungs. Wanted to kiss her until his lips were swollen, to feel her body press against his while she whispered commands into his ear. Wanted, most of all, to let go completely. To stop thinking, stop deciding, stop performing, and simply belong to her in whatever way she chose to claim him.

The anticipation was almost as sharp as the ache between his legs.

He stood slowly, careful not to brush against anything, and headed downstairs to make dinner he already knew he wouldn’t taste. Saturday was still two days away.

Two days of this delicious, torturous waiting.

Two days of obeying her without question.

He smiled despite himself, small, dazed, a little disbelieving, as he flicked on the kitchen light.

He couldn’t wait.


Part Two

Ground Rules


In a quiet suburb south of Portland, where February rain softens every edge, Ethan Caldwell, twenty-seven, newly transplanted from the East Coast, still finding his rhythm in a tech job that kept him tethered to screens, crossed an invisible line one Thursday afternoon. What began as a neighborly offer to help Scarlett Voss, the poised, forty-something woman next door, wrestle an overgrown rhododendron from her garden quickly revealed itself as something far more deliberate.

Scarlett had always carried an air of quiet command: the way she moved through her days, fit, deliberate, unhurried, suggested a woman long accustomed to shaping the world around her rather than adapting to it. Ethan, by contrast, had spent years navigating attraction with polite caution, never quite trusting his own instincts. Their first real collision of energies was subtle at first: shared exertion, accidental brushes of skin, her low laughter when he flushed at her teasing observations. Yet beneath the surface ran a current he could not name until she named it for him.

Inside her sunlit kitchen, wine loosening the last of his defenses, she began to test the shape of that current. A slow circle around him, fingertips grazing shoulders and arms, drawing him into the living room with nothing more than the gentle tug of her presence. There she stripped him bare, methodically, appreciatively, while remaining clothed herself, her gaze steady and approving as his body betrayed how thoroughly he responded to being seen, directed, exposed.

The escalation that followed was measured, merciless in its restraint. She knelt between his spread thighs like a woman claiming an offering already hers, took him into her mouth with a slow, practiced depth that left no part of him untouched. Her throat closed around him in rhythmic swallows; her eyes never wavered from his, drinking every flicker of surrender on his face. Pleasure built to a razor’s edge, hot, overwhelming, almost unbearable, only for her to withdraw at the last possible moment, leaving him trembling, leaking, speechless.

Then came the rules.

She stood, smoothed her clothes as though the act had been nothing more consequential than a shared drink, and laid down the first boundary: no release. Not tonight. Not tomorrow. Not until she permitted it. His hunger, she told him, would become the tool she used to reshape him, discipline forged in denial, obedience sharpened by want. He repeated the command back to her like a schoolboy under her steady gaze, and when she called him “good boy,” the word landed deeper than any touch.

As the two days between Scarlett’s command and Saturday dragged on, Ethan’s mind kept returning to her, her fingers sliding along his cock with slow, deliberate care; the wet heat of her mouth closing around him; the way her throat squeezed him in steady, swallowing pulses while she looked straight into his eyes. Most of all, he kept hearing her calm, certain voice telling him his pleasure belonged to her now. No release until she allowed it.

The need built steadily. It sat low in his gut, a constant pressure that made every movement feel heavy. He’d always dealt with loneliness the same way: a quick hand in the dark when the ache got too loud. That option was gone. The rule she’d given him felt strange and impossible at first, but he obeyed it anyway. Every time his hand drifted toward his waistband, he stopped. The denial didn’t dull the want, it made it sharper, clearer. Every throb reminded him who was in charge.

He saw her in glimpses that felt agonizingly tempting. He’d catch her stretching before a run, one leg braced on the porch rail, or wheeling the trash bin out in loose sweats, ordinary things he’d noticed before without much thought. Now he couldn’t look away. Her body moved with the same easy confidence that had unraveled him in her living room, and the sight alone was enough to make him hard again.

But other moments were different. At night her living-room lights stayed on later than usual, the curtains sheer enough to show her walking through the house in a silk robe that kept slipping off one shoulder. She moved slowly, wine glass in hand, never closing the blinds completely.

The yoga was harder to ignore. She had never done it in the sunroom before, the one with the wide glass doors that faced his home office. Now she appeared there in the afternoons, wearing tiny black shorts and a fitted sports bra. She flowed through poses with slow control: downward dog that stretched her back and lifted her ass toward him; warrior stance that tightened every line of her legs and core; bridge that arched her hips high and held the position long enough to feel deliberate. She never looked directly at his window, but the timing and the placement felt aimed straight at him.

One evening he saw her through the kitchen window, standing at the sink in nothing but those same shorts and bra, hair loose, reaching up to tie it back. The motion pulled her chest forward and lifted the hem of the shorts higher on her thighs. She paused for a moment, arms overhead, then let her hands drop slowly. Only after did she glance toward his house, briefly, just a flicker of eye contact, before turning away.

Ethan stayed at his desk longer than he needed to that night, pulse loud in his ears, cock straining against his jeans. The ache had become a kind of rhythm now, one that beat in time with her name. His entire being was focused on Saturday afternoon, and what devious delights Scarlett had planned for him.

Saturday afternoon arrived under a pale February sky, the kind of cold, clear light that made every breath visible. Ethan had spent the morning in a state of low-grade distraction, checking his phone every few minutes, trying to work, failing, until just before noon he saw her.

Scarlett emerged from her front door in running gear: black leggings that clung to every curve of her long legs, a fitted thermal top in deep charcoal, hair pulled into a high ponytail that swayed with each stride. She paused on the porch to stretch, hamstring first, one leg extended along the railing, back arched just enough to pull the fabric tight across her ass, then set off at an easy jog down the street. Ethan watched from his office window until she disappeared around the curve, heart already thudding harder than it had any right to.

She returned forty minutes later, cheeks flushed from cold and effort, skin glistening with a light sheen of sweat despite the chill. She slowed to a walk in her driveway, rolled her shoulders, then vanished inside without a glance toward his house.

He waited. The clock on his laptop ticked past 13:40. Then his phone buzzed.

Scarlett: Back door. Now.

He was out of his chair before the screen dimmed, shoes already half-on. He crossed the yard in quick, purposeful strides, less than a minute from message to her back deck. His cock had been half-hard since the moment he saw her running; now it strained painfully against his jeans, thick and insistent, as though it knew exactly where it wanted to be.

Apprehension twisted low in his stomach alongside the want. He’d never been good at this part, the uncertainty of what came next, the fear of misreading signals, the quiet knowledge that his experience with women had always been tentative, polite, never this raw. Scarlett didn’t feel polite. She felt inevitable. And he had no idea what she planned to do with him once he stepped inside.

He opened the back door, stepped into the warm kitchen, and immediately kicked off his shoes. No dirt trails this time. The house smelled faintly of clean laundry and something warmer, her shampoo, maybe, or the trace of her post-run skin.

“Living room,” her voice called from the next space, low and unhurried.

He walked through the short hallway, pulse loud in his ears, and stopped in the doorway.

Scarlett stood near the center of the room, backlit by the soft afternoon light filtering through the sheer curtains. She wore red lingerie, deep crimson lace that looked almost liquid against her skin. A balconette bra lifted and framed her breasts, the cups sheer enough to show the dark outline of her nipples beneath. The matching thong sat high on her hips, thin straps cutting across the smooth plane of her pelvis, the front panel barely more than a triangle of lace that did nothing to conceal how neatly trimmed she was. A garter belt clipped to sheer thigh-high stockings, the black bands stark against the red, accentuating the long, toned length of her legs. Her hair was down now, still slightly damp from the shower, falling in loose waves over her shoulders. She had one hip cocked, arms relaxed at her sides, watching him take her in.

Ethan’s breath caught. He’d never seen anything like this, not in person, not directed at him. Porn didn’t count; this was real, warm, breathing, and meant for his eyes alone. His cock jerked hard inside his jeans, the head already leaking, pressing so insistently against the denim he could feel every thread. Heat flooded his face, his chest, his groin. He couldn’t look away from the way the lace hugged her curves, the subtle rise and fall of her breasts with each breath, the confident way she stood there letting him stare.

Scarlett’s lips curved, slow and satisfied. She let her gaze drop deliberately to the obvious ridge in his jeans, then back to his face.

“Look at you,” she said, voice husky from the run and whatever else she’d been thinking about. “Already so hard just from seeing me dressed up for you. Poor thing, bet that cock’s been aching since Thursday. Bet it’s dripping for me right now.”

She took one step closer, hips swaying just enough to make the garters pull taut against her thighs.

“Strip,” she said. “Everything. Show me how badly you want this.”

His hands shook as he reached for the hem of his hoodie. He pulled it over his head, then the t-shirt beneath, feeling the cool air hit his skin. Jeans next, button, zipper, shoving them down along with his boxer briefs in one clumsy motion. Socks last. He straightened, naked, cock springing free and pointing straight up toward his navel, flushed dark, the tip slick and glistening. It bobbed once with his heartbeat, begging without words.

Scarlett’s eyes roamed over him, unhurried, appreciative, lingering longest on his erection.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Look how desperate you are already.”

Scarlett held his gaze for a long moment, letting the silence stretch until it felt like another form of touch. Then she moved.

She crossed the room with slow, deliberate steps, the sheer stockings whispering against each other, the garter straps pulling taut with every shift of her hips. The red lace caught the afternoon light, turning her skin to warm ivory and shadow. Up close she smelled faintly of clean sweat from the run, overlaid with the sharp citrus of her shower gel, intoxicating, grounding.

She stopped just inches from him, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating off her body. Her eyes traveled downward in unhurried appraisal: the lean planes of his chest, the defined ridges of his abs earned from countless solitary hours in the gym, the narrow taper of his waist, the strong lines of his thighs. He spent so much time alone outside work; the gym had become his ritual, his way of filling empty evenings, sculpting something he could control. Now she looked at that work like it belonged to her.

“Such a beautiful body,” she murmured, voice low and appreciative. One fingertip traced the line of his collarbone, then drifted lower, following the shallow valley between his pecs, circling one flat nipple until it tightened under her touch. “All this discipline. All these hours lifting, running, pushing yourself when no one was watching. And now here you are, showing it off for me.”

Her hand continued its lazy path downward, skirting the edge of his hipbone, never quite touching where he ached most. Ethan’s cock jerked upward in helpless response, a fresh bead of precum welling at the slit.

She tilted her head, studying his face. “Have you touched yourself since Thursday? Have you made yourself come?”

He swallowed, throat dry. “No.”

The single word came out rough, honest. His cheeks burned.

Scarlett’s lips curved in quiet approval. “Good boy.” She let the praise settle over him like warm oil. “Tell me how much you wanted to. Tell me what’s been in your head these last two days.”

He shifted his weight, cock bobbing with the movement. “I… I wanted to so badly. Every night. Every time I tried to work, or eat, or sleep. I kept replaying it, your mouth on me, how deep you took me, how your throat felt when you swallowed around my cock. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I still can’t.”

Her eyes darkened with satisfaction. “And what do you want me to do now?”

He opened his mouth, closed it again. The words stuck. He’d never been good at saying these things out loud, never had to. Shyness clamped down hard.

Scarlett waited, patient, amused. Then, softer: “Would you like me to touch your cock?”

“Yes,” he breathed, the answer escaping before he could overthink it.

She arched one brow. “Ask nicely.”

He hesitated only a second. “Please… touch my cock.”

She stepped closer, breasts brushing his chest through the lace. “Try again. Address me properly. Mistress.”

The word landed strange on his tongue, formal, vulnerable, a little confusing. But the way she said it made his pulse spike. He swallowed again, face flaming.

“Please, Mistress… touch my cock.”

The title felt awkward, foreign, but saying it sent a fresh rush of heat through him.

Scarlett smiled, slow, predatory, pleased. “Much better.”

Her hand closed around him at last. Fingers warm, firm, wrapping his shaft in a perfect grip. She stroked once, long, slow, from base to tip, thumb gliding over the slick head on the upstroke, spreading the precum in a thin, glistening sheen. Pleasure exploded through him, sharp and bright, flooding every nerve. A soft, involuntary moan slipped from his lips; his hips jerked forward into her fist before he could stop them.

She kept the rhythm unhurried, deliberate, letting him feel every inch of the slide. “From now on,” she said quietly, “you address me as Mistress. When you speak to me. When you ask for anything. When you thank me. Understand?”

“Yes… Mistress,” he managed, voice unsteady. The word came easier this time, almost instinctive.

She rewarded him with another long, twisting stroke, fingers tightening just enough at the base to make his balls draw up. “Good. Very good.”

Ethan stood there, trembling, letting her touch him exactly as she wanted, letting her set the pace, the pressure, the rules. He had no idea yet how completely she was already reshaping the shape of things between them. When she’d spoken of molding him Thursday, he’d pictured something vague, sexual, exciting in a hazy way. He hadn’t imagined this: the slow layering of titles, of obedience, of control that extended beyond the bedroom and into every word he spoke to her. He hadn’t imagined how natural it would start to feel. How right.

Scarlett’s hand slowed on his cock, fingers loosening until only the lightest graze remained along the underside. She gave one final, teasing squeeze at the base, enough to make him gasp, then released him entirely. The sudden absence left him throbbing in the cool air, aching for the warmth she’d withdrawn.

She stepped back half a pace, eyes never leaving his face, and extended her hand palm-up in silent command.

“Come.”

The single word carried no question. Ethan placed his hand in hers without hesitation, feeling small and enormous at the same time, small in the way her fingers closed around his with easy possession, enormous in the way his pulse hammered everywhere she touched.

She led him through the short hallway, her bare feet silent on the hardwood, the red lace shifting with each step so the garter straps tugged gently against her thighs. He followed close behind, gaze tracing the elegant line of her spine, the sway of her hips, the way the thong disappeared between the firm curves of her ass. She moved with the unhurried certainty of someone who knew exactly where she was going and who would follow. He felt like a boy following an adult, awed, uncertain, eager to please, and like prey stepping willingly into a lion’s den, every instinct screaming both danger and desire.

The bedroom door stood ajar. She pushed it open with her free hand and drew him inside.

The room was graceful, restrained elegance: pale gray walls, a low platform bed dressed in crisp white linens and a single charcoal throw folded at the foot. A wide window overlooked the backyard, sheer curtains diffusing the late-afternoon light into soft silver. A single orchid bloomed on the nightstand beside a small glass of water and a leather-bound book. No clutter, no excess, just quiet intention in every detail, the same deliberate care she applied to everything else.

Scarlett turned to face him, still holding his hand, and lifted her free fingers to his mouth. She traced the outline of his lips slowly, top, then bottom, then pressed the pad of her index finger between them. Ethan parted for her instinctively. She slid the finger inside, resting it on his tongue, letting him taste the faint salt of her skin.

She watched his eyes the entire time.

“Would you like to taste me?” she asked, voice low and velvet.

He nodded, the motion small around her finger, then managed a muffled “Yes.”

Her brow arched. She withdrew the digit slowly, letting it drag along his lower lip as it left.

He blinked, realized his mistake too late. “Yes… Mistress.”

The correction came out rushed, breathless.

Scarlett’s hand moved fast, open palm connecting with his cheek in a sharp, controlled slap. Not hard enough to hurt, just enough to sting, to startle, to remind. The sound cracked through the quiet room; heat bloomed instantly across his skin.

“You forgot the only rule so far,” she said, tone light but edged. “One word. Mistress. Say it again. Properly.”

He swallowed, cheek warm, cock jerking at the reprimand. “Yes, Mistress. I would like to taste you.”

She smiled, small, approving, and leaned in. Her mouth claimed his in a deep, slow kiss, tongue sliding against his, tasting the place her finger had just been. One hand returned to his cock, wrapping around him again, stroking once, twice, long and firm while she kissed him deeper. Pleasure rolled through him in heavy waves; he moaned into her mouth, hips rocking forward into her grip.

When she pulled back, her lips were wet, eyes dark.

“Good boy,” she murmured against his jaw. “You learn fast.”

She released him, turned, and climbed onto the bed with feline grace. She settled on her back in the center of the mattress, knees bent, then let her legs fall open slowly, wide, unhurried, inviting.

The sight stole his breath.

Scarlett lay there in crimson lace and black stockings, the balconette bra framing the swell of her breasts, nipples dark and peaked beneath the sheer cups. The thong had shifted slightly aside, revealing the smooth, glistening folds of her sex, pink, swollen, already wet. Her thighs framed the view perfectly, garters taut against pale skin, stockings shimmering in the low light. She propped herself on her elbows, watching him with calm hunger, one brow lifted in faint challenge.

To Ethan it felt like every private fantasy he’d ever buried had stepped into daylight. A woman like her, older, confident, beautiful, sprawled open for him, dressed to devastate, waiting for his mouth. No fumbling guesswork, no need to say the right thing or make the perfect move. She was guiding him, step by deliberate step, and the relief of that surrender was as intoxicating as the sight itself.

She crooked one finger, beckoning him closer.

“Between my legs,” she said softly. “Now.”

Ethan knelt at the edge of the bed, heart slamming against his ribs. Scarlett watched him from her reclined position, legs parted, the crimson thong still in place but visibly darkened at the center. She lifted one stockinged foot and rested it lightly on his shoulder, not pushing, just holding him there while she studied his face.

“Closer,” she said, voice low and steady. “Right between my thighs. Face where it belongs.”

He shuffled forward on his knees until his chest met the mattress edge. Her scent hit him immediately: warm, musky arousal layered over the clean citrus bite of her shower gel, sharp and sweet at once. It filled his lungs, made his head swim. His cock throbbed painfully in the open air, untouched now, leaking steadily onto the hardwood below.

Scarlett reached down with both hands, hooked her thumbs under the thin straps of the thong, and slid it slowly down her hips. The lace dragged over her skin, catching briefly on the swollen lips of her sex before she lifted her hips to free it completely. She drew the fabric down her thighs, past her knees, then off one ankle and tossed it aside. Her pussy was bare except for a neat, narrow strip of dark hair above the cleft, pink folds glistening, clit already engorged and peeking from its hood.

“Start with your tongue flat,” she instructed. “Long, slow licks from the bottom all the way up. Taste me properly.”

Ethan leaned in, breath shaky. The first contact was electric, his tongue pressing flat against the slick entrance, gliding upward in one unbroken stroke. The taste exploded across his palate: salty-sweet arousal, the faint tang of citrus lingering from her shower, the intimate heat of her. He groaned low against her flesh; the sound vibrated through her.

“Good,” she murmured. “Again. Slower this time.”

He obeyed, dragging his tongue even more deliberately, savoring every inch. She tasted richer the deeper he went, muskier near her entrance, sweeter higher up where her clit waited. On the third pass she tilted her hips, guiding him exactly where she wanted the flat of his tongue to finish: pressing firmly against her clit for a lingering second before pulling back.

“Now circle it,” she said. “Lightly. Tease the hood first, don’t press directly yet.”

He followed the instruction to the letter, tongue tracing lazy orbits around the swollen pearl, brushing the sensitive skin just beside it. Her breathing deepened; one hand slid into his hair, fingers threading through the strands, not pulling, yet, but holding him steady.

“Lower,” she ordered after a minute. “Inside me. Fuck me with your tongue.”

Ethan dipped lower, pointed the tip of his tongue, and pushed inside her. She was hot, slick, walls fluttering around the intrusion. He thrust in and out slowly, curling upward on each withdrawal to drag along the front wall. Her thighs tensed against his ears; a soft, approving hum escaped her.

“Deeper,” she breathed. “Use your whole mouth now. Suck gently while you tongue-fuck me.”

He sealed his lips around her entrance, sucking lightly as his tongue plunged deeper, then withdrew, plunged again. The wet sounds filled the room, obscene, intimate. Her grip in his hair tightened fractionally; her hips began to rock in small, controlled movements, riding his face.

“Clit again,” she said, voice rougher now. “Suck it. Steady pressure. Don’t stop until I tell you.”

He shifted upward, lips closing around her clit. He sucked, gentle at first, then firmer when she hissed approval, while the flat of his tongue flicked steadily against the underside. Her breathing turned ragged; thighs clamped around his head, holding him locked in place.

“Harder,” she commanded. “Suck harder. Use your teeth, just a graze.”

He obeyed, teeth lightly scraping the sensitive bundle as he sucked with more force. Her hips bucked once, sharply.

“Fingers,” she gasped. “Two. Inside. Now.”

He slid his right hand up her thigh, found her entrance, and pushed two fingers in to the second knuckle. She was drenched; they sank easily. He curled them upward, searching for that textured patch, found it when her whole body jolted.

“There, fuck, right there. Keep sucking. Don’t stop.”

He worked her in rhythm: fingers thrusting and curling, mouth locked on her clit, sucking hard, tongue flicking relentlessly. Her moans grew louder, less controlled, low, throaty sounds that vibrated through her pelvis into his face. Her fingers twisted in his hair, pulling hard enough to sting.

“Faster,” she ordered. “Don’t you dare slow down.”

He increased the pace, fingers pumping, tongue lashing, suction unrelenting. Her thighs trembled around his ears; her back arched off the bed.

“I’m close, fuck, don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop, ”

Her voice broke on the last word. Her body locked rigid; then the orgasm hit her like a wave breaking. She came hard, hips grinding against his face, clit pulsing under his tongue, walls clamping rhythmically around his fingers in violent spasms. A low, guttural cry tore from her throat, raw, unrestrained. Wetness flooded his mouth, his chin; he kept sucking, kept thrusting, riding the contractions until she shuddered through the aftershocks.

Finally her grip in his hair loosened. Her thighs fell open again. She exhaled long and shaky, chest rising and falling in heavy waves.

Ethan stayed where he was, face still buried between her legs, breathing her in, tasting the fresh rush of her release. His own cock ached fiercely, untouched, dripping onto the floor.

Scarlett lifted her head, looked down at him through half-lidded eyes. Her voice was soft now, almost lazy with satisfaction.

“Do you like how I taste?”

He pulled back just enough to speak, lips and chin slick and shining. His voice came out hoarse, fervent.

“Yes, Mistress. God, yes. I love it.”

She smiled, slow, sated, possessive, and reached down to stroke his wet cheek with the back of her knuckles.

“Good boy.”

Scarlett’s breathing had steadied, though a faint flush still colored her cheeks and throat. She looked down at Ethan between her parted thighs, his face shiny with her release, eyes wide and dark with a mixture of awe and lingering hunger. She reached down, cupped his jaw with one hand, thumb brushing the slick corner of his mouth.

“Lie on your back,” she said quietly. “Right here in the center of the bed.”

Ethan climbed onto the mattress without a word, heart hammering. He stretched out on the cool sheets, arms at his sides, cock still rigid and flushed, pointing straight up his body. A flicker of anticipation crossed his mind, she might straddle his hips now, sink down onto him, finally let him feel her from the inside. The thought made his shaft twitch visibly.

Scarlett shifted to her knees beside him, then swung one leg over his chest so she straddled his torso facing his head. She paused there a moment, letting him see the full length of her from below: the red bra still framing her breasts, nipples stiff against the lace; the garter belt cinched around her waist; the black stockings hugging her thighs. Then she moved upward, sliding forward until her knees bracketed his head.

His breath caught. She lowered herself without preamble before he could process the sight any further.

The first press of her wet sex against his mouth shocked him still. He had never imagined this, not with any woman, never pictured himself flat on his back while someone simply used his face for their pleasure. His eyes widened; a split-second hesitation flashed through them as her weight settled more fully, her swollen folds spreading across his lips and chin.

Scarlett felt it, the tiny stiffening of his shoulders, the brief freeze of his tongue. She braced her hands on the headboard and looked down at him over the curve of her breasts.

“I saw that,” she said, voice low and firm. “The moment you thought about pulling back. Listen to me carefully, Ethan.”

She rolled her hips once, slow and deliberate, dragging her clit along the length of his tongue.

“If you want the pleasure I can give you, the way I took every inch of your cock down my throat, the way I can make you cum so hard you forget your own name, and so much more than that, you will learn to surrender. Completely. You do not hesitate. You do not question. You open your mouth, you give me your tongue, and you let me take what I want.”

She ground down harder for emphasis, smearing her arousal across his lips.

“This is another rule. You obey without hesitation. Every time. No thinking. No second-guessing. Just yes, Mistress, and then you do it.”

Ethan’s muffled sound vibrated against her clit, agreement, surrender, need. His tongue flattened instinctively, pressing upward into her heat.

Scarlett laughed softly, a knowing, throaty sound.

“That’s it.”

She began to ride him in earnest.

Her hips rolled in a steady, demanding rhythm, forward so her clit dragged along his tongue, backward so his nose pressed against her entrance, then forward again. She controlled the pace completely, using his face like it existed solely for this purpose. Wet sounds filled the room: the slick slide of her against his mouth, his ragged breathing through his nose, the occasional low groan that escaped him when she ground particularly hard.

His cock stood rigid the entire time, untouched, veins standing out, the head dark and slick with precum. Every time she lifted slightly and he caught a glimpse of her above him, breasts swaying in the red lace, thighs flexing, expression fierce with concentration, his shaft pulsed hard, leaking another bead that trickled down the shaft toward his stomach. The sheer depravity of it, of being pinned beneath her, used so openly, so selfishly, only made him harder.

Scarlett’s pace quickened. Her breaths turned sharp, shallow. She leaned forward, gripping the headboard tighter, thighs clamping around his ears.

“Keep your tongue out, flat, fuck, just like that, ”

She rode faster, harder, chasing the edge without mercy. Her clit swelled against his tongue; her inner walls fluttered, then clamped down as the second orgasm crashed through her.

She came with a broken cry, hips jerking in short, violent spasms. Fresh wetness flooded his mouth, his chin, his cheeks, hot, copious, unstoppable. She ground down through every pulse, wringing the last tremors from her body while he lay pinned beneath her, tongue still working, face drenched.

When the aftershocks finally eased, she stayed seated a moment longer, catching her breath, letting him feel the full weight of her satisfaction. Then she lifted just enough to look down at him, his face glistening, eyes dazed and glassy, cock still straining desperately toward her.

She smiled, slow and sated.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “You’re learning.”

Scarlett lingered a moment longer above him, thighs still framing his head, letting the last faint tremors of her orgasm settle. Then she lifted herself slowly, deliberately, giving him one final drag of her slick folds across his lips and chin before swinging her leg up and sliding down his body.

She settled between his spread legs on her knees, the mattress dipping under her weight. Ethan’s cock stood rigid in the open air, flushed dark, the head glossy with precum that had leaked steadily while she rode his face. It throbbed visibly with each heartbeat, slow, insistent pulses that made the shaft twitch upward as though reaching for her.

She wrapped both hands around him, one at the base, the other higher, fingers overlapping in a loose, warm cage. She began to stroke, long, languid pulls from root to tip, thumb circling the slick head on every upstroke, spreading the precum in thin, glistening trails. The pace was measured, never fast enough to push him toward the edge, just enough to keep the pleasure humming through his nerves without granting release.

“Such a needy cock,” she murmured, eyes fixed on his face. “Look how it begs.”

She leaned forward, breasts swaying in the red lace, and pressed a slow, open-mouthed kiss to the underside, right where the shaft met the head. Her tongue followed, flat and warm, dragging upward in one unbroken line before she closed her lips around the tip and sucked lightly, just enough to hollow her cheeks for a heartbeat before releasing him with a soft pop.

Ethan’s hips jerked; a low groan escaped him.

Scarlett lifted her head, lips wet, and resumed the slow hand strokes while she spoke.

“I’ve decided I want to take this further,” she said calmly. “You’ve shown me you’re good at following instructions, very good. I enjoy that. I enjoy you. So I’m going to enjoy you more regularly. Shape you further. Make you the perfect man for what I need.”

He nodded faintly, dazed, interpreting her words through the fog of arousal. He pictured lessons in confidence, in how to please a woman, things that would make him better at dating, better at relationships. Not the deeper reality she intended.

She squeezed him gently at the base, holding him still while her other hand drifted lower to cup his balls, rolling them in her palm.

“First, you already know two rules,” she continued. “Address me as Mistress. Obey without hesitation or question. Repeat them.”

“Mistress,” he echoed, voice rough. “Obey without hesitation.”

“Good.” She rewarded him with a slow twist of her wrist around the head. “Now three more.”

She kissed the tip again, tongue flicking out to taste the fresh bead of precum before she spoke.

“When I summon you, when I message you to come over, you will knock at the back door and wait. You will not enter until I open it or tell you to. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her thumb pressed lightly against the frenulum, circling in tiny, maddening strokes.

“Second. Every Saturday morning, before you do anything else, you will leave a weekly offering at my back door. Something small, thoughtful, coffee I like, flowers from the market, a bottle of the wine we drank Thursday. A token to show your appreciation for my teaching, my guidance, my pleasure. A reminder that you are grateful I’m taking the time to shape you.”

He swallowed, nodding again. In his mind this sounded romantic, courtly, almost. A gesture of respect from a man being taught how to treat a woman properly. He didn’t yet see it for what it was: tribute from a submissive to his guide.

“Yes, Mistress. I’ll do that.”

She smiled, pleased, and lowered her mouth again, lips sliding down just past the head, tongue swirling once around the ridge before she pulled off slowly, leaving him glistening.

“Third.” Her hand on his balls tightened, not painful, just firm enough to make him gasp. “You will always be ready for me. Ready to give me a big, delicious load of cum whenever I want it.” She squeezed again for emphasis. “I want you primed. Full. Aching to spill for me.”

He exhaled shakily, interpreting the words as a simple encouragement to stay aroused for her, to think of her often, to save his desire. The deeper implication, that his orgasms now belonged exclusively to her control, slipped past him unnoticed.

“Yes, Mistress,” he managed. “I’ll be ready.”

She stroked him again, longer pulls now, still controlled, still denying the edge.

“One last thing,” she said. “Saturdays are mine. Keep them free. No plans, no errands, no dates with anyone else. I want uninterrupted weekend time with you. And during the week, if I message you, you drop what you’re doing and come when I call. Clear?”

“Clear, Mistress.”

Her hands never stopped moving, slow, teasing, relentless. His cock pulsed in her grip, leaking steadily, every throb a silent plea she ignored with perfect composure.

“Good boy,” she whispered, leaning down to kiss the tip once more. “You’re already doing so well.”

Scarlett kept her slow, tormenting rhythm on his cock, long, gliding strokes with her hands, occasional soft kisses and licks along the shaft, never enough to push him over but more than enough to keep him hovering on the brink. His balls felt heavy, drawn tight, aching with the pressure of two full days of denial. Every throb sent a fresh bead of precum rolling down the underside; she caught each one with her tongue before it could drip away.

She lifted her head, lips glistening, and looked straight into his eyes.

“Would you like to cum now?”

Ethan’s hips jerked involuntarily. A low, broken moan spilled from him, wordless at first, then shaping into something desperate and affirmative. “Yes… please…”

She smiled, slow and predatory. Her hand squeezed the base of him once, holding him still.

“Would you like to come down my throat?”

The question landed like a spark on dry tinder. His cock pulsed hard in her grip; another thick drop welled at the slit. He moaned again, longer this time, the sound raw and pleading. “God, yes… please, Mistress… I want to come in your throat… so bad…”

Scarlett’s eyes darkened with satisfaction.

“I want you to empty those full balls right down my throat,” she said, voice low and certain. “Show me how hard you can cum after two days of waiting. Show me everything you’ve been saving for me.”

She didn’t wait for more words.

She leaned forward, parted her lips, and took him in one smooth, unbroken descent, past the head, past the ridge, all the way until her nose pressed firmly into the coarse hair at his base. Her throat opened for him like it had Thursday, muscles rippling in slow, deliberate swallows that squeezed him from every side at once. The heat, the wet velvet pressure, the rhythmic contractions, it was overwhelming, deeper and tighter than anything he’d ever felt.

Her hands moved to his balls, cupping them gently at first, then rolling and tugging with perfect timing to match the slide of her mouth. She began to work him in earnest, long, deep strokes that buried him to the hilt each time, pulling back only far enough for her tongue to swirl around the head before plunging down again. Pleasure flooded him in heavy, liquid waves, starting at the base of his spine and radiating outward until every nerve sang. His toes curled; his fingers dug into the sheets; his entire body felt lit from within.

She sensed the moment he neared the edge, his thighs tensing, his breathing turning ragged, and pulled off completely, lips leaving him with a wet pop. A thin string of saliva stretched between her mouth and his glistening cock.

“Seal your promises,” she said, voice husky, eyes locked on his. “Cum hard for me. Flood my throat. Give me every drop. Make yourself fully mine.”

Then she sank back down, taking him to the root in one fluid motion.

The orgasm hit him like a breaking dam.

His hips bucked upward; a guttural cry tore from his throat. The first pulse was massive, thick, hot ropes shooting straight down her throat as her muscles milked him in perfect, swallowing contractions. Pulse after pulse after pulse, more than he thought possible, each one wringing another shudder from his body. He watched, dazed and helpless, as her face remained fully planted against his groin, nose buried in his pubic hair, lips sealed tight around the base while her throat worked visibly, flexing and rippling to draw every last spurt from him.

It felt like his soul was pouring out through his cock, every denied urge, every aching night, every stolen glimpse of her over the past days, all of it surging into her in endless, shattering waves. Pleasure so intense it bordered on pain; his vision whited out at the edges; his limbs went slack.

When the final tremor finally ebbed, he collapsed back against the mattress, utterly shattered, chest heaving, mind blank except for the afterglow humming through every cell.

Scarlett stayed down a moment longer, throat still fluttering softly around him, milking the last faint pulses. Then she lifted slowly, inch by inch, lips dragging along his oversensitive shaft until only the head remained in her mouth. She sucked gently once, twice, drawing out the final drops, then let him slip free with a soft, wet sound. She swallowed deliberately, visibly, not a single drop escaping.

She crawled up beside him, one hand resting lightly on his heaving chest.

“How does that compare,” she asked quietly, “to your previous orgasms?”

Ethan’s voice came out hoarse, wrecked. “It was… the best of my life. By far. Nothing’s ever come close.”

Scarlett’s smile was soft, almost tender, though the hunger still lingered in her eyes.

“I’m pleased,” she murmured. “And there’s even better ahead, if you behave. If you follow my rules.”

He lay there, spent and floating in post-orgasmic bliss, body heavy, mind swimming. As the haze cleared, something new rose beneath it: a rapidly growing feeling of affection, deeper than lust, something closer to devotion. The woman beside him felt like a sexual goddess, powerful and generous and terrifying in the best way. He wanted to please her. Needed to. The thought settled into him like truth.

She leaned down, pressed a slow kiss to his forehead, then settled beside him, one arm draped possessively across his waist.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Rest now. You’ve earned it.”

Scarlett remained beside him for several long minutes, one hand tracing idle patterns across his damp chest while his breathing gradually slowed from ragged gasps to something steadier. The room smelled of sex and citrus and the faint metallic edge of exertion. His body still hummed with aftershocks, limbs heavy, mind pleasantly fogged.

She shifted at last, propping herself on one elbow so she could look down at him.

“Now that you’re satisfied,” she said, voice soft but carrying that familiar undercurrent of command, “I have a task for you.”

Ethan blinked up at her, still dazed. “A task?”

She nodded once. “Get dressed. Go out back and cut back the overgrown boxwood along the fence line. The clippers are hanging in the garage, red handles, you can’t miss them. I want it neat, not hacked. Take your time.”

He stared for a second, processing the shift from shattering orgasm to… yard work. But the tone left no room for argument or even question. He sat up slowly, legs shaky as he swung them over the side of the bed, padded downstairs and gathered his discarded clothes from the floor. Jeans, boxer briefs, t-shirt, hoodie, all went back on with mechanical movements. His cock, finally softening, tucked away with a faint, lingering ache.

Scarlett followed and watched him dress without comment. She pulled on a charcoal silk robe from the hook on the door as she left the bedroom. The fabric whispered against her skin as she belted it loosely, leaving the neckline open enough to show the inner curves of her breasts.

Ethan followed her through the kitchen, and out the back door she held open. The February air hit him sharp and cold after the warmth of her bed; he shivered once, then headed toward the garage.

Scarlett stayed inside. She moved to the counter, switched on the coffee maker, and poured herself a mug of the dark roast she kept pre-ground. Steam curled upward as she cradled the cup in both hands and drifted to the wide window that overlooked the backyard.

Through the glass she watched him.

He found the clippers easily, red handles, just as she’d said, then knelt beside the unruly boxwood hedge that bordered the fence. His shoulders worked steadily as he clipped, arms flexing beneath the hoodie sleeves, the fabric pulling taut across his back with each measured snip. Sweat began to darken the material at his lower back despite the chill; every so often he paused to wipe his forehead with the sleeve, breath fogging in the late-afternoon air.

Scarlett sipped slowly, lips curving into a private smile.

How innocent he still looked out there, earnest, focused, doing exactly what she’d told him to do without a single protest. Not asked. Told. And he’d obeyed instantly, even after the most intense orgasm of his life had left him boneless and floating. The contrast pleased her deeply: the man who had just emptied himself down her throat was now on his knees in her yard, trimming bushes because she’d decided it needed doing.

He had no idea yet how foundational this moment was. Every chore she assigned, every small obedience she required, layered another thread into the web she was weaving. He thought he was being helpful, neighborly, perhaps even romantic in a clumsy way. He didn’t see that each compliance strengthened the quiet authority she held over him, training his responses until hesitation became impossible, until her word became reflex.

She marveled at how easy it would be to shape him completely, how malleable he already was, how eager beneath the shyness. By the time he understood what she truly intended, the habits would be so deeply ingrained he might not even want to resist.

Twenty minutes later the hedge stood neat and even, clippings piled at his feet. Ethan straightened, brushed dirt from his palms, and carried the clippers back to the garage. Then he came inside through the back door, cheeks pink from cold and effort.

“It’s done,” he said quietly, eyes dropping to the floor as post-orgasm shyness flooded back in. “The boxwood. It’s… neat.”

Scarlett set her coffee down and crossed the kitchen to him. She reached up, brushed a stray leaf from his shoulder, then cupped his jaw so he had to meet her gaze.

“Very well done,” she said, voice warm with approval. “You followed instructions perfectly. Thank you.”

Ethan’s face flushed deeper, red creeping up his neck, ears burning. He swallowed, then managed, softer than before, “You’re welcome… Mistress.”

The title came out hesitant, almost whispered, but he said it. The blush only intensified.

Scarlett’s thumb traced the line of his lower lip once, a brief reward.

Scarlett stepped back from him in the kitchen, her robe slipping slightly off one shoulder as she regarded him with that calm, assessing gaze. The coffee mug sat forgotten on the counter behind her; the room still held the faint, lingering warmth of their earlier hours together.

“I’m busy this week,” she said matter-of-factly. “Meetings, travel, the usual. I won’t be calling you over until next Saturday. You’ll have to find something to entertain yourself with until then.”

The words landed like a small, unexpected slap. Ethan blinked, mouth parting before he could stop the reaction. A sharp, childish sting bloomed behind his ribs, disappointment so immediate and raw it startled him. He wanted more time with her. Right now. Wanted her hands on him again, her mouth, the low rasp of her voice telling him exactly what to do next. At twenty-seven he felt suddenly sixteen: heart racing, palms damp, already counting the days until the next glimpse of her. The realization made his face heat all over again.

Scarlett saw it, the flicker of longing in his eyes, the way his shoulders dipped just a fraction, and her lips curved in quiet triumph. She had him. Completely. The boyish vulnerability only sharpened her satisfaction; he was already so pliable, so ready to be molded.

She closed the distance once more, rose onto her toes, and kissed him, deeply, possessively. Her tongue slid against his in a slow, claiming sweep. At the same moment her right hand dropped to his ass, fingers digging into the firm muscle through his jeans. She squeezed once, then let her middle finger press deliberately against the cleft, the pad resting just outside the tight ring of muscle there.

Ethan’s eyes flew open mid-kiss, a startled sound muffled against her lips. His whole body tensed, cock twitching despite the recent release.

Scarlett broke the kiss slowly, teeth grazing his lower lip as she pulled back. Her smile was pure Cheshire Cat, slow, predatory, utterly pleased with herself.

“Go home now,” she said softly. “Think about me. Be good.”

She gave his ass one last firm pat, then turned him toward the back door with gentle pressure between his shoulder blades.

Ethan stepped out into the cold February dusk, the door clicking shut behind him. The short walk across the grass to his own house felt longer than it should.

Inside his kitchen he leaned against the counter, still breathing unevenly. Today had been… impossible. Scarlett had taken control from the moment he crossed her threshold, stripped him, used his mouth, ridden his face, swallowed every drop of the most shattering orgasm he’d ever had, and then casually sent him outside to clip her bushes like it was the most natural thing in the world.

And he’d done it. Without a second thought. She hadn’t asked. She’d told him. And he’d obeyed.

He ran a hand through his hair, exhaling hard. In only a few days he’d gone from polite neighbor to… what? Her toy? Her plaything? Her sex slave in training? The labels felt ridiculous and thrilling at once. Yet the yard work hadn’t felt degrading in the moment; it had felt like service. Like pleasing her. Like belonging to something larger and more electric than anything he’d known before.

How had she done it so quickly? A few glances, a handful of commands, one mind-melting blowjob, and he was already counting the hours until next Saturday. The teenage rush, the obsessive, heady fixation he thought had burned out somewhere between college parties and adult monotony, had come roaring back, sharper now, laced with adult hunger.

He loved it. Every confusing, intoxicating second of Scarlett’s game. The rules, the denial, the slow unraveling of his own hesitations. He couldn’t wait to see what she would demand next, because whatever it was, he already knew he would say yes.

He pushed off the counter, flicked on the kitchen light against the gathering dark, and smiled despite himself.

Seven days. He could wait seven days.


Part Three

His First Punishment


In the damp chill of mid-February, Ethan Caldwell, still new enough to Portland’s soft rain that it felt like a foreign language, crossed the low fence between his rented house and Scarlett Voss’s with the casual intent of a helpful neighbor. What returned was someone entirely remade.

Scarlett had always radiated a quiet, unassailable authority: the forty-something woman next door whose body moved with the economical grace of someone who had long since decided what she wanted from the world and how to take it. Ethan, twenty-seven and accustomed to cautious attraction, had never encountered that kind of certainty directed at him. From the first shared effort in her garden the energy between them tilted, her subtle commands disguised as suggestions, his instinctive compliance masked as politeness, until the balance tipped irrevocably inside her sunlit kitchen.

What followed was a deliberate unfurling of power. She stripped him while remaining clothed, knelt and took him to the hilt with a throat that seemed trained for exactly that depth of possession, then withdrew at the brink, binding him with the first rule: his release was no longer his to grant. Two days of aching denial sharpened every glimpse of her, through windows, in running gear, in silk that slipped just so, into exquisite torture. When Saturday arrived she greeted him in crimson lace, orchestrated his surrender mouth to pussy, rode his face until she flooded him, then finally granted the shattering orgasm he had earned by swallowing every pulse while her eyes never left his with his cock completely buried in her throat.

Afterward, sated and still in command, she sent him into the cold to trim her hedges, not as a favor, but as instruction. He obeyed without question, muscles working under her watchful gaze from the kitchen window, each snip another unconscious reinforcement of the dynamic she was building. When he returned, flushed and shy in the wake of bliss, she kissed him once more, deep, claiming, one finger pressing just enough against the cleft of his ass to startle him into awareness, then dismissed him for the week with calm finality.

The shift had been gradual yet absolute. What began as flirtatious tension had hardened, layer by layer, into something unmistakable: her dominance no longer veiled, his submission no longer accidental. Each rule she laid down, address her as Mistress, obey instantly, reserve Saturdays, leave weekly tribute, remain ready for her pleasure, settled into him like habit waiting to become instinct. He left her house already counting the hours until the next summons, body spent and mind alight with a devotion he had not known he could feel.

Seven days of waiting stretch ahead. Seven days in which the memory of her throat, her taste, her voice will burn quietly beneath every ordinary hour. Scarlett knows exactly what she has caught. Ethan is only beginning to understand how thoroughly he has already been claimed.

The week crawled forward in a haze of February gray, each day stretching longer than the last. Ethan moved through his routines, stand-ups on Teams, code reviews, quick meals at his kitchen counter, but Scarlett occupied every unoccupied corner of his mind. The memory of her throat closing around him, the taste of her flooding his mouth, the way she’d ridden his face until she shuddered above him, played on a constant mental loop. At night the fantasies sharpened: her climbing onto him at last, sinking down slowly until he filled her completely, her hips rolling in that same deliberate rhythm she’d used on his tongue; or her binding his wrists to the headboard while she teased him for hours, edging him until he begged; or her straddling his face again, but this time turning so he could taste her while she took him in her mouth simultaneously, their bodies locked in perfect, mutual possession. The images looped endlessly, each one leaving him half-hard and restless.

He spent Tuesday evening browsing local florists online, then settled on his first tribute: a small bouquet of deep red tulips, elegant, not ostentatious, and a bag of the dark-roast Ethiopian beans she kept in her kitchen. He’d leave them in a plain brown paper sack on her back step before dawn Saturday, a quiet offering that felt both respectful and charged with anticipation. He imagined her opening the door in her robe, smiling at the gesture, perhaps texting him a single approving word that would make his pulse jump.

Through the week the glimpses continued, each one more deliberate than the last. Monday afternoon she flowed through yoga in the sunroom again, tiny shorts, cropped top, holding warrior poses longer than necessary, the line of her spine and the curve of her ass presented like a private performance. Wednesday evening he caught her through the bedroom window undressing after a shower: towel dropping to reveal the smooth plane of her back, then the side swell of one breast as she reached for a drawer, only for her to step sideways just as the robe slipped from her shoulders, vanishing from view before he saw anything more. Thursday night she padded through her living room in nothing but a whisper-thin silk gown the color of smoke, open at the front, barely skimming her nipples and the shadowed triangle between her thighs. She paused near the window once, glass of wine in hand, and lifted her phone.

His own phone buzzed seconds later.

Scarlett: Enjoying the view?

Ethan’s fingers trembled as he typed.

Yes, Mistress. Very much.

No reply came, but the message alone sent heat rushing through him.

Twice that week the tension became too much to bear, and he committed his first unwitting sins against his Mistress’s instructions.

Monday night, after the sun had dropped and the yoga session in her sunroom had ended with Scarlett holding a final, impossibly long downward-dog pose, ass lifted high, the tiny shorts riding up to expose the lower curves of her cheeks, Ethan stumbled back to his bedroom on unsteady legs. He stripped without turning on the light, clothes pooling at his feet, then lay back on the bed still in his socks. His cock was already rigid, leaking steadily from the images burned into his mind.

He wrapped his hand around himself and closed his eyes, replaying Thursday in vivid detail. Scarlett on her knees in crimson lace, lips stretching wide as she took him to the root, throat flexing in slow, deliberate swallows that milked him from base to tip. He imagined the wet heat again, the way her tongue had pressed flat against the underside on every upstroke, the soft hum of approval vibrating through his shaft when he’d moaned. His strokes started slow, long, deliberate pulls that mimicked her rhythm, then quickened as the fantasy deepened: her eyes locked on his while she held him deep, nose buried in his pubic hair, throat working in rhythmic contractions that pulled him closer to the edge. He pictured her pulling off just long enough to whisper, “Cum for me, Ethan,” before plunging back down. The memory tipped him over. His hips jerked off the mattress; a low, broken groan tore from his throat as thick ropes of cum spilled over his fist and onto his stomach, pulse after pulse, harder and more copious than he expected from his own hand. The orgasm left him gasping, chest heaving, skin slick with sweat. For a few blissful minutes the ache receded, replaced by heavy, sated calm. He lay there staring at the ceiling, still half-hard, already wondering how he could wait until Saturday.

Thursday evening brought another peak in desperation. After dinner he stepped into the shower, hot water pounding his shoulders and back while steam filled the small bathroom. The image that had haunted him all day refused to fade: Scarlett moving through her living room in that whisper-thin silk gown, the fabric so sheer it had clung to her nipples when she turned, the hem barely skimming the tops of her thighs, offering fleeting glimpses of bare skin beneath. He braced one hand against the tile wall, water streaming down his face, and gripped his cock with the other.

This time the fantasy shifted. He imagined her catching him watching, stepping closer to her own window, letting the gown fall open completely so he could see the full length of her naked body: breasts rising with each breath, the heat between her legs, the slow slide of her hand down her stomach until her fingers parted her folds for him. In his mind she didn’t speak; she simply watched him back, eyes dark and commanding, one finger circling her clit while he stroked faster. He pictured her lips parting in a silent moan, her hips rocking forward as though she were riding his cock from across the yard. The thought of her using him even at a distance, controlling his pleasure without a single word, sent heat spiking through his pelvis. His hand flew now, slick with soap and precum, fist tight around the head on every upstroke. When the orgasm hit it was sudden and blinding: hips snapping forward, cum shooting in forceful arcs against the shower wall, pulse after pulse until his knees nearly buckled. He leaned his forehead against the cool tile, water still pounding his back, breath ragged. The release was intense, almost punishing in its clarity, yet even as the last tremor faded, the ache returned, sharper now, whispering that only she could truly satisfy it.

Both times the orgasms left him weak-kneed, temporarily sated, the bathroom or bedroom quiet except for the sound of his own breathing. He never once connected them to Scarlett’s rule about staying “ready” for her, never realized he was supposed to deny himself so that every drop would be hers to claim. The mistake sat buried beneath the afterglow, unnoticed, waiting for Saturday to reveal its cost.

He never connected them to the rule she’d given him: to stay ready, full, aching for her whenever she wanted him. The instruction had slipped past in the haze of her hands and voice; he’d heard “be ready” as encouragement to think of her, not as a ban on self-release.

By Friday night the anticipation had coiled so tight it hurt. Seven days had felt eternal, yet now the wait was almost over. He lay in the dark, cock stirring again at the thought of her, and whatever she had planned once he stepped inside.

Saturday morning arrived under a thin veil of frost, the sky still dark enough that the streetlights glowed orange along the quiet suburban curve. Ethan woke before his alarm, body already humming with restless energy. He dressed quickly, jeans, hoodie, sneakers, then moved through his kitchen in the dim pre-dawn light to retrieve the small brown paper sack he had prepared the night before.

Inside: a modest bouquet of deep red tulips, stems wrapped in kraft paper, and the bag of Ethiopian dark-roast beans he knew she favored. No note. The gesture felt cleaner without words. He slipped out the back door, breath fogging in the cold, crossed the short stretch of grass to her back step, and set the sack neatly against the doorframe. For a moment he lingered, pulse loud in his ears, half-expecting her to open the door right then. Nothing. Only silence and the faint scent of pine from the nearby greenbelt.

He returned to his own house, closed the door softly, and went straight to the office window that overlooked her yard. He didn’t have to wait long.

A few minutes after sunrise, maybe ten past seven, her door opened. Scarlett appeared in a charcoal robe, hair loose and tousled from sleep, barefoot despite the chill. She bent to pick up the sack, glanced briefly at the contents without expression, then stepped back inside and closed the door. No smile, no wave, no acknowledgment that she knew exactly who had left it. The blankness of her reaction only made Ethan’s cock stir harder in his jeans. The quiet acceptance, the unspoken claim, it fed the obsession that had taken root deeper every day. She didn’t need to thank him; the fact that she accepted the offering at all felt like permission to keep wanting her.

He watched her leave for her run at 7:45, same black leggings and thermal top as always, ponytail swinging as she stretched against the porch rail before setting off down the street at an easy jog. When she returned forty minutes later, cheeks flushed, skin glistening with sweat, he was already at his desk trying to finish the code review he’d abandoned Friday night. Concentration had been impossible then, every line of TypeScript dissolving into memories of her throat, her taste, the way she’d ridden his face until she flooded him. Now, seeing her walk up the driveway, damp fabric clinging to every curve, his focus shattered again. He stared until she disappeared inside.

Not long after, movement in her bedroom window caught his eye. She stepped into view wrapped in a white bath towel, hair wet from the shower. She paused near the glass, facing directly toward his office window, the one only he could see from this angle, and reached up to adjust the knot at her chest. The towel slipped an inch, revealing the upper swell of one breast, the shadowed dip of her cleavage, then another deliberate tug pulled it lower still, offering a fleeting glimpse of the dark areola before she caught the fabric again and retied it with casual slowness. She repeated the motion twice more, each time letting the towel fall just far enough to tease, never fully exposing, then covering herself again as though it were an afterthought.

Ethan’s breath came shallow. His cock strained painfully against his zipper; he shifted in the chair, unable to look away. The deliberate performance, the knowledge that she was doing it for him alone, made coherent thought impossible. Anticipation coiled so tight in his gut it bordered on pain.

Then his phone buzzed on the desk.

Scarlett: Back door. Now.

The message was simple, unadorned, yet it landed like a command wrapped in silk. His heart slammed once, hard. He stood so quickly the chair almost fell over, already moving toward the back door before he’d even registered standing.

Ethan slipped out his back door and crossed the narrow strip of shared lawn in quick, quiet steps, keeping close to the fence line where the evergreen shrubs offered the most cover. The path had already become habitual, out of sight from the street, from the retired couple two doors down, from the young family across the way. Neither he nor Scarlett wanted the neighborhood to start noticing how often he disappeared through her back door on Saturdays. The discretion felt part of the thrill, part of the secret they were building.

He reached her deck, climbed the two steps, and knocked, three soft, deliberate raps, then stepped back and waited, hands loose at his sides, heart already thudding against his ribs.

The door opened less than thirty seconds later.

Scarlett stood framed in the doorway, very different from the crimson-lace vision of last week. She wore oversized charcoal sweats that hung low on her hips and a soft, faded black crewneck sweatshirt several sizes too big, sleeves pushed up to her elbows. Her dark hair fell in loose, unstyled waves past her shoulders, still slightly damp from the shower, framing her face in a way that made her look softer, more approachable, and somehow more dangerous because of it. No makeup, no calculated seduction in her clothing, yet the casual domesticity only sharpened the raw power she carried so effortlessly.

Ethan drank her in without pretense, eyes tracing the loose neckline that slipped off one shoulder to reveal the smooth curve of her collarbone, the way the sweatshirt draped over the swell of her breasts, the casual confidence in her bare feet against the warm hardwood. His cock stirred instantly, thickening against his jeans, the hunger plain on his face.

Scarlett’s lips curved in slow, pleased amusement.

“You knocked and waited,” she said, voice low and approving. “So polite. I like that.”

His pulse jumped at the praise. She stepped half aside, holding the door wider, but didn’t invite him in yet, just let him stand there under her gaze.

“Look at you,” she murmured, eyes roaming his face, then dropping meaningfully to the obvious ridge pressing against the front of his jeans. “Already so hard, and I haven’t even touched you yet. I’m pleased to see I already have that kind of power over you, even dressed like this.”

She leaned one hip against the doorframe, letting her scent drift out to him: clean skin, the faint citrus of her shower gel, the warm undertone of her natural musk, and now the rich, dark promise of fresh coffee on the air behind her. The combination hit him like a drug; desire coiled tight in his gut, making his breath come shallow.

“Come in,” she said at last, stepping back so he could cross the threshold.

He did, and she closed the door behind him with a soft click, sealing them in the warm quiet of her kitchen.

“The offering was good,” she told him, moving past him toward the counter where a French press sat steaming. “The tulips are beautiful, deep color, perfect stems. And the beans…” She lifted her mug, took a slow sip, eyes never leaving his. “Exactly the roast I like. Well done for a first try.”

Ethan managed a small, shy nod, cheeks warming. “Thank you, Mistress.”

She set the mug down and slinked closer, slow, predatory grace even in oversized sweats, until she stood inches from him. Her gaze dropped again to his bulge, and her smile turned hungry.

She reached out, palm cupping the hard length of him through his jeans, fingers curling gently but firmly around the outline. Ethan sucked in a sharp breath; his cock throbbed eagerly under the pressure, already leaking against the fabric.

“So desperate,” she whispered, stroking once, long, slow, enough to make his hips jerk forward into her hand. “How long had it been since a woman touched you before last week?”

He swallowed, voice rough. “Over a year, Mistress. Closer to… eighteen months.”

Scarlett’s brows lifted slightly, genuine surprise flickering across her face before it smoothed into understanding.

“Eighteen months,” she repeated softly, almost to herself. Her thumb traced the ridge of his cockhead through the denim, slow circles that made him tremble. “No wonder you’re this hungry. No wonder even a touch through your clothes has you shaking like this.”

She squeezed gently, feeling the unbridled need pulsing against her palm, watching the raw desire play openly across his features, wide pupils, parted lips, the faint flush climbing his throat.

“So little experience,” she murmured, more observation than question, “and yet so eager to learn.”

Her hand stayed where it was, warm and possessive, as she held his gaze.

Scarlett kept her hand cupped around the hard outline of his cock through his jeans, thumb tracing lazy circles over the head where the denim was already growing damp. She tilted her head, studying his face with that calm, predatory patience.

“Tell me,” she said softly, “how did you cope with the last week of denial? I was hoping you’d been building up a nice, big load of cum for me, something thick and heavy I could enjoy erupting out of you today.”

Ethan’s eyes widened. A flicker of horror crossed his features before he could mask it, lips parting, brows drawing together, the color draining from his cheeks even as his cock gave an involuntary throb against her palm. He stared straight into her eyes, unable to look away, the guilt already rising like heat under his skin.

Scarlett caught the look instantly. Her own expression shifted, pleasure cooling into something sharper, more displeased. She didn’t move her hand, but the gentle stroking stopped.

“What was that?” she asked, voice dangerously quiet. “That little flash across your face. Tell me.”

He swallowed hard. “I… I didn’t, ”

“Don’t lie to me.” Her fingers tightened just enough to make him flinch. “Have you broken any of my rules this week?”

“No, Mistress,” he said quickly. “I swear.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Did you spill any of your cum during the week?”

The question landed like a stone. Ethan’s throat worked; he couldn’t hide the truth in his eyes. “Yes, Mistress.”

“How many times?”

“Twice,” he admitted, voice barely above a whisper. “Monday night… and Thursday in the shower.”

Scarlett’s hand left his cock and slid lower, cupping his balls through the denim. She squeezed, slowly at first, then harder, until sharp pain lanced through him. Ethan gasped, knees buckling slightly; he grabbed the edge of the counter behind him to stay upright.

“You forgot,” she said, tone flat with controlled anger, “that I told you to always be ready to give me a big, delicious load whenever I want it.” She squeezed again, watching his face contort. “If I had messaged you on Thursday afternoon, or Friday morning, and told you to come over right then, would you have been ready? Would you have been able to give me everything you’ve got, or would you have been spent, useless, because you couldn’t keep your hands off yourself?”

“I… I didn’t realize, ” His voice cracked on a pained breath.

“You didn’t realize.” She held the pressure steady, letting the ache bloom deep in his groin. “The rule wasn’t vague, Ethan. It was very clear. Stay ready. Full. Aching for me. Not emptied out because you were too weak to wait.” She leaned in close, lips brushing his ear. “So why would you masturbate? Why would you waste what belongs to me?”

He tried to speak, to apologize, but she cut him off with another firm squeeze that made his vision swim.

“No,” she said sharply. “Cheap words don’t fix this. ‘Sorry’ means nothing right now. You broke my rules, twice, in the very first week. I’ll think of a more appropriate way for you to ask forgiveness. A way to pay penance. Something that will make the lesson stick.”

She released him abruptly. Ethan sagged forward, gasping with relief as the pain ebbed into a dull, throbbing ache in his balls. He cupped himself instinctively, breathing hard.

Scarlett stepped back half a pace, folding her arms under her breasts.

“Get naked,” she ordered, voice laced with the same quiet anger. “From now on, the moment you step inside my house and the door closes behind you, you strip. Everything off. Fold your clothes neatly and place them on the chair by the door. Then you stand, hands behind your back, eyes on me, and wait for me to decide what happens next. You don’t speak unless I ask you a question. You don’t move unless I tell you to. You present yourself to me completely bare, completely obedient, because that is how a man who belongs to me behaves in my home.”

Her eyes glittered with something darker than disappointment, anticipation, perhaps, or satisfaction at how neatly he had already given her the excuse she’d quietly hoped for.

“Now,” she said, voice dropping lower. “Do it.”

Ethan stripped without hesitation, though his hands trembled slightly as he followed her exact instructions. He pulled the hoodie over his head, folded it neatly along the seams, then did the same with his t-shirt. Jeans came next, button undone, zipper down, denim and boxer briefs pushed to his ankles in one motion. He stepped out of them, socks last, folding each in half before placing the small pile on the chair by the door as she had specified. Every movement felt exposed under the bright kitchen light; the cool air kissed his skin the moment the last garment left him.

Naked now, he clasped his hands behind his back, shoulders squared, feet slightly apart the way he instinctively knew she would expect. His cock stood rigid between them, thick, flushed dark at the head, already glistening with a fresh bead of precum that trembled at the slit with every heartbeat. It bobbed once when he shifted his weight, betraying how desperately it wanted attention.

Scarlett circled him slowly, bare feet silent on the tile. Her eyes roamed without hurry: the lean muscles of his chest and arms from all those solitary gym hours, the defined cut of his hips, the taut line of his thighs, and finally, lingering longest, his straining erection. She stopped in front of him again, close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her oversized sweatshirt.

“I’m going to have to get you more obedient,” she mused aloud, almost to herself, voice low and thoughtful. “You’re eager, yes. But obedience isn’t just eagerness, it’s reflex. Automatic. Unquestioning. We’ll work on that.”

She reached out, trailed one fingertip along the underside of his shaft from base to tip, light enough to make him shiver, not enough to give real relief.

“I’ve been so horny all week,” she continued, eyes locked on his. “Every day I thought about calling you over. About spreading my legs on the couch and having you service me until I came hard on your tongue again. About riding your face until I soaked you. I wanted it so badly. But work kept me too busy, meetings, deadlines, long drives to clients. No time to play.”

She stepped closer, breasts brushing his chest through the soft fabric of her sweatshirt.

“It’s just as well I didn’t have the time,” she said, tone sharpening. “Because if I had summoned you mid-week, you wouldn’t have been able to bring any real enthusiasm. You’d already spent yourself, twice, jerking off to thoughts of me instead of saving everything for me. You threw away that beautiful erotic edge that denial gives a man. The ache. The desperation. The way it makes every touch feel like fire.”

Her hand drifted lower, cupping his balls again, gentler this time, but the memory of earlier pain made him tense.

“I’m simply going to have to enforce your lack of orgasms more strictly,” she said cryptically. “But that’s not a problem for right now.”

She released him and stepped back half a pace, folding her arms loosely.

“I had planned to get fucked today,” she told him plainly. “I miss the feeling of a thick cock stretching me open, filling me up, sliding deep while I ride it exactly how I want. I wanted to reward your pretty little offering on my step, reward how sweetly you’ve been obeying so far, by letting you inside my tight pussy. By letting you feel how wet and hot I get when I’m really turned on.”

Her eyes flicked down to his twitching cock, then back to his face.

“But now?” She shook her head slowly. “You don’t deserve that kind of pleasure. Not after breaking my rules so quickly. Not after wasting what should have been mine.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. The word “fucked” alone sent a fresh surge of blood to his groin; his cock jerked visibly, another clear drop welling at the tip and sliding slowly down the shaft.

Scarlett watched the reaction with dark amusement.

“I still want to be fucked, though,” she said. “And I shouldn’t have to suffer just because you couldn’t control yourself. So tell me, what do you think we can do to solve this little dilemma?”

He opened his mouth, closed it again. His mind spun, images of her beneath him, above him, around him, but no coherent answer formed. The mere idea of being inside her made his balls ache with fresh need.

Scarlett smiled, small and knowing.

“I know exactly what I’m going to do,” she said softly. “And you, sweet boy, are going to learn your first real lesson in frustration today.”

Scarlett reached out without warning, her fingers closing around the base of his cock in a firm, unyielding grip. The suddenness made Ethan gasp, his body jerking once as she claimed him completely, using his erection like a handle. She tugged gently but insistently, pulling him forward a step.

"Come," she said, voice low and laced with that quiet authority.

He followed without thought, feet moving to keep pace as she led him through the kitchen and down the short hallway. The erotic charge of it hit him like a current: naked, vulnerable, his cock throbbing in her hand while she remained fully dressed in baggy sweats and an oversized hoodie, clothes that screamed casual comfort rather than seduction. The contrast only heightened everything, the way she guided him so casually, as though his body were an extension of her will, made heat flood his groin. He felt turned on beyond reason, cock swelling thicker in her fist, the ache building with every step. This was what it meant to be used for her pleasure: treated like a sex toy she could maneuver at whim, desired so intensely that she didn't even need to undress to command him. The thought made him feel more wanted than ever, raw, essential, alive with anticipation for whatever twisted, delicious idea she had brewing. He couldn't wait to surrender to it, to feel her take what she needed from him.

She released him at the bedroom threshold, nodding toward the bed.

"Get on it. On your back."

Ethan climbed onto the mattress, stretching out flat, heart pounding as he watched her. Scarlett gripped the hem of her hoodie and peeled it slowly upward, revealing inch by inch the smooth, taut skin beneath. No bra, her breasts bounced free, full and firm, nipples already hardened into dark peaks. She tossed the hoodie aside, then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her comfy bottoms and slid them down her hips, stepping out of them to stand completely naked. Her body was a revelation: tight abs from years of runs and yoga, smooth and hairless everywhere below her neck, the neat mound, the pink lips already glistening with arousal, long legs that flexed with subtle power, curves that begged to be traced. Ethan drank it all in, cock twitching hard against his stomach, leaking steadily now as desire clawed through him.

"Warm me up with your mouth," she said, climbing onto the bed.

She straddled his face without delay, lowering her slick folds onto his lips. Ethan opened eagerly, tongue flattening to meet her as she began to ride, slow, deliberate grinds that dragged her clit along his mouth, building her pleasure in unhurried waves. Her thighs clamped around his head; soft moans escaped her as she rocked, using him exactly as she wanted.

The mental arousal consumed him: pinned beneath her, tasting her heat, inhaling the musky citrus of her arousal while his own cock stood untouched and agonizingly hard, veins pulsing, head slick and dark with need. He wanted her body desperately, craved to bury himself inside her, to feel those walls clench around him instead of against his tongue, to lose himself in the rhythm she set. Every slow roll of her hips only amplified the desperation, his shaft leaking freely onto his abdomen, balls heavy and aching.

After several minutes, long enough that her breaths turned shorter, her movements more insistent, she lifted herself slightly.

"That's enough," she murmured. "I don't want to cum until I'm being filled."

She slid back until she sat on his upper chest, knees still pinning him, both their faces flushed with heat. She looked down at him, eyes dark and commanding.

"You're about to fuck me," she said plainly. "But you're not going to get to enjoy it as a man should. Not after being such a bad boy."

Ethan's heart raced, breath coming in ragged pulls. His cock jerked again, twitching and leaking precum in desperate anticipation.

"You'll have to earn the right to enjoy my wet pussy sliding up and down your naked cock," she continued. "You'll have to prove you can take what I give, and what I deny, before you get the full reward."

He could only nod, frantic, wordless, eyes wide as he waited, pulse thundering, every fiber straining toward whatever she had in mind.

Scarlett leaned across him toward the bedside table, her naked breasts brushing his chest as she reached deep into the drawer. Her arm disappeared almost to the elbow, rummaging with purpose until her fingers closed around what she wanted. She pulled back slowly, deliberately, and tossed two items onto the sheet beside his hip: a foil-wrapped condom in a plain black wrapper, and a small, clear bottle of lube with a white cap.

Ethan’s breath caught. A condom. Relief and wild excitement surged through him at once. In the handful of times he’d had penetrative sex, awkward, hurried encounters years ago, he had always worn one; the thought of going bare had never even come up. But the fact that she had placed it there, that she clearly intended for him to enter her at all, sent a fresh jolt straight to his groin. His mind raced ahead: today with the barrier, yes, but someday, maybe soon, she would let him feel her raw, skin to skin, her tight heat gripping him without anything between them. The fantasy alone made his cock twitch violently, another thick bead of precum welling at the slit and sliding down the shaft.

Scarlett caught the look on his face and smiled, slow, devilish, utterly pleased with whatever thoughts she could read in his wide eyes.

She slid off his chest and settled on the bed beside his legs, knees tucked under her. One hand reached out to lightly trace the length of his erection, fingertips only, feather-soft, enough to make him hiss through his teeth. Then she picked up the lube bottle, flipped the cap, and squeezed a generous dollop into her palm. The clear gel glistened in the morning light filtering through the sheer curtains.

“I need to prepare your cock before you’re inside me,” she said, voice low and calm, as though explaining something perfectly ordinary.

Ethan blinked, confused but compliant. He was already so hard he felt like he might come in two thrusts if she let him anywhere near her entrance; he couldn’t imagine needing “preparation.” But he was hers to command, happily at her mercy, so he simply nodded and watched.

She rubbed her hands together, warming the lube until it coated both palms in a slick sheen. Then she wrapped both hands around him, one at the base, one higher, and began the slowest, most deliberate handjob he had ever received.

The pleasure was immediate and engulfing. Her fingers glided over the head in long, twisting strokes, thumbs circling the sensitive ridge on every upstroke, palms sliding down the shaft in perfect rhythm. Every nerve lit up at once; heat rolled through his pelvis, up his spine, into his chest. Moans spilled from him unbidden, low, broken sounds that filled the quiet room. His hips lifted instinctively, chasing more contact, more pressure, more of her. She watched him with that same predatory gleam, eyes dark and focused, drinking in every twitch of his face, every shudder that ran through his body.

Thirty seconds in, something shifted.

A strange tingle bloomed deep in the head of his cock, cool at first, then faintly prickling, spreading outward like pins and needles in reverse. The intense, electric pleasure began to dull at the edges, retreating inch by inch. He frowned, confused, hips still rocking slightly into her hands.

Scarlett’s lips curved wider.

“Have you guessed what’s happening yet?” she asked softly.

He shook his head, brow furrowed. “No, Mistress… it feels… different.”

She laughed, low, delighted, and kept stroking, slower now, letting him feel the change more clearly.

“This is strong numbing lube,” she explained. “Very soon your entire cock will be completely numb. You won’t feel my hands at all. Just pressure. No pleasure. No sensation beyond the barest hint that something is touching you.”

Scarlett kept her hands moving in that slow, deliberate rhythm at first, letting the numbing agent do its insidious work. Ethan felt the change creep in like frost spreading across glass, first the sharp, electric thrill at the head dulled to a vague warmth, then the tight, rippling grip along his shaft faded into something distant, almost imaginary. The exquisite drag of her palms, the way her thumbs had circled the sensitive ridge with perfect pressure, it all retreated, leaving only the ghost of sensation.

She watched his face the entire time, eyes bright with clinical interest.

“Tell me what you feel right now,” she said softly. “Be honest.”

Ethan swallowed, voice unsteady. “It’s… going away, Mistress. The pleasure. I can still feel… something. Pressure, maybe. But it’s not the same. It’s like my cock is… asleep.”

She nodded once, pleased. “Good. That’s exactly what’s supposed to happen.”

Without warning she sped up, hands flying now in a blur of expert motion. She twisted her wrists on the upstroke, squeezed firmly at the base on the downstroke, stroked from root to glistening tip with relentless speed and precision. The movements were textbook perfect: fast enough to bring any man to the edge in seconds, varied enough to keep the nerves singing, squeezing, pumping, gliding, thumbs flicking over the frenulum in quick, teasing bursts. Slick sounds filled the room, the lube shining on her fingers and coating his shaft in a glossy sheen.

Ethan stared down in stunned disbelief.

He could see everything: her hands a frenzy of motion, knuckles brushing his pubic bone on every downstroke, the head of his cock disappearing and reappearing between her slick palms, veins bulging under the furious rhythm. He could see the way his own hips tried to lift instinctively, chasing a sensation that wasn’t there. He could feel the faint, dull pressure of her grip, like someone pressing against him through thick fabric, but the pleasure? Gone. Completely. No building heat, no coiling tension, no electric jolt racing up his spine. His cock remained brutally hard, flushed dark purple, leaking copiously onto his stomach in long, slow strings, yet it might as well have belonged to someone else entirely.

The frustration was excruciating, sharp, almost nauseating. He could watch her give him what should have been the most overwhelming handjob of his life, and feel… nothing.

Scarlett slowed again, hands still wrapped loosely around him, thumbs resting lightly against the underside where the frenulum should have been screaming for mercy.

“Still nothing?” she asked, tilting her head.

“Nothing,” he rasped. “Just… pressure. Like it’s not even connected to me anymore.”

She smiled, slow, satisfied, predatory.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “It’s working exactly the way it should.”

Scarlett reached for a small white towel draped over the arm of the chair near the bed. She wiped her hands methodically, first one palm, then the other, removing every trace of the slick numbing lube until her skin felt clean and dry again. Turning back to Ethan, she began to clean him. With slow, deliberate strokes she wiped his cock, starting at the base, working upward along the shaft, circling the head to catch the last beads of precum and residual gel. Her touch was clinical now, almost gentle, but the act itself kept his erection rigid, untouched by the loss of sensation.

She sat back on her heels, admiring the result: his cock standing straight up, flushed dark, veins prominent, glistening only with his own arousal now.

“I’m glad you’re still so mentally turned on like a good boy should be,” she murmured, voice laced with amusement. “Otherwise I’d be at risk of this pretty cock going soft. But look at you, still rock hard, leaking for me. It’s the sight of me naked, isn’t it? The idea of finally fucking me that’s keeping you like this.”

Ethan could only nod, throat tight. She was right. The visual alone, her smooth, hairless body, breasts swaying slightly with each breath, the wet shine between her thighs, kept him painfully erect despite the complete numbness below the surface.

Scarlett reached for the condom. She tore the wrapper open with her teeth, pulled out the thin latex circle, and pinched the tip between her fingers. She placed it over the head of his cock and rolled it down slowly, smoothing it along the shaft until it sat snug at the base.

“I don’t want any trace of that numbing gel left to dull my pleasure,” she explained calmly. “This way I get to feel every inch of you exactly the way I want.”

She swung one leg over his hips, straddling him. Her knees settled on either side of his waist; she braced her hands lightly on his chest for balance. Reaching down between them, she gripped the base of his sheathed cock and lined the head up with her entrance. The tip brushed her slick folds; she let out a soft, appreciative hum.

“Time to be a good little sex toy,” she said, voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Fill me up.”

She lowered herself slowly.

Ethan watched, mesmerized, as the head of his cock parted her lips and disappeared inside her, inch by glistening inch. The sight was obscene and thrilling: her tight, soaking pussy swallowing him whole, the latex stretching slightly as she took more, until finally her ass rested flush against his pelvis and he was buried to the hilt.

She exhaled long and low, eyes fluttering half-closed.

“God, you feel good,” she breathed. “So thick… stretching me just right. I haven’t been filled like this in a very long time.”

She rolled her hips once, small, testing, and sighed again, savoring the fullness.

“I wish you’d behaved yourself,” she added softly. “Then you could enjoy this too. Feel how hot and wet I am around you, how tightly I grip every time I move. But bad boys don’t get to feel pleasure like that. If you do better, if you do exactly what you’re told, maybe you’ll get to feel me soon. Bare. Raw. The way it’s meant to be.”

She braced both hands on his chest, fingers splaying across his pecs, and began to move.

At first the motion was slow, long, languid grinds that dragged her clit against his pubic bone on every forward roll. Then she lifted herself a few inches and sank back down, setting a steady rhythm: up, down, up, down, fucking herself on his cock with increasing confidence. Her breasts swayed with each descent; soft, breathy moans escaped her lips.

Ethan’s hands moved automatically, grabbing her hips, fingers digging into the firm flesh, trying to thrust upward even though he felt nothing below the waist. Instinct took over; he wanted to meet her, to drive deeper, to participate.

Scarlett’s hand cracked across his cheek, sharp, stinging, not hard enough to bruise but enough to shock him still.

“Lie. Still.” Her voice was steel wrapped in velvet. “Like a good fuck toy.”

He froze instantly, hands falling back to the sheets, palms open in surrender.

She leaned down, framing his face with both hands, fingers pressing into his cheeks, thumbs resting along his jaw, and kissed him deeply. Her tongue slid into his mouth, claiming him with slow, possessive strokes while her hips kept moving, grinding harder now, riding him with focused intensity. Ethan felt her body writhe against his, breasts pressing to his chest, nipples dragging across his skin, stomach flexing with each roll, thighs clamping around his waist. The heat of her, the weight of her, the scent of her arousal filling his lungs, it flooded him with raw sexual joy despite the total absence of sensation from his cock. She was using him, taking her pleasure from his body, and the sheer fact of it, of being wanted this badly, made his heart race and his mind spin with dizzy, helpless devotion.

She broke the kiss just long enough to murmur against his lips, “That’s it… stay still… let me fuck you exactly how I want.”

Then she kissed him again, deeper, hungrier, hips never stopping their relentless rhythm.

Scarlett straightened above him, palms pressing flat against his chest for leverage. Her hips lifted higher now, several inches with each upward pull, before she sank back down, taking him fully in one smooth, controlled drop. The rhythm accelerated: steady bounces that made her breasts sway and bounce in time with her movements, nipples tight and dark against the flush spreading across her skin.

She brought one hand between her legs, fingers finding her clit with practiced ease. She circled it slowly at first, small, tight motions that matched the rise and fall of her hips, then faster as her breathing turned shallower, more urgent. Ethan watched every detail: the way her abs flexed with each descent, the subtle quiver in her thighs when she ground down hard, the way her head tipped back slightly when a particularly good angle made her gasp. Her moans grew louder, less restrained, soft whimpers turning into throaty cries that echoed off the bedroom walls.

He absorbed it all: the sheen of sweat gathering in the hollow of her throat, the way her inner walls fluttered around the base of his cock with every downward stroke, a faint, distant pressure he could just register through the numbing haze, the increasing slickness coating him as she chased her peak. When the orgasm hit her it was sudden and violent, her whole body locking rigid for a heartbeat before she shattered. Her cry tore through the room, raw, broken, triumphant, hips jerking in short, erratic spasms as she ground down hard one last time, clit pulsing under her own fingers. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around him, milking the latex-covered shaft in waves that he could barely perceive but still thrilled him to witness.

She didn’t stop.

Breath ragged, she kept riding, slower for a few strokes to ride out the aftershocks, then building again. The second climax came quicker, sharper, her fingers flying over her clit, hips slamming down with bruising force until she arched backward, a keening wail spilling from her lips as another orgasm ripped through her. Her nails dug into his chest; her thighs trembled violently around his waist.

The third built slower, more deliberate. She leaned forward slightly, bracing both hands on his shoulders now, using the new angle to drag her clit against his pubic bone on every downstroke. Her movements grew erratic, short, frantic bounces that made her breasts bounce wildly, until she froze above him, body quaking, a long, shuddering moan pouring out as the final orgasm crashed over her. Her pussy spasmed hard around him, gentle ripples he could just feel through the dull barrier of numbness, and fresh wetness flooded down his shaft.

She collapsed forward onto his chest, breasts pressing to his skin, heart hammering against his. Her lips found his in a slow, languid kiss, deeper than before, less frantic, more possessive. Her tongue stroked his lazily while her hips gave one last lazy roll, pussy still fluttering with gentle aftershocks around his buried cock.

She stayed like that, draped over him, breathing slowing gradually. When she finally lifted her head just enough to meet his eyes, her voice was soft, almost tender.

“You feel so good inside me,” she murmured against his mouth. “I could stay like this for hours… just full of you.”

She kissed him again, slow, lingering, then pulled back enough to speak clearly.

“I want more than this, Ethan. More than just sex on Saturday mornings. I want you around… available. I want to shape the way you think about pleasure, about obedience, about what it means to belong to someone who knows exactly what she needs. I want you to crave giving me what I want, whether that’s your mouth, your cock, your time, your attention. I want to teach you how much sweeter everything tastes when you let go and let me decide.”

Her fingers traced his jawline, thumb brushing his lower lip.

“You’re already so good at following when it matters,” she whispered. “I think you’ll surprise yourself with how much you’ll enjoy giving up more… little by little. Becoming exactly what I need you to be.”

She kissed him once more, soft, almost sweet, then settled her head against his shoulder, hips still rocking in tiny, lazy circles as her pussy gave one last faint spasm around him.

Ethan lay beneath her, heart still racing, mind swimming in the afterglow of her pleasure even as his own remained locked away. He didn’t fully grasp the depth of what she was proposing, didn’t yet see the full scope of the surrender she intended, but the way she spoke, the warmth of her body draped over his, the quiet certainty in her voice… it felt safe. It felt wanted. It felt like something he already craved without knowing the name for it.

Scarlett slowed her movements to a gentle, rolling grind, drawing out the last faint ripples of her final orgasm until her breathing steadied. Then, with a soft, satisfied sigh, she lifted herself off him. His cock slipped free, still rigid, sheathed in latex, glistening with her arousal but untouched by any real sensation. It stood straight up from his groin, flushed and throbbing uselessly in the open air.

She smiled down at him, slow, predatory, utterly pleased, and reached between them to grip the base of the condom. She peeled it off carefully, rolling the latex up his shaft and off the head with practiced ease. A long string of her wetness stretched between the tip and the condom before snapping; she discarded the used rubber into the small trash bin beside the bed without ceremony.

Ethan’s cock jerked once at the loss of even that faint pressure, leaking a fresh bead of precum that rolled slowly down the underside. The sight of it, hard, desperate, denied, seemed to amuse her.

She slid off the bed entirely and began to dress: first the oversized charcoal sweatpants, sliding them up her long legs with casual grace; then the black crewneck hoodie, pulling it over her head so her hair spilled free again in dark waves. Fully clothed once more in the same soft, unsexy outfit, she looked down at his naked, aching body with quiet satisfaction.

“The gel will wear off in a couple of hours,” she told him calmly. “You’ll start to feel everything again, every throb, every touch. But even when sensation returns, you are not allowed to pleasure yourself. Not once. Not even if you’re shaking with need. I want to be the only source of your pleasure from now on. When you misbehave, I withhold it. When you’re good…” She let the sentence trail off, letting the promise hang between them.

She stepped closer, trailing one fingertip along the underside of his shaft, just enough to make it twitch helplessly.

“Up,” she said.

Ethan rose from the bed on unsteady legs, cock bobbing with every movement. She took his hand and led him back downstairs, still naked, still erect, the cool air of the house kissing his overheated skin. In the living room she stopped and turned to face him.

“What would you do,” she asked softly, “to be allowed to fuck me properly? To feel my pussy around your bare cock, to cum inside me?”

He swallowed hard, voice hoarse. “Anything, Mistress. Anything you want.”

Scarlett’s smile sharpened.

“Careful with that word,” she teased. “Anything is a dangerous promise.”

He shook his head, desperate. “I mean it. I want you so badly. I want to feel myself inside you, really feel you. I’ve never wanted anything more.”

She studied him for a long moment, eyes dark and assessing.

“I have an idea how you can redeem yourself,” she said at last. “But I want you denied. I want your balls bursting with cum by the time I let you have me again. I want you so desperate you can barely think straight.”

She stepped closer, close enough that he could smell the sex still clinging to her skin beneath the clean cotton.

“Next Saturday,” she continued, “you will get to fuck me properly, bare, deep, until you cum inside me. But there are conditions.”

He nodded frantically, hanging on every word.

“First: you will not touch yourself for pleasure even once between now and then. No stroking, no edging, no release. Second: you will bring me another offering next Saturday morning, as the rules require, something thoughtful, something that shows you’re thinking of me. Third: you will be ready to endure some discomfort before you earn your pleasure. And fourth…”

She paused, letting the weight settle.

“Each night this week, when I send you a single tongue emoji, you will come to my back door. You will knock, then come in, strip naked the moment the door closes, walk to the living room where I’ll be waiting, and eat my pussy until I cum. Then you will get dressed and leave. No words. No lingering. Just your mouth, your devotion, and your obedience. That’s how you’ll show me you understand who your pleasure belongs to.”

Ethan’s cock jerked hard at the image, her thighs around his head again, her taste flooding his mouth, knowing he would leave denied and aching every time.

“Yes, Mistress,” he rasped. “I’ll do it. All of it.”

Scarlett’s smile softened, almost tender.

“Good.”

She stepped back.

“Now get dressed,” she said. “And go home. Wait for my summons.”

He obeyed, pulling on clothes with shaking hands, cock still straining painfully against his jeans as he zipped them up. She walked him to the back door, opened it, and watched him step out into the cold February afternoon.

The door closed behind him with a soft click.

He stood on her deck for a second, heart still racing, body still burning, mind already counting the hours until the first tongue emoji arrived. He was already addicted to Scarlett and her control over him, her sexual power, her effortless dominance. How could he survive a full week of absolute denial? But he would, because his Mistress desires it, and he would already do anything she told him, just for the chance at feeling the pleasure she can give.


Part Four

Total Obedience


By late February, the quiet suburb south of Portland had become the unlikely stage for a private, accelerating transformation. Ethan Caldwell, twenty-seven, newly settled into semi-remote tech work and a modest rented house, had crossed his neighbor’s threshold one Thursday to help with a stubborn rhododendron. What began as neighborly effort ended with him naked on Scarlett Voss’s living room chair, her mouth sealed around him, her throat claiming every inch while she laid the first quiet rule: his orgasms were no longer his to decide.

Scarlett, early forties, body honed by disciplined training, presence calibrated to command without raising her voice, had recognized his desire before even he was truly aware of it. Over the next week she fed it carefully: stolen glimpses through windows, yoga poses held just long enough, silk slipping off shoulders at dusk, a single teasing text “Enjoying the view?”, and the ironclad promise of Saturday. When the day arrived she greeted him in soft, oversized clothes that somehow felt more dominant than any lingerie, accepted his first small tribute with cool approval, then stripped him bare and led him, literally, by his cock through her house, after finding out he had unwittingly broken a cryptic rule. He had made himself cum at home, twice, breaking her demand that he thought was meant to enforce desire, not denial. She wasn’t going to deny herself the fucking that she truly wanted, but she wasn’t about to reward his bad behavior either.

The bedroom became her classroom. She numbed him with special lube so he could watch, astonished, as she rode him to three shattering orgasms while he felt nothing of his cock. She used his body like an instrument tuned only to her pleasure: warm-up with his mouth, then slow, deep penetration that left her crying out in release after release while he remained locked in frustrated, aching hardness. Each climax she took deepened the asymmetry between them, her satisfaction loud and unrestrained, his denied and wordless.

Afterward she peeled the condom away, cleaned him with clinical tenderness, and reminded him that even the return of sensation would bring no relief unless she granted it. She wanted to be his sole source of pleasure; she would withhold it when he faltered. Then, still naked and throbbing, he stood before her and swore he would do anything to earn the right to feel her bare. She smiled at the word, anything, and outlined the path to redemption: seven days of strict denial, nightly service if summoned with a tongue emoji: strip, kneel, make her come with his mouth, leave silently, another offering at her door next Saturday, and the promise of “some discomfort” before any reward.

The energy between them had crystallized. What started as flirtatious tension had hardened into unmistakable hierarchy: her commands calm and certain, his compliance instinctive and growing. Scarlett no longer veiled her dominance; she wielded it with the ease of long practice. Ethan, once cautious and inexperienced, now stood on the edge of something larger, devotion disguised as desire, surrender masquerading as eagerness. He left her house that afternoon still hard, still aching, already counting the minutes until the first emoji arrived.

Seven days of disciplined waiting lie ahead. Seven days in which Scarlett will test how far obedience can stretch before it becomes something more permanent. Ethan has no idea yet how thoroughly she intends to remake him, but every pulse of denied need is already teaching him to want exactly what she plans to give.

The week unfolded in a haze of restless nights and distracted days, each hour marked by the quiet buzz of anticipation for Scarlett’s summons. Ethan threw himself into work, endless code sprints and virtual meetings, but his mind wandered constantly, replaying the numb frustration of Saturday, the way her body had writhed above him while he felt nothing. The denial gnawed at him: no touch, no release, his cock stirring at random memories of her taste, her moans, the casual grip of her hand leading him through her house. He ached constantly, balls heavy and sensitive, a low throb that reminded him of her rules with every shift in his chair. The obsession deepened; Scarlett wasn’t just a neighbor anymore, she was a force, a gravity pulling him toward total surrender. He checked his phone obsessively, heart skipping at every notification, wondering if tonight would be the night she called on him to prove his devotion.

The first summons came Sunday evening, just after dusk. His phone lit up on the kitchen counter: a single tongue emoji from Scarlett. No words, no context, just the symbol, simple and commanding. Ethan’s pulse spiked; his cock hardened almost instantly against his jeans. He crossed the yard in the fading light, careful to stay shadowed by the fence, and knocked softly at her back door. He opened it immediately, barely able to contain his enthusiasm, and he stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind him.

The kitchen was dim, lit only by the glow from the living room beyond. He stripped without pause: hoodie folded on the chair, t-shirt next, jeans and boxer briefs shoved down in one motion, socks peeled off last. Naked now, erection already straining upward, he walked into the living room. Scarlett sat on the couch, legs spread wide, smooth pussy glistening in the low lamplight. She wore a loose tank top and nothing else, eyes fixed on her phone, not even glancing up as he approached. No acknowledgment, no command, just her body presented like an expectation.

Ethan knelt between her thighs, heart pounding. Her scent hit him first, warm musk mixed with faint citrus from her shower, intoxicating and familiar. He leaned in, tongue flattening against her entrance, lapping slowly upward to her clit. She didn’t react at first, but as he circled the swollen bud with gentle pressure, a soft sigh escaped her. He worked diligently, savoring the salty-sweet taste that coated his lips, the way her inner thighs tensed slightly against his cheeks. His own cock throbbed painfully below, untouched, leaking onto the rug, but he ignored it, focused only on her. After several minutes of steady licks and sucks, she moaned gently, low and breathy, her hips tilting forward just enough to press harder against his mouth. He felt her clit pulse under his tongue as she came, quiet, controlled, a subtle flood of wetness that he lapped up eagerly. No grip on his head, no cries, just a soft exhale, then stillness.

She shifted slightly, closing her legs as a silent dismissal. Ethan rose, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and left without a word, dressing in the kitchen, slipping out the back door into the cold night. Back home, he paced the living room, cock still aching, frustration coiling tight in his gut. He’d pleased her, he knew it from that moan, but the denial burned. No release for him, no eye contact, no praise, not even an acknowledgement of his presence in the room. It left him desperate, craving more of her, willing to endure anything for the chance to feel her again. The submission felt deeper already: he was her tool, existing for her pleasure, and the thought made him harder even as he tried to sleep.

Monday passed in a blur of meetings, but the second emoji arrived just after 9 p.m. Ethan was midway through a Netflix episode when his phone vibrated. Tongue emoji. No hesitation, he crossed the yard, knocked, entered. Stripped. Walked to the living room.

Scarlett waited in the same spot, this time in a silk robe parted at the front, legs splayed, pussy already slick and inviting. Again, no eye contact, her gaze on a book in her lap, one hand turning a page idly. Ethan knelt, inhaling her scent deeply, the mix of arousal and faint lavender from her lotion making his head swim. He started slow, tongue delving into her folds, tracing patterns that drew a quiet hum from her throat. His physical sensations sharpened: the heat of her against his lips, the way her juices coated his chin, the subtle quiver of her thighs as he sucked gently on her clit. His cock dangled heavy between his legs, balls tight with unreleased need, every lap of his tongue heightening his own frustration. He wanted to bury himself in her, to feel that warmth around him instead of just tasting it, but the denial fueled his devotion, he licked harder, faster, determined to make her shatter.

This time she responded more intensely. After a few minutes of building tension, she set the book aside and gripped his head with both hands, fingers tangling in his hair. She ground into his face, hard, demanding, riding his tongue like she had last Saturday. Her moans turned sharper, breath hitching as she used him relentlessly. Ethan struggled to breathe, nose pressed against her mound, but he loved it, the raw need in her grip, the flood of her taste as she came hard, cries echoing through the room, pussy clenching against his mouth in violent spasms. She held him there through every wave, then released him abruptly, legs closing as she picked up her book again.

He left silently, dressing with shaking hands, cock so hard it hurt. Back home, the frustration peaked, pacing, showering cold to ease the ache, but nothing helped. He craved her approval, her touch, the chance to redeem himself. The submission pulled him under further: he wasn’t just obeying; he was addicted to the way she used him, to the power she held over his body and mind. Sleep came fitfully, dreams filled with her thighs around him, her taste lingering on his tongue.

Tuesday and Wednesday dragged without a summons, the wait torturous. Ethan’s desire for Scarlett consumed him, every glimpse of her through the windows, yoga Tuesday afternoon, her in a towel Wednesday evening, sent fresh waves of need crashing through him. His cock stirred at the slightest thought of her, balls aching with the building pressure of denial. Work suffered; he missed a deadline Wednesday, blaming “distractions,” but knowing it was her, her rules, her body, the way she made him feel owned. The frustration built sexually and emotionally: he wanted to please her, to undo his mistake, to feel her bare around him as promised. The fall into submission felt inevitable now, he checked his phone every hour, heart leaping at every notification, ready to drop everything for her.

The third emoji came Thursday night, late, 11:15 p.m. Ethan had been in bed, half-asleep, when the buzz jolted him awake. Tongue. He dressed quickly, crossed the dark yard, knocked. Entered. Stripped. The ritual felt sacred now, his erection springing free as soon as his boxers hit the floor.

Scarlett lounged on the couch in a simple nightshirt, legs open, pussy bare and waiting. No eye contact, her attention on her laptop balanced on the armrest, fingers typing sporadically. Ethan knelt, the carpet rough against his knees, and leaned in. Her scent enveloped him, stronger tonight, laced with the faint salt of a long day, intoxicating in its rawness. He started with broad, flat licks, savoring the taste that exploded on his tongue, the way her folds parted under pressure. Physical sensations overwhelmed: the velvet softness of her inner lips, the hard nub of her clit swelling against his sucks, the wetness that smeared his cheeks and chin. His cock dangled untouched, leaking onto the floor, the denial a constant burn in his groin. Frustration mounted, he wanted to touch himself, to thrust into her, but the rules held him back, deepening his surrender. He was hers to use, nothing more.

She moaned gently at first, soft, appreciative sounds that spurred him on. But as he built rhythm, flicking his tongue faster against her clit, she set the laptop aside and gripped his head. Her fingers dug in hard, pulling him closer, grinding her pussy against his face with forceful rolls of her hips. She came hard, cries sharp and unrestrained, body shuddering as she flooded his mouth. Ethan lapped it all, loving the power of her release, the way her thighs clamped around his ears like a vice. When she pushed him away, legs snapping shut, he rose, dazed, chin dripping, and left without a glance back.

Home again, he stripped and lay in bed, cock throbbing painfully, untouched. The sexual frustration was excruciating, blue balls in full force, every throb a reminder of what he couldn’t have. But the desire for Scarlett burned brighter: he adored her control, her indifference to his need, the way she took without giving. Submission felt like home now, he hoped his devotion was enough, that Saturday would bring redemption, that pleasing her would earn him the feel of her around him.

The fourth and final summons came Friday evening, just after 8 p.m. Tongue emoji. Ethan was eating takeout when it arrived; he abandoned the meal mid-bite, crossed the yard, knocked. Entered. Stripped. His body moved on autopilot now, erection immediate and insistent.

Scarlett waited in a loose robe, legs spread, pussy already swollen and wet, perhaps from her own touch earlier. No eye contact, eyes closed, head back against the couch cushions, one hand idly tracing her inner thigh. Ethan knelt, the familiar position grounding him, and dove in. Her taste hit him like a drug, richer tonight, almost creamy with arousal. He worked with reverence: long licks from entrance to clit, sucking gently, then harder as her breaths quickened. Physical details consumed him: the silken texture of her folds, the way her clit hardened under his tongue, the heat radiating from her core. His cock ached fiercely below, balls full and sensitive, frustration peaking as precum dripped steadily onto the floor. He wanted her desperately, wanted to flip her over, bury himself inside, but the denial forged something stronger: total surrender, a willingness to serve without reward.

She moaned gently at first, hips lifting to meet his mouth. Then, as tension built, she gripped his head, fingers twisting in his hair, and ground hard, using his face like a toy. Her cries filled the room, loud, demanding, as she came explosively, thighs quaking, wetness soaking his chin. Ethan drank it all, loving every spasm, every sound that escaped her. When she released him, pushing him back with one foot against his shoulder, he stood, body trembling, submission complete, and left silently.

Back home, he collapsed on the couch, cock still hard, mind reeling. The week had broken him beautifully: four silent services, each deepening his desire for Scarlett, his frustration a constant companion. He hoped it was enough, hoped his dutiful eating of her pussy, the way he’d loved her scent and taste every time, would please his Mistress. Saturday loomed, promising reward or further denial, and he fell asleep aching, devoted, utterly hers.

Saturday morning arrived under an unseasonably warm March sun, the kind of early warmth that tricked the neighborhood into believing spring had already settled in for good. The air carried the faint, sweet scent of budding forsythia from somewhere down the block, and the frost that had clung to the grass all week had melted into dew that sparkled across every lawn. Ethan woke before dawn, body already humming with the familiar, insistent ache of seven days without release. His balls felt heavier than ever, a dull, constant pressure that sharpened every time he moved. He dressed quickly, old jeans, faded black T-shirt, and retrieved the small brown paper sack he’d prepared the night before.

Inside: a single stem of deep burgundy calla lily, elegant, understated, the kind of flower that didn’t demand attention but refused to be ignored, wrapped in damp tissue at the base and a little plastic baggie to keep the moisture in, alongside a small jar of raw wildflower honey from the farmers’ market he knew she liked to stir into her tea. No note. The offering felt perfect, quiet, thoughtful, a silent acknowledgment of her rules and desires. He slipped out the back door, crossed the yard in the pale gray light, and set the sack neatly against her back doorframe before retreating to his own house without looking back.

He didn’t see her collect it. The door remained closed for the next half hour, but just after eight he caught sight of her through the kitchen window: Scarlett emerging in her running gear, black leggings, charcoal long-sleeve top, high ponytail swinging, as she stretched against the porch rail before setting off down the street at her usual easy pace. Ethan watched until she disappeared around the corner, cock stirring uselessly in his jeans at the sight of her long legs flexing with each stride. He turned back to the coffee he’d been making, trying to focus on anything else.

Fifty minutes later she returned, skin flushed, a light sheen of sweat catching the sunlight. She walked straight through the house and out onto the back deck. Ethan, still at the kitchen sink, froze when he saw her drag one of the low teak deck chairs into the open. She settled into it facing the yard, legs stretched out, hoodie draped loosely across her lap like a blanket. In her hand was a tall glass of something pale and iced, probably sparkling water with lemon. She lifted her phone, tapped the screen once, twice.

His own phone buzzed on the counter.

Scarlett: Back door. Gardening clothes.

Ethan’s heart slammed once, hard. He set the coffee mug down untouched, jogged upstairs, and changed into the oldest T-shirt and jeans he owned, faded gray cotton, worn denim already streaked with faint grass stains from some long-ago weekend project. His underwear rubbed against his half-hard cock with every step as he hurried back downstairs, out the back door, and across the yard. He kept low behind the fence line, heart racing with the familiar mix of thrill and caution, no one could see him hop the low panel that separated their properties.

Scarlett was still in the deck chair when he stepped onto her deck. She glanced up, eyes cool and assessing, then gave a small nod of approval.

“Morning,” she said simply. “It’s warm enough and dry enough. The grass needs its first cut of the year. Mower’s in the garage, same spot as the clippers last time.”

Ethan didn’t hesitate. “Yes, Mistress.”

He crossed to the open garage door, found the push mower exactly where she’d said, checked the gas and oil out of habit, then wheeled it out onto the lawn. The engine caught on the second pull. He started at the far edge, working in neat overlapping rows, the familiar vibration traveling up his arms while the sharp scent of fresh-cut grass filled the air. Every pass brought him closer to the deck, and every time he turned he could feel her watching, legs crossed now, glass resting on her knee, hoodie still draped across her lap like a casual afterthought. She sipped her drink slowly, eyes following the mower’s path, occasionally drifting to the flex of his shoulders under the thin T-shirt, the way his jeans rode low on his hips when he bent to adjust the height.

The yard wasn’t large. Twenty minutes later the last strip was done. Ethan killed the engine, pushed the mower back into the garage, and wiped his forehead with the hem of his shirt as he walked back toward the deck. Sweat darkened the cotton across his chest and lower back; grass clippings clung to the cuffs of his jeans.

Scarlett set her glass on the small side table beside the chair and smiled, slow, satisfied.

“Watching you work has worked up a thirst,” she said.

Ethan started toward the kitchen door. “I’ll refill your glass, ”

She laughed softly, the sound low and knowing. “Not that kind of thirst.”

His steps faltered. She uncrossed her legs, slipped off her running shoes one at a time, then peeled off her socks. Her bare feet flexed against the warm deck boards, long toes, high arches, faint red marks from the shoes where they’d pressed during the run. She stretched them deliberately, pointing and flexing, the muscles in her calves tightening.

“Kneel,” she said.

Ethan glanced instinctively toward the neighboring yards, the fence was tall on one side, but the other property had a clear sightline over the low railing if anyone happened to be looking out a second-story window. His stomach twisted at the thought: on his knees in broad daylight, giving his neighbor a foot massage after her run.

Scarlett’s voice sharpened. “I gave an instruction.”

He blushed hard, heat flooding his face, neck, ears, but dropped to his knees in front of her chair without another word. The deck boards were warm under his shins; grass clippings still clung to his jeans. He looked up at her, heart hammering, cock already thickening painfully against the denim despite the week of denial.

Her feet rested inches from his hands. She leaned back in the chair, hoodie still across her lap, and watched him with quiet expectation.

“They’re aching after the run,” she said. “Firm massage. Start at the heels and work your way up.”

Ethan took her right foot in both hands. The skin was warm, slightly damp from the run, the faint scent of her, sweat, fresh air, the clean rubber of her shoes, rising to meet him. He pressed his thumbs into the heel first, working in slow, deep circles. The muscle yielded under pressure; she let out a soft sigh of approval. He moved upward along the arch, fingers kneading the taut band, then to the ball of her foot, rolling each one carefully. Her toes flexed against his palms when he reached them, he massaged each one individually, thumb and forefinger working the pads, then sliding between them to ease the tension.

He kept glancing up as he worked. From this angle her body looked endless: the long line of her legs, the subtle rise of her breasts under the running top, the way her hair had come loose from the ponytail and framed her face in dark strands. She was still flushed from the run, skin glowing in the warm sunlight, and the casual way she sat, legs parted slightly, hoodie draped like a blanket, made the act feel profoundly submissive. He was on his knees, hands worshipping her feet, while she lounged above him like it was the most natural thing in the world.

The denial amplified everything. Even this, touching her like this, feeling the warmth of her skin, the faint salt of her sweat under his fingers, turned him on immensely. His cock strained against the zipper of his jeans, fully hard now, the seam rubbing painfully with every shift of his hips. He could feel the precum soaking into the fabric, the ache in his balls sharpening with every press of his thumbs into her arch. He wanted her desperately, wanted to bury his face between her thighs again, to feel her clench around him, to finally be allowed inside her, but the rules held him in place. He was here to serve, to please, to earn whatever she might grant.

He hoped no neighbor could see this far onto her deck. There was no explaining away a grown man on his knees giving the woman next door a foot massage after her run, especially not with the obvious bulge in his jeans. The risk only heightened the submission, the way his body responded to her command even in daylight, even under potential scrutiny.

Scarlett sighed again, deeper this time, as he worked his thumbs along the center of her left foot.

“Harder there,” she murmured. “Yes… just like that.”

He obeyed instantly, pressing deeper, feeling the tension give way under his hands, and the quiet sound of her approval sent another helpless throb through his denied cock.

Scarlett let out a long, contented sigh as Ethan's thumbs worked the last knot from the arch of her left foot. She flexed her toes once, twice, then lowered both feet to the warm deck boards, planting them flat with deliberate slowness. The faint red marks from her running shoes had faded under his careful pressure, leaving her skin flushed and soft.

She leaned back in the chair, legs parting just enough to make the position unmistakably inviting, and looked down at him with half-lidded amusement.

"Look at you," she murmured, voice low and laced with lazy mockery. "On your knees in broad daylight, massaging my sweaty feet like it's the most important job in the world. So obedient. So eager to please. Anyone could walk around the side of the house right now, peek over the railing, and see the nice young man next door serving the woman who lives alone. On his knees. Hands on my feet. Hard as a rock in those old jeans."

She tilted her head, studying the flush that crept up his neck. "And you didn't even hesitate when I told you to kneel. Didn't argue. Didn't look for an excuse. You just dropped. That's what makes it so delicious. You're already trained to obey without thinking."

Ethan's breath hitched. His cock strained painfully against the denim, the seam biting into the sensitive head with every heartbeat. He couldn't look away from her, couldn't look anywhere else.

Scarlett reached down, fingers catching the hem of the hoodie draped across her lap. She lifted it to the side in one slow, unhurried motion, letting the fabric fall away.

She was naked from the waist down.

No leggings. No underwear. Just smooth, bare skin, the inner folds already glistening in the warm March sunlight. The scent hit him immediately, stronger than the sessions inside her house. The sharp tang of her post-run sweat mingled with the rich, musky aroma of her arousal, unfiltered by soap or lotion. It was raw, animal, intoxicating. His mouth watered; his cock jerked hard enough to make him wince.

She held his gaze, unflinching.

"It's time to sate my thirst a little," she said softly. "You've been so good this week. Come here."

Ethan shifted forward on his knees, the deck boards rough against his shins. He leaned in between her parted thighs, hands resting lightly on the outsides of her calves for balance. Her scent enveloped him completely now, salty sweat from the run still clinging to her skin, the deeper, headier musk of her pussy blooming as she tilted her hips toward him. It was overwhelming, primal, nothing like the clean citrus of her showers. This was her unadorned, sweaty, aroused, commanding, and it made his head spin with hunger.

He pressed his mouth to her without hesitation, tongue flattening against her entrance. The taste exploded across his palate: salt and heat and the thick sweetness of her arousal, intensified by the morning run and the fact that she hadn't showered afterward. It coated his tongue, his lips, his chin. He groaned low against her flesh, the vibration drawing a soft huff of pleasure from her throat.

Scarlett's hand slid into his hair, not gripping yet, just resting there possessively, as he began to lick in earnest. Long, slow strokes from bottom to top, then circling her clit with the flat of his tongue before sucking gently. She was already swollen, slippery, responsive; every pass made her thighs tense against his cheeks. He devoured her hungrily, weeks of denial and nightly service honing his technique into something instinctive. He knew exactly how she liked the pressure, the rhythm, the way he should flick the underside of her clit just before sucking it between his lips.

Her breathing grew ragged. The first moan slipped out, low, throaty, then another, louder. She didn't try to be quiet. Didn't care if the sound carried over the fence, if a neighbor happened to be in their own yard. She let the pleasure roll through her openly, hips rocking forward to meet his mouth, hand tightening in his hair to hold him exactly where she wanted.

Ethan's world narrowed to her: the taste flooding his mouth, the way her clit pulsed against his tongue, the increasing wetness that smeared across his cheeks and chin. His cock throbbed uselessly in his jeans, leaking steadily, the denim dark at the front now, but he ignored it, focused only on her. On making her cum. On proving he could be good, that he deserved whatever reward she might grant next.

When the orgasm hit her it was sudden and fierce. Her thighs clamped around his head; her back arched off the chair; a sharp, unrestrained cry tore from her throat, loud enough that it echoed off the side of the house. Her pussy spasmed against his tongue, fresh wetness flooding his mouth as she ground down hard, riding the waves through every shudder. Ethan kept licking, kept sucking, drawing out every tremor until her grip in his hair loosened and her hips stilled.

She exhaled long and shaky, chest rising and falling. For a moment she simply sat there, legs still parted, his face buried between them, tasting the aftershocks on his tongue.

Finally she released him completely. He pulled back slowly, lips and chin shining, breathing hard.

Scarlett looked down at him with heavy-lidded satisfaction.

"Good boy," she murmured. Then, softer: "Very good."

She stood, hoodie falling from her lap to the deck. Naked from the waist down, she turned and walked toward the sliding glass door without looking back. The sway of her hips, ass round and firm, still flushed from the run and the orgasm, held Ethan's gaze like a magnet. He rose on unsteady legs, cock straining painfully, the taste of her fresh sweat and pussy still thick on his tongue, coating his mouth, his throat.

Ethan stepped through the back door into Scarlett’s kitchen, the familiar click of the latch behind him sealing the outside world away. The house smelled of warm sunlight and the faint trace of her post-run skin, sweat, fresh air, and that underlying citrus musk that had haunted him all week. Without a word, without needing to be told, he began to strip.

Hoodie folded neatly on the chair by the door. T-shirt peeled off and placed on top. Jeans unbuttoned, zipper down, denim and boxer briefs shoved to his ankles in one motion, socks last. Naked now, he straightened, clasped his hands behind his back, feet slightly apart, cock already half hard and thickening rapidly in the warm air of the house. He stood silent, eyes lowered just enough to show deference, waiting for her next instruction.

Scarlett watched from the doorway that led to the living room, arms loosely crossed under her breasts, still in the same black running top and leggings she’d worn earlier. Her hair was loose now, slightly damp at the temples from the run and the sun. A slow, approving smile curved her lips.

“Look at you,” she said softly, voice rich with satisfaction. “Not even a second’s hesitation. Door closes, clothes come off, hands behind your back, cock already waking up for me. Perfect.”

She stepped closer, bare feet silent on the tile, until she stood just inside his personal space. Her eyes roamed over him, chest, stomach, the rigid line of his erection, before returning to his face.

“You were so good this week,” she continued. “Every time that little tongue emoji appeared, you came running. Stripped. Knelt. Ate my pussy like it was the only thing that mattered in the world. No complaints. No lingering. Just perfect, on-demand service. My perfect little sex toy, ready whenever I wanted a mouth between my legs.”

Ethan’s throat worked. “I want to please you, Mistress,” he said quietly, voice rough with the truth of it. “More than anything.”

Scarlett’s smile deepened. She reached down, gripped the hem of her running top, and peeled it slowly upward. The fabric slid over her ribs, past the swell of her breasts, full, nipples already dark and peaked, then over her head. She dropped the top onto the growing pile of his clothes.Both of them bare now, the air between them electric.

She closed the last step, breasts brushing his chest, her hand sliding down to wrap loosely around his cock. It pulsed hard in her grip, already leaking at the tip.

“I want to feel your cock inside me again,” she said, voice dropping to a husky murmur. “To feel you fill me like last week… but this time you’ll get to enjoy it too. And better yet, ” her thumb circled the head once, spreading the precum “, no condom getting in the way. You’ll feel every fold of my wet pussy gripping you. Every ridge. Every pulse. And when you can’t hold back anymore, you’ll pump your huge load deep inside me. Right where it belongs.”

Ethan’s cock jerked violently in her hand. Heat flooded his face, his chest, his groin. His breathing turned ragged; he could feel the flush climbing his neck.

Scarlett’s eyes glittered with delight at the reaction.

“You like that idea, don’t you?” she asked, squeezing gently. “Being inside me bare. Feeling everything.”

He swallowed hard, voice barely above a whisper. “I’ve… I’ve never done it without a condom, Mistress. Never felt it… raw.”

Her smile turned wicked, triumphant.

“Oh, sweet boy,” she purred. “Then you’re in for something special.”

She released his cock, turned, and walked toward the hallway that led to the bedroom. Her hips swayed with deliberate grace, ass flexing with each step, the faint sheen of dried sweat still clinging to the small of her back. Ethan followed, entranced, cock bobbing painfully with every stride, precum already beading steadily at the tip again.

In the bedroom she lay back on the crisp white sheets, legs parting as she settled against the pillows. The fresh scent of her, post-run sweat mixed with the rich musk of renewed arousal, filled the air, making his head swim with raw, animal desire. She crooked a finger, beckoning him between her thighs.

Ethan climbed onto the bed, positioning himself on his knees between her spread legs. His cock hovered above her entrance, head brushing the slick folds, already coated in her wetness. She reached down, wrapped her fingers around the base, and guided the tip to rest exactly at her opening, hot, slippery, ready.

She looked up at him, eyes dark and commanding.

“Beg,” she said softly. “Degrade yourself for permission to enter me. Tell me what a desperate, needy little toy you are. Convince me you deserve to feel my bare pussy around your cock.”

Ethan’s heart hammered so hard he could feel it in his throat. His voice came out hoarse, trembling with need.

“Please, Mistress… please let me inside you. I’m desperate for you. I’ve been aching all week, balls full, cock leaking just thinking about you. I’m your toy, your obedient, pathetic little sex toy who lives to serve you. I don’t deserve to feel you bare, but I’m begging… please… let me slide into your perfect, wet pussy. Let me feel every inch of you gripping me. I’ll do anything, anything, to earn it. Just please… let me fuck you. Let me fill you.”

Scarlett’s smile was slow, predatory, utterly satisfied.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Good boy.”

Scarlett hooked her legs behind his ass, ankles crossing at the small of his back. The movement was slow, deliberate, pulling him forward with gentle but unrelenting pressure. Ethan braced his hands on either side of her shoulders, breath catching as the head of his cock parted her slick lips. The first sensation hit him like a shockwave, hot, wet velvet enveloping him, no latex, no barrier, just the raw glide of her inner walls stretching around his bare shaft.

He slid in inch by inch, the slow descent almost torturous in its perfection. Every fold of her pussy kissed him, rippled against him, welcomed him deeper. The heat was overwhelming, liquid fire that wrapped him completely, tighter and slicker than anything he had ever imagined. When he finally sank to the hilt, buried fully inside her, her wetness coated him from root to tip, her walls squeezing once around his length as though testing the fit. A low groan tore from his throat; his arms trembled. He had never felt anything so intimate, so consuming. The lack of condom made every detail vivid: the subtle pulse of her heartbeat against his shaft, the way her arousal leaked out around him, the perfect, slick friction that made his vision blur at the edges.

Scarlett exhaled slowly, eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

Ethan began to move, slow at first, long, careful strokes that let him feel every inch of her as he withdrew almost completely, then sank back in. The drag of her walls along his bare cock was exquisite torture; each thrust built a pressure in his balls that had been simmering for a week. He tried desperately to hold back, jaw clenched, breathing ragged, focusing on her pleasure rather than his own. He angled his hips slightly, grinding against her clit on every downstroke, watching her face for every flicker of approval.

Scarlett loved it. Her moans grew deeper, throatier, her nails lightly scoring his shoulders as she rocked up to meet him.

“Don’t cum,” she ordered softly, voice thick with arousal. “Not yet. I want to enjoy your cock inside me longer. Feel you stretching me… filling me… just like this.”

He obeyed, slowing when the edge crept too close, hips stuttering as he fought the rising tide. Sweat beaded on his forehead, dripping onto her chest. Scarlett watched him struggle, eyes dark with satisfaction.

When she saw his control fraying, his thrusts turning erratic, breath hitching, she dug her nails into his back, hard enough to leave crescent marks. The sharp sting yanked him back from the brink; he gasped, hips freezing as the pain cut through the pleasure like a blade.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Now keep going.”

He resumed, slower again, then gradually building once more. Scarlett’s moans turned into soft cries; her legs tightened around him, heels digging into his ass to pull him deeper. She was close, he could feel it in the way her walls tightened, the way her breath caught on every thrust.

“Faster,” she gasped. “Now. Fuck me hard. Cum deep inside me, pump your load into me. Fill my pussy with your hot cum. Give it all to me.”

The permission shattered him.

Ethan’s rhythm broke into desperate, pounding strokes. Scarlett’s cry rose, sharp, unrestrained, as her orgasm crashed over her. Her pussy clamped down hard, spasming around his bare cock in violent waves, milking him with rhythmic pulses that dragged him over the edge.

He exploded.

The first spurt was massive, thick, hot jets erupting deep inside her, painting her walls as her own climax gripped him tighter. Spurt after spurt followed, an impossible flood, over a week of denial emptying into her in powerful, rhythmic pulses. His orgasm stretched impossibly long, each contraction wringing another rope of cum from him until he felt hollowed out, drained, yet still twitching inside her. Scarlett’s walls clenched in perfect counterpoint, drawing every last drop, her moans blending with his broken groans.

They collapsed together, sweaty, breathless, hearts hammering against each other. Ethan stayed buried inside her as long as he could, softening slowly. When he finally slipped free, a thick gush of cum followed, white and viscous, steadily oozing from her swollen pussy onto the sheets beneath her.

He looked down at the sight: his seed leaking from her, marking the place where he had just been. It should have felt like conquest, like territory claimed. Instead it felt like offering, like his Mistress had taken a reward she was owed, accepted a part of him deep into her body, and he had been privileged to provide it. The thought made his spent cock twitch weakly, a final aftershock of devotion.

Scarlett reached down, scooped a small amount of the mingled cum onto her finger, and brought it to her lips. She tasted it slowly, eyes locked on his, savoring the flavor with a soft, appreciative hum.

She leaned up, cupped the back of his neck, and pulled him into a deep kiss. Her tongue slid against his, sharing the taste of them both, salty, musky, intimate. Ethan’s mind reeled at the act, tasting his own cum on her lips, in her mouth, but he didn’t resist. He couldn’t. He kissed her back, helpless, lost in the slow, possessive sweep of her tongue.

She broke away just enough to murmur against his mouth.

“That was just a little taste,” she whispered. “See how good we taste mixed together?”

She kissed him once more, soft, lingering, then settled back against the pillows, legs still loosely wrapped around his waist, cum still leaking slowly from her as she held him close.

Scarlett lay beneath him for several long moments after their shared climax, legs still loosely wrapped around his waist, her pussy giving faint, lazy spasms around the emptiness where his cock had been. Cum continued to leak slowly from her, warm and thick, pooling beneath her on the sheets. Eventually she sighed, a soft, sated sound, and unwound her legs.

“Up,” she murmured, patting his hip. “Get cleaned up. Then go downstairs and fix us an omelette and bacon. I’m going to shower, then I’ll join you.”

Even in the heavy, post-orgasmic fog that blanketed his mind and body, Ethan obeyed without hesitation. The instinct to please her was already bone-deep. He pushed himself up on unsteady arms, seeing another slow gush of their combined release. His legs shook as he climbed off the bed; every muscle felt loose and liquid, spent in a way he had never experienced before.

He padded to the en-suite bathroom on rubbery legs. The mirror showed a man flushed and dazed, sweat-slick chest, hair mussed, lips swollen from kissing. His cock hung heavy between his thighs, still semi-hard, glistening with her. He ran warm water over a washcloth, cleaned himself carefully, wiping away the slick mix of her arousal and his cum, then dried off with a towel from the rack. The simple act felt like ritual: preparing himself to serve her again, even in something as mundane as cooking lunch.

Naked, as the house rules demanded, he descended the stairs. The kitchen was bright with midday sun streaming through the windows. He moved on autopilot, pulled eggs from the fridge, cracked six into a bowl, whisked them with salt and pepper, diced some leftover ham and cheese, found the bacon in the crisper drawer. The sizzle of bacon hitting the hot pan filled the quiet house; the smell of frying meat and melting cheese grounded him even as his mind kept drifting back to the bedroom.

He relived it in vivid flashes: the moment she pulled him inside her bare, the impossible heat and wetness that had swallowed him whole, the way her walls had gripped and fluttered around his naked shaft. The power of his orgasm, deep, endless, pumping spurt after spurt directly into her body, had felt like surrender and triumph at once. He wanted more of it. More of her. More of this strange, consuming need to belong to her, to earn her pleasure, to be allowed to give her everything he had.

The omelettes were almost finished, fluffy, golden, folded over the filling, when he heard her footsteps on the stairs. Scarlett appeared in the doorway wearing a simple white linen sundress that skimmed her thighs, hair still damp from the shower, skin glowing. She looked fresh, relaxed, utterly in command.

She slid onto a stool at the island, legs crossing casually.

“Smells good,” she said. “You might cook better than you fuck.”

He flushed at the teasing praise, plated the food, and set one in front of her with a fork and napkin. They ate in companionable silence for a few minutes, bacon crisp, eggs soft, coffee strong. She took small, deliberate bites, watching him the entire time.

When her plate was nearly clean, she set her fork down.

“You broke the no-orgasm rule a couple of weeks ago,” she said quietly. “Twice.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. He opened his mouth to apologize, again, but she raised a single finger, silencing him.

“I know you’re sorry,” she continued. “But sorry isn’t training. And you need more training. That’s exactly what I’m going to give you.”

She reached beneath the island counter and lifted a small black velvet pouch onto the surface. Ethan stared at it, pulse quickening without knowing why.

Scarlett opened the drawstring and tipped the contents into her palm: a small, gleaming metal chastity cage, curved steel tube, locking ring, tiny padlock already threaded through the hasp.

Ethan blinked. He had seen devices like this on the internet, but never in person, never imagined they would appear in his own life.

“This,” she said calmly, “is going on you. Right now.”

He swallowed hard. “Mistress… I, ”

She stood, walked around the island until she stood directly in front of him. “Present yourself.”

Numbly, he pushed the stool back and stood. His cock, still soft from the earlier release but stirring at her proximity, hung between his legs. Scarlett knelt gracefully, bringing her face level with his groin. She lifted his softening shaft with cool fingers, slid the steel ring around the base of his cock and balls, then fitted the curved cage over the head. The metal was cold at first, shocking against his warm skin. She worked efficiently, tucking his shaft into the tube, aligning the pieces, sliding the lock through the hasp. The click of the padlock closing echoed in the quiet kitchen.

She stood again, brushing her hands together as though completing a simple task.

“It only comes off when I allow it,” she said. “And it will never be while you’re alone. Understand?”

Ethan stared down at the cage, small, unyielding, his cock already trying to swell inside the confined space and failing. The pressure was immediate, strange, inescapable. He nodded slowly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Scarlett laughed, soft, delighted, utterly pleased.

“Good boy.” She stepped back, tilting her head. “Now put on your clothes and go home. I’m meeting a friend for shopping and I don’t want to be late.”

He dressed mechanically, jeans first, the denim pressing the cage against his groin in a constant, dull reminder; T-shirt, hoodie. The weight of the device shifted with every movement, foreign and insistent. His cock strained uselessly against the bars, unable to harden fully, the denial now literal, physical, locked in place.

Scarlett walked him to the back door, opened it, and watched him step out into the warm March afternoon.

“See you soon,” she said lightly, then closed the door.

Ethan crossed the yard on legs that still felt unsteady, the cage rubbing against him with every step. Back in his own kitchen he stood motionless for a long minute, hand hovering over the front of his jeans, feeling the unyielding steel beneath the fabric.

He realized, slowly, deeply, the gravity of what she had just done. His cock, his pleasure, his release: none of it belonged to him anymore. Not even the ability to get hard without her permission. The relationship had shifted into new, uncharted depths, ownership disguised as desire, control wrapped in care.

He exhaled shakily, cock throbbing uselessly inside its prison, already aching for the next time she would allow him near her.

He was hers. Completely. And he had never wanted anything more.


Thank You for Reading!

I hope you enjoyed this story. If you did, please take a moment to leave a quick review on Amazon; it helps other readers find my stories and keeps me writing more for you!

Browse all my books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jenniambrose

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons is coincidental.
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