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

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

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

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

Then came the rules.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Scarlett: Back door. Now.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He swallowed, throat dry. “No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She arched one brow. “Ask nicely.”

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

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

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

“Please, Mistress… touch my cock.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come.”

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

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

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

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

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

She watched his eyes the entire time.

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

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

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

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

The correction came out rushed, breathless.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The sight stole his breath.

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

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

She crooked one finger, beckoning him closer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you like how I taste?”

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

“Yes, Mistress. God, yes. I love it.”

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

“Good boy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Scarlett laughed softly, a knowing, throaty sound.

“That’s it.”

She began to ride him in earnest.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She smiled, slow and sated.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Mistress.”

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

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

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

“Yes, Mistress. I’ll do that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Clear, Mistress.”

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

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

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

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

“Would you like to cum now?”

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

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

“Would you like to come down my throat?”

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

Scarlett’s eyes darkened with satisfaction.

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

She didn’t wait for more words.

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

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

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

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

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

The orgasm hit him like a breaking dam.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Through the glass she watched him.

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

Scarlett sipped slowly, lips curving into a private smile.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Seven days. He could wait seven days.
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