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In the softening light of March, the rented Craftsman house south of Portland has become less a home than a threshold. Ethan Caldwell, twenty-seven, solitary by habit, newly anchored in remote code and quiet streets, crossed that threshold weeks ago with nothing more ambitious than neighborly helpfulness. What returned was a man quietly remade, body and will alike tuned to the frequency of the woman next door.

Scarlett Voss carries her authority the way she carries sunlight: effortlessly, inevitably. Mid-forties, body sculpted by disciplined exercise, gaze steady enough to still a room without effort, she never needed to shout to be heard. From the first shared exertion in her garden the current between them ran one way: her subtle directives disguised as suggestions, his instinctive compliance framed as courtesy. That thread quickened inside her sunlit kitchen, where she stripped him while remaining clothed, took him to the root into her throat, then withdrew at the brink and named the first boundary, his release was hers to grant or withhold.

The weeks that followed were deliberate escalation. Through sheer curtains she offered glimpses calibrated to torment, yoga held provocatively long, silk slipping from shoulders at dusk, then summoned him four times with nothing more than a tongue emoji. Each visit followed the same austere ritual: knock, strip, kneel, serve her with his mouth until she came, then leave without a word. He learned the taste of her unadorned, sweat and musk after runs, the deeper sweetness when she was already close, and discovered how much sweeter obedience felt when it brought her pleasure while denying his own.

Saturday arrived warm and dry, the first real hint of spring. He left another small tribute at her door, calla lily and wildflower honey, then mowed her lawn in old clothes while she watched from the deck chair, iced drink in hand, hoodie draped across her lap. When the mower fell silent she called him to his knees for a foot massage in open daylight, then lifted the hoodie to reveal she wore nothing beneath. He ate her there on the deck, hungrily, reverently, her moans carrying without shame until she shuddered through a sharp, unrestrained climax.

Inside, the air shifted again. She stripped them both, guided his bare cock to her entrance, made him beg and degrade himself for entry. When she finally pulled him in, slow, deep, no barrier, the sensation overwhelmed him: hot, slick velvet gripping every inch, no condom to mute the intimacy. She savored the feeling while he fought not to spill too soon; when permission came she demanded he fill her completely. He did, spurt after thick spurt erupting deep inside her, the longest, most powerful release of his life, her walls milking him through every pulse until they collapsed together, sweaty and breathless. Cum leaked from her afterward in slow, obscene rivulets; she tasted their mingled essence on her finger, then kissed him so he could taste it too, moaning softly at how perfectly they combined.

Afterward she cleaned him with clinical care, then, after eating the lunch he cooked and still naked, lifted a small black pouch from beneath the counter. Inside waited a gleaming steel chastity cage. She fitted it onto him with calm efficiency, the lock clicking shut like a period at the end of a sentence. “It only comes off when I allow it,” she told him, “and never while you’re alone.” He dressed, feeling the unfamiliar weight shift with every step, cock already straining uselessly against unyielding bars.

The energy between them has solidified into something unmistakable. Scarlett no longer hints at control; she exercises it with the ease of long practice, calm voice, deliberate touch, rules laid down like natural law. Ethan, once cautious and self-contained, now stands on the far side of surrender. Every denied urge, every silent service, every locked moment has deepened the current running between them. She has claimed not just his body but the shape of his desire; he has begun, without fully understanding it, to crave the very boundaries she draws.

A new week begins tomorrow. Scarlett has already begun reshaping him, piece by careful piece. Ethan carries the cage like a secret heartbeat, aching and obedient, waiting for whatever she decides comes next.

The first couple of days after the cage locked shut passed in a kind of stunned fog. Ethan woke Monday morning to the unfamiliar weight between his legs, cold steel pressing against his groin even before he opened his eyes. He sat on the edge of the bed, pulled the waistband of his boxers down, and stared at the device in disbelief. The curved tube gleamed dully in the morning light filtering through the blinds; his cock filled it completely but could go no further. He touched the bars tentatively, then more firmly, testing the reality of it. No give. No way to stroke, no way to harden beyond the tiny, futile twitch the confined space allowed. The lock sat heavy at the base, small but absolute.

He showered carefully, soaping around the cage, feeling the strange combination of vulnerability and arousal at how thoroughly Scarlett had claimed even this private act. Drying off, he dressed for work, jeans first, the denim pressing the steel against his skin with every movement, and spent the day in Teams calls trying to focus while the constant reminder shifted with his posture. By evening the ache had deepened; his balls felt fuller, heavier, a dull throb that refused to fade.

Monday night he woke twice, once at 2:17 a.m., cock straining uselessly inside the cage, the pressure sharp and insistent, no relief possible; again at 4:40, same helpless pulsing, same frustration. He lay on his back staring at the ceiling, hands clenched at his sides, mind spinning with the fact that he could not even get fully hard without her permission. The denial had been mental before; now it was physical, inescapable. Every failed attempt to swell sent a fresh wave of need crashing through him. He was locked. Truly locked. And the woman who held the key lived thirty feet away.

Tuesday working from home dragged. Work blurred; he answered emails on autopilot while the cage rubbed against him with every shift in his chair. The frustration built rapidly, sharp, almost angry at times, because there was no outlet, no chance of even partial relief. He caught himself touching the front of his jeans absentmindedly, then yanking his hand away, heart racing at the reminder of how completely she controlled him now.

Around 3:40 p.m. his phone buzzed on the desk.

Scarlett: Back fence. Now. Inspection.

Ethan stared at the message, pulse spiking. Inspection. He stood, legs unsteady, and walked to the kitchen window. Through the glass he could see her already there, standing just inside her yard, near the low fence panel they used to cross, wearing loose gray sweats and a fitted black tank top, hair in a loose knot. She leaned casually against the fence post, arms crossed, waiting.

He glanced around, no neighbors visible, no one in the street, then slipped out the back door and crossed the grass quickly. When he reached the fence she gave a small nod.

“Drop your pants and boxers,” she said calmly.

Ethan froze. “Here? Mistress, what if…”

Her brow lifted. “I didn’t ask for a debate.”

Blushing hard, face burning, ears hot, he glanced once more toward the neighboring houses, then unbuttoned his jeans with shaking fingers. He shoved them down along with his boxers to mid-thigh, exposing the steel cage. His cock filled it completely but could not rise; the head pressed futilely against the bars, a bead of precum already visible at the slit.

Scarlett stepped closer, eyes dropping to the device. She reached through the gap in the fence panels and touched the cage lightly, fingertips tracing the cold steel, brushing the sensitive skin of his balls beneath. The contact was minimal, almost clinical, but it made him shudder.

“Still locked tight,” she murmured, as though inspecting a piece of fine jewelry. “No tampering. Good.”

She withdrew her hand, amused by the way his face had gone scarlet, the way his eyes darted nervously toward the houses again.

“How does it feel?” she asked softly. “Being locked like this.”

Ethan swallowed, voice rough. “It… it’s heavy, Mistress. Constant. I can’t get hard at all, just this pressure, this ache. I wake up at night trying to… and nothing happens. It’s frustrating. Really frustrating. But…” He hesitated, then met her gaze. “But knowing it’s you who did it… that you have the key… it makes me want to please you even more.”

Scarlett’s smile was slow, satisfied.

“Exactly,” she said. “That’s the point.”

She stepped back half a pace.

“Come over tomorrow night after work,” she told him. “Be ready to earn any time unlocked.”

The words landed like a promise and a threat at once. Ethan nodded, throat tight.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She turned and walked back toward her house without another word, leaving him standing there, pants around his thighs, caged cock exposed to the afternoon air, until he pulled them up with trembling hands and retreated to his own yard.

Back inside, he leaned against the kitchen counter, heart still racing. The weight of the cage shifted with every breath; his mind spun with the sheer scope of the power he had already handed her. She controlled his erections now. His orgasms. His very ability to feel full arousal. And tomorrow night he would cross the yard again, stripped and kneeling, ready to do whatever she demanded for even the possibility of release.

He was in deeper than he had ever imagined, and he had never wanted to be anywhere else.

The next evening arrived with the soft gray of early March dusk settling over the suburb. Ethan had spent the day in a haze of low-grade distraction, meetings blurred, code reviews half-finished, his mind circling the steel cage that had become a constant, intimate weight. Every time he shifted in his chair, the bars pressed against his confined cock; every trip to the bathroom forced him to confront the locked reality staring back from the mirror. The ache in his balls had deepened into something almost permanent, a dull, insistent pressure that sharpened whenever he remembered Scarlett’s parting words: Be ready to earn any time unlocked.

At 6:45 p.m. he crossed the yard again, careful to stay in the shadow of the fence line. The air carried the faint scent of someone’s wood-burning fireplace down the street. He climbed the two steps to her back deck, heart already thudding, and knocked, three soft, deliberate raps, then stepped back and waited.

The door opened after perhaps twenty seconds. Scarlett stood in the threshold wearing officewear that made his breath catch: a fitted charcoal pencil skirt hugging her hips, a cream silk blouse tucked neatly at the waist, sleeves rolled to her elbows, dark hair pulled into a low, sleek knot. She looked polished, professional, utterly in control.

“Come in,” she said simply.

Ethan stepped across the threshold. The door closed behind him with a quiet click. Without prompting he began the ritual: hoodie folded on the chair, T-shirt next, jeans and boxers pushed down together, socks peeled off last. Naked now, he straightened, hands behind his back, the steel cage hanging heavy between his legs, cock pressed futilely against the bars, a small bead of precum already glistening at the tip.

Scarlett circled him slowly, bare feet silent on the hardwood. Her eyes traced the lines of his body, shoulders, chest, the taut plane of his stomach, before settling on the cage.

“It suits you,” she murmured, reaching out to trace one fingertip along the top bar. The touch was light, almost absent, but it made his trapped cock twitch helplessly. “Look how full you are already. Straining. Leaking. The steel keeps you small and obedient, doesn’t it? Exactly how I like my toys.”

Ethan swallowed, voice rough. “Yes, Mistress.”

She smiled, small and pleased, then stepped back.

“Wait here.”

She disappeared down the hallway. Ethan stood motionless, pulse loud in his ears, the cage a constant, humiliating reminder of his predicament. A minute later she returned carrying a small white garment over her arm, a frilly, half-apron in pale pink cotton, edged with lace, the kind meant for playful domestic scenes.

“Put this on,” she said, tossing it to him.

Ethan caught it, staring at the ruffled edges and the tiny bow at the waist. “Mistress…?”

Her brow lifted. “You’re going to help me cook dinner. And you’ll do it properly dressed for the task.” She stepped closer, voice dropping. “Or do you need a reminder of who decides when, if ever, that cage comes off?”

The words landed like a hand around his throat. He flushed hotly, shame and arousal twisting together, then slipped the apron over his head. The bib barely covered his chest; the ties knotted at the small of his back, leaving his ass completely exposed, the cage dangling beneath the short skirt of fabric. He looked ridiculous, naked except for the frilly apron, and he knew it.

Scarlett’s smile was slow and approving. “Much better.”

They moved to the kitchen together. She pulled ingredients from the fridge, chicken breasts, asparagus, garlic, lemon, while he chopped vegetables at the island, the apron swaying with every movement, the cage shifting uncomfortably against his thighs. Conversation stayed deceptively normal: she asked about his day, he answered in short sentences, voice strained. Every so often she stepped behind him, one hand sliding over his bare ass, squeezing firmly, or brushing the underside of the cage with her fingertips.

“Such a pretty sight,” she murmured once, leaning in so her breasts pressed against his back through the silk blouse. “Chopping carrots with your cock locked and your ass on display. I could bend you over this counter right now and fuck you with my fingers while you cook. Would you like that?”

Ethan’s knife faltered; a carrot rolled off the cutting board. “Mistress, I…” he rasped, cock straining painfully against the bars.

She laughed softly and moved away, leaving him aching and trembling.

They ate at the small table in the breakfast nook, chicken sautéed with garlic and lemon, roasted asparagus, a glass of chilled white wine. The normalcy of the meal only sharpened the surreal eroticism of his situation: sitting naked except for the frilly apron, cage pressing against the chair with every shift, while she ate calmly in her office clothes, occasionally reaching over to stroke his thigh or tug lightly on the apron strings.

When the plates were cleared she leaned back in her chair, legs crossed, studying him over the rim of her wineglass.

“You’ve been so good in chastity,” she said quietly. “No touching. No whining. Just aching and waiting. That deserves a reward.”

Ethan’s heart slammed against his ribs. “Thank you, Mistress.”

She set the glass down and stood. “Come here.”

He rose, the apron swaying, cage swinging heavily. She walked around him once, then stopped in front of him.

“I want to show you a new kind of pleasure,” she said. “Something you’ve never had before.”

She took his wrist and guided him to the kitchen table, turning him so his hips pressed against the edge.

“Bend over.”

Confusion flickered across his face, thinking about the comment she had made earlier, how he had thought it was just to shock him, but he obeyed, palms flat on the wood, ass presented, cage dangling between his thighs. Scarlett stepped behind him, hands sliding up the backs of his legs, then parting his cheeks gently.

Her warm breath ghosted over his skin a second before her tongue touched him, soft, wet, circling the tight ring of his asshole with slow, deliberate strokes.

Ethan jolted, a shocked gasp escaping him. “Mistress, ?”

“Shh,” she murmured against him. “Relax.”

Her tongue pressed more firmly, licking in broad, flat strokes, then pointing to trace the sensitive rim. She alternated, long licks, then teasing flicks, while one hand reached between his legs to cup his caged balls, rolling them gently.

“What a nice, tight little hole you have,” she purred between licks. “So eager for attention. Look at you, dripping precum all over the floor while I tongue your ass. Such a filthy boy for your Mistress.”

Ethan moaned, low, broken, hips rocking back instinctively despite himself. The sensation was overwhelming: warm, wet, invasive, humiliating, and impossibly arousing. His cock strained desperately against the bars, precum leaking in steady strings onto the tile below. Her tongue delved deeper, pressing inside, fucking him slowly while her fingers tugged lightly on his balls.

He was moaning openly now, grinding back against her face, shocking himself with how much he loved the filthy act, the degradation, the vulnerability, the way she owned even this part of him. The cage kept him painfully denied, the frustration only heightening the pleasure of her tongue claiming his ass.

Scarlett hummed in approval against him, the vibration sending another helpless spurt of precum dripping to the floor.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Give in to it. Let your Mistress eat your tight little hole while your cock stays locked and useless.”

Ethan shuddered, head dropping to his forearms, lost in the overwhelming mix of shame and ecstasy, completely hers.

Scarlett kept her tongue pressed firmly against his rim for another slow, deliberate circle, feeling the way his body trembled under the relentless attention. She could sense it in the tension of his thighs, the shallow hitch of his breath, the steady drip of precum pooling on the tile below: he was so far gone, so achingly turned on, that resistance had long since dissolved. She could do almost anything to him now, and he would take it, beg for it, even.

She pulled her mouth away with a soft, wet sound, leaving his hole slick and glistening. Ethan let out a small, involuntary whimper at the sudden absence, hips rocking back instinctively, seeking more.

“Shh,” she murmured, voice low and soothing. “It’s time to be unlocked.”

He froze, breath catching. She reached into the pocket of her skirt and drew out a small silver key on a thin chain. The metal caught the kitchen light as she dangled it in front of his face for a second, just long enough for him to register what it meant, then she knelt behind him again.

Her fingers found the padlock at the base of the cage. A quick twist, a soft click, and the hasp sprang open. She worked the ring free from around his balls, then carefully slid the steel tube off his shaft.

The moment the cage released him, his cock surged to full, painful erection in seconds, springing upward, veins bulging, head flushed dark purple and already slick with fresh precum. The sudden rush of blood made him groan, low and ragged, knees buckling slightly against the table edge.

Scarlett wrapped one hand around the base, the other cupping his balls, and began to stroke, slow, firm pulls from root to tip, thumb gliding over the sensitive head on every upstroke. The pleasure after days of total denial was blinding: every nerve ending lit up at once, raw and overwhelming. Ethan moaned helplessly, hips jerking forward into her grip, the sound echoing off the kitchen cabinets.

“Poor thing,” she purred against the small of his back, lips brushing his skin. “So desperate after being locked up. Feel how hard you are for me now.”

She leaned in again, tongue returning to his hole, lapping in slow, wet circles while her hand kept stroking his cock in perfect rhythm. The dual sensation short-circuited his brain: warm, slippery pressure at his ass, firm, slick strokes along his shaft. His moans turned continuous, broken, hips rocking back and forth between her mouth and her hand without conscious thought. The pleasure built in layers, intense, confusing, filthy, and he couldn’t process it, couldn’t name it, could only feel the rising tide threatening to drown him.

Then she pulled her mouth away again. Ethan whined at the loss, hole clenching around nothing.

A moment later he felt light pressure, something firmer than her tongue, pressing against his slick entrance. Before he could tense or question, her finger slid inside him, slow, steady, already past the first knuckle.

Ethan’s eyes flew wide. His hole, completely untouched until this moment, gave way with surprising ease, the intrusion strange and overwhelming. A finger. Inside him. Something he had never even considered, never fantasized about, never imagined wanting. And yet here he was, bent over her kitchen table, naked except for the apron still tied around his waist, with Scarlett’s finger buried in his ass.

Before he could form a protest, before the shock could fully register, she curled her finger forward, pressing firmly against his prostate.

The sensation hit like lightning.

A deep, electric jolt shot through his pelvis, different from anything he had ever felt, intense, internal, radiating outward in waves that made his toes curl against the tile. She stroked back and forth over the spot, slow, deliberate drags, while her other hand worked his cock harder, faster, slick with his own precum.

Ethan moaned, loud, broken, almost pained. His hips jerked involuntarily, pushing back onto her finger, chasing the pressure against his prostate even as shame burned through him.

“That’s it,” she whispered, voice dark and satisfied. “Feel how good your little hole likes being played with. Look at you, moaning like a desperate slut while I finger fuck your ass and stroke your pathetic cock. You’re not even a man right now, are you? You’re my toy. My obedient, dripping, ass-hungry little toy who obeys every filthy thing I do to him.”

The words sank into him like hooks, deepening the submission she had already begun to carve into his mind. He couldn’t speak, could only moan, head dropping to his forearms, hips rocking back onto her finger, forward into her fist, lost in the overwhelming dual assault.

She pressed harder against his prostate, stroking faster now, her other hand twisting around the head of his cock on every upstroke.

“Say it,” she commanded softly. “Tell me what you are.”

Ethan’s voice cracked, barely audible. “I’m… I’m your toy, Mistress. Your obedient… ass-hungry toy.”

She laughed, low, pleased, and rewarded him with another firm press against that spot inside him, making his whole body shudder.

“Good boy,” she purred. “That’s exactly what you are.”

Scarlett curled her finger deeper inside him, pressing firmly against his prostate with slow, deliberate drags, back and forth, back and forth, each stroke sending deep, throbbing pulses through his pelvis that had nothing to do with his cock. At the same time, her other hand eased off his shaft, reducing the strokes to light, teasing glides along the length, barely enough to keep him hard but nowhere near enough to push him over. The shift in sensation was brutal: all the pleasure concentrated now in that new, internal spot she owned, radiating outward in heavy waves while his cock throbbed uselessly in the open air, leaking steadily but receiving almost no direct attention.

Ethan moaned, long, broken, almost pained, hips rocking back onto her finger instinctively, chasing the pressure that lit up every nerve he didn’t know he had. The feeling was overwhelming, foreign, consuming: a deep, internal throb that built without warning, spreading through his core, making his balls draw up tight even as his cock remained untouched and aching.

“That’s it,” she whispered against the small of his back, voice dark and intimate. “Feel how good your ass likes being fucked. You’re going to cum like this, all over the floor. No stroking your cock. Just my finger in your tight little hole, working that spot until you spill for me like the needy slut you are, then I’m going to lock you up again.”

He made a small, protesting sound, half whine, half gasp, at the thought of more chastity after this, but the protest dissolved into another moan as she pressed harder against his prostate.

“Shh,” she soothed, though her tone carried steel. “The cage is the key to more pleasure, not less. Once you’re locked again, you’ll feel everything more intensely, the ache, the need, the desperation. You’ll love giving more of yourself to me this way. You’ll become my perfect little toy, obedient, denied, dripping, always ready to serve. You want that, don’t you?”

His mind couldn’t focus enough to argue. The pleasure was too deep, too relentless, wave after wave building from that single point inside him, spreading until his whole body trembled. He nodded frantically against his forearms, hips grinding back onto her finger without shame.

“Yes, Mistress,” he gasped. “Please… please…”

She rewarded him by adding a second finger, slow, careful stretch, then curled both against his prostate, stroking faster now, firmer, while her other hand gave his cock only the lightest, teasing touches.

The orgasm built differently than anything he’d ever felt, no surface rush, no familiar tightening at the base of his shaft. It came from deep inside, a heavy, rolling pressure that gathered in his core and exploded outward. His vision blurred; his whole body spasmed, muscles locking, then releasing, as the first powerful spurt erupted from his untouched cock. Cum shot across the tile in thick, forceful ropes, gush after gush, splattering the floor beneath him while his ass clenched rhythmically around her fingers, prostate pulsing under her relentless strokes.

The release went on impossibly long, wave after wave of deep, internal ecstasy that left him shaking, moaning incoherently, hips jerking back onto her hand even as his cock continued to pulse and spill. When it finally ebbed, he collapsed forward onto the table, chest heaving, arms limp, body utterly spent.

Scarlett withdrew her fingers slowly, leaving his hole slick and fluttering. She stood, walked to the sink, and washed her hands with calm efficiency, then grabbed a paper towel and knelt to wipe up the mess on the floor, every thick rope of his cum cleaned away without comment.

Ethan stayed bent over the table, breathing hard, legs trembling, mind blank except for the aftershocks still rippling through him.

She helped him stand, gentle hands under his arms, until he was upright, swaying slightly. His cock hung heavy and spent between his legs, still leaking the last faint drops.

Scarlett retrieved the chastity cage from the counter where she’d set it earlier. She knelt again, fitted the ring around his balls and the base of his shaft, slid the tube over his softening cock, and clicked the lock shut.

“There,” she said softly, standing and brushing her hands together. “Safe and sound again.”

Ethan stared down at the steel prison now encasing him once more, the weight familiar and final.

She patted his cheek lightly. “Now get cleaning. Dishes are waiting.”

He nodded, dazed, compliant, still floating in the haze of one of the most intense orgasms of his life, and moved on unsteady legs, the cage shifting with every step, already beginning to remind him of its presence.

Ethan stood at the sink, still naked except for the frilly apron, hands submerged in warm, soapy water as he scrubbed the first plate. The kitchen felt oddly domestic after everything that had just happened, after the shattering prostate orgasm that had left him trembling and empty, after Scarlett had locked the cage back on with that soft, final click. His legs still felt unsteady; every small movement reminded him of the steel between his thighs, the faint ache in his ass where her fingers had been, the lingering slickness she’d left behind.

Scarlett sat at the small breakfast table behind him, legs crossed, one elbow resting on the wood while she sipped a glass of chilled Pinot Grigio she’d poured herself. The bottle stood open beside her; condensation beaded on the glass. She watched him work with quiet, proprietary satisfaction.

“Wash that one again,” she said mildly. “There’s still a bit of sauce on the edge.”

He obeyed without hesitation, turning the plate under the faucet, water streaming over the ceramic. The apron’s short skirt swayed with the motion, the cage dangling visibly beneath. He could feel her eyes on him, on the curve of his cheeks, the way his muscles flexed when he reached for the next dish.

“Your ass looks so good like this,” she observed, voice casual but laced with heat. “All round and firm. I love how it jiggles just a little when you scrub. And that little cage… it suits you perfectly. Keeps you small and obedient, just how I want you to be from now on.”

Ethan’s face burned. A fresh bead of cum, leftover from the intense release, dripped slowly from the tip of his caged cock, hanging in a thin string before falling to the tile below. He couldn’t stop it; the aftershocks still pulsed through him, forcing tiny, involuntary leaks even now.

Scarlett noticed. “Look at that,” she murmured, amused. “Still dripping for me. Even after cumming so hard, you can’t stop leaking. Pathetic… and beautiful.”

He rinsed a glass, set it in the drainer, then reached for a towel to dry. When he turned slightly to place it on the counter, he froze.

Scarlett held her phone up, screen facing her. The camera glinted in the overhead light. She’d been taking photos, multiple shots, judging by the way she lowered the phone and tapped the screen once more before setting it face-down.

Ethan’s stomach lurched. “Mistress…?”

She smiled, slow, unconcerned, utterly in control.

“Just for my personal collection,” she said lightly. “Something to look at when I’m alone and thinking about my sweet, obedient boy bent over my table, moaning while I play with his virgin little asshole. You have nothing to worry about.”

The words landed softly, but the implication was unmistakable. She held images now, proof, leverage, power. He should have felt panic, outrage, fear. Instead a strange, dizzy heat bloomed in his chest. Even in the post-orgasmic haze, even with his cock locked and useless, the knowledge that she owned these moments of his vulnerability only deepened the pull. He was exposed, captured, claimed. And some quiet, submissive part of him… liked it.

He swallowed, turned back to the sink, and kept washing. Scarlett sipped her wine, legs still crossed, watching him finish the last few dishes.

“Put the plates in the cabinet above the stove,” she instructed. “Glasses on the right shelf. Silverware in the drawer, sorted, please.”

He obeyed each direction precisely, moving around the kitchen in nothing but the apron, cage swaying with every step, the faint drip of residual cum marking his path across the tile. When the sink was empty and the counters wiped, he stood straight, hands at his sides, waiting.

Scarlett set her empty glass down and rose from the chair.

“Come to the living room,” she said. “Lie on the floor. I’m horny after getting to play with your tight little virgin asshole. I want to ride your face again.”

Ethan’s spent cock twitched uselessly inside the cage. He followed her without a word, heart already racing anew, body already responding to the promise of her taste, her weight, her pleasure, regardless of his own locked, denied state.

Scarlett led him into the living room by a single finger hooked through the ring of his chastity cage, the slight tug enough to make him follow without resistance. The apron had been discarded in a crumpled heap on the kitchen floor; he was now fully naked except for the gleaming steel prison between his legs. His cock strained uselessly against the bars, still flushed and sensitive from the earlier prostate orgasm, a faint sheen of residual cum clinging to the tip.

She stopped in the center of the room, released him, and pointed to the thick area rug in front of the couch.

“Lie down,” she said quietly. “On your back.”

Ethan obeyed immediately, lowering himself to the carpet. The fibers were soft against his back and shoulders, but the cage pressed cold and unyielding against his lower abdomen as he settled. He looked up at her, legs slightly parted, still wearing the charcoal pencil skirt and cream silk blouse from work, hair loose now around her shoulders, and waited.

Scarlett stood over him for a long moment, eyes roaming his body with open appreciation: the lean lines of his chest, the faint definition of his abs, the way his thighs tensed as he fought the urge to shift under her gaze. Her attention lingered longest on the cage, small, shiny, utterly confining.

“So obedient,” she murmured. “Even after cumming so hard all over my floor, you still lie here exactly where I tell you. Naked. Caged. Ready for whatever I want next.” She stepped closer, one bare foot nudging his thigh wider. “I love that about you.”

She lifted the hem of her skirt just enough to reveal she wore nothing underneath, then hiked it higher and straddled his face. Her knees settled on either side of his head; she lowered herself slowly until her slick pussy rested directly over his mouth.

“Lick,” she ordered softly. “Suck my clit until I come.”

Ethan opened for her without hesitation. His tongue met her folds, still swollen and wet from earlier, and began the familiar, practiced strokes he’d perfected over the week of nightly summons. Flat licks along her entrance, then pointed flicks against her clit, then gentle sucking that drew a low, appreciative moan from her throat.

She braced her hands on the back of the couch, hips rocking in slow circles as she rode his face.

“I love using your ass while your cock begs for attention,” she breathed, voice thick with arousal. “Feeling you clench around my fingers, watching you leak all over the floor while barely touching that cock… it turns me on so much. Knowing I can make you cum like that, hard, humiliated, and then lock you right back up. You’re perfect like this, Ethan. My perfect, denied little toy.”

Her words sank into him like heat. He moaned against her pussy, the vibration making her gasp and grind down harder. He sucked her clit more firmly, tongue flicking in rapid strokes, tasting the fresh rush of her arousal as she climbed toward release.

When she came it was sudden and fierce, her thighs clamping around his head, hips jerking, a sharp cry tearing from her throat as her pussy pulsed against his mouth. Wetness flooded his tongue; he lapped it up eagerly, drawing out every tremor until she finally lifted herself off him, breathing hard.

She caught her breath for a moment, then turned around, still straddling his face but now facing his feet. She lowered herself again, planting her asshole directly over his mouth.

“Eat,” she commanded.

Ethan hesitated for the briefest second. This was different, more depraved, more intimate in a way that felt like crossing a final line. His own orgasm had left him spent, sensitive, and the act felt filthier in the aftermath. But the cage between his legs throbbed at the denial, at the reminder of who owned him now.

He pressed his tongue to her rim, tentative at first, circling the tight ring with light licks. The taste was earthier, more intense, musk and faint salt from the day, but still unmistakably her.

Scarlett sensed the hesitation immediately. Her hand reached forward, fingers closing around his straining balls. She squeezed, firm, then harder, pain spiking through his groin sharp enough to make him gasp against her.

“Eat like you mean it,” she said, voice low and dangerous. “I expect enthusiasm. Even after you’ve cum. Even when you’re sensitive. If you can’t give me that, then your orgasms stay off the table until you learn.”

Another squeeze, nails digging in just enough to make him whimper. The pain sharpened his focus, cut through the post-orgasm haze. He moaned into her ass, the sound muffled, and pressed his tongue harder, licking in broad, eager strokes, then pointing to trace the rim before pushing inside as far as he could.

Scarlett sighed in approval, releasing the painful grip and cupping his balls more gently now, rolling them in her palm as reward.

“Better,” she purred. “That’s my good boy.”

She reached between her own legs with her free hand, fingers finding her clit and circling slowly as she rocked back against his mouth. Her moans grew deeper, more demanding.

“You’ll get to fuck me again this weekend,” she told him between breaths. “Raw. Deep. Filling me up just like last time. But only if you go deeper into loyalty. Deeper into obedience.”

She ground down harder, smothering him for a moment before lifting enough for him to breathe.

“I’m going to dress you in panties,” she continued, voice husky with building pleasure. “Pretty ones, lace, maybe silk. You’ll wear them under your clothes all week. Be my locked, pantied little bitch. Ready for inspection at any time. And if you’re good, if you obey without hesitation, I’ll reward you with the glorious feeling of being inside my pussy raw again. Fucking me. Filling me with your cum.”

Ethan moaned louder against her asshole, the sound vibrating through her. His caged cock strained desperately against the bars, throbbing, leaking, unable to harden fully but aching with renewed need at her words. The promise of panties, of deeper submission, of being allowed inside her bare again, it all twisted together into something overwhelming.

Scarlett’s fingers moved faster on her clit, hips rocking back harder against his tongue.

“You’ll do it,” she gasped. “You’ll wear them. You’ll present yourself for inspection whenever I want. Because you’re mine now. My perfect, obedient, pantied toy.”

Her voice broke on the last word as her second orgasm hit, sharp, sudden, her asshole clenching around his probing tongue while her pussy spasmed against her own fingers. She cried out, loud, unrestrained, grinding down onto his face until the waves finally eased.

She stayed seated for a moment longer, catching her breath, then lifted herself off him slowly.

Ethan lay there panting, face slick with her, cock throbbing uselessly in its prison, mind reeling from the depth of what she had just promised, and what he had already begun to crave.

Scarlett caught her breath slowly, still straddling his chest, her legs framing his flushed face. Her asshole glistened above him, slick from the orgasm she’d just taken on his tongue. She turned and looked down at him with heavy-lidded satisfaction, then slid off his body and stood beside the couch.

“It’s time to do as promised,” she said, voice soft but final.

She disappeared upstairs without another word. Ethan lay on the living-room floor, heart still racing, the taste of her lingering on his lips and chin. The cage between his legs throbbed dully, his cock trying and failing to harden fully inside the steel confines, the earlier prostate orgasm leaving him sensitive and aching rather than sated.

A minute later she returned, holding a small plastic packet in one hand. The kind that came from a department-store lingerie section, clear front, pastel backing. She tore it open as she approached, tipping the contents onto the coffee table beside him.

Five pairs of cotton panties spilled out, cute, unmistakably girly designs: soft pink with white cherries, pale lavender with tiny bows, baby blue with cartoon kittens, mint green with little hearts, and a sunny yellow pair dotted with smiling strawberries. Each one had delicate lace trim along the legs and waistband, the fabric thin and stretchy, clearly meant to hug and tease rather than conceal.

“Stand,” she said.

Ethan pushed himself up on shaky arms, then rose to his feet. The cage swung heavily between his thighs, cock still half-swollen from the earlier stimulation.

Scarlett stepped close, the small packet of panties still in her hand. She selected the pink pair with the little white cherries, and shook them out gently, letting the delicate cotton and lace unfold between her fingers.

Ethan stood frozen, heart hammering against his ribs. The steel cage hung heavy between his legs, his cock already trying and failing to swell inside it at the sight of what she held. The hesitation hit him like a wall. Panties. Actual women’s panties, soft, girly, printed with cheerful little cherries like something a teenage girl would wear. The shame burned hot and immediate: this wasn’t just private play anymore. This was something he would have to wear every single day, under his normal clothes, walking around the neighborhood, sitting in meetings, living his life while the lace and cotton hugged his locked cock like a constant secret. The humiliation of it clawed at him, men don’t wear this, men don’t let themselves be dressed like this, and for one wild second the urge to resist surged through him, sharp and instinctive. He could say no. He could step back. He could refuse.

But the cage throbbed painfully against his thigh, a cold, unyielding reminder of how thoroughly she already owned him. He wanted more pleasure. Needed it. Needed to feel her pussy around his bare cock again, raw, deep, nothing between them, needed to earn the right to fill her the way she had promised. And he knew, with a sinking, submissive certainty, that the only way forward was through obedience. Resisting now would only mean more denial, more days of aching frustration, more nights spent leaking into whatever pair she chose for him without ever being allowed release. He had already given himself to her. There was no taking it back.

Scarlett saw the internal war playing across his face, the clenched jaw, the flicker of shame in his eyes, the way his hands tightened at his sides. She smiled, slow and knowing.

“Don’t fight it,” she said softly, voice laced with quiet steel. “You know what happens if you hesitate. The cage stays on longer. Maybe a month this time. No unlocking. No fucking me raw. No feeling my pussy milk you while you cum inside me. Is that what you want?”

Ethan swallowed hard, the threat landing like a hand around his throat.

“No, Mistress,” he whispered, voice cracking.

“Then lift your foot.”

He obeyed, shame flooding him so intensely his cheeks burned crimson, as she knelt gracefully. She guided one foot, then the other, through the leg holes. The cotton felt cool and foreign sliding up his calves, the lace trim brushing the sensitive skin of his inner thighs like a teasing whisper. Every inch higher made the humiliation sharper: the soft fabric hugging his legs, the absurd little cherries that would soon frame his steel prison. He felt ridiculous. Exposed. Less than a man.

Scarlett pulled the panties higher still, stretching the waistband over the cage. The stretchy material snapped lightly into place against his hips, cupping his locked cock and balls snugly. The cherries now sat directly over the steel bars, the thin cotton doing nothing to hide the outline of his denial. The lace edges tickled the crease where thigh met groin, a constant, humiliating reminder of what he had become.

She sat back on her heels and admired her work, eyes dark with satisfaction.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Look at you, my pretty, locked, pantied boy. So ashamed… and yet trying to get so hard inside that cage. You’re going to wear these every day now. No exceptions. No boy underwear ever again. And if you ever try to cheat…” She let the threat hang, one fingertip tracing the steel bars through the cotton. “I’ll know. And the cage will stay on even longer.”

Ethan stood there trembling, shame and arousal twisting together into something hot and inescapable. He hated how right it felt. Hated how much he already wanted to keep pleasing her, to earn the chance to fuck her again, to feel her raw and bare around him. The rationalization settled in like truth: This is the price. This is what I have to do to get more of her.

Scarlett rose slowly, brushing her hands together as if she had just completed a simple task.

“Good boy,” she said softly. “Now you’re dressed exactly how you should be.”

“From now on,” she said, “you won’t strip naked when you come in. You’ll strip down to your panties. Everything else comes off, shirt, jeans, socks, but these stay on. You’ll present yourself to me in your pretty little panties every time you cross my threshold.”

She gathered the remaining four pairs and pressed the packet into his hands.

“You’ll need these,” she told him. “Wear nothing but girly panties from now on. No boy underwear again. I’ll make sure you have a good variety as time goes on, more colors, more patterns, maybe some with ruffles or bows. Whatever I decide suits my locked little toy.”

She closed the distance again, cupping his face with both hands.

“It makes me so happy,” she whispered, “so turned on, to think of you caged and pantied all day for me. Every time you sit at your desk, every time you walk down the street, every time you feel the lace against your skin, you’ll remember who owns you. And you’ll be rewarded for degrading yourself like this for your Mistress. Deeply rewarded.”

She leaned in and kissed him, deeply, passionately, tongue sliding against his, tasting herself on him while her body pressed flush to his pantied one. Her breasts flattened against his chest under her shirt, nipples hard; her hips rolled once, grinding her slick pussy against the front of the cotton where his caged cock strained uselessly beneath. He felt every curve of her, breasts, waist, the firm swell of her ass as his hands instinctively rose to grip her, and the contrast of her bare skin against the soft, girly fabric only deepened the humiliation and the want.

She broke the kiss slowly, lips brushing his.

“All this,” she murmured, pressing her forehead to his, “will be yours to enjoy again and again, if you keep up your end of the bargain.”

She stepped back, picked up her phone from the coffee table, and snapped one final photo, full-body, him standing in the pink cherry panties, cage clearly outlined beneath the thin cotton, face flushed with shame and lingering arousal.

“Perfect,” she said, lowering the phone. “Now get dressed and get back home. I know you’re up early for work tomorrow.”

Ethan dressed in silence, jeans first, the denim pressing the panties and cage tightly against him; T-shirt, hoodie. Every movement reminded him of the lace against his skin, the steel confinement, the photos now in her possession.

She walked him to the back door, opened it, and watched him step out into the cool night air.

“Sleep well,” she said softly, then closed the door behind him.

He crossed the yard on unsteady legs, the panties shifting with every step, the cage a constant, humiliating weight. Back in his own house he stood motionless in the kitchen for a long moment, hand resting over the front of his jeans, feeling the outline of the steel and the soft cotton beneath.

He had never felt more owned.

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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