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By late February, the quiet suburb south of Portland had become the unlikely stage for a private, accelerating transformation. Ethan Caldwell, twenty-seven, newly settled into semi-remote tech work and a modest rented house, had crossed his neighbor’s threshold one Thursday to help with a stubborn rhododendron. What began as neighborly effort ended with him naked on Scarlett Voss’s living room chair, her mouth sealed around him, her throat claiming every inch while she laid the first quiet rule: his orgasms were no longer his to decide.

Scarlett, early forties, body honed by disciplined training, presence calibrated to command without raising her voice, had recognized his desire before even he was truly aware of it. Over the next week she fed it carefully: stolen glimpses through windows, yoga poses held just long enough, silk slipping off shoulders at dusk, a single teasing text “Enjoying the view?”, and the ironclad promise of Saturday. When the day arrived she greeted him in soft, oversized clothes that somehow felt more dominant than any lingerie, accepted his first small tribute with cool approval, then stripped him bare and led him, literally, by his cock through her house, after finding out he had unwittingly broken a cryptic rule. He had made himself cum at home, twice, breaking her demand that he thought was meant to enforce desire, not denial. She wasn’t going to deny herself the fucking that she truly wanted, but she wasn’t about to reward his bad behavior either.

The bedroom became her classroom. She numbed him with special lube so he could watch, astonished, as she rode him to three shattering orgasms while he felt nothing of his cock. She used his body like an instrument tuned only to her pleasure: warm-up with his mouth, then slow, deep penetration that left her crying out in release after release while he remained locked in frustrated, aching hardness. Each climax she took deepened the asymmetry between them, her satisfaction loud and unrestrained, his denied and wordless.

Afterward she peeled the condom away, cleaned him with clinical tenderness, and reminded him that even the return of sensation would bring no relief unless she granted it. She wanted to be his sole source of pleasure; she would withhold it when he faltered. Then, still naked and throbbing, he stood before her and swore he would do anything to earn the right to feel her bare. She smiled at the word, anything, and outlined the path to redemption: seven days of strict denial, nightly service if summoned with a tongue emoji: strip, kneel, make her come with his mouth, leave silently, another offering at her door next Saturday, and the promise of “some discomfort” before any reward.

The energy between them had crystallized. What started as flirtatious tension had hardened into unmistakable hierarchy: her commands calm and certain, his compliance instinctive and growing. Scarlett no longer veiled her dominance; she wielded it with the ease of long practice. Ethan, once cautious and inexperienced, now stood on the edge of something larger, devotion disguised as desire, surrender masquerading as eagerness. He left her house that afternoon still hard, still aching, already counting the minutes until the first emoji arrived.

Seven days of disciplined waiting lie ahead. Seven days in which Scarlett will test how far obedience can stretch before it becomes something more permanent. Ethan has no idea yet how thoroughly she intends to remake him, but every pulse of denied need is already teaching him to want exactly what she plans to give.

The week unfolded in a haze of restless nights and distracted days, each hour marked by the quiet buzz of anticipation for Scarlett’s summons. Ethan threw himself into work, endless code sprints and virtual meetings, but his mind wandered constantly, replaying the numb frustration of Saturday, the way her body had writhed above him while he felt nothing. The denial gnawed at him: no touch, no release, his cock stirring at random memories of her taste, her moans, the casual grip of her hand leading him through her house. He ached constantly, balls heavy and sensitive, a low throb that reminded him of her rules with every shift in his chair. The obsession deepened; Scarlett wasn’t just a neighbor anymore, she was a force, a gravity pulling him toward total surrender. He checked his phone obsessively, heart skipping at every notification, wondering if tonight would be the night she called on him to prove his devotion.

The first summons came Sunday evening, just after dusk. His phone lit up on the kitchen counter: a single tongue emoji from Scarlett. No words, no context, just the symbol, simple and commanding. Ethan’s pulse spiked; his cock hardened almost instantly against his jeans. He crossed the yard in the fading light, careful to stay shadowed by the fence, and knocked softly at her back door. He opened it immediately, barely able to contain his enthusiasm, and he stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind him.

The kitchen was dim, lit only by the glow from the living room beyond. He stripped without pause: hoodie folded on the chair, t-shirt next, jeans and boxer briefs shoved down in one motion, socks peeled off last. Naked now, erection already straining upward, he walked into the living room. Scarlett sat on the couch, legs spread wide, smooth pussy glistening in the low lamplight. She wore a loose tank top and nothing else, eyes fixed on her phone, not even glancing up as he approached. No acknowledgment, no command, just her body presented like an expectation.

Ethan knelt between her thighs, heart pounding. Her scent hit him first, warm musk mixed with faint citrus from her shower, intoxicating and familiar. He leaned in, tongue flattening against her entrance, lapping slowly upward to her clit. She didn’t react at first, but as he circled the swollen bud with gentle pressure, a soft sigh escaped her. He worked diligently, savoring the salty-sweet taste that coated his lips, the way her inner thighs tensed slightly against his cheeks. His own cock throbbed painfully below, untouched, leaking onto the rug, but he ignored it, focused only on her. After several minutes of steady licks and sucks, she moaned gently, low and breathy, her hips tilting forward just enough to press harder against his mouth. He felt her clit pulse under his tongue as she came, quiet, controlled, a subtle flood of wetness that he lapped up eagerly. No grip on his head, no cries, just a soft exhale, then stillness.

She shifted slightly, closing her legs as a silent dismissal. Ethan rose, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and left without a word, dressing in the kitchen, slipping out the back door into the cold night. Back home, he paced the living room, cock still aching, frustration coiling tight in his gut. He’d pleased her, he knew it from that moan, but the denial burned. No release for him, no eye contact, no praise, not even an acknowledgement of his presence in the room. It left him desperate, craving more of her, willing to endure anything for the chance to feel her again. The submission felt deeper already: he was her tool, existing for her pleasure, and the thought made him harder even as he tried to sleep.

Monday passed in a blur of meetings, but the second emoji arrived just after 9 p.m. Ethan was midway through a Netflix episode when his phone vibrated. Tongue emoji. No hesitation, he crossed the yard, knocked, entered. Stripped. Walked to the living room.

Scarlett waited in the same spot, this time in a silk robe parted at the front, legs splayed, pussy already slick and inviting. Again, no eye contact, her gaze on a book in her lap, one hand turning a page idly. Ethan knelt, inhaling her scent deeply, the mix of arousal and faint lavender from her lotion making his head swim. He started slow, tongue delving into her folds, tracing patterns that drew a quiet hum from her throat. His physical sensations sharpened: the heat of her against his lips, the way her juices coated his chin, the subtle quiver of her thighs as he sucked gently on her clit. His cock dangled heavy between his legs, balls tight with unreleased need, every lap of his tongue heightening his own frustration. He wanted to bury himself in her, to feel that warmth around him instead of just tasting it, but the denial fueled his devotion, he licked harder, faster, determined to make her shatter.

This time she responded more intensely. After a few minutes of building tension, she set the book aside and gripped his head with both hands, fingers tangling in his hair. She ground into his face, hard, demanding, riding his tongue like she had last Saturday. Her moans turned sharper, breath hitching as she used him relentlessly. Ethan struggled to breathe, nose pressed against her mound, but he loved it, the raw need in her grip, the flood of her taste as she came hard, cries echoing through the room, pussy clenching against his mouth in violent spasms. She held him there through every wave, then released him abruptly, legs closing as she picked up her book again.

He left silently, dressing with shaking hands, cock so hard it hurt. Back home, the frustration peaked, pacing, showering cold to ease the ache, but nothing helped. He craved her approval, her touch, the chance to redeem himself. The submission pulled him under further: he wasn’t just obeying; he was addicted to the way she used him, to the power she held over his body and mind. Sleep came fitfully, dreams filled with her thighs around him, her taste lingering on his tongue.

Tuesday and Wednesday dragged without a summons, the wait torturous. Ethan’s desire for Scarlett consumed him, every glimpse of her through the windows, yoga Tuesday afternoon, her in a towel Wednesday evening, sent fresh waves of need crashing through him. His cock stirred at the slightest thought of her, balls aching with the building pressure of denial. Work suffered; he missed a deadline Wednesday, blaming “distractions,” but knowing it was her, her rules, her body, the way she made him feel owned. The frustration built sexually and emotionally: he wanted to please her, to undo his mistake, to feel her bare around him as promised. The fall into submission felt inevitable now, he checked his phone every hour, heart leaping at every notification, ready to drop everything for her.

The third emoji came Thursday night, late, 11:15 p.m. Ethan had been in bed, half-asleep, when the buzz jolted him awake. Tongue. He dressed quickly, crossed the dark yard, knocked. Entered. Stripped. The ritual felt sacred now, his erection springing free as soon as his boxers hit the floor.

Scarlett lounged on the couch in a simple nightshirt, legs open, pussy bare and waiting. No eye contact, her attention on her laptop balanced on the armrest, fingers typing sporadically. Ethan knelt, the carpet rough against his knees, and leaned in. Her scent enveloped him, stronger tonight, laced with the faint salt of a long day, intoxicating in its rawness. He started with broad, flat licks, savoring the taste that exploded on his tongue, the way her folds parted under pressure. Physical sensations overwhelmed: the velvet softness of her inner lips, the hard nub of her clit swelling against his sucks, the wetness that smeared his cheeks and chin. His cock dangled untouched, leaking onto the floor, the denial a constant burn in his groin. Frustration mounted, he wanted to touch himself, to thrust into her, but the rules held him back, deepening his surrender. He was hers to use, nothing more.

She moaned gently at first, soft, appreciative sounds that spurred him on. But as he built rhythm, flicking his tongue faster against her clit, she set the laptop aside and gripped his head. Her fingers dug in hard, pulling him closer, grinding her pussy against his face with forceful rolls of her hips. She came hard, cries sharp and unrestrained, body shuddering as she flooded his mouth. Ethan lapped it all, loving the power of her release, the way her thighs clamped around his ears like a vice. When she pushed him away, legs snapping shut, he rose, dazed, chin dripping, and left without a glance back.

Home again, he stripped and lay in bed, cock throbbing painfully, untouched. The sexual frustration was excruciating, blue balls in full force, every throb a reminder of what he couldn’t have. But the desire for Scarlett burned brighter: he adored her control, her indifference to his need, the way she took without giving. Submission felt like home now, he hoped his devotion was enough, that Saturday would bring redemption, that pleasing her would earn him the feel of her around him.

The fourth and final summons came Friday evening, just after 8 p.m. Tongue emoji. Ethan was eating takeout when it arrived; he abandoned the meal mid-bite, crossed the yard, knocked. Entered. Stripped. His body moved on autopilot now, erection immediate and insistent.

Scarlett waited in a loose robe, legs spread, pussy already swollen and wet, perhaps from her own touch earlier. No eye contact, eyes closed, head back against the couch cushions, one hand idly tracing her inner thigh. Ethan knelt, the familiar position grounding him, and dove in. Her taste hit him like a drug, richer tonight, almost creamy with arousal. He worked with reverence: long licks from entrance to clit, sucking gently, then harder as her breaths quickened. Physical details consumed him: the silken texture of her folds, the way her clit hardened under his tongue, the heat radiating from her core. His cock ached fiercely below, balls full and sensitive, frustration peaking as precum dripped steadily onto the floor. He wanted her desperately, wanted to flip her over, bury himself inside, but the denial forged something stronger: total surrender, a willingness to serve without reward.

She moaned gently at first, hips lifting to meet his mouth. Then, as tension built, she gripped his head, fingers twisting in his hair, and ground hard, using his face like a toy. Her cries filled the room, loud, demanding, as she came explosively, thighs quaking, wetness soaking his chin. Ethan drank it all, loving every spasm, every sound that escaped her. When she released him, pushing him back with one foot against his shoulder, he stood, body trembling, submission complete, and left silently.

Back home, he collapsed on the couch, cock still hard, mind reeling. The week had broken him beautifully: four silent services, each deepening his desire for Scarlett, his frustration a constant companion. He hoped it was enough, hoped his dutiful eating of her pussy, the way he’d loved her scent and taste every time, would please his Mistress. Saturday loomed, promising reward or further denial, and he fell asleep aching, devoted, utterly hers.

Saturday morning arrived under an unseasonably warm March sun, the kind of early warmth that tricked the neighborhood into believing spring had already settled in for good. The air carried the faint, sweet scent of budding forsythia from somewhere down the block, and the frost that had clung to the grass all week had melted into dew that sparkled across every lawn. Ethan woke before dawn, body already humming with the familiar, insistent ache of seven days without release. His balls felt heavier than ever, a dull, constant pressure that sharpened every time he moved. He dressed quickly, old jeans, faded black T-shirt, and retrieved the small brown paper sack he’d prepared the night before.

Inside: a single stem of deep burgundy calla lily, elegant, understated, the kind of flower that didn’t demand attention but refused to be ignored, wrapped in damp tissue at the base and a little plastic baggie to keep the moisture in, alongside a small jar of raw wildflower honey from the farmers’ market he knew she liked to stir into her tea. No note. The offering felt perfect, quiet, thoughtful, a silent acknowledgment of her rules and desires. He slipped out the back door, crossed the yard in the pale gray light, and set the sack neatly against her back doorframe before retreating to his own house without looking back.

He didn’t see her collect it. The door remained closed for the next half hour, but just after eight he caught sight of her through the kitchen window: Scarlett emerging in her running gear, black leggings, charcoal long-sleeve top, high ponytail swinging, as she stretched against the porch rail before setting off down the street at her usual easy pace. Ethan watched until she disappeared around the corner, cock stirring uselessly in his jeans at the sight of her long legs flexing with each stride. He turned back to the coffee he’d been making, trying to focus on anything else.

Fifty minutes later she returned, skin flushed, a light sheen of sweat catching the sunlight. She walked straight through the house and out onto the back deck. Ethan, still at the kitchen sink, froze when he saw her drag one of the low teak deck chairs into the open. She settled into it facing the yard, legs stretched out, hoodie draped loosely across her lap like a blanket. In her hand was a tall glass of something pale and iced, probably sparkling water with lemon. She lifted her phone, tapped the screen once, twice.

His own phone buzzed on the counter.

Scarlett: Back door. Gardening clothes.

Ethan’s heart slammed once, hard. He set the coffee mug down untouched, jogged upstairs, and changed into the oldest T-shirt and jeans he owned, faded gray cotton, worn denim already streaked with faint grass stains from some long-ago weekend project. His underwear rubbed against his half-hard cock with every step as he hurried back downstairs, out the back door, and across the yard. He kept low behind the fence line, heart racing with the familiar mix of thrill and caution, no one could see him hop the low panel that separated their properties.

Scarlett was still in the deck chair when he stepped onto her deck. She glanced up, eyes cool and assessing, then gave a small nod of approval.

“Morning,” she said simply. “It’s warm enough and dry enough. The grass needs its first cut of the year. Mower’s in the garage, same spot as the clippers last time.”

Ethan didn’t hesitate. “Yes, Mistress.”

He crossed to the open garage door, found the push mower exactly where she’d said, checked the gas and oil out of habit, then wheeled it out onto the lawn. The engine caught on the second pull. He started at the far edge, working in neat overlapping rows, the familiar vibration traveling up his arms while the sharp scent of fresh-cut grass filled the air. Every pass brought him closer to the deck, and every time he turned he could feel her watching, legs crossed now, glass resting on her knee, hoodie still draped across her lap like a casual afterthought. She sipped her drink slowly, eyes following the mower’s path, occasionally drifting to the flex of his shoulders under the thin T-shirt, the way his jeans rode low on his hips when he bent to adjust the height.

The yard wasn’t large. Twenty minutes later the last strip was done. Ethan killed the engine, pushed the mower back into the garage, and wiped his forehead with the hem of his shirt as he walked back toward the deck. Sweat darkened the cotton across his chest and lower back; grass clippings clung to the cuffs of his jeans.

Scarlett set her glass on the small side table beside the chair and smiled, slow, satisfied.

“Watching you work has worked up a thirst,” she said.

Ethan started toward the kitchen door. “I’ll refill your glass, ”

She laughed softly, the sound low and knowing. “Not that kind of thirst.”

His steps faltered. She uncrossed her legs, slipped off her running shoes one at a time, then peeled off her socks. Her bare feet flexed against the warm deck boards, long toes, high arches, faint red marks from the shoes where they’d pressed during the run. She stretched them deliberately, pointing and flexing, the muscles in her calves tightening.

“Kneel,” she said.

Ethan glanced instinctively toward the neighboring yards, the fence was tall on one side, but the other property had a clear sightline over the low railing if anyone happened to be looking out a second-story window. His stomach twisted at the thought: on his knees in broad daylight, giving his neighbor a foot massage after her run.

Scarlett’s voice sharpened. “I gave an instruction.”

He blushed hard, heat flooding his face, neck, ears, but dropped to his knees in front of her chair without another word. The deck boards were warm under his shins; grass clippings still clung to his jeans. He looked up at her, heart hammering, cock already thickening painfully against the denim despite the week of denial.

Her feet rested inches from his hands. She leaned back in the chair, hoodie still across her lap, and watched him with quiet expectation.

“They’re aching after the run,” she said. “Firm massage. Start at the heels and work your way up.”

Ethan took her right foot in both hands. The skin was warm, slightly damp from the run, the faint scent of her, sweat, fresh air, the clean rubber of her shoes, rising to meet him. He pressed his thumbs into the heel first, working in slow, deep circles. The muscle yielded under pressure; she let out a soft sigh of approval. He moved upward along the arch, fingers kneading the taut band, then to the ball of her foot, rolling each one carefully. Her toes flexed against his palms when he reached them, he massaged each one individually, thumb and forefinger working the pads, then sliding between them to ease the tension.

He kept glancing up as he worked. From this angle her body looked endless: the long line of her legs, the subtle rise of her breasts under the running top, the way her hair had come loose from the ponytail and framed her face in dark strands. She was still flushed from the run, skin glowing in the warm sunlight, and the casual way she sat, legs parted slightly, hoodie draped like a blanket, made the act feel profoundly submissive. He was on his knees, hands worshipping her feet, while she lounged above him like it was the most natural thing in the world.

The denial amplified everything. Even this, touching her like this, feeling the warmth of her skin, the faint salt of her sweat under his fingers, turned him on immensely. His cock strained against the zipper of his jeans, fully hard now, the seam rubbing painfully with every shift of his hips. He could feel the precum soaking into the fabric, the ache in his balls sharpening with every press of his thumbs into her arch. He wanted her desperately, wanted to bury his face between her thighs again, to feel her clench around him, to finally be allowed inside her, but the rules held him in place. He was here to serve, to please, to earn whatever she might grant.

He hoped no neighbor could see this far onto her deck. There was no explaining away a grown man on his knees giving the woman next door a foot massage after her run, especially not with the obvious bulge in his jeans. The risk only heightened the submission, the way his body responded to her command even in daylight, even under potential scrutiny.

Scarlett sighed again, deeper this time, as he worked his thumbs along the center of her left foot.

“Harder there,” she murmured. “Yes… just like that.”

He obeyed instantly, pressing deeper, feeling the tension give way under his hands, and the quiet sound of her approval sent another helpless throb through his denied cock.

Scarlett let out a long, contented sigh as Ethan's thumbs worked the last knot from the arch of her left foot. She flexed her toes once, twice, then lowered both feet to the warm deck boards, planting them flat with deliberate slowness. The faint red marks from her running shoes had faded under his careful pressure, leaving her skin flushed and soft.

She leaned back in the chair, legs parting just enough to make the position unmistakably inviting, and looked down at him with half-lidded amusement.

"Look at you," she murmured, voice low and laced with lazy mockery. "On your knees in broad daylight, massaging my sweaty feet like it's the most important job in the world. So obedient. So eager to please. Anyone could walk around the side of the house right now, peek over the railing, and see the nice young man next door serving the woman who lives alone. On his knees. Hands on my feet. Hard as a rock in those old jeans."

She tilted her head, studying the flush that crept up his neck. "And you didn't even hesitate when I told you to kneel. Didn't argue. Didn't look for an excuse. You just dropped. That's what makes it so delicious. You're already trained to obey without thinking."

Ethan's breath hitched. His cock strained painfully against the denim, the seam biting into the sensitive head with every heartbeat. He couldn't look away from her, couldn't look anywhere else.

Scarlett reached down, fingers catching the hem of the hoodie draped across her lap. She lifted it to the side in one slow, unhurried motion, letting the fabric fall away.

She was naked from the waist down.

No leggings. No underwear. Just smooth, bare skin, the inner folds already glistening in the warm March sunlight. The scent hit him immediately, stronger than the sessions inside her house. The sharp tang of her post-run sweat mingled with the rich, musky aroma of her arousal, unfiltered by soap or lotion. It was raw, animal, intoxicating. His mouth watered; his cock jerked hard enough to make him wince.

She held his gaze, unflinching.

"It's time to sate my thirst a little," she said softly. "You've been so good this week. Come here."

Ethan shifted forward on his knees, the deck boards rough against his shins. He leaned in between her parted thighs, hands resting lightly on the outsides of her calves for balance. Her scent enveloped him completely now, salty sweat from the run still clinging to her skin, the deeper, headier musk of her pussy blooming as she tilted her hips toward him. It was overwhelming, primal, nothing like the clean citrus of her showers. This was her unadorned, sweaty, aroused, commanding, and it made his head spin with hunger.

He pressed his mouth to her without hesitation, tongue flattening against her entrance. The taste exploded across his palate: salt and heat and the thick sweetness of her arousal, intensified by the morning run and the fact that she hadn't showered afterward. It coated his tongue, his lips, his chin. He groaned low against her flesh, the vibration drawing a soft huff of pleasure from her throat.

Scarlett's hand slid into his hair, not gripping yet, just resting there possessively, as he began to lick in earnest. Long, slow strokes from bottom to top, then circling her clit with the flat of his tongue before sucking gently. She was already swollen, slippery, responsive; every pass made her thighs tense against his cheeks. He devoured her hungrily, weeks of denial and nightly service honing his technique into something instinctive. He knew exactly how she liked the pressure, the rhythm, the way he should flick the underside of her clit just before sucking it between his lips.

Her breathing grew ragged. The first moan slipped out, low, throaty, then another, louder. She didn't try to be quiet. Didn't care if the sound carried over the fence, if a neighbor happened to be in their own yard. She let the pleasure roll through her openly, hips rocking forward to meet his mouth, hand tightening in his hair to hold him exactly where she wanted.

Ethan's world narrowed to her: the taste flooding his mouth, the way her clit pulsed against his tongue, the increasing wetness that smeared across his cheeks and chin. His cock throbbed uselessly in his jeans, leaking steadily, the denim dark at the front now, but he ignored it, focused only on her. On making her cum. On proving he could be good, that he deserved whatever reward she might grant next.

When the orgasm hit her it was sudden and fierce. Her thighs clamped around his head; her back arched off the chair; a sharp, unrestrained cry tore from her throat, loud enough that it echoed off the side of the house. Her pussy spasmed against his tongue, fresh wetness flooding his mouth as she ground down hard, riding the waves through every shudder. Ethan kept licking, kept sucking, drawing out every tremor until her grip in his hair loosened and her hips stilled.

She exhaled long and shaky, chest rising and falling. For a moment she simply sat there, legs still parted, his face buried between them, tasting the aftershocks on his tongue.

Finally she released him completely. He pulled back slowly, lips and chin shining, breathing hard.

Scarlett looked down at him with heavy-lidded satisfaction.

"Good boy," she murmured. Then, softer: "Very good."

She stood, hoodie falling from her lap to the deck. Naked from the waist down, she turned and walked toward the sliding glass door without looking back. The sway of her hips, ass round and firm, still flushed from the run and the orgasm, held Ethan's gaze like a magnet. He rose on unsteady legs, cock straining painfully, the taste of her fresh sweat and pussy still thick on his tongue, coating his mouth, his throat.

Ethan stepped through the back door into Scarlett’s kitchen, the familiar click of the latch behind him sealing the outside world away. The house smelled of warm sunlight and the faint trace of her post-run skin, sweat, fresh air, and that underlying citrus musk that had haunted him all week. Without a word, without needing to be told, he began to strip.

Hoodie folded neatly on the chair by the door. T-shirt peeled off and placed on top. Jeans unbuttoned, zipper down, denim and boxer briefs shoved to his ankles in one motion, socks last. Naked now, he straightened, clasped his hands behind his back, feet slightly apart, cock already half hard and thickening rapidly in the warm air of the house. He stood silent, eyes lowered just enough to show deference, waiting for her next instruction.

Scarlett watched from the doorway that led to the living room, arms loosely crossed under her breasts, still in the same black running top and leggings she’d worn earlier. Her hair was loose now, slightly damp at the temples from the run and the sun. A slow, approving smile curved her lips.

“Look at you,” she said softly, voice rich with satisfaction. “Not even a second’s hesitation. Door closes, clothes come off, hands behind your back, cock already waking up for me. Perfect.”

She stepped closer, bare feet silent on the tile, until she stood just inside his personal space. Her eyes roamed over him, chest, stomach, the rigid line of his erection, before returning to his face.

“You were so good this week,” she continued. “Every time that little tongue emoji appeared, you came running. Stripped. Knelt. Ate my pussy like it was the only thing that mattered in the world. No complaints. No lingering. Just perfect, on-demand service. My perfect little sex toy, ready whenever I wanted a mouth between my legs.”

Ethan’s throat worked. “I want to please you, Mistress,” he said quietly, voice rough with the truth of it. “More than anything.”

Scarlett’s smile deepened. She reached down, gripped the hem of her running top, and peeled it slowly upward. The fabric slid over her ribs, past the swell of her breasts, full, nipples already dark and peaked, then over her head. She dropped the top onto the growing pile of his clothes.Both of them bare now, the air between them electric.

She closed the last step, breasts brushing his chest, her hand sliding down to wrap loosely around his cock. It pulsed hard in her grip, already leaking at the tip.

“I want to feel your cock inside me again,” she said, voice dropping to a husky murmur. “To feel you fill me like last week… but this time you’ll get to enjoy it too. And better yet, ” her thumb circled the head once, spreading the precum “, no condom getting in the way. You’ll feel every fold of my wet pussy gripping you. Every ridge. Every pulse. And when you can’t hold back anymore, you’ll pump your huge load deep inside me. Right where it belongs.”

Ethan’s cock jerked violently in her hand. Heat flooded his face, his chest, his groin. His breathing turned ragged; he could feel the flush climbing his neck.

Scarlett’s eyes glittered with delight at the reaction.

“You like that idea, don’t you?” she asked, squeezing gently. “Being inside me bare. Feeling everything.”

He swallowed hard, voice barely above a whisper. “I’ve… I’ve never done it without a condom, Mistress. Never felt it… raw.”

Her smile turned wicked, triumphant.

“Oh, sweet boy,” she purred. “Then you’re in for something special.”

She released his cock, turned, and walked toward the hallway that led to the bedroom. Her hips swayed with deliberate grace, ass flexing with each step, the faint sheen of dried sweat still clinging to the small of her back. Ethan followed, entranced, cock bobbing painfully with every stride, precum already beading steadily at the tip again.

In the bedroom she lay back on the crisp white sheets, legs parting as she settled against the pillows. The fresh scent of her, post-run sweat mixed with the rich musk of renewed arousal, filled the air, making his head swim with raw, animal desire. She crooked a finger, beckoning him between her thighs.

Ethan climbed onto the bed, positioning himself on his knees between her spread legs. His cock hovered above her entrance, head brushing the slick folds, already coated in her wetness. She reached down, wrapped her fingers around the base, and guided the tip to rest exactly at her opening, hot, slippery, ready.

She looked up at him, eyes dark and commanding.

“Beg,” she said softly. “Degrade yourself for permission to enter me. Tell me what a desperate, needy little toy you are. Convince me you deserve to feel my bare pussy around your cock.”

Ethan’s heart hammered so hard he could feel it in his throat. His voice came out hoarse, trembling with need.

“Please, Mistress… please let me inside you. I’m desperate for you. I’ve been aching all week, balls full, cock leaking just thinking about you. I’m your toy, your obedient, pathetic little sex toy who lives to serve you. I don’t deserve to feel you bare, but I’m begging… please… let me slide into your perfect, wet pussy. Let me feel every inch of you gripping me. I’ll do anything, anything, to earn it. Just please… let me fuck you. Let me fill you.”

Scarlett’s smile was slow, predatory, utterly satisfied.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Good boy.”

Scarlett hooked her legs behind his ass, ankles crossing at the small of his back. The movement was slow, deliberate, pulling him forward with gentle but unrelenting pressure. Ethan braced his hands on either side of her shoulders, breath catching as the head of his cock parted her slick lips. The first sensation hit him like a shockwave, hot, wet velvet enveloping him, no latex, no barrier, just the raw glide of her inner walls stretching around his bare shaft.

He slid in inch by inch, the slow descent almost torturous in its perfection. Every fold of her pussy kissed him, rippled against him, welcomed him deeper. The heat was overwhelming, liquid fire that wrapped him completely, tighter and slicker than anything he had ever imagined. When he finally sank to the hilt, buried fully inside her, her wetness coated him from root to tip, her walls squeezing once around his length as though testing the fit. A low groan tore from his throat; his arms trembled. He had never felt anything so intimate, so consuming. The lack of condom made every detail vivid: the subtle pulse of her heartbeat against his shaft, the way her arousal leaked out around him, the perfect, slick friction that made his vision blur at the edges.

Scarlett exhaled slowly, eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

Ethan began to move, slow at first, long, careful strokes that let him feel every inch of her as he withdrew almost completely, then sank back in. The drag of her walls along his bare cock was exquisite torture; each thrust built a pressure in his balls that had been simmering for a week. He tried desperately to hold back, jaw clenched, breathing ragged, focusing on her pleasure rather than his own. He angled his hips slightly, grinding against her clit on every downstroke, watching her face for every flicker of approval.

Scarlett loved it. Her moans grew deeper, throatier, her nails lightly scoring his shoulders as she rocked up to meet him.

“Don’t cum,” she ordered softly, voice thick with arousal. “Not yet. I want to enjoy your cock inside me longer. Feel you stretching me… filling me… just like this.”

He obeyed, slowing when the edge crept too close, hips stuttering as he fought the rising tide. Sweat beaded on his forehead, dripping onto her chest. Scarlett watched him struggle, eyes dark with satisfaction.

When she saw his control fraying, his thrusts turning erratic, breath hitching, she dug her nails into his back, hard enough to leave crescent marks. The sharp sting yanked him back from the brink; he gasped, hips freezing as the pain cut through the pleasure like a blade.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Now keep going.”

He resumed, slower again, then gradually building once more. Scarlett’s moans turned into soft cries; her legs tightened around him, heels digging into his ass to pull him deeper. She was close, he could feel it in the way her walls tightened, the way her breath caught on every thrust.

“Faster,” she gasped. “Now. Fuck me hard. Cum deep inside me, pump your load into me. Fill my pussy with your hot cum. Give it all to me.”

The permission shattered him.

Ethan’s rhythm broke into desperate, pounding strokes. Scarlett’s cry rose, sharp, unrestrained, as her orgasm crashed over her. Her pussy clamped down hard, spasming around his bare cock in violent waves, milking him with rhythmic pulses that dragged him over the edge.

He exploded.

The first spurt was massive, thick, hot jets erupting deep inside her, painting her walls as her own climax gripped him tighter. Spurt after spurt followed, an impossible flood, over a week of denial emptying into her in powerful, rhythmic pulses. His orgasm stretched impossibly long, each contraction wringing another rope of cum from him until he felt hollowed out, drained, yet still twitching inside her. Scarlett’s walls clenched in perfect counterpoint, drawing every last drop, her moans blending with his broken groans.

They collapsed together, sweaty, breathless, hearts hammering against each other. Ethan stayed buried inside her as long as he could, softening slowly. When he finally slipped free, a thick gush of cum followed, white and viscous, steadily oozing from her swollen pussy onto the sheets beneath her.

He looked down at the sight: his seed leaking from her, marking the place where he had just been. It should have felt like conquest, like territory claimed. Instead it felt like offering, like his Mistress had taken a reward she was owed, accepted a part of him deep into her body, and he had been privileged to provide it. The thought made his spent cock twitch weakly, a final aftershock of devotion.

Scarlett reached down, scooped a small amount of the mingled cum onto her finger, and brought it to her lips. She tasted it slowly, eyes locked on his, savoring the flavor with a soft, appreciative hum.

She leaned up, cupped the back of his neck, and pulled him into a deep kiss. Her tongue slid against his, sharing the taste of them both, salty, musky, intimate. Ethan’s mind reeled at the act, tasting his own cum on her lips, in her mouth, but he didn’t resist. He couldn’t. He kissed her back, helpless, lost in the slow, possessive sweep of her tongue.

She broke away just enough to murmur against his mouth.

“That was just a little taste,” she whispered. “See how good we taste mixed together?”

She kissed him once more, soft, lingering, then settled back against the pillows, legs still loosely wrapped around his waist, cum still leaking slowly from her as she held him close.

Scarlett lay beneath him for several long moments after their shared climax, legs still loosely wrapped around his waist, her pussy giving faint, lazy spasms around the emptiness where his cock had been. Cum continued to leak slowly from her, warm and thick, pooling beneath her on the sheets. Eventually she sighed, a soft, sated sound, and unwound her legs.

“Up,” she murmured, patting his hip. “Get cleaned up. Then go downstairs and fix us an omelette and bacon. I’m going to shower, then I’ll join you.”

Even in the heavy, post-orgasmic fog that blanketed his mind and body, Ethan obeyed without hesitation. The instinct to please her was already bone-deep. He pushed himself up on unsteady arms, seeing another slow gush of their combined release. His legs shook as he climbed off the bed; every muscle felt loose and liquid, spent in a way he had never experienced before.

He padded to the en-suite bathroom on rubbery legs. The mirror showed a man flushed and dazed, sweat-slick chest, hair mussed, lips swollen from kissing. His cock hung heavy between his thighs, still semi-hard, glistening with her. He ran warm water over a washcloth, cleaned himself carefully, wiping away the slick mix of her arousal and his cum, then dried off with a towel from the rack. The simple act felt like ritual: preparing himself to serve her again, even in something as mundane as cooking lunch.

Naked, as the house rules demanded, he descended the stairs. The kitchen was bright with midday sun streaming through the windows. He moved on autopilot, pulled eggs from the fridge, cracked six into a bowl, whisked them with salt and pepper, diced some leftover ham and cheese, found the bacon in the crisper drawer. The sizzle of bacon hitting the hot pan filled the quiet house; the smell of frying meat and melting cheese grounded him even as his mind kept drifting back to the bedroom.

He relived it in vivid flashes: the moment she pulled him inside her bare, the impossible heat and wetness that had swallowed him whole, the way her walls had gripped and fluttered around his naked shaft. The power of his orgasm, deep, endless, pumping spurt after spurt directly into her body, had felt like surrender and triumph at once. He wanted more of it. More of her. More of this strange, consuming need to belong to her, to earn her pleasure, to be allowed to give her everything he had.

The omelettes were almost finished, fluffy, golden, folded over the filling, when he heard her footsteps on the stairs. Scarlett appeared in the doorway wearing a simple white linen sundress that skimmed her thighs, hair still damp from the shower, skin glowing. She looked fresh, relaxed, utterly in command.

She slid onto a stool at the island, legs crossing casually.

“Smells good,” she said. “You might cook better than you fuck.”

He flushed at the teasing praise, plated the food, and set one in front of her with a fork and napkin. They ate in companionable silence for a few minutes, bacon crisp, eggs soft, coffee strong. She took small, deliberate bites, watching him the entire time.

When her plate was nearly clean, she set her fork down.

“You broke the no-orgasm rule a couple of weeks ago,” she said quietly. “Twice.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. He opened his mouth to apologize, again, but she raised a single finger, silencing him.

“I know you’re sorry,” she continued. “But sorry isn’t training. And you need more training. That’s exactly what I’m going to give you.”

She reached beneath the island counter and lifted a small black velvet pouch onto the surface. Ethan stared at it, pulse quickening without knowing why.

Scarlett opened the drawstring and tipped the contents into her palm: a small, gleaming metal chastity cage, curved steel tube, locking ring, tiny padlock already threaded through the hasp.

Ethan blinked. He had seen devices like this on the internet, but never in person, never imagined they would appear in his own life.

“This,” she said calmly, “is going on you. Right now.”

He swallowed hard. “Mistress… I, ”

She stood, walked around the island until she stood directly in front of him. “Present yourself.”

Numbly, he pushed the stool back and stood. His cock, still soft from the earlier release but stirring at her proximity, hung between his legs. Scarlett knelt gracefully, bringing her face level with his groin. She lifted his softening shaft with cool fingers, slid the steel ring around the base of his cock and balls, then fitted the curved cage over the head. The metal was cold at first, shocking against his warm skin. She worked efficiently, tucking his shaft into the tube, aligning the pieces, sliding the lock through the hasp. The click of the padlock closing echoed in the quiet kitchen.

She stood again, brushing her hands together as though completing a simple task.

“It only comes off when I allow it,” she said. “And it will never be while you’re alone. Understand?”

Ethan stared down at the cage, small, unyielding, his cock already trying to swell inside the confined space and failing. The pressure was immediate, strange, inescapable. He nodded slowly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Scarlett laughed, soft, delighted, utterly pleased.

“Good boy.” She stepped back, tilting her head. “Now put on your clothes and go home. I’m meeting a friend for shopping and I don’t want to be late.”

He dressed mechanically, jeans first, the denim pressing the cage against his groin in a constant, dull reminder; T-shirt, hoodie. The weight of the device shifted with every movement, foreign and insistent. His cock strained uselessly against the bars, unable to harden fully, the denial now literal, physical, locked in place.

Scarlett walked him to the back door, opened it, and watched him step out into the warm March afternoon.

“See you soon,” she said lightly, then closed the door.

Ethan crossed the yard on legs that still felt unsteady, the cage rubbing against him with every step. Back in his own kitchen he stood motionless for a long minute, hand hovering over the front of his jeans, feeling the unyielding steel beneath the fabric.

He realized, slowly, deeply, the gravity of what she had just done. His cock, his pleasure, his release: none of it belonged to him anymore. Not even the ability to get hard without her permission. The relationship had shifted into new, uncharted depths, ownership disguised as desire, control wrapped in care.

He exhaled shakily, cock throbbing uselessly inside its prison, already aching for the next time she would allow him near her.

He was hers. Completely. And he had never wanted anything more.


Thank You for Reading!

I hope you enjoyed this story. If you did, please take a moment to leave a quick review on Amazon; it helps other readers find my stories and keeps me writing more for you!

Browse all my books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jenniambrose

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons is coincidental.
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