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By the first week of March, the modest Craftsman next door has quietly become an extension of Scarlett Voss’s private kingdom, and Ethan Caldwell, once merely the helpful new neighbor, now crosses the shared fence line carrying far more than polite intention.

Scarlett has never needed theatrics to dominate. Her authority arrives in calm, measured increments: a single emoji that summons him to kneel, a steel cage that turns even his morning erection into her possession, a quiet command that replaces his underwear with lace and cotton printed with cherries and hearts. What began as flirtatious tension across a rhododendron root ball has hardened, slowly, deliberately, into something absolute. She no longer hints at control; she exercises it with the ease of long practice, and Ethan, once cautious and self-contained, has begun to crave the very boundaries she draws.

The most recent days have pushed their dynamic into sharper relief. After a powerful bareback session in which she rode him to multiple climaxes and made him flood her depths, Scarlett locked him back in chastity with clinical tenderness, then, still naked from the waist down, dressed him in the first pair of girly panties from a fresh packet she had waiting. She declared male underwear obsolete: from now on he would wear nothing but lace-trimmed cotton, soft pastels dotted with bows and strawberries, ready for her inspection at any moment.

Saturday brought them into daylight together for the first time. She drove him to the mall, let him carry her bags through women’s clothing stores and lingerie departments, his arms full while she browsed with casual authority. In one shop she walked straight to the panties, held delicate thongs and sheer mesh pairs against his hips in full view of other shoppers, asked his waist size so she could “buy him the perfect fit from now on,” then sent him into a public restroom to change into a black lacy thong so he could feel “how sexy it is to wear something so slutty under boring clothes.” The humiliation burned, yet the cage throbbed harder with every step he took afterward, the open design leaving him exposed and leaking beneath his jeans.

Back home, she rewarded his obedience with something new. She oiled a smooth black plug, held his gaze while slowly pressing it past his virgin ring until it seated deep against his prostate. Then she lay back, legs open, and guided his bare cock into her soaking heat. The dual fullness, her tight, wet pussy gripping him while the plug pressed relentlessly inside, overwhelmed every nerve. She turned the vibration from low to high as he approached the edge, the furious buzz against his prostate amplifying every thrust until pleasure detonated in waves he had never known. When she gave permission he came harder than ever, huge, pulsing spurts flooding her depths, his orgasm stretching impossibly long, her walls clenching in perfect counterpoint to milk every drop while she cried out beneath him.

The energy between them has crystallized into something unmistakable. Scarlett’s dominance is no longer veiled; it is the atmosphere itself, calm, certain, inescapable. Ethan carries the cage and the lace like quiet proof of surrender. Every denied throb, every soft brush of cotton against steel, every memory of her tongue or fingers or pussy owning him reinforces the truth: his pleasure is hers to grant, withhold, shape, and intensify. He aches for her rules as much as for release.

A new week begins tomorrow. Scarlett has already begun dressing him in the symbols of deeper submission, and Ethan, locked, pantied, plugged in memory if not in fact, waits, trembling, for whatever boundary she chooses to push next.

The first half of the week passed in a strange, suspended rhythm, ordinary on the surface, electric beneath.

Ethan woke each morning to the now-familiar weight of the steel cage and the soft, humiliating caress of lace or cotton against his skin. Scarlett had texted him the night before: Mix in the sexier ones. Not just the plain cotton. I want variety. Send proof every morning before you leave for work. So he did.

Monday he chose the sheer red mesh thong from the mall, delicate enough that the steel bars were clearly visible through the fabric when he took the required mirror selfie in the bathroom. He sent it before coffee, heart hammering, then pulled on his work slacks and sweater. The mesh rubbed against the cage all day, every time he crossed his legs in a meeting, every time he stood to grab water, the faint friction reminded him that beneath his professional exterior he was dressed like her private slut.

Tuesday she specified the pair before he even asked: Black lace thong. The one with the little bow. Photo when it's on. He obeyed in the dim pre-dawn light, the black lace stretching tight over the cage, the bow sitting absurdly pretty above the steel bars. The photo went through; her reply was immediate: Good girl. Wear it all day. By midday the lace was damp with constant precum, the cage preventing any real erection but amplifying every throb into sharp frustration.

Wednesday he chose the coral bikini brief with delicate embroidery, soft cotton with lace trim that hugged his hips and framed the cage like gift wrapping. The daily photo became a ritual: jeans lowered, shirt lifted, cage and panties on full display in the bathroom mirror before he left for work. Each time he sent it, a quiet pulse of shame and arousal twisted in his gut. He was leaking more now, the denial sharpening every sensation until even sitting at his desk felt like torment.

Thursday morning he chose the mint-green pair with tiny hearts, simple cotton but unmistakably feminine. The photo went out at 7:12 a.m.; her reply came at 7:14: Perfect. Something a bit more innocent despite how filthy your desires have become. He spent the day shifting uncomfortably in meetings, the cage pressing against the fabric, the hearts printed across his locked cock a secret humiliation only he, and she, knew about.

Through it all, the frustration built steadily, relentless, almost angry at times. His balls ached constantly, heavy and full, every denied throb a reminder of what she controlled. Work suffered: spreadsheets blurred, emails went unanswered for hours, his mind drifting again and again to Saturday night.

He relived it obsessively: Scarlett beneath him, legs wrapped around his waist, her pussy hot and slick around his bare cock. The plug seated deep in his ass, pressing against his prostate with every thrust. The way she’d turned the vibration higher and higher as he neared the edge, low buzz becoming a furious hum that made his entire pelvis light up like a live wire. The moment she’d given permission, the orgasm had detonated from somewhere deep inside, wave after blinding wave, prostate pulsing in time with the plug’s vibration while he pumped spurt after thick spurt into her, flooding her walls until cum leaked out around his shaft. The intensity had been otherworldly: internal and external pleasure colliding, his body spasming, vision whiting out, every muscle locked in helpless ecstasy.

He replayed that moment during quiet moments at his desk, during lunch breaks, during the drive home, cock straining uselessly in the cage, panties damp with precum, mind fixed on her. On the promise of more. On the knowledge that she could, and would, make him feel that again, but only on her terms, only after more surrender.

Scarlett had been quiet the first half of the week, her daily demands for panty proof photos came like clockwork, but nothing more. Ethan had settled into the routine: waking to the cage's unyielding grip, slipping on a new pair of panties, snapping the required mirror selfie with shirt lifted and jeans lowered, then dressing over the humiliation and heading into his workday. The constant rub of lace against his skin, the steel pressing with every step, kept him in a low hum of frustration. But Thursday afternoon, as he sat in a virtual meeting staring at lines of code, his phone buzzed on the desk.

Scarlett: Thinking about you, toy. Locked and pantied at your desk? Send proof.

He excused himself from the call with a quick chat message, BRB, quick break, and hurried to the bathroom. Jeans down, shirt up, black lace thong stretched tight over the cage, a dark spot of precum already visible. Snap. Send.

Her reply came seconds later: a photo.

Scarlett in black lace lingerie, pushup bra pushing her breasts up high, nipples just visible through the sheer cups, matching thong riding low on her hips. She stood in front of a full-length mirror, one hand cupping her breast, thumb brushing the nipple, the other slipped beneath the thong's waistband, fingers hidden but the implication clear. The caption: Wish your tongue was here instead of my fingers.

Ethan's cock surged against the bars, the cage biting hard. Precum leaked steadily now, soaking the lace. He stared at the image, heart pounding, meeting forgotten.

Another buzz: a voice note.

He hit play, volume low, ear to the phone.

Her voice, low, husky, intimate: "Mmm, Ethan… I can’t stop thinking about your tight little hole. How it clenched around my tongue while I licked you slow and deep. Imagine me behind you now, spreading your cheeks, tonguing your ass while my hand strokes your cock so… very… slowly. Building you up until you can't take it, until your cum sprays out in thick, hot ropes. I'd catch some on my fingers, taste your delicious essence… salty, warm, all mine."

The note ended. Ethan leaned against the sink, breathing ragged, cage throbbing painfully. His free hand hovered over the front of his jeans, then dropped away. No touch. No relief. Just the ache.

Friday morning started with a message before he’d even chosen the day’s pair.

Scarlett: Yellow strawberries today. Photo when they’re on.

He complied, slipping the sunny yellow cotton dotted with little red strawberries over the cage, snapping the proof. Her response: another photo. This one of her in bed, sheets tangled around her thighs, fingers buried deep in her pussy, lips parted in a silent moan. Caption: Fingering myself thinking of your cock filling me raw last weekend. Your huge load leaking out of me. Want to do it again?

Yes. God, yes. But he couldn’t reply, couldn’t even get hard. The cage held him soft and denied, precum soaking the strawberries.

Mid-afternoon Friday: another voice note.

He ducked into the empty conference room at work, hit play.

Scarlett’s voice, breathy and teasing: "I’m touching myself right now, toy. Two fingers sliding in and out of my wet pussy, imagining it’s your tongue. But no, I want your ass again. I want to bend you over, spread you wide, tongue your hole until you're dripping and begging. Then stroke your cock slow, up and down, twisting at the head, while I finger you deep. Feel that prostate throb for me… make you cum so hard you spray everywhere. I'd lick it up after, taste how sweet you are when you're denied and desperate."

He listened twice, cock straining futilely against the bars, a wet spot spreading across the yellow cotton. The frustration was exquisite, mental teasing piling onto physical denial, leaving him leaking and aching all afternoon.

No more messages that day. The silence only built the tension higher, leaving him to relive every detail: her voice purring degradations, her fingers in the photos, the promise of more. By Friday night he was a mess, cage throbbing, panties damp, mind fixed on her, on the control she wielded even from across the yard.

Saturday morning arrived under a pale, watery March sky, the kind of light that promised warmth but still carried the bite of winter at the edges. Ethan woke before his alarm, body already humming with restless anticipation. The cage had become a second skin now, its weight familiar, its denial constant, but the week of teasing messages and daily panty proofs had wound him tighter than ever. He’d spent every evening replaying her voice notes, staring at her photos, leaking into whatever pair she’d chosen for him that day. The frustration had built to a fever pitch; he was desperate to please her, to earn whatever she might grant today.

He’d put extra effort into the offering this time.

The small brown paper sack waited on the kitchen counter: a hand-poured soy candle scented with sandalwood and vanilla. He’d driven to three shops to find the exact one he thought she’d like, a tiny box of artisanal dark chocolate truffles dusted with cocoa, and a single long-stemmed white rose wrapped in black tissue paper. No note, he knew she preferred gestures without words, but every item had been chosen with care, a silent plea: See how much I want to please you. See how much I need you.

He slipped out the back door just before sunrise, crossed the yard in the quiet chill, and placed the sack carefully on her back porch, centered on the welcome mat. Then he retreated to his own house and waited.

From the kitchen window he watched her collect it, robe loosely tied, hair tousled from sleep, lifting the bag without expression before disappearing inside. No wave. No acknowledgment. The blankness only made his caged cock twitch harder against the bars.

She emerged for her run at 8:03 a.m., black leggings, charcoal top, ponytail swinging, as usual. Ethan watched her stretch against the porch rail, then set off down the street at her easy pace. Forty minutes later she returned, skin flushed, a light sheen of sweat catching the sun. She walked straight through the house and out of sight.

No mid-morning text followed.

No tongue emoji. No summons.

The hours stretched.

Ethan paced the living room, then the kitchen, then back again. He tried to play a video game, something mindless, a distraction he’d relied on for years, but the controller felt foreign in his hands. He died repeatedly in the first level, mind fixed on the silence from next door. Had the offering displeased her? Was the candle too strong, the chocolate too rich, the rose too presumptuous? Or had she simply decided to withhold today, to teach him that even Saturday wasn’t guaranteed?

The anticipation drove him mad.

He wanted to see her. Needed to. Needed the cage off, her hands on him, her pussy around him, the release he’d been denied for so long. His cock throbbed uselessly in its prison, leaking steadily into the pair he’d worn today, the mint-green hearts, chosen because she’d complimented them once. The panties were soaked now, the cotton clinging uncomfortably to his skin. He couldn’t focus, couldn’t read, couldn’t watch anything, couldn’t even sit still. He paced, checked his phone obsessively, stared out the window at her house like it might reveal something.

Finally, at 6:42 p.m., the text arrived.

Scarlett: Back door. Now.

Relief and nerves crashed through him at once. He hurried across the yard, knocked, waited. The door opened.

Scarlett stood there in a deep burgundy dress, sleeveless, fitted through the bodice, flowing softly to mid-thigh, hair down in loose waves, makeup subtle but perfect: smoky eyes, dark red lips that matched the dress. She looked… romantic. Seductive in a way that felt almost unfamiliar after weeks of raw, commanding encounters.

“Come in,” she said.

Ethan stepped inside. The door closed. He stripped automatically, jeans, sweater, T-shirt, socks, until he stood in the mint-green heart panties, cage clearly outlined beneath the thin cotton.

But the house felt different.

Candles flickered on the dining table, tall white tapers in silver holders. Two place settings waited: wine glasses already poured, deep red liquid catching the candlelight; plates covered with cloches; a small vase of white roses in the center. Soft jazz played from hidden speakers. The air smelled of roasted garlic, fresh herbs, something rich and warm.

Ethan stared, confused.

Scarlett stepped close, fingers brushing his cheek.

“I thought you deserved a little romance,” she said softly, eyes locked on his. “A little seduction… before I fuck you.”

The phrasing landed oddly, not her usual sharp, dominant tone. It sounded almost like a woman trying to entice a lover, not command a toy. Ethan’s mind spun. They’d already been in bed together, multiple times, raw and intense, but this felt different. Effort. Intention. A woman dressing up, lighting candles, cooking, wanting to draw him in.

He liked it, more than he expected. The idea of her putting in effort to get him into bed, even after everything they’d done, stirred something warm beneath the submission. But beneath that warmth came a faint, uneasy flicker: this wasn’t quite her usual self. There was subtext here he couldn’t quite grasp.

Scarlett smiled, slow, intimate, and took his hand.

“Come,” she said. “Dinner first.”

He followed her toward the candlelit table, still not understanding the shift, still not seeing what she truly meant when she said she wanted to fuck him, how this was all another game of breaking him down bit by bit, drawing him even deeper into her web of control.

Ethan sat across from Scarlett at the small dining table, the candle flames between them flickering in soft, golden pulses. He was naked except for the panties framing his steel chastity cage like delicate ribbon around a gift that wasn’t allowed to be unwrapped yet. His cock strained uselessly against the bars, the head flushed dark and pressed flat, a steady drip of precum soaking the lace beneath and darkening the fabric in small, shameful patches.

Scarlett had changed into the burgundy dress after her shower, sleeveless, fitted through the bodice, the skirt flowing loosely to mid-thigh. She wore no bra; the silk clung softly to her breasts, nipples faintly visible as hard points beneath the thin fabric whenever she moved. Her makeup was subtle but perfect: smoky eyes that made her gaze feel heavier, dark red lips that matched the dress and drew his attention every time she took a sip of wine.

The meal was simple but beautifully prepared, roasted chicken with rosemary and garlic, buttered asparagus, a small salad dressed with lemon vinaigrette. She’d poured them both generous glasses of a perfectly paired merlot. Ethan ate slowly, hyper-aware of every sensation: the cool air on his bare skin, the cotton rubbing against his trapped cock with every small shift, the cage pressing insistently against the chair whenever he leaned forward. But more than anything, he was aware of her, how she looked at him, how she smiled, how her foot had already begun to tease beneath the table.

Her bare foot slid up his calf first, slow, deliberate, then higher, until her toes found the front of the panties. She pressed lightly against the cage, the ball of her foot rubbing in small circles over the steel bars. Ethan sucked in a sharp breath; the pressure was maddening, enough to make his cock throb harder inside its prison, but no more. Precum leaked steadily now, soaking the material further, the wet spot spreading inexorably.

“You’re dripping for me already,” she murmured, voice low and amused. “My poor locked boy, leaking through his pretty panties just because I’m touching him with my foot.”

She poured more wine into both their glasses, his third, her fourth, without asking. “Drink,” she said softly. “I want you really loosened up tonight.”

Ethan obeyed, the rich red sliding warm down his throat. The alcohol hit quickly on an empty stomach and a week of pent-up need; by the second glass his cheeks were flushed, the edges of his usual nervousness softening into something warmer, hazier. The constant ache in the cage no longer felt like torment, it felt like worship. Every press of her foot against the steel sent a fresh wave of frustrated desire through him, and he loved it. Loved how she made him feel wanted, desired, seen in this vulnerable, exposed state.

She kept the teasing light but relentless, her foot sliding up his inner thigh, toes brushing his bulge, then pressing harder against the cage until he whimpered softly. She smiled across the candlelight, eyes dark and hungry.

“You look so beautiful like this,” she said quietly. “Naked except for your little panties, caged and leaking for me. I love how desperate you get. How much you want to please me.”

Ethan swallowed hard, voice rough. “I do, Mistress. I want… I want to make you feel good.”

She leaned forward slightly, the neckline of her dress dipping to reveal more of her breasts. “You will,” she promised. “Soon.”

They finished the meal slowly, the conversation light, her asking about his week, him answering in short, distracted sentences, while her foot never stopped its slow, tormenting dance against the cage. By the time the plates were empty, Ethan’s head felt pleasantly fuzzy, the wine blurring the sharp edges of his shame into something softer, more pliable.

Scarlett set her glass down and stood.

“Leave the dishes,” she said. “It’s time to go upstairs.”

Ethan rose on unsteady legs, cock throbbing painfully inside the cage, panties soaked through. She took his hand and led him toward the staircase, her touch warm and possessive.

In the bedroom candles burned low, casting long shadows across the walls. Scarlett closed the door behind them, then turned to face him. She didn’t reach for the key. Instead she stepped close, hands sliding up his bare chest, fingers finding his nipples and rolling them gently between thumb and forefinger.

Ethan gasped, hips jerking forward involuntarily.

She kissed him, slow, deep, tongue sliding against his, while her hands continued their teasing exploration: pinching, tugging, circling his nipples until they hardened into tight peaks. She pressed her body against his, breasts soft against his chest, hips grinding once so he could feel the heat of her pussy through the thin fabric of her dress.

“You’re so sensitive like this,” she whispered against his mouth. “Locked up, pantied, denied… every little touch feels like fire, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he breathed, voice trembling.

She kissed along his jaw, down his neck, teeth grazing his collarbone.

“I love how desperate you get,” she continued softly. “How willing you are to give me everything. Your cock. Your ass. Your obedience. You’d let me do anything to you right now, wouldn’t you?”

Ethan moaned as she pinched both nipples at once, sharp, sweet pain that shot straight to his trapped cock.

“Yes,” he gasped. “Anything. Please…”

“Say it,” she murmured, lips brushing his ear. “Tell me you’ll let me do anything to you.”

“I’ll… I’ll let you do anything to me, Mistress,” he repeated, voice cracking with need. “Anything. I’m yours.”

She smiled against his skin, hands sliding down to grip his ass through the soft panties.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Keep saying it. Let it sink in.”

“I’ll let you do anything,” he echoed, hips rocking helplessly against her. “Anything you want. I’m so… so turned on. I need you. I’ll do anything.”

She kissed him again, deeper, hungrier, grinding her hips against the cage until he whimpered into her mouth. His mind was hazy with wine and the week of denial, every touch amplified, every word sinking deeper into the place where shame had long since turned to craving. He meant it, every repeated promise, every desperate vow. In that moment, with her body pressed to his, her hands and mouth claiming him, he would have agreed to anything.

She pulled back just enough to look into his eyes, her own dark with satisfaction.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “My perfect, obedient toy. Ready for whatever I want next.”

“On the bed,” she said quietly. “Hands and knees. Ass up in the air like a good little slut.”

Ethan’s heart stuttered. Her voice cut through it like a blade. He slowly moved onto the bed on all fours, knees sinking into the mattress, back arched, ass presented high. The position felt obscene, vulnerable, exposed, the soft panties still framing his caged cock and balls beneath him, the steel bars pressing into the cotton with every small shift.

Scarlett moved behind him. Her fingers hooked his waistband and dragged it down slowly, past his hips, over the curve of his ass, letting the material slide along his thighs until it pooled at his knees. She pulled them off and tossed them across the room with a careless flick; they landed somewhere near the dresser in a crumpled heap.

She made a low, appreciative sound.

“Look at that,” she murmured, palms smoothing over the firm globes of his ass, thumbs spreading him open just enough to expose his hole. “So perfect. Round and tight and ready. Your little hole is so eager for attention, isn’t it?”

Ethan’s face burned against the sheets. He couldn’t speak, could only breathe in shallow pants as she traced a single fingertip around his rim, teasing the sensitive skin.

“Tell me,” she said softly. “How good did it feel when I played with your ass before? When I made you cum so hard you sprayed all over my floor while I stroked your cock?”

He swallowed hard, voice hoarse. “It… it felt incredible, Mistress. So full… so deep. I’ve never come like that. I loved it.”

Scarlett hummed in approval. Then she leaned in.

Her tongue touched him, warm, wet, circling his hole in slow, deliberate strokes. Ethan moaned low in his throat, hips rocking back instinctively. She licked harder, flattening her tongue to lap broad strokes from his taint to the base of his spine, then pointing it to press inside, fucking him shallowly while her hands kneaded his cheeks.

“Such a slutty little ass,” she purred between licks. “Pushing back onto my tongue like you were born for it. My greedy, hungry toy… moaning and dripping just because your Mistress is eating your hole.”

Ethan’s moans grew louder, broken, hips grinding back against her face, chasing the wet heat of her tongue. The cage kept him denied, cock throbbing uselessly against the bars, leaking steadily onto the sheets below.

She pulled back suddenly. Ethan whined at the loss.

A moment later he felt cool lube drip directly onto his hole, shocking after the warmth of her mouth, followed by the blunt pressure of her finger. Without warning she pushed in, quick, firm, past the first knuckle in one smooth glide.

Ethan gasped, body tensing. The sudden fullness shocked him, thicker than her tongue, deeper, stretching him open in a way that made his thighs shake. His hole clenched around her finger instinctively, then relaxed as she curled it forward, finding his prostate again.

“There,” she whispered, stroking that spot with slow, deliberate drags. “Feel that? How your body opens for me? How it begs to be filled?”

He moaned, loud, helpless, hips rocking back onto her finger despite himself.

“I’m going to use your body any way I desire,” she continued, voice low and dark. “Your mouth. Your cock. Your tight little ass. You’re my fuck toy now, Ethan. My perfect, obedient slut who cums when I tell him to, how I tell him to. And you’ll love every second of it.”

She worked him slowly, adding a second finger, then a third, stretching him wider with each careful thrust. The fullness was overwhelming: three fingers sliding in and out, curling against his prostate on every forward stroke, sending deep, rolling waves of pleasure through his core. He felt impossibly stretched, open, exposed, owned, his hole clenching greedily around her fingers even as the cage kept his cock locked and denied. He couldn’t believe it: still caged, still unable to get fully hard, yet here he was moaning like a whore while she finger-fucked his ass with steady, relentless rhythm.

Without warning she pulled her fingers free.

Ethan whimpered at the sudden emptiness, ass clenching around nothing.

Behind him came quiet movement, fabric rustling, buckles clicking. He turned his head just enough to look over his shoulder, still holding position, ass high, knees spread, face flushed and dazed.

Scarlett stood at the foot of the bed, tightening the straps of a black leather harness around her hips. A dildo jutted from the front, six inches long, thick as his own cock, black silicone with subtle veining, already glistening with fresh lube.

She caught his wide-eyed stare and laughed, low, delighted.

“I told you at the start of the night,” she said, voice thick with anticipation. “I was going to fuck you.”

Ethan’s heart slammed against his ribs. Fear flickered through him, sharp, instinctive, but her eyes held his, calm and commanding, and the words died in his throat before they could form.

She stepped closer, one hand stroking the dildo slowly.

“You’re going to take every inch,” she said softly. “And you’re going to love it.”

Scarlett stepped forward, the strap-on harness secure around her hips, the black silicone dildo jutting out like an extension of her own body. She poured a generous amount of lube onto her palm and stroked it along the length of the toy, making it glisten in the low bedroom light. Ethan remained on all fours, ass high in the air, heart hammering against his ribs, the position making him feel exposed and slutty in a way that both terrified and thrilled him.

She pressed the tip of the dildo against his lubed asshole, the cool, blunt pressure making him tense instinctively.

"It's time," she said softly, voice low and commanding, her free hand gripping his hip to steady him. "Time to lose your anal virginity to your Mistress. Relax for me, toy. Let me in."

Ethan breathed shallowly, eyes squeezed shut, mind reeling. The initial push was slow, insistent but gentle, stretching his tight ring around the head. The fullness was immediate and overwhelming: bigger than her fingers, unyielding, forcing his hole to yield inch by inch. A sharp burn bloomed at the entrance, making him gasp, but it faded quickly into a deep, stretching pressure that radiated through his pelvis. His body resisted at first, clenching around the intrusion, but Scarlett's hand stroked his back soothingly, her voice murmuring encouragement: "Breathe… good boy… open up for me."

When the widest part slipped past his inner ring, his ass pulled the rest in with a sudden, slick pop, the base seating flush against his cheeks. Ethan moaned, low, broken, the fullness consuming him completely, pressing against his prostate in a way that made his caged cock twitch and leak beneath him.

Scarlett stayed still for a moment, letting him adjust, her hands roaming his ass cheeks, squeezing and spreading them.

"Feel that?" she whispered. "My cock inside you. Filling your slutty little hole."

She began to move, gently at first, shallow thrusts that rocked the dildo back and forth just an inch or two. The sensation was strange and intense: a deep, internal glide that rubbed his prostate with every motion, sending waves of pleasure through his core that had nothing to do with his trapped cock. Ethan moaned again, hips rocking back instinctively, the cognitive dissonance crashing through him, he was being fucked, penetrated like a woman, yet the pleasure was undeniable, building in layers that made his thighs tremble and his breaths come ragged.

Scarlett's pace quickened, thrusts turning harder, deeper, the slap of her hips against his ass filling the room. She reached forward, fingers tangling in his hair, pulling his head back sharply so his back arched further.

"That's it," she growled. "Take my cock like the submissive slutty toy you are. Look at you, moaning and pushing back on it like a desperate whore. My little anal virgin, already loving getting fucked in the ass. You're such a pathetic, cock-hungry bitch, aren't you?"

The degradation hit him like sparks, shame twisting into arousal, making his caged cock leak steadily onto the sheets below. He loved it, every slap of her hips, every tug on his hair, every filthy word that reinforced how completely she owned him. The pleasure built relentlessly, deep and throbbing, but he couldn't cum, couldn't even get close. The cage kept him soft and denied, the frustration amplifying everything, leaving him trapped in a loop of building need without release.

Scarlett slapped his ass, sharp, stinging, then again, the crack echoing through the room.

"You love this, don't you?" she taunted, thrusts turning rougher, faster. "Being my fuck toy. Taking my cock up your tight little ass while yours stays locked and useless."

She slowed for a moment, then slammed deep, grinding against him.

"I can feel how much you want to cum," she said, voice breathless. "But you can't. Not like this. Not yet. I'll teach you how to cum from just your ass, all in good time. When you're ready to be my perfect anal slut."

Ethan whimpered, hips bucking back against her, lost in the overwhelming mix of pain, pleasure, and surrender. The cognitive dissonance roared in his mind, he was being fucked, degraded, used like a toy, yet he craved more, needed her to go harder, to break him completely.

Scarlett sensed it. She pulled his hair tighter, leaning over him.

"Beg for it," she commanded. "Beg me to fuck you harder."

The alcohol from earlier still buzzed in his veins, loosening his inhibitions, stripping away the last shreds of restraint.

"Please, Mistress," he gasped, voice breaking. "Fuck me harder. Please, use my ass. Fuck your slutty toy deeper… faster… make me take it all. I need it, please, fuck me like the horny fuck-toy you’ve turned me into!"

Scarlett laughed, dark, triumphant, and obliged, thrusts turning brutal, pounding into him with relentless force while he begged like a desperate, insatiable slut, every word pulling him deeper into submission.

Scarlett slowed her thrusts until the dildo was buried deep, hips grinding in slow circles that pressed the toy relentlessly against his prostate. Ethan's arms shook where they braced against the mattress, his body trembling from the relentless internal stimulation, his caged cock dripping steadily onto the sheets below. She leaned over him, breasts brushing his back, lips close to his ear.

"Do you want me to unlock you?" she whispered, voice husky with control. "Let that pathetic cock out so you can finally cum for your Mistress?"

Ethan's breath hitched, a desperate whine escaping him.

"Yes, please, Mistress," he begged, voice cracking. "Please unlock me. Let me cum. I need it so bad. I'll do anything, anything, just let me cum inside you again. Please…"

Scarlett laughed softly, dark, satisfied, and pulled out slowly, the dildo sliding free with a wet sound that made him whimper at the sudden emptiness. She flipped him onto his back in one smooth motion, hands firm on his hips, positioning him beneath her. His legs fell open instinctively; she knelt between them, the strap-on still glistening with lube and his own arousal.

She held his gaze, unblinking, commanding, as she lined the tip up with his stretched hole again. Then, without breaking eye contact, she pushed forward in one long, steady thrust, sinking the full length inside him until her hips met his ass.

Ethan's back arched off the bed, a raw cry tearing from his throat. The sudden fullness overwhelmed him, deeper this time, the angle pressing the dildo hard against his prostate from the first stroke. The raw sexual energy between them crackled like a fire: her eyes locked on his, owning him completely, while his body yielded without resistance, ass clenching greedily around the invading toy.

She reached for the small silver key on the nightstand, dangling it between them for a heartbeat before leaning down to unlock the cage. The padlock sprang open; she worked the ring free, then slid the tube off his shaft in one smooth motion.

His cock surged to full, painful erection in seconds, springing upward, thick and flushed, veins bulging, head dark and slick with precum. The rush of blood after days of confinement was almost too much; he moaned brokenly, hips jerking upward.

Scarlett wrapped her lubed hand around his shaft, firm, slick strokes that made lightning shoot up his spine. At the same time she began to fuck him again, slow, deep thrusts that dragged the dildo over his prostate with every pass.

"You're mine," she said, voice low and relentless. "Completely. Your cock. Your ass. Your orgasms. Your obedience. You give yourself over to me in everything, every thought, every desire, every drop of cum. Say it."

Ethan's head thrashed against the pillow, pleasure building from both ends, her hand stroking his cock in perfect rhythm with the deep, punishing thrusts into his ass.

"I'm yours," he gasped. "Completely yours, Mistress. I give you everything, please, fuck me, use me, own me, "

She sped up, thrusts turning harder, faster, the dildo slamming against his prostate while her hand flew along his shaft, twisting at the head on every upstroke. The dual assault was merciless: prostate throbbing under relentless pressure, cock sliding through her slick fist, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter in his core until he was shaking, moaning, begging incoherently.

"Cum  for me," she commanded. "Empty your balls of all that creamy cum, spray it all over while I fuck your slutty little ass."

The permission shattered him.

Ethan's orgasm hit like a freight train, his back arching off the bed, a guttural cry ripping from his throat as the first massive spurt erupted from his cock. Rope after thick rope sprayed across his chest and stomach, huge, forceful jets that kept coming, his prostate pulsing in time with the dildo's thrusts, milking every last drop from him in waves that seemed endless. His whole body spasmed, muscles locking, then releasing, vision whiting out as pleasure radiated from his ass straight through his cock in blinding intensity.

Scarlett kept fucking him through it, hard, deep strokes that slammed the dildo against his prostate with every thrust, drawing out every pulse of his orgasm in relentless waves. Her hand pumped his shaft in perfect rhythm, milking thick rope after thick rope from him until the last weak spurt oozed onto his stomach, leaving his chest and abs streaked with his own hot, creamy load.

She slowed and finally stopped with her hips pressing firmly against him. The strap-on stayed buried deep inside him, grinding slowly now, pressing firmly against that oversensitive spot while his body continued to shudder with aftershocks. Ethan lay there, limp, trembling, utterly spent, his ass clenching rhythmically around the thick silicone that still filled him completely, every small shift of her hips sending fresh ripples of pleasure-pain through his core.

She scooped a thick glob of his cum from his chest with two fingers, the warm, sticky essence clinging to her skin. Without pulling out, she leaned forward, dildo still seated to the hilt, and rammed those cum-coated fingers deep into his mouth.

“Taste it,” she ordered, voice low and commanding. “Taste your delicious creamy load. Suck it clean while I stay buried in your slutty little ass.”

Ethan, still floating in the raw, trembling throes of subspace, body limp and oversensitive, obeyed instantly. He licked and sucked her fingers greedily, tongue swirling around the salty, musky essence of his own release, the taste coating his mouth as her hips gave one last slow grind inside him. The fullness never left; the dildo pressed relentlessly against his prostate even as he swallowed, the dual sensation, being fucked and fed his own cum, overwhelming every thought.

He felt utterly used. Fucked. Degraded. His ass stretched and claimed, his cock milked dry while still locked in submission, his own seed forced back into his mouth like a final act of ownership. The shame burned hot and bright, twisting into something deeper, something addictive. He loved it. Loved how completely she had taken him apart, how she kept him filled and marked even after the orgasm had ripped through him. Loved the way she owned every inch of him, inside and out, until there was nothing left but surrender.

She watched him swallow, eyes dark with satisfaction, fingers still deep in his mouth as she gave one final, slow thrust with the strap-on.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “So perfectly used. So perfectly mine.”

Scarlett pulled back a little and thrust forward again so the strap-on was buried to the hilt one last time, grinding deep against his prostate in a slow, deliberate circle that drew a final, broken whimper from Ethan’s throat. His body was limp beneath her, muscles slack, breath ragged, skin slick with sweat and the remnants of his massive release. The sheets beneath him were damp with cum, his chest and stomach streaked with thick white ropes that still glistened in the low bedroom light.

She held there for a long moment, letting him feel the fullness, the stretch, the complete possession of his ass by the thick silicone cock she’d just used to fuck him senseless. Then, slowly, she began to withdraw, inch by slick inch, watching his face as his hole clung to the toy, reluctant to let it go. When the head finally slipped free with a soft, wet sound, Ethan gasped, ass clenching around sudden emptiness, a faint tremor running through his thighs.

Scarlett unbuckled the harness with calm efficiency, letting it fall to the floor beside the bed. She reached for the towel she’d left within reach earlier, still slightly damp from cleaning them after his earlier orgasm, and knelt beside him.

She wiped him gently but thoroughly: first the cum streaked across his chest and stomach, then lower, cleaning the slick mess around his spent cock and balls, finally dabbing carefully between his cheeks where lube and his own arousal had left him glistening and tender. Ethan lay still, too wrecked to move, letting her tend to him like something precious she had just used up. The tenderness after the brutality made his chest ache in a new way, ownership wrapped in care.

When he was clean, she reached for the chastity cage on the nightstand. She fitted the ring around the base of his softened cock and balls first, gentle, almost reverent, then slid the tube over his shaft. It went on easily now, his cock pliant and exhausted after the pounding release. The padlock clicked shut with that quiet, final sound that had become as familiar to him as his own heartbeat.

Scarlett set the key back on the nightstand, then stretched out beside him on the bed. She pulled the covers up over both of them, draping one arm across his chest, her naked body pressed warmly against his side. Her fingers traced idle patterns over his sternum, right above where his heart still hammered unevenly.

Ethan stared at the ceiling, body heavy and spent, mind floating in the soft aftermath of subspace. He felt utterly taken. Fucked. Owned. His ass still pulsed faintly with the memory of her strap-on stretching him wide, pounding that spot inside him until he’d cum untouched, spraying cum across his own body while she claimed him completely. The cage locked back around his cock felt right now, inevitable, like it belonged there. Like he belonged to her.

He turned his head slightly, looking at her profile in the dim light: strong jawline, dark lashes, lips curved in quiet satisfaction. She had taken everything, his anal virginity, his orgasms, his dignity, and given him pleasure so intense it had rewritten what he thought his body was capable of. And he had begged for it. Begged to be fucked harder, to be used, to be hers.

He would do anything she asked.

Anything.

The thought settled into him like truth, deep, unshakable. He was hers now: locked, pantied, degraded and adored in equal measure. And he loved it. Loved the surrender. Loved the way she broke him open and put him back together exactly how she wanted.

Scarlett turned her head, meeting his gaze.

“You were perfect,” she whispered, brushing a damp strand of hair from his forehead. “My perfect little toy.”

Ethan closed his eyes, a small, exhausted smile tugging at his lips.

He would continue to do anything she asked of him.

Anything at all.


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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