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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His own phone buzzed seconds later.

Scarlett: Enjoying the view?

Ethan’s fingers trembled as he typed.

Yes, Mistress. Very much.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then his phone buzzed on the desk.

Scarlett: Back door. Now.

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

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

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

The door opened less than thirty seconds later.

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

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

Scarlett’s lips curved in slow, pleased amusement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He swallowed hard. “I… I didn’t, ”

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

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

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

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

“How many times?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Scarlett watched the reaction with dark amusement.

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

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

Scarlett smiled, small and knowing.

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

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

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

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

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

"Get on it. On your back."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Thirty seconds in, something shifted.

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

Scarlett’s lips curved wider.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ethan stared down in stunned disbelief.

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

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

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

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

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

She smiled, slow, satisfied, predatory.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She lowered herself slowly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She didn’t stop.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Up,” she said.

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

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

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

Scarlett’s smile sharpened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nodded frantically, hanging on every word.

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

She paused, letting the weight settle.

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

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

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

Scarlett’s smile softened, almost tender.

“Good.”

She stepped back.

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

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

The door closed behind him with a soft click.

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


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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