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By the close of March, the quiet suburb south of Portland had woven itself into a tapestry of hidden rituals, where the low fence between two houses marked not just property but the edge of one man's unraveling autonomy. Ethan Caldwell, twenty-seven, a creature of code and solitude, his days scripted by remote screens and his nights once empty, had stepped across that fence one unassuming Thursday with the simple aim of uprooting a stubborn shrub. What blossomed instead was a connection that grew wild and unchecked, rooted in the fertile soil of his unspoken cravings and her unyielding command.

Scarlett Voss embodied dominance as a natural state, like breath or heartbeat. In her mid-forties, her form was a testament to disciplined vitality, lean lines from dawn runs, curves that spoke of quiet power rather than overt display. She didn't seize control; she invited it, her presence a calm vortex that drew others in without effort. From their earliest exchanges, the subtle flirtation in garden dirt, the first wine-laced confession in her kitchen, the energy between them pulsed with asymmetry. She tested boundaries with a glance or a word; he yielded, each concession feeding a hunger he hadn't known was starving. Her dominance escalated not in leaps but in creeping vines: a rule here, a denial there, each one tightening around him until surrender felt like freedom.

The sexual undercurrent had always been there, simmering beneath polite hellos and shared fences. It boiled over in her living room, where she stripped him bare while remaining clothed, her throat claiming him deep and deliberate before withdrawing at the precipice, binding him with the edict that his release was hers to govern. The following days layered denial upon teasing, glimpses through windows, summons via emoji that had him kneeling nightly to serve her with his mouth, leaving without a word or a touch of his own. Each act deepened the imbalance: her pleasure taken freely, his withheld, forging a dynamic where his submission became the aphrodisiac.

But the recent weeks had accelerated the spiral, her dominance blooming into full, unapologetic possession. After a session where she numbed his cock with lube and rode him to her own shattering climaxes while he felt nothing but frustration, she locked him in chastity, a gleaming steel prison that turned even his morning erections into futile struggles. The cage became his constant companion, a physical manifestation of her control, amplifying every tease she sent: sultry photos of her in lingerie, fingers buried in her pussy; voice notes describing how she'd tongue his ass while stroking him slowly, milking his cum to taste his "delicious essence." He leaked constantly, the denial sharpening his need until simple tasks like work meetings left him flushed and distracted..

Yet the true breaking came later. One Saturday after dinner, she bent him over the kitchen table and ate his ass with slow, wet insistence, her tongue delving deep while she stroked his cock. When she slid a finger inside, then two, then three, curling them against his prostate, the pleasure was devastating. She worked him to a shattering prostate orgasm, his cock spraying rope after rope across the floor while she degraded him: calling him her submissive slutty toy, her pathetic cock-hungry bitch. The intensity left him collapsed and trembling, mind blank with the revelation that she could make him come without even touching his cock. Afterward she sat on his face, first her dripping pussy, then turning to press her asshole over his mouth, riding his tongue to her own release while squeezing his balls to demand enthusiasm.

And when the haze cleared, she deepened the claim: dressing him in delicate cotton panties printed with cherries and hearts, declaring male underwear forbidden. "You'll be my locked, pantied little bitch," she had whispered, kissing him deeply while grinding her naked body against the soft fabric, promising rewards for his degradation. He left her house that night caged, pantied, and utterly hers, mind reeling from how thoroughly she had taken him, how she had fucked his resistance into submission with every thrust of her fingers and every degrading word.

The energy between them has become a living thing, charged, asymmetric, her dominance a slow, inexorable tide that pulls him under while he clings to it like salvation. Scarlett no longer tests his limits; she expands them, each act of surrender forging a deeper bond where his pleasure is secondary to her command. Ethan carries the cage and lace like talismans, every throb a reminder of her ownership, every daily photo proof a ritual of devotion. He aches for her not just physically but existentially, craving the way she breaks him open, remakes him, and leaves him wanting more.

A new week begins tomorrow. Scarlett has already begun dressing him in the symbols of his fall, and Ethan, locked, pantied, waiting with bated breath for the next layer of her control to unfold.

The week after Scarlett first fucked him with the strap-on passed in a slow, feverish blur, each day layering new sediment onto the shifting ground of Ethan's self-perception.

He woke every morning to the same insistent pressure: the steel cage holding his cock captive, the faint soreness in his ass a quiet echo of how thoroughly she had claimed that part of him. The memory replayed in fragments throughout the day, her hips snapping forward, the thick silicone stretching him open, the relentless pressure against his prostate that had forced an orgasm out of him without a single stroke to his cock. He could still feel the burn of the stretch, the humiliating fullness, the way his body had betrayed him by pushing back for more even as shame scorched his cheeks. He had begged, actually begged, to be fucked harder, to be used like a desperate slut, and the words had spilled out of him with raw need.

That dissonance gnawed at him constantly. In quiet moments, at his desk during a lull in code reviews, in the shower when the hot water hit his caged cock, lying in bed at night, he would catch himself thinking: This isn't me. Men don't get fucked. Men don't wear panties. Men don't beg to have their asses pounded until they cum. The thoughts carried a sharp, reflexive shame, a voice that sounded like the version of himself from before her. But that voice grew quieter every day.

Because beneath the dissonance burned something hotter, hungrier: he wanted more. He craved the way she had stripped away his resistance layer by layer until all that remained was surrender. The emasculation, the panties hugging his locked cock, the cage turning every erection into frustrated pressure, the memory of her strap-on owning his ass, didn't diminish him in his own eyes anymore. It transformed him. It made him hers in a way that felt profound, almost sacred. Being fucked like that hadn't made him less of a man; it had made him something else entirely, something that belonged to Scarlett completely. And that belonging felt like the most intense desire he had ever known.

Her messages arrived like carefully timed doses of a drug, keeping the ache alive and sharpening it.

Monday afternoon, while he was on a call, his phone vibrated silently.

A photo: Scarlett in the black lace bra and matching thong from the lingerie store, one hand pushing her breast while holding her phone, the other slipped beneath the thong, fingers disappearing between her legs. Caption: Thinking about how your tight little hole clenched around my cock last weekend. Can't stop imagining how you'll take it again. Deeper this time.

Ethan muted his mic for a moment, cock surging painfully against the bars, precum soaking the mint-green panties he wore that day.

Tuesday evening, a voice note while he was cooking dinner.

Her voice, low, intimate, slightly breathy: "I'm touching myself right now, toy. Two fingers sliding in and out, imagining it's your tongue. But no, I keep thinking about your ass. How it opened for me so beautifully. How you moaned like a needy little slut when I fucked you. Next time I'll make you cum again just from your prostate, locked, denied, spraying all over yourself while I pound you. You'd love that, wouldn't you? Being reduced to my anal cum-slut."

He had to grip the counter to stay upright, the spatula forgotten in his hand, cock throbbing uselessly inside the cage.

Wednesday brought another photo: her bent over in front of a full-length mirror, ass presented, fingers spreading her cheeks to show her own tight hole. Caption: Your turn next weekend. I want to feel your tongue here again… and maybe something bigger.

Thursday, a voice note that left him shaking in the office bathroom.

"I'm wearing nothing but heels and a strap-on right now, stroking it like it's real. Imagining how you'll look on your knees, mouth open, begging to suck it before I bend you over and fuck you senseless. You'll thank me for every inch, won't you? My perfect, pantied, ass-fucked toy."

By Friday the denial had become a living thing inside him, constant, gnawing, intoxicating. He couldn't focus. Work emails sat unanswered; he stared at screens without seeing them. Every time he shifted in his chair, the cage pressed against the lace of the pair he'd chosen that day, and the memory of her strap-on slamming into him would flood back: the burn of the stretch giving way to overwhelming fullness, the way his prostate had throbbed under her thrusts, the humiliating ecstasy of coming untouched while she degraded him. He had begged like a whore, fuck me harder, use your slutty toy, and the words still echoed in his head, making him leak more.

He wanted it again. Needed it. The shame of being emasculated, pantied, caged, fucked in the ass, had twisted into craving. He no longer fought the dissonance; he leaned into it. Being owned like this didn't make him less; it made him hers. And being hers felt like the only thing that mattered.

Saturday morning couldn't come soon enough. He was already aching for whatever she had planned next, whatever new way she would break him open and make him beg for more.

Ethan woke before dawn on Saturday, the room still dark except for the faint blue glow of his phone screen. The cage pressed against his groin with its usual unyielding weight, the black lace thong from last night damp and clinging where precum had leaked steadily through the night. He had barely slept, every time he shifted, the lace rubbed against the steel bars, reminding him of Scarlett’s voice in his ear, her strap-on buried deep, the way she had pounded his prostate until he came, spraying across his body while she called him her slutty little toy.

The memory played on loop: the burn of the stretch giving way to overwhelming fullness, the deep internal throb that had built until it shattered him. He had never cum like that, hadn’t even known it was possible. And the shame of begging for it, of moaning like a whore while she fucked his ass, only made the craving worse. He was too embarrassed to imagine saying it out loud, Mistress, please fuck my ass again, make me cum like that, but the thought consumed him. She controlled everything. He couldn’t ask; he could only obey, serve, hope his behavior earned him more of that world-shattering pleasure.

Today’s offering had to be perfect.

He spent the pre-dawn hours preparing with obsessive care. The small brown paper sack waited on the counter, but this time he’d gone further. Inside: a hand-poured candle from the artisanal shop downtown, cedarwood and amber, the exact scent he’d overheard her mention once in passing; a small tin of loose-leaf jasmine tea from the specialty market, he remembered her saying she liked it iced on warm days; and a delicate silver bookmark engraved with a simple vine pattern, tucked into a slim volume of poetry by Mary Oliver he’d found secondhand, pages already marked with the lines he thought might resonate with her quiet intensity. No note, he knew she preferred gestures without explanation, but every item had been chosen to say: I listen. I remember. I want to please you.

He wrapped the sack with a thin black ribbon, tied it in a neat bow, and added a single fresh sprig of rosemary from the plant on his windowsill, something green and living, a small extra touch. When he crossed the yard in the pale gray light, the grass damp with dew under his bare feet, he placed the offering exactly in the center of her welcome mat, stepped back, and lingered for a moment, heart pounding, hoping she would open the door and see it immediately.

Back in his own kitchen, he watched from the window as she emerged around 7:50, still in her robe, hair loose. She bent to pick up the sack, fingers brushing the ribbon, then lifted it to inhale the rosemary. For a second, just a second, her lips curved in what might have been a real smile before she carried it inside without looking toward his house.

The wait began again.

She left for her run at 8:15, same black leggings and top, ponytail swinging as she stretched against the porch rail. Fifty minutes later she returned, skin flushed, walking straight through the house. No text followed. No summons.

Ethan paced.

He tried to distract himself, video games, coffee, scrolling aimlessly, but nothing held. His mind kept returning to the strap-on, the way she had filled him, claimed him, made him come harder than he thought possible while his cock stayed locked and useless. The humiliation of it, of being fucked like that, moaning and begging, should have repelled him. Instead it looped in his head like a drug, making the cage throb harder, precum soaking the panties he wore today, the coral pair with delicate embroidery. He wanted more. Needed more. Needed her to take him again, to break him open until he forgot everything except her.

He checked his phone obsessively. Nothing. Just like last Saturday.

By noon the anticipation had turned to a low-grade panic. Had the offering been too much? Too little? Had he displeased her somehow? The silence felt like punishment, and the worst part was how much he craved her judgment, even negative judgment, over nothing at all.

He paced the living room, then the kitchen, then back again. The cage ached with every step, the lace rubbing against his skin, his cock straining uselessly against the bars. He couldn’t sit still. Couldn’t focus. Could only wait, desperate, horny, submissive, for her to decide when and how he would serve her next.

He hoped, prayed, almost, that his good behavior, his perfect obedience, his extra effort with the offering would be enough. That she would want to fuck his ass again. That she would make him come like that again, world-shattering, prostate-milking, untouched ecstasy while she owned every inch of him.

Until then, he waited.

And ached.

And belonged to her completely.

Ethan spent the rest of the day in a state of restless suspension, the hours dragging like molasses. The house felt too quiet, too still; every small sound, the hum of the fridge, the occasional creak of settling wood, seemed amplified in the absence of her summons. He tried to fill the time: loaded the dishwasher, scrolled aimlessly through code repositories, even attempted a workout in the living room with push-ups and planks until his arms shook. But nothing held. His mind kept circling back to the same loop, her strap-on stretching him open, the relentless pressure against his prostate, the way his body had betrayed him by cumming so hard he’d sprayed all over his body while she called him her slutty little toy then fed him a taste of himself, and he hadn’t even hesitated to lick her fingers clean. The memory made his caged cock throb uselessly against the bars.

Finally, at 6:38 p.m., his phone buzzed on the kitchen counter.

Scarlett: Back door. No knock. Enter quietly. Wait in the kitchen. Be perfectly behaved. Remember your place tonight, toy. You exist for my pleasure, not the other way around.

The message landed heavier than usual. No tongue emoji. No playful tease. Just a reminder, almost stern, that his submission wasn’t optional, wasn’t negotiable. He felt a flicker of nerves beneath the rush of arousal. Why the emphasis? He’d always been obedient, even when she took his anal virginity without discussion or explicit permission, only his implied consent as he bent over and let her use his hole however she liked. The memory of that first penetration still made his caged cock twitch: the slow stretch, the burn giving way to fullness, the way his body had opened for her like it was made to. He’d taken it all, moaned for more, cum huge ropes while she degraded him.

So why the warning now?

He hoped, desperately hoped, it was just preparation. Maybe she wanted him enthusiastic about anal again, no wine needed this time to relax him. Maybe she planned to fuck him hard, make him beg, push him deeper into that subspace where shame turned to bliss. The thought made his trapped cock leak harder into the lace.

He didn’t hesitate.

He slipped out the back door, crossed the yard in the gathering dusk, careful to stay low behind the fence line. Her back door was unlocked. He turned the handle quietly, stepped inside, closed it with a soft click.

The kitchen was dimly lit, only the under-cabinet lights on, casting warm pools across the counters. He stripped automatically: hoodie folded on the chair, T-shirt next, jeans and socks off, leaving him in the panties with tiny hearts he’d chosen for today. The cage dangled beneath the thin cotton, cock straining against the bars, a dark wet spot already spreading.

He stood in the center of the room, hands behind his back, feet slightly apart, head lowered slightly, waiting for her to come to him.

Scarlett stepped into the kitchen barefoot, the soft click of her heels absent tonight, she had chosen silence over sound, letting her presence announce itself through sheer inevitability.

She wore black lace lingerie that looked poured over her skin: a lace bra that lifted her breasts into perfect, shadowed curves, sheer enough that her dark nipples pressed visibly against the fabric; a matching garter belt clipped to thigh-high stockings that shimmered faintly in the under-cabinet light; no panties, her smooth pussy already glistening between her thighs. The leather harness of the strap-on sat low on her hips, the black silicone dildo, six inches, thick as Ethan's own cock, jutting forward proudly, swaying gently with each measured step she took toward him. The toy gleamed with fresh lube, ready.

Ethan's eyes dropped to it instantly. The sight hit him like a physical force: arousal crashing through embarrassment in a hot, confusing rush. His caged cock surged against the bars of the steel prison, the mint-green heart panties stretching taut over the bulge, a fresh bead of precum soaking through the cotton almost immediately. He felt the familiar dissonance flare, this isn't what men want, men penetrate, men take, not get taken, yet the thought dissolved almost as quickly as it formed. Scarlett had rewired him so completely that the sight of her wearing the strap-on didn't repel him; it ignited him. He wanted to be fucked by her again. Needed it. The memory of last weekend, her hips slamming forward, the relentless pressure against his prostate, the way he'd cum while she called him her slutty little toy, flooded back, making his hole clench around nothing, aching to be filled.

She saw it all on his face: the wide eyes, the parted lips, the flush climbing his neck, the way his trapped cock twitched helplessly beneath the lace.

Scarlett smiled, slow, knowing, predatory.

"You're thinking it again, aren't you?" she said softly, stepping close enough that the slick tip of the dildo brushed the front of his panties, pressing against the steel cage beneath. "That nice boys don't get fucked in the ass. That you should be the one doing the penetrating, not bending over and begging for my cock like a desperate little slut."

Ethan swallowed hard, unable to look away from the toy now resting against his caged bulge.

"But you do want it," she continued, voice dropping to a velvet murmur. "You want me to bend you over, spread you wide, and slide every inch into your tight little hole until you're moaning and dripping for me. And that's perfectly natural, toy. Men have a special spot inside them that feels better than anything else when it's full, when it's fucked just right. You discovered that last weekend, didn't you? How good it feels to be taken. Owned. Used."

She rocked her hips once, lightly, letting the dildo nudge against the cage, making him gasp.

"Tonight will be even better," she promised, eyes locked on his. "But I expect complete obedience. No hesitation. No second thoughts. You exist to take what I give you, however I give it. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," he breathed, voice trembling with raw need.

Scarlett reached to the side, to the small shelf beside the back door he hadn't noticed earlier. A bright pink dog leash hung there, soft leather, a sturdy clip at one end, a looped handle at the other. She picked it up casually, as though it had always been there waiting.

She stepped behind him. The collar was a shiny pink band with a small silver ring; she fastened it around his neck with gentle fingers, buckling it snug but not tight. Then she clipped the leash to the ring.

Ethan's face burned crimson, humiliation flooding him so fast he felt dizzy. The bright pink leash dangled from his throat like a badge of surrender.

Scarlett gave it a light tug, pulling his head back just enough to make him meet her eyes over his shoulder.

"My pretty little leashed toy," she murmured, voice thick with amusement and possession. "Look at you, caged, pantied, collared, dripping for your Mistress. So eager to be led. To be used."

She turned and walked toward the living room, the leash going taut in her hand.

Ethan followed, face blazing, cock throbbing uselessly in the cage, every step pulling the collar tighter against his throat, every sway of the leash reminding him exactly what he had become.

Ethan rounded the corner into the living room, the bright pink leash taut in Scarlett's hand, pulling him forward one reluctant step at a time, every sway of the leash tugging at his neck like a reminder of how far he had fallen.

He froze mid-step.

The room wasn't empty.

In the armchair opposite the couch sat another woman, about Scarlett's age, mid-forties, her body a sculpted masterpiece of disciplined years at the gym: long, toned legs crossed elegantly, full breasts barely contained by a deep emerald lace bra that matched the garter belt and thigh-high stockings clinging to her skin. Her dark auburn hair was swept into a loose, sexy updo, makeup flawless, smoky eyes, bold red lips, and she lounged with casual confidence, one hand cradling a half-full glass of red wine, the other resting lightly on the arm of the chair.

Ethan's gaze dropped to the floor instantly, heart slamming against his ribs, adrenaline flooding his system in a cold, electric rush. His face flamed hotter than it ever had before. Naked except for the panties and cage, leashed like a pet, dragged into the room in front of a stranger. He wanted to disappear, to sink through the floorboards.

But he couldn't help it.

His eyes lifted, slowly, involuntarily, tracing her from the floor up.

Delicate black stilettos with thin straps that wrapped around her ankles. Stockings shimmering faintly in the lamplight, the lace tops biting into the firm flesh of her thighs. The emerald garter belt framing her hips. Her stomach flat and toned, the subtle definition of abs earned through countless workouts. Breasts pushed high and round by the bra, cleavage deep and inviting. Strong shoulders, elegant collarbones, the graceful column of her throat.

And then he saw it.

Strapped low around her hips, secured by a sleek black harness, was a dildo, six inches, thick, black silicone, identical in size and shape to the one Scarlett had just used to fuck him senseless. It jutted upward proudly, swaying slightly as she shifted her weight, the tip glistening as though already prepared.

Ethan's mouth went dry. His caged cock surged painfully against the bars, a fresh spurt of precum soaking through the cotton hearts. He couldn't speak. Couldn't breathe properly. The room tilted.

Scarlett gave the leash a gentle tug, pulling him another step forward.

"Ethan," she said, voice calm and amused, "this is Megan. My friend from the gym."

Megan raised her wine glass in a small, lazy toast, lips curving into a slow, intrigued smile. Her eyes roamed over him openly, naked body, caged cock framed by girly panties, pink leash dangling from his collar, like she was appraising something she had been promised and was now finally seeing in person.

"I've been telling Megan all about you," Scarlett continued, stepping behind him so she could rest one hand possessively on his shoulder, the other still holding the leash. "About your descent into submission. How beautifully you bend. How eagerly you serve. How perfectly you take cock."

Megan's smile widened slightly, eyes flicking from Ethan's flushed face to the obvious bulge of the cage beneath the damp material of his panties.

"She was curious," Scarlett went on, voice dropping to that intimate, velvet register that always made Ethan's knees weak. "Curious what it's like to control a man completely. To have him as a toy. To fuck a man in the ass and watch him beg for more."

Megan took a slow sip of wine, never breaking eye contact with him.

"So I invited her to enjoy my wonderful toy tonight," Scarlett finished, giving the leash another light tug that made the collar tighten briefly around his throat. "And she accepted."

Ethan stood speechless, heart pounding so hard he could feel it in his ears, cock throbbing uselessly in its prison, the reality of the moment crashing over him in waves: naked, caged, leashed, pantied, presented like an offering to a stranger while the woman who owned him watched with possessive pride.

Megan set her glass down on the side table and uncrossed her legs slowly.

"I've heard so much," she said, voice smooth and warm, tinged with genuine curiosity. "Now I want to see for myself."

Scarlett gave the pink leash a gentle but irresistible tug, guiding Ethan fully into the living room. The moment he crossed the threshold and saw Megan lounging in the armchair, wine glass in hand, emerald lingerie hugging her sculpted body, black strap-on jutting upward like a promise, his entire system locked up. Adrenaline slammed through him, heart pounding so hard it echoed in his ears. Two women. Two strap-ons. Both watching him with the same predatory calm.

Scarlett stepped beside him, one hand sliding possessively over his bare shoulder onto his chest while the other kept the leash taut. Megan rose slowly from the chair, setting her wine glass on the side table with deliberate grace. She circled to his left as Scarlett moved to his right, two predators closing in, eyes roaming his body with open appreciation.

Megan reached him. Her fingers trailed lightly down his chest, nails grazing a nipple until it pebbled instantly. She continued lower, over his ribs, his stomach, then hooked a fingertip under the waistband of the panties.

“These are adorable,” she purred, voice smooth and amused. “Little hearts all over his locked cock. So sweet. So… appropriate.”

She tugged the fabric once, lightly, making the cage shift and Ethan suck in a sharp breath. Her other hand cupped his ass cheek, squeezing firmly.

“Such a cute little pantied slut,” she added, glancing at Scarlett with a conspiratorial smile. “You weren’t exaggerating.”

Scarlett stepped in front of him now, pressing close so her breasts brushed his chest through the thin lace of her bra. She tilted his chin up with two fingers, forcing his eyes to meet hers.

“You’re going to enjoy tonight,” she whispered, voice velvet-wrapped steel. “Both of us are going to use you exactly how we want. And you’re going to take it beautifully, aren’t you?”

Before he could answer, she kissed him, deep, possessive, tongue sliding into his mouth with slow, claiming strokes. Ethan melted into it instantly, a soft whimper escaping against her lips. Her body pressed flush to his, warm skin, hard nipples, the faint scent of her arousal mixing with the spicy oil still lingering on her.

Megan laughed low behind him.

“I want some of that.”

Scarlett broke the kiss slowly, turning Ethan’s head toward Megan with a gentle grip on his jaw.

Megan closed the distance, her body rubbing against his side, breasts soft against his arm, hips rolling so the tip of her strap-on nudged just beneath his caged cock, pressing the steel bars through the cotton. She kissed him, different from Scarlett, hungrier, teeth grazing his lower lip before her tongue pushed inside, claiming him with equal confidence.

Ethan’s mind reeled. Two beautiful women, both in lingerie, both hard and ready, kissing him, touching him, wanting him. It felt like every buried fantasy he’d ever had crashing into reality at once. Except the strapons changed everything. They weren’t here to be penetrated by him; they were here to penetrate him. To fuck his ass. To use him. To make him take it.

His cock strained desperately against the cage, the bars biting into swollen flesh, precum soaking the mint-green hearts until the fabric clung transparently to the steel. He couldn’t get hard. Couldn’t cum without permission. Couldn’t even hope to fuck either of them tonight. All he could do was take, whatever they gave, however they wanted, and pray for release.

The thought should have terrified him.

Instead it made him moan into Megan’s mouth, hips twitching helplessly, body already surrendering to whatever came next.

Scarlett tugged the leash once, sharp enough to make the collar tighten briefly around his throat.

“On your hands and knees,” she ordered.

Ethan dropped immediately, palms and knees sinking into the thick rug. Scarlett moved behind him, fingers hooking the waistband of the panties and peeling it down slowly, past his hips, over the curve of his ass, letting the cotton drag along his thighs until it pooled at his knees. She left it there, framing his exposed ass and dangling cage like a discarded accessory.

She ran both hands over his cheeks, spreading them slightly.

“Such a perfect little hole,” she murmured. “So  flushed and ready after last time. So eager to be filled again.”

Megan knelt in front of him, strap-on bobbing inches from his face. She gripped his hair gently, tilting his head up so he had to meet her eyes.

“Have you ever sucked cock before?” she asked, voice low and curious.

Ethan shook his head, cheeks flaming. “No… Mistress.”

Megan smiled, slow, wicked.

“Then I’ll start slow.”

She didn’t give him time to brace himself. Her hand tightened in his hair, guiding the tip of the dildo to his lips.

“Open.”

Ethan parted his lips. The silicone head pushed inside, smooth, warm from her body heat, tasting faintly of lube and silicone. She slid in shallowly at first, just the head, letting him adjust to the girth stretching his mouth. Then deeper, inch by inch, until the tip nudged the back of his throat.

He gagged, reflexive, sudden, eyes watering, throat spasming around the intrusion.

Scarlett moaned behind him, fingers digging into his ass cheeks, her tongue finding his ring and licking gently, probing, sending shivers of pleasure through Ethan’s body.

“I love how the gags make his delicious little hole clench for me,” she said, voice thick with arousal. “Every time he chokes on cock, his ass tightens like it’s begging for attention.”

Megan pushed deeper, making him gag again, harder this time, tears pricking his eyes as his throat worked around the thick silicone. Scarlett’s hands spread him wider; her tongue returned to his hole, licking slow circles around the rim while Megan began to fuck his mouth in shallow, steady thrusts.

Ethan moaned around the dildo, muffled, desperate, the dual assault short-circuiting every thought. Scarlett’s tongue delving inside him, Megan’s strap-on sliding over his tongue, the cage keeping him denied and aching, the leash still dangling from his collar like a leash on a pet.

Scarlett reached for the bottle of lube on the side table, flipping the cap open with a soft click. She poured a generous amount into her palm, warming it between her hands before sliding her slick fingers between Ethan's spread cheeks. He was still on all fours, ass high, body trembling from adrenaline and the overwhelming presence of two women now pinning him like predators who had finally cornered their prey.

She started with one finger, slow, deliberate, circling his already-slick rim before pressing inside. Ethan gasped, hips twitching forward instinctively, but Megan's grip on the pink leash tightened, yanking his head back just enough to keep him in place. Scarlett worked the finger deeper, curling it forward to stroke his prostate with practiced precision. The sensation was immediate and devastating: that deep, internal throb reigniting, sending fresh waves of pleasure radiating through his pelvis while his caged cock leaked helplessly onto the rug.

"Good boy," Scarlett murmured, adding a second finger. She scissored them gently, stretching him wider, the burn fading quickly into that familiar, addictive fullness. Ethan moaned around Megan's strap-on, muffled, desperate, the sound vibrating through the silicone as she began to thrust again into his mouth.

Megan tugged the leash downward, pulling it back between her spread thighs so Ethan's face was forced forward onto her cock. The dildo slid deeper, past the back of his tongue, nudging his throat, making his eyes water instantly. He gagged hard, throat spasming around the thick intrusion, drool spilling from the corners of his mouth and dripping down his chin. Tears formed at the edges of his vision, blurring the sight of Megan's emerald lingerie and the way her breasts rose and fell with each controlled thrust.

Scarlett added a third finger, a slow stretch, a careful twist, working them in and out in a steady rhythm that matched Megan's shallow fucks into his throat. Ethan's moans turned continuous, choked and wet, his body rocking between them: ass pushing back onto Scarlett's fingers, mouth forced forward onto Megan's cock. The triple stimulation, prostate stroked relentlessly, throat filled and gagging, cage denying him any real relief, made his mind fracture. He could barely think, only feel: the burn of the stretch giving way to throbbing pleasure, the slick glide of three fingers fucking him open, the humiliating gag reflex that made his hole clench tighter around Scarlett every time Megan pushed deeper.

Finally Scarlett withdrew her fingers slowly, leaving him gaping and clenching around nothing. Ethan whimpered at the emptiness, hips rocking back instinctively, seeking more.

He felt the blunt, slick tip of her strap-on press against his stretched hole.

No warning. No pause.

Scarlett pushed forward, slow but unrelenting, the thick head breaching him in one steady glide. Ethan’s eyes flew wide, a choked moan vibrating around Megan’s cock as the dildo sank deeper, stretching him wider than her fingers ever had. The fullness was overwhelming: hot, heavy pressure filling him completely, pressing hard against his prostate from the first inch. He felt every ridge, every subtle vein of the silicone as it slid inside, inch by thick inch, until Scarlett’s hips met his ass and she was buried to the hilt.

The sensation was indescribable, fuller than anything he’d ever experienced, deeper, more consuming. His prostate throbbed under the pressure, sending electric jolts through his core that made his caged cock leak in steady, helpless spurts. Megan kept thrusting into his mouth, slow, deep, making him gag and drool, tears streaming down his cheeks now, mixing with spit.

Scarlett began to fuck him, gentle at first, long strokes that dragged the dildo over his prostate with every pass, then harder, faster, hips snapping forward to bury the toy deep with each thrust. The room filled with the wet slap of her hips against his ass, his choked moans around Megan’s cock, the obscene squelch of lube and his own arousal.

Ethan’s mind broke open under the onslaught.

Spitroasted, completely, utterly dominated, between two women who owned him in every way that mattered. Megan’s strap-on filling his throat, making him gag and drool like a used toy; Scarlett’s thick dildo pounding his ass, claiming that last untouched part of him while his cock stayed locked and denied. The humiliation should have crushed him. Instead it liberated him. He felt totally and utterly used, degraded, fucked, reduced to a set of holes for their pleasure, and he loved every second of it.

The surrender was complete. No resistance left. No thought of protest. Just the overwhelming bliss of being taken, filled, owned by the two women who now controlled every inch of his body and mind.

He moaned around Megan’s cock, desperate, broken, blissful, pushing back onto Scarlett’s thrusts, welcoming every deep plunge, every slap of her hips, every degrading word she hissed against his ear.

Scarlett pulled back until she was just out of his ass, head still lined up with his entrance, then tightened her grip on the bright pink leash, the leather handle wrapped firmly around her fist. With a slow, deliberate pull, she yanked Ethan back onto her strap-on, hard enough that the thick silicone sank deep into his ass in one smooth, forceful thrust. The sudden fullness from being briefly empty made him gasp around Megan's cock, his body lurching forward from the impact.

The motion rocked him like a pendulum and she slid almost out of him once more.

Scarlett pulled again, hips snapping forward, driving the dildo in to the hilt. Ethan's face was forced deeper onto Megan's strap-on, the silicone hitting the back of his throat and making him gag wetly. Megan's hand in his hair held him there for a heartbeat before Scarlett tugged the leash, pulling him back onto her cock. The two women found a rhythm almost instantly: Scarlett thrusting forward while Megan eased back, then Megan pushing her hips forward while Scarlett withdrew slightly. Ethan’s body became their toy, rocked helplessly between them, ass impaled on one thick dildo while his mouth was filled by the other.

They used him without pause, without mercy, without any apparent concern for whether he was enjoying it or even breathing properly. Scarlett’s thrusts were deep and steady, each one slamming the toy against his prostate and sending shockwaves of pleasure-pain through his core. Megan fucked his throat with short, controlled strokes, making him gag and drool, spit running down his chin in thick strings. His arms trembled where they braced against the rug; his knees slid forward an inch with every coordinated thrust. He was nothing but a vessel now, passed back and forth, filled at both ends, body jerking like a ragdoll between their hips.

And he loved every humiliating second of it.

The degradation was total: leashed, pantied, caged, spit-roasted by two women who barely spoke to him, who treated him like an object built for their pleasure. His mind floated in that perfect subspace haze, shame and ecstasy fused into one overwhelming sensation. Every gag around Megan’s cock made his ass clench tighter around Scarlett’s; every deep thrust into his prostate made more precum leak from his trapped cock, dripping steadily onto the floor beneath him. He was being used, completely, ruthlessly, and the surrender felt like flying.

Megan’s breathing grew ragged first. She pulled out of his throat suddenly, the dildo slipping free with a wet pop and a long string of spit connecting it to his swollen lips. Ethan coughed, gasping for air, drool running down his chin in thick rivulets.

“Fuck,” Megan breathed, voice rough. “I need more than his mouth.”

She unbuckled the harness quickly, letting it fall to the floor with a soft thud. Then she lay back on the rug directly beneath Ethan’s face, legs spreading wide, bare pussy glistening and open, pink, swollen, ready.

“Eat me,” she ordered, grabbing his hair and pulling his mouth down to her.

Ethan dove in without hesitation, tongue flattening against her entrance, lapping up the slick arousal that coated her folds. Megan tasted different from Scarlett, slightly sweeter, more tangy, but just as intoxicating. He sucked her clit gently, then harder, tongue flicking in rapid strokes while she moaned and ground up against his face.

Behind him, Scarlett never stopped. Her strap-on slammed into his ass with steady, punishing force, each thrust driving the toy deep against his prostate, making his whole body jolt forward into Megan’s pussy. The rhythm was brutal now: Scarlett fucking him hard enough to rock his entire frame, Megan grinding against his mouth in counterpoint, using his tongue like a toy while she chased her own release.

Ethan moaned into Megan’s pussy, muffled, desperate, the vibrations making her gasp and tighten her grip in his hair. His ass clenched rhythmically around Scarlett’s cock with every deep plunge; his prostate throbbed under the relentless pressure; his caged cock leaked in a steady stream, precum dripping onto the rug beneath him.

Megan came first, her thighs clamping around his head, hips bucking up hard as she cried out, pussy spasming against his tongue. Fresh wetness flooded his mouth; he lapped it up greedily, swallowing every drop while Scarlett continued to pound into him from behind.

Megan recovered quickly, breathing hard but eyes already gleaming with renewed hunger.

She pushed Ethan’s head away gently, then sat up.

“I want a turn on that ass,” she said, voice thick with arousal.

She reached for the discarded harness, buckling it back on with swift, practiced movements. The black dildo, still slick from his mouth, jutted upward again, ready.

Scarlett slowed her thrusts, then pulled out slowly, leaving Ethan’s hole gaping and clenching around nothing. He whimpered at the emptiness, hips rocking back instinctively.

Megan moved behind him, hands gripping his hips.

“Turn over,” she ordered.

Ethan rolled onto his back, legs falling open. Megan grabbed a cushion from the couch and slid it under his hips, lifting his ass higher, exposing him completely.

She lined up the dildo, tip nudging his stretched, slick hole.

No hesitation.

She drove forward, hard, sudden, the full length sinking into him in one brutal thrust.

Ethan’s back arched off the floor, a shocked, pleasure-pained moan tearing from his throat. The new angle drove the dildo straight against his prostate; the sudden fullness after Scarlett’s withdrawal made stars burst behind his eyes.

Megan didn’t pause. She started hammering into him immediately, fast, deep, relentless, hips snapping forward with bruising force, the slap of her pelvis against his ass echoing through the room.

Ethan’s mind shattered under the onslaught, body rocking with every thrust, prostate throbbing in time with her rhythm, caged cock leaking steadily, the total surrender complete.

"Fuck," Megan breathed, voice thick with arousal. "Scarlett, unlock him. I want to make his little caged cock spray while I fuck this ass."

Ethan's heart leaped, overjoyed, relieved, the internal tension that had been building for days suddenly promising release. His ass clenched around Megan’s strap-on at the words, precum dripping faster from the cage's tip.

Scarlett laughed low, pleased, triumphant, and eased her thrusts to a slow grind. "Good idea. Let's see how much he's been saving up for us."

Scarlett moved around to his side. She retrieved the small silver key from the coffee table, dangling it in front of his face for a teasing second before kneeling beside him. Her fingers worked the lock open, the click echoing in the quiet room, then she slid the ring free from his balls and the tube off his shaft.

His cock surged to full, aching erection in seconds, springing upward, thick and flushed, veins bulging, head dark purple and slick with fresh precum. The rush of blood after days of confinement was almost too much; Ethan groaned deeply, hips jerking forward into the air.

Megan grabbed his cock roughly, fingers wrapping tight around the base like a handle, pulled almost out of his ass just as Scarlett had done, and used it to pull him back onto her dildo. She drove forward hard, the full length sinking into his ass in one brutal thrust that made Ethan cry out. The slaps of her hips against his ass echoed through the room, loud, rhythmic, punishing, as she hammered into him, using his cock as leverage to drive deeper, harder, the force rocking his body forward with every snap, withdrawing almost completely each time to impale him with renewed force with every thrust of her hips.

The pleasure was immediate and devastating: Megan's strap-on slamming against his prostate, her hand gripping his shaft like an afterthought, the rough pull sending jolts of sensation through his core. Ethan moaned, raw, desperate, tears still streaming from the earlier throat-fucking, body shaking under the assault.

Then he looked up.

Scarlett was lowering herself onto his face, turning to face Megan so she could watch the show. Her slick pussy settled directly over his mouth, plunging him into warm, musky darkness, her arousal coating his lips and chin instantly.

"Better view from here," Scarlett purred, grinding down slowly. "Destroy that little hole for me, Megan. Make him scream into my pussy."

Ethan's world narrowed to sensation: Megan's dildo pounding his ass without mercy, the fullness stretching him wide, prostate throbbing under the relentless pressure; Scarlett's pussy grinding against his face, her clit pressing hard on his tongue as he licked desperately, tasting her fresh flood of wetness. Scarlett grabbed his ankles suddenly, pulling them back toward his chest, folding him like a pretzel, opening him wider for Megan's thrusts. The new angle drove the dildo deeper, harder, every snap of Megan's hips slamming the toy against his prostate with bruising force.

Megan's hand on his cock tightened, rough, almost painful, stroking in time with her thrusts. The pleasure built rapidly: ass filled and fucked, prostate hammered, cock finally free and worked in her fist after days of denial. Ethan moaned into Scarlett's pussy, muffled, frantic, his body shaking, every nerve alight.

The edge approached fast, too fast.

Megan sensed it, her strokes slowing just enough to pull him back.

"Not yet," she gasped, voice rough. "I want to feel you clench around me when you come."

Scarlett ground down harder, her own moans rising as Ethan's desperate licking pushed her toward release.

The buildup was torture: Megan's dildo driving deep, her hand stroking his cock in firm, twisting pulls; Scarlett's pussy flooding his mouth, her clit pulsing against his tongue. Ethan's world blurred, pleasure crashing from every direction, until Scarlett came first: thighs clamping around his head, hips bucking as she cried out, juices flooding his face in a hot rush. He licked desperately through it, swallowing every drop, the taste of her climax pushing him closer to his own edge.

Megan's thrusts turned brutal, hammering his ass without mercy, her hand flying on his cock now.

"Cum you dirty little fucking anal slut," she ordered. "Spray for me while I fuck this abused, slutty hole."

Ethan erupted.

His orgasm hit like a storm, whole body shaking, ass spasming hard around Megan's dildo, prostate pulsing in violent waves while massive ropes of cum sprayed across his chest and stomach. Spurt after thick spurt, huge, forceful, endless, coating his skin in hot, sticky mess while Megan kept pounding him through it, her hand milking every last drop. Scarlett ground down on his face, her own aftershocks clenching around his tongue, drawing out his moans as the pleasure wrung him dry.

The final pulses subsided slowly, body still twitching, ass still spasming weakly around the invading toy. Megan stayed buried deep inside him, hips flush to his ass; Scarlett's weight pressed down on his face, her pussy still dripping onto his chin as he caught ragged breaths.

They held him like that, pounded, used, spent, while the room fell quiet except for their heavy breathing.

Megan eased the strap-on out of Ethan’s ass with a slow, deliberate pull, the thick silicone sliding free inch by inch until it popped out with a wet sound. Ethan’s hole gaped for a moment, pink and slick, before clenching weakly around nothing. Scarlett lifted herself off his face last, thighs slick with her own release and his saliva. She swung one leg over and knelt beside him, brushing damp hair from his forehead with surprising gentleness.

Megan unbuckled her harness and let it fall to the rug with a soft thud. She stretched, rolling her shoulders, then sank back into the armchair, legs crossed casually as though they’d just finished a casual game rather than spit-roasting their shared toy.

“Fuck,” Megan said, voice still rough from her own climax. “That was fun. Watching him take it, moaning like a little slut while we passed him back and forth. He really is perfect.”

Scarlett laughed low, running her fingers lightly down Ethan’s spine. “Told you. He breaks so beautifully.”

Ethan lay there, spent, shaking, head pressed to the rug, listening to them talk about him like he wasn’t even in the room. The words washed over him: slut, toy, perfect. Each one landed like a caress, deepening the subspace haze that still held him. He couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. Could only breathe and feel the ache in his ass, the throb of the cage, the sticky mess cooling on his skin.

Megan tilted her head, studying him with a slow smile.

“I want to feel his cock inside me next time,” she said. “While you fuck his ass. Double-team him properly, make him come again with both of us using him at once.”

Scarlett’s eyes lit up, dark and hungry.

“I love that,” she murmured. “Filling him from both ends while he fills you. He’d lose his mind.”

They looked at each other, sharing a conspiratorial grin.

“But not tonight,” Megan added, glancing at the clock. “He’s spent. Needs time to recharge if he’s going to give us anything worth feeling.”

Scarlett nodded, tracing idle circles on Ethan’s chest.

“Next week,” she said. “I’ll summon him over. You can come too. We’ll take turns, or both at once. Make him service us while we use every hole he has.”

Megan leaned forward, elbows on her knees.

“I want him on his knees first, eating me while you fuck him from behind. Then switch. Maybe tie his hands so he can’t even turn over, just get tossed around like a rag doll. Let him beg to cum while we decide if he’s earned it.”

Scarlett’s fingers dipped lower, his spent, limp cock, making it twitch at the gentle touch.

“And if he’s really good,” she said softly, “I’ll loan him to you. Send him over to your place alone. Let you enjoy him whenever you want, yard work first, maybe, just like he did for me. Then inside, on his knees, tongue in your pussy or your ass, whatever you’re in the mood for. He’s very obedient when properly motivated.”

Megan’s smile widened. “I like that. A shared toy. Passed back and forth.”

Ethan lay silent beneath their words, body limp, mind floating. They spoke about him like property, like a possession they could lend, use, share, right there in the room while he dripped and trembled on the floor. The humiliation should have crushed him. Instead it wrapped around him like warm silk. He loved it. Loved being reduced to this: a locked, pantied, ass-fucked toy whose only purpose was to serve, to please, to take whatever they gave him. The thought of being sent to Megan’s house, ordered to mow her lawn, then kneel and eat her pussy or her ass while Scarlett waited at home, made his caged cock twitch painfully. He wanted it. Craved it. Would beg for it if she asked.

Scarlett leaned down, brushing a kiss across his temple.

“Rest now,” she whispered. “You’ve been perfect tonight. But next week… we’re just getting started.”

Megan raised her wine glass in a small toast.

“To many more nights,” she said. “And many more ways to break our little toy.”

They clinked glasses over his prone body, laughing softly, while Ethan lay there, spent and owned, already aching for whatever came next.

The coming weeks and months stretched ahead like an open promise: more summons, more degradation, more surrender. Scarlett and Megan would share him, use him, pass him back and forth until every boundary he’d ever had dissolved completely. And he would go willingly, eagerly, because being theirs felt like the only place he truly belonged.


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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