
        
            
                
            
        

    
Unsuspecting Prey

Cougar Next Door

Part 1

by

Jenni Ambrose


The rain had finally eased into a soft drizzle by mid-February, the kind that clung to everything without soaking through immediately. Ethan Caldwell had been living in the quiet suburb south of Portland for just over two months, long enough to unpack most of the boxes but not long enough to feel the place belonged to him yet. The house he rented, a modest single-story Craftsman with pale gray siding and a wide front porch, sat on a gently curving street lined with similar homes, each yard neat but not ostentatious, evergreens and bare maples framing the driveways. His new job at the tech firm in Hillsboro demanded long hours behind screens, but the remote days let him work from the spare bedroom he'd turned into an office, staring out at the neighbor's fence line whenever his focus drifted.

He had met most of the people on the block in the first few weeks: the retired couple two doors down who brought him a plate of cookies the day he moved in, the young family across the street with the twin boys who waved enthusiastically whenever they spotted him. And then there was her. Scarlett Voss. She lived immediately next door, in the house with the deeper lot and the backyard that backed onto a strip of undeveloped green space. Early forties, he guessed, though she carried herself with the unhurried confidence of someone who had long ago stopped counting years. Dark hair usually pulled into a loose knot or ponytail, skin that glowed even in winter light, body honed by years of disciplined movement, morning runs along the neighborhood loop, yoga on her deck when the weather permitted, gardening that looked more like controlled sculpting than casual weeding.

Ethan noticed her the way anyone would notice gravity: inevitably, repeatedly. The first time had been innocent enough, catching sight of her stretching after a jog, leggings clinging to long legs, sports bra outlining the firm curve of her back as she reached overhead. He had looked away quickly, cheeks warming, telling himself it was only human appreciation. But the glimpses accumulated. Her bending to pull weeds, the flex of her shoulders under a fitted fleece. Her walking barefoot across her lawn to retrieve the newspaper, calves taut, the subtle sway of hips that spoke of strength held in reserve. He never stared outright; that would have felt wrong. Instead he cataloged her in stolen seconds, then pushed the thoughts aside and returned to his code reviews or his half-hearted swipes on dating apps aimed at women closer to his own age.

He had asked about her once, casually, while chatting with the retired couple during a rare dry afternoon. "The woman next door, Scarlett, right? She seems to keep to herself. Does she...date much?" He had framed it as general curiosity about the neighborhood, nothing personal. The wife had smiled knowingly. "Scarlett? Oh, she's lovely, but no, not really. A man or two over the years, never sticks. She's perfectly happy on her own, from what I can tell. Independent type. Doesn't need anyone fussing over her."

The words had settled somewhere low in his stomach, a mix of relief and something sharper he refused to name. He told himself he wasn't interested that way. He was twenty seven, still figuring out his footing in this new city, still hoping to meet someone who shared his references to old indie bands and late-night takeout habits. Scarlett was...different. Older, accomplished, the kind of woman who probably saw men like him as pleasant neighbors at best.

Still, when he glanced out the kitchen window on that Thursday afternoon and saw her in the backyard wrestling with a massive rhododendron that had outgrown its space, roots stubborn, branches thick and woody, he felt the pull before he could talk himself out of it. She wore dark green gardening gloves, cargo pants streaked with mud at the knees, a long-sleeved thermal shirt that had ridden up slightly as she heaved on the shovel. Sweat darkened the fabric along her spine despite the chill in the air, mid-forties temperature that felt warmer once you started moving. The bush refused to budge; she paused, wiped her forehead with the back of her wrist, exhaled sharply.

Ethan hesitated only a moment. He was ahead on his sprint tasks, the afternoon stretch open. He grabbed his own gloves from the garage, stepped out the back door, crossed the low fence line where the panels had sagged just enough to make passage easy.

"Need a hand?" he called, voice carrying across the damp grass.

She straightened, turned. A faint sheen of perspiration highlighted her cheekbones. Her eyes, deep hazel, almost amber in certain light, met his without surprise, only a quick assessment. "If you're offering, I won't say no. This thing's been mocking me for weeks."

Up close she smelled faintly of earth and something cleaner, like citrus soap. He noticed the small scar above her left eyebrow, the way her lips curved just enough to suggest amusement at her own struggle. They worked in tandem without much preamble. He took the shovel when she handed it over, drove it deep under the root ball while she gripped the base and pulled. The ground resisted, then gave with a wet sucking sound. Mud sprayed; she laughed low, the sound vibrating through the air between them. They rocked the shrub back and forth until it tore free, a tangle of roots and soil that left a crater in the lawn.

"Damn," she muttered, breathing hard, hands on her hips as they both stared at the mess. "Bigger than I thought."

Ethan wiped sweat from his brow, feeling the pleasant ache in his shoulders. "Where do you want it?"

She nodded toward the side yard. "Over there. I'll break it down later, bag it for the green waste drop-off."

They dragged the bush together, her grip sure on one end, his on the other. Every few steps their arms brushed, accidental, inevitable. She made small comments as they went, voice steady despite the exertion. "You're stronger than you look, tech boy." A teasing lilt, not mocking. "Bet you don't get much call for manual labor behind those screens." He grinned, felt heat crawl up his neck that had nothing to do with the work. "I lift weights sometimes. Keeps me sane."

"Smart. Sanity's underrated." She glanced sideways at him, eyes lingering a beat longer than necessary. "You settling in alright? Not too homesick for the east coast yet?"

"Not yet. Rain's different here. Softer somehow."

She hummed agreement. They reached the pile spot, and dropped the bush. She stretched her arms overhead, shirt pulling tight across her chest, ribs expanding with a deep inhale. He looked away, focused on brushing dirt from his palms.

They spent another half hour breaking the branches into manageable pieces, her with pruning shears, him snapping thicker stems over his knee. Conversation stayed light, easy: the merits of native plants versus invasives, how the neighborhood association nagged about fence heights, the best running route that avoided the worst hills. But underneath ran a current he couldn't ignore. The way she directed him without seeming to, hand him the loppers, point to a stubborn root, step closer to show him the proper angle, felt deliberate, a quiet claiming of space. When their fingers brushed passing tools, she didn't pull away immediately. Neither did he.

By the time the bush lay in neat sections, both of them were streaked with mud, breathing heavier, shirts damp and clinging. The drizzle had stopped; weak sunlight filtered through the clouds, warming the air just enough to make the sweat feel earned.

Scarlett straightened, tugged off her gloves, flexed her fingers. She looked at him, really looked, eyes tracing the line of his jaw, the flush on his cheeks, the way his t-shirt stuck to his chest. A slow smile curved her mouth.

"You've earned a break," she said, voice lower now, almost intimate. "Come inside. I've got cold water, maybe something stronger if you're not rushing back to work."

She turned toward the back door without waiting for an answer, hips shifting with that same unhurried grace, leaving the invitation hanging in the damp air between them.

Scarlett pushed open the back door with her hip, the wood creaking softly as warm air from inside spilled out to meet the damp February chill. Ethan followed a half-step behind, suddenly aware of how close the space felt, how the faint scent of her, sweat, earth, and that underlying citrus, wrapped around him the moment he crossed the threshold.

The kitchen opened directly onto a sunroom addition at the rear, all glass and pale wood, sunlight slanting through in long, lazy bars despite the late-afternoon hour. Clean lines dominated: white quartz counters, open shelving displaying a few ceramic pieces and trailing pothos, a single orchid in bloom on the windowsill. No clutter, no excess. Everything deliberate.

She kicked off her muddy garden shoes by the door, peeled off her gloves, and dropped them onto a small bench. Without turning, she reached up and tugged the elastic from her hair. Dark strands spilled free in a heavy cascade past her shoulders. She shook her head once, twice, slow, deliberate, letting the motion travel down her spine so her back arched just enough to pull the damp thermal shirt tighter across her breasts. The movement was practiced, unhurried, the kind of casual sensuality that pretended to be accidental.

Ethan stopped breathing for a second. His eyes tracked the fall of her hair, the way it caught the light and gleamed like polished obsidian, the subtle roll of her shoulders as she settled it behind her. Heat climbed his throat.

Scarlett turned, caught the look on his face, wide pupils, parted lips, and laughed. Low, throaty, genuinely amused. “Don’t be so obvious, neighbor. You’ll give yourself away before we even start talking.”

He flushed hard, jerked his gaze to the floor, then to the side, anywhere but her. “Sorry. I didn’t, ”

“Don’t apologize.” She moved past him to the fridge, close enough that her arm brushed his chest. “It’s flattering. Just… predictable.” She pulled out a chilled bottle of white, something crisp and pale gold, and set it on the counter with two expensive looking glasses. The cork came free with a soft pop. She poured without asking, generous measures, the wine catching light like liquid sunlight.

Ethan shifted his weight. “Water’s fine, really. I don’t want to…”

“There’s water too.” She slid one glass toward him, fingers lingering on the stem a beat longer than necessary. “But I want a drink. And I think you could use one. You’re wound tighter than that rhododendron root ball was.” She lifted her own glass, took a slow sip, eyes never leaving his face. “Besides, it’ll help you relax. You look like you could use some help with that.”

He accepted the glass mostly to have something to do with his hands. The first sip was cold, bright with green apple and a faint mineral edge. It steadied him, barely.

Scarlett leaned back against the counter, one hip cocked, glass cradled loosely in her fingers. “So. Tell me about the east coast. What did you leave behind that was worth trading for Portland rain?”

He managed a small laugh. “Not much. Crowded trains, overpriced rent, winters that actually hurt. Here feels… quieter.”

“Quieter can be good.” She tilted her head, studying him. “Or lonely, depending on the day.”

The word hung there. He took another sip, felt the wine settle warm in his chest.

She steered the conversation without seeming to. “You seeing anyone yet? New city, new faces. Must be swiping through half the apps by now.”

“Not really.” He shrugged, trying for casual. “A couple dates. Nothing stuck.”

“Girls your age?”

“Yeah. Mostly.”

Scarlett hummed, thoughtful. “They’re probably sweet. Eager. Still figuring out what they want.” She took another sip, lips glistening faintly. “I’ve been single a long time. Years, really. I don’t do serious. Never have. Too much compromise, too many expectations.” Her gaze drifted over him, slow and appraising. “But I do miss certain… aspects of male company. The physical ones, mostly. The rest I can handle on my own.”

The admission landed soft but deliberate. Ethan’s pulse kicked up. He opened his mouth, closed it again.

She smiled, small and knowing. “You’re blushing again. Cute.”

“I’m not…” He stopped, exhaled through his nose. “You’re direct.”

“I am.” She set her glass down, crossed her arms under her breasts so the fabric pulled taut. “And you’re not. Which is fine. You’re young. Still learning how to read a room. How to read a woman.” Her voice dropped a fraction. “I could help with that, you know. Teach you a few things about what women actually want. Not what the apps or your buddies tell you.”

The offer slid into the conversation so smoothly he almost missed the shift. His mind snagged on it, help, teach, images flickering before he could stop them. Her guiding his hands, her voice low against his ear. He swallowed.

Before he could form a response she moved on, seamless. “How long have you been coding? You look like the type who started young. Late nights, energy drinks, probably still have a GitHub full of half-finished side projects.”

He latched onto the safer topic, grateful. They talked for a few minutes, his degree, the startup he’d left behind, the stability of this new gig. She listened intently, asked sharp questions, laughed at the right moments. Every so often she touched the rim of her glass with her tongue, or brushed a strand of hair behind her ear, small gestures that kept pulling his attention back to her mouth, her throat, the steady rise and fall of her chest.

She was stalking him, he realized dimly. Not aggressively. Patiently. Enjoying the slow tightening of the thread between them, the way his answers grew shorter, his glances longer.

The wine had loosened something in him, though. Enough that when she stepped closer, refilling his glass without asking, he felt the heat of her body, smelled the faint salt of her skin again.

“I should probably head back,” he said, voice rougher than he intended. “I’ve got a Teams meeting soon. Stand-up.”

Scarlett’s brows lifted. She didn’t move away. “Do you?”

“Yeah. In… twenty minutes.”

She laughed again, softer this time, almost indulgent. “Liar.”

He froze.

“You’re not even looking at your watch,” she said, voice velvet. “And your phone’s been face-down on the counter since we walked in. No notifications. No frantic glances.” She reached out, brushed the pad of her thumb along the edge of his jaw, light, fleeting, gone before he could react. “You’re nervous. That’s okay. But don’t insult me with a bad excuse.”

Ethan’s heart hammered against his ribs. He couldn’t look away from her eyes, dark now, amused, predatory in the gentlest way.

She stepped back, gave him space, but the air between them still felt charged, taut.

“Your move, neighbor,” she murmured. “But don’t think I didn’t notice how long it took you to try running.”

Scarlett leaned one elbow on the counter, the motion casual but closing the distance between them by another inch. Her glass was almost empty now; his still lagged behind, fingers wrapped too tightly around the stem.

“You’re nursing that like it’s going to bite you,” she said, voice warm with amusement. “Finish it. I promise the next one won’t be mandatory.”

Ethan glanced down at the pale gold liquid, then back at her. The first glass had already worked its way through him, shoulders loosening, the faint buzz behind his eyes, a pleasant heat pooling low in his stomach. He lifted the glass, took a longer swallow this time. The crisp edge had softened into something smoother on the second pass, easier to let slide down.

“There,” she murmured as he set the empty glass on the quartz with a soft clink. “Better?”

He exhaled, nodded once. “Yeah. Better.”

She refilled both glasses without asking, smaller pour for him this time, almost considerate. When she handed it back their fingers brushed again, deliberate on her part, lingering just long enough that he felt the warmth of her skin register somewhere behind his ribs.

Scarlett took a slow sip of her own, watching him over the rim. “You’re not used to someone pouring for you, are you?”

He laughed, short and self-conscious. “Not really. Usually it’s the other way around. Or… nobody pours at all.”

“Mm.” She set her glass aside, crossed her arms loosely. The posture lifted her chest slightly, drew his eyes before he caught himself and looked at her face instead. “That’s interesting. Most guys your age want to be the one in control. The planner, the decider. You don’t seem quite so attached to that role.”

Ethan shifted his weight, felt the tile cool under his socks. “I don’t know. I guess… I don’t mind when someone else knows what they’re doing. Takes the pressure off.”

Her smile was small, private. “Takes the pressure off,” she repeated, tasting the words. “I like that phrasing.” She tilted her head, studying him the way she might study a plant she was deciding whether to prune or let grow wild. “So if a woman knew exactly what she wanted, knew how to ask for it, how to guide things, you’d be open to following her lead?”

The question landed soft, almost hypothetical. He swallowed, felt the wine’s warmth spread further. “Maybe. Depends on… what she wanted, I guess.”

“Of course it does.” Scarlett stepped half a pace closer, not crowding him but erasing the last neutral space between their bodies. The air felt thicker now, scented with the faint mineral bite of the wine and the lingering trace of her skin after the yard work. “Some women like being chased. Some like chasing. I’ve always preferred the second. There’s something satisfying about seeing a man realize he doesn’t have to guess, doesn’t have to perform. He just has to listen. Respond. Let go a little.”

Ethan’s pulse ticked up. He could feel it in his throat, steady but quicker. “You make it sound simple.”

“It can be.” Her voice dropped, conversational but intimate, the kind of tone used for secrets shared over pillows rather than kitchen counters. “I’ve thought about it a lot over the years. What it would feel like to have someone trust me enough to hand over the reins, not because he’s weak, but because he wants to feel what happens when he stops trying to steer. When he lets me set the pace, the rules, the… rewards.”

The word hung there, soft and loaded. She didn’t elaborate, didn’t push. Just let it settle while she reached for her glass again, took another measured sip.

Ethan stared at the way her throat moved when she swallowed, the faint sheen of moisture left on her lower lip. His mind spun lazy circles around what she wasn’t quite saying, reins, rules, rewards, and every image that flickered through felt dangerous and magnetic at once. He had never put a name to the quiet pull he sometimes felt when a woman spoke with absolute certainty, when she told him exactly where to put his hands or how fast to move. It had always been fleeting, buried under layers of what he thought he was supposed to want. Now, with the wine loosening his defenses and her eyes steady on his, it rose closer to the surface, unnamed but insistent.

“You’ve gone quiet,” she observed, not mocking, just noting. “Thinking about it?”

He managed a rough laugh. “Trying not to overthink it.”

“Good instinct.” She set her glass down, let her hand rest on the counter near his, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating from her fingers. “Overthinking kills momentum. And I like momentum.”

She didn’t touch him. Not yet. But the promise of it shimmered in the narrow space between them, in the way she held his gaze without blinking, in the subtle tilt of her head that invited him to keep looking, keep listening, keep wondering what would happen if he didn’t step back.

Ethan stayed exactly where he was. The wine hummed through him, warm and permissive, and for the first time in a long while he didn’t feel the need to fill the silence with something clever or safe. He just stood there, caught in the slow, deliberate orbit she had begun to draw around him, waiting to see how much closer she would let him come before she decided what came next.

Scarlett held his gaze a moment longer, letting the silence stretch until it felt like a physical thing pressing against his chest. Then she moved.

Not toward him exactly, beside him, a slow, liquid glide that reminded him of a cat deciding whether the prey was worth the pounce. She circled to his left, bare feet silent on the cool tile, close enough that the heat of her body brushed his arm without contact. Her fingers found the back of his shoulder first: light, almost absent, just the pads resting there as though testing the tension in his muscle.

“You’re still so stiff,” she murmured, voice pitched low, intimate. Her hand slid downward in a single, unhurried stroke along the length of his arm, following the line from deltoid to elbow to wrist. Gooseflesh rose in the wake of her touch. She didn’t linger; she simply let her palm glide off at his hand, then stepped behind him.

Ethan’s breath hitched when her other hand settled on his opposite shoulder. Both now, symmetric, claiming the breadth of him without force. She leaned in from behind, not pressing her body to his but close enough that he felt the soft brush of her breasts against his back when she inhaled. Her thumbs traced small, slow circles at the base of his neck, working the knots he hadn’t realized were there.

“Relax your shoulders,” she said against his ear. “Just let them drop.”

He tried. The wine helped; the touch helped more. His body obeyed before his mind caught up.

“Good.” Approval hummed through the single word. She stepped around to his front again, hands trailing down his arms once more as she did, fingertips dragging lightly over the cotton of his sleeves until they reached his hands. She took them both in hers, loose, not gripping, and tugged gently.

“Come.”

One word, quiet command. He followed without thinking, letting her lead him out of the kitchen and into the living room beyond. The space was dimmer, late-afternoon light filtered through sheer curtains, casting everything in warm gold and soft shadow. A wide sectional sofa dominated one wall, low coffee table scattered with a few art books and a single candle that hadn’t been lit. She stopped near the center of the room, released his hands, but didn’t step back.

Instead she closed the last foot of distance until the toes of her bare feet brushed his shoes. Her hands returned to his shoulders, then slid upward to frame his jaw, gentle but firm, tilting his face so he had to meet her eyes.

“You’re trembling a little,” she whispered, lips so close he felt the shape of the words more than heard them. “Not scared. Just… awake.”

Her thumbs brushed the corners of his mouth. He swallowed hard. The front of his jeans had grown uncomfortably tight; he couldn’t hide it at this range. Her gaze flicked downward, slow and deliberate, lingering on the obvious ridge pressing against the denim.

A small, satisfied sound escaped her, not quite a laugh, more a private hum of pleasure.

“Look at you,” she said softly. “Already so hard for me, and I’ve barely touched you.”

Heat flooded his face, neck, ears. He started to look away; her fingers tightened just enough to keep him facing her.

“Don’t,” she said. “Don’t be embarrassed. This, ” her eyes dropped meaningfully to his erection again “, this is honest. Beautiful, even. You shouldn’t hide it. Not from me.”

He exhaled shakily. “I just… I don’t usually…”

“You don’t usually let yourself want without apologizing for it first.” Her voice was velvet, coaxing. “That’s what I mean about guidance. A mentor. Someone who can lead you somewhere the shame doesn’t follow. Somewhere you get to feel everything without second-guessing it.”

She let the words settle, let him feel the weight of them while her hands drifted downward again, over his collarbones, his chest, mapping him through fabric. His heart slammed against her palm. Adrenaline sang in his veins, sharp and electric; every nerve felt tuned to her next move.

Scarlett studied his face one last moment, drinking in the raw anticipation there, the parted lips, the quick rise and fall of his chest, the way his pupils had swallowed most of the iris. Then she leaned in and kissed him.

Soft at first. Just lips brushing lips, a question more than a claim. He froze, unsure, hands hovering uselessly at his sides until instinct took over and they settled tentatively on her waist. That small surrender seemed to ignite something in her.

The kiss deepened. She tilted her head, parted his lips with hers, tongue sliding in slow and deliberate. One hand stayed at his jaw while the other traveled downward, over his ribs, his stomach, then lower. Her palm cupped the hard length of him through his jeans.

Ethan groaned into her mouth. His cock throbbed under the pressure; she felt it, squeezed gently, rhythmically, drawing another muffled sound from his throat.

She broke the kiss just enough to speak against his lips. “Feel that? How much you want this?”

Her other hand slid around to his ass, fingers digging in firmly, pulling his hips forward so his erection pressed flush against the soft give of her lower belly. She kneaded the muscle there, appreciating the taut shape of him, the way he flexed instinctively into her grip.

For long seconds she held him like that, cock trapped between them, her hand possessive on his ass, rocking him subtly against her body while she kissed him again, deeper, hungrier.

Then she pulled back, just far enough to look into his eyes.

Her own were dark, pupils wide, a deep, undisguised hunger burning behind them.

“I’m going to enjoy every inch of you,” she said, voice low and certain, each word deliberate. “Every shudder. Every sound. Every place you try to hide.”

She held his gaze, unflinching, letting him see exactly how much she meant it.

Scarlett held his gaze a beat longer, savoring the raw hunger flickering behind his eyes, the way his breath came shallow and uneven. Then, with deliberate slowness, she eased her hand from his ass and stepped back half a pace, just enough to break the press of their bodies but not the tension coiled between them.

She tilted her head, as though listening to something behind him, and let her eyes drift past his shoulder toward the kitchen they had left moments earlier.

“Oh no,” she said, voice dropping into mock dismay, one hand rising to cover her mouth in exaggerated shock. “Look at that.”

Ethan turned instinctively, following her line of sight.

A faint trail of dark, damp dirt streaked across the pale tile floor from the back door, smudges from his sneakers where he had followed her inside without thinking, without pausing to kick them off. Small clods had broken off near the threshold, scattering like evidence.

He winced. “Shit. I’m sorry, I didn’t even, ”

Scarlett’s lips curved into something slow and wicked, the pretend horror melting into pure, predatory delight. She stepped around him in that same feline glide, circling until she stood between him and the mess, blocking his view of it as though claiming the crime scene for herself.

“Such a bad boy,” she murmured, the words velvet-soft but edged with steel. “Tracking dirt through my clean house like you own the place. That needs correcting.”

Ethan’s face burned again, hotter this time. He opened his mouth to apologize properly, something adult, something reasonable, but the words tangled when he saw the glint in her eyes. Playful. Commanding. Utterly unapologetic.

She lifted one finger, pressed it lightly to his lips to silence him. “No more sorrys. Just obedience.”

Her hand dropped. She took another step back, creating deliberate space, and folded her arms loosely under her breasts.

“Strip.”

The single word landed like a stone in still water.

He blinked. “What?”

“You heard me.” Her tone stayed even, almost gentle, but there was no room for negotiation beneath it. “Everything. Slowly. I want to see what I’ve caught.”

His heart slammed against his ribs. He glanced toward the windows, curtains sheer but drawn enough that the late-afternoon light wouldn’t silhouette them for any passing neighbor, then back at her. She hadn’t moved. Just watched, expectant, one brow arched in patient challenge.

Ethan swallowed hard. His fingers found the hem of his t-shirt first. He pulled it over his head in one awkward motion, the fabric catching briefly on his shoulders before coming free. Cool air kissed the sweat-damp skin of his chest and back. He dropped the shirt onto the rug beside him, feeling suddenly exposed even though he still wore jeans.

Scarlett’s gaze roamed openly. “Nice shoulders,” she said, voice appreciative. “Broad. Strong. Keep going.”

He fumbled with his belt next, the buckle clinking too loudly in the quiet room. Jeans slid down his thighs; he stepped out of them, kicking the denim aside. Socks came off in quick succession, leaving him in plain black boxer briefs that did nothing to hide the straining outline of his erection.

He hesitated, hands hovering at the waistband.

Scarlett’s eyes narrowed fractionally. Not anger, disappointment edged with amusement. “Did I say stop?”

“No,” he muttered, throat tight.

“Then don’t.”

He hooked his thumbs under the elastic and pushed the briefs down. The fabric dragged over the head of his cock before springing free; he stepped out of them, naked now, fully erect and throbbing in the open air. Heat flooded his face, his neck, his chest. He couldn’t bring himself to look at her, stared instead at the rug near his feet, pulse roaring in his ears.

Scarlett let the silence stretch, let him feel the weight of her scrutiny.

Then she stepped closer again, close enough that he could smell the faint citrus-and-earth of her skin once more. Her eyes traveled down his body with leisurely appreciation: the lean lines of his torso, the defined cut of his hips, the taut muscles of his thighs, and finally the rigid length of his cock curving upward, flushed dark at the tip.

“Beautiful,” she said softly, almost reverently. “Look at that cock. So hard it’s practically begging. Thick. Straight. Perfectly proportioned.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. He still couldn’t meet her eyes, kept his gaze fixed somewhere near her collarbone, cheeks blazing.

She reached out, but didn’t touch him. Just let her fingers hover an inch from the underside of his shaft, close enough that he felt the warmth of her hand without contact. His cock jerked involuntarily at the nearness.

“Eyes up,” she said quietly.

He forced himself to lift his gaze. Her expression was calm, hungry, utterly in control, while he stood bare and trembling before her, fully clothed and completely composed.

She smiled, small and satisfied.

“That’s better,” she murmured. “Now I can see exactly how much you like being told what to do.”

Scarlett’s smile softened into something darker, more deliberate, as she closed the final inch between them. Her right hand lifted, slow and unhurried, until the backs of her fingers brushed the underside of his cock, barely a whisper of contact, just enough to make the shaft twitch upward in helpless response.

Ethan sucked in a sharp breath. The touch was feather-light, exploratory: her fingertips tracing the thick vein that ran along the length, following it from base to the swollen head where a clear bead of precum had already gathered. She circled the ridge with one nail, slow and teasing, then dragged the pad of her index finger through the slickness at the tip, spreading it in a thin, glistening sheen.

He shuddered. The sensation was electric, too gentle to satisfy, too precise to ignore. His hips jerked forward involuntarily, seeking more, and she let out a low, approving hum.

“Sensitive,” she murmured, almost to herself. “I like that.”

Her fingers closed around him now, not a full grip but a loose, sliding tunnel. She stroked once, root to crown, then back again, letting her palm glide over the slick head on the upstroke. The rhythm was languid, maddeningly slow. Each pass sent heat spiking through his pelvis, coiling tighter in his gut. It had been so long, months, maybe closer to a year, since any woman had touched him here, let alone with this kind of focused attention. The memory of hurried, fumbling encounters felt distant, childish compared to the deliberate way Scarlett handled him, as though his pleasure were a thing she could sculpt at her leisure.

A low moan slipped from his throat before he could stop it. His head tipped back slightly; eyes fluttered half-closed.

Scarlett’s other hand came up to rest flat against his abdomen, steadying him. “Not yet,” she said, voice velvet command. “Don’t get too excited. We’re just getting started.”

She gave one last teasing stroke, firmer this time, thumb pressing just under the head where he was most sensitive, then released him entirely. The sudden absence made him whimper, a small, involuntary sound that flushed his cheeks darker.

Before he could recover she stepped forward, guiding him backward with both hands on his hips until the backs of his knees met the edge of the low armchair tucked against the living-room wall. He sank down under the gentle pressure of her palms, thighs spreading automatically as she nudged them apart.

Scarlett dropped to her knees between his legs in one fluid motion, graceful, predatory, like something summoned rather than merely moving. The carpet was soft beneath her; she settled there without hurry, hands sliding up the insides of his thighs until her thumbs framed the base of his cock. She looked up at him through dark lashes, eyes locked on his, unflinching.

Then she leaned in.

Her tongue flicked out first, flat and warm, lapping slowly at the bead of precum that had welled up again in her absence. The taste seemed to please her; she made a soft, appreciative sound in the back of her throat before dragging the flat of her tongue along the underside in one long, deliberate stroke from root to tip. Ethan’s hips bucked; a ragged moan tore free. The wet heat, the deliberate pressure, it was overwhelming, better than anything his own hand had managed in months.

She circled the head with languid swirls, tasting every inch, then parted her lips and took just the crown inside. Light suction, enough to hollow her cheeks slightly, sent a jolt straight to his spine. He gripped the arms of the chair, knuckles whitening.

Scarlett’s eyes never left his.

She sank lower.

Inch by inch his cock disappeared between her lips until her nose brushed the coarse hair at his base. The sight was obscene and impossibly intimate: her mouth stretched wide around him, lips sealed tight at the root, throat visibly working as she swallowed around the intrusion. The muscles flexed and rippled along his length, slow, rhythmic contractions that milked him from every side at once. Heat, pressure, slick velvet walls squeezing in perfect waves. He felt the flutter of her tongue even buried so deep, pressing against the underside in lazy, teasing strokes.

Ethan’s vision blurred at the edges. His entire body locked rigid; breath came in short, desperate pants. The sensation was too much, too tight, too hot, too perfectly controlled. He could feel every subtle shift of her throat, every swallow pulling him deeper, every flick of her tongue against the sensitive frenulum. Pleasure coiled so tight it bordered on pain.

One of her hands slid lower, cupping his balls, gentle at first, then firmer, rolling them in her palm while her thumb pressed lightly against the tender skin behind. The dual stimulation made his hips jerk again, shallow thrusts he couldn’t suppress.

She began to move.

Slow withdrawal, lips dragging along every inch, until only the head remained trapped between her tongue and the roof of her mouth. Then a smooth, effortless glide back down, taking him to the hilt again. Her throat opened for him like it had been trained to do exactly this. No gag, no hesitation; just deep, fluid swallows that massaged him from base to tip on every downstroke.

Her eyes stayed locked on his the entire time, dark, hungry, utterly in command, watching every twitch of his face, every shudder that ran through him, drinking in the way he unraveled under her mouth.

Scarlett held him deep one final time, throat contracting in a slow, deliberate swallow that rippled along his entire length. Then, with exquisite control, she began to withdraw, lips dragging upward in a wet, dragging glide until only the head remained trapped between her tongue and the roof of her mouth. She sucked lightly once more, coaxing another thick bead of precum onto her tongue, before letting him slip free entirely.

A long, glistening string of saliva stretched from her lower lip to the flushed tip of his cock, swaying gently as she pulled back. It broke only when she straightened fully, the strand snapping and landing in a thin, shining line across his thigh. She licked her lips once, slow and deliberate, tasting the salt of him while her eyes stayed locked on his.

Ethan sat frozen in the chair, chest heaving, every muscle taut and trembling. Pleasure still echoed through him in violent aftershocks, his cock throbbed angrily in the open air, slick and dark, veins standing out in sharp relief. His balls ached with the pressure of denied release; his whole body screamed for the edge he had been dragged to and then ruthlessly pulled back from. Words refused to form. He could only stare at her, dazed, lips parted, breath ragged.

Scarlett rose smoothly to her feet, brushing invisible lint from the front of her mud-streaked thermal shirt as though nothing extraordinary had just occurred. She smoothed her hair back with both hands, tucking loose strands behind her ears, then adjusted the waistband of her cargo pants with casual efficiency. The normalcy of the gestures only sharpened the surreal heat still pulsing between them.

“That’s enough for today,” she said, voice calm, almost conversational, though the low rasp of recent exertion lingered beneath it. “You’ve had your fun. Now get yourself dressed. You don’t want to miss that important meeting you mentioned earlier.”

He blinked, still half-lost in the haze. His hands moved sluggishly, reaching for the discarded clothes scattered across the rug.

Scarlett stepped closer, not touching him this time, just close enough to make him feel the weight of her presence. “Saturday afternoon,” she continued. “After my run. I’ll be home around three. You have my number, from the neighborhood WhatsApp group, so when I message you, I expect you to come over. Be ready when I do.”

She let the words settle, then leaned down slightly, voice dropping to something softer, more intimate, edged with promise. “I want to enjoy you properly next time. No rush. No interruptions. Just you, exactly as I want you. And make no mistake, I will be very much in charge.”

Ethan’s fingers fumbled with his boxer briefs; he managed to pull them up over his still-rigid erection, wincing at the friction. The denim of his jeans followed, the zipper loud in the quiet room.

Scarlett watched him dress without hurry, then spoke again, tone shifting to unmistakable authority. “One more thing. When you get home, you are not allowed to make yourself cum. In fact, you don’t get to come at all, not by your hand, not any other way, until I give you explicit permission.”

She paused, letting the command sink in.

“This is part of how I reshape you. Your hunger is going to teach you discipline. Every time you feel that ache, every time your cock throbs and begs, you’re going to remember who controls it now. No masturbating. No edging yourself in the shower. Nothing. Do you understand?”

His throat worked. He nodded once, voice barely above a whisper. “Yes.”

“Say it back to me.” Her eyes narrowed fractionally. “All of it. Like a good boy.”

He swallowed, cheeks burning again. “I’m not allowed to make myself cum. Not at all. Not until you tell me I can.”

“Keep going.”

“I won’t masturbate,” he repeated, clearer this time, voice cracking only slightly. “No matter how much I want to. Until you permit it.”

Scarlett’s expression softened into something almost tender, pride, possession, satisfaction all at once. She reached out, cupped his jaw gently, thumb brushing the corner of his mouth.

“Good boy,” she murmured. The praise landed like warm oil on his skin, soothing the raw edges of his embarrassment. “You’re already learning.”

She stepped back, giving him room to finish pulling on his socks and shoes. When he stood, still dazed, cock still half-hard against the denim, she nodded toward the back door.

“Go home now. Think about what just happened. Think about Saturday. And remember the rules.”

She opened the door for him, cool February air rushing in, carrying the scent of wet earth and pine. Ethan stepped onto the deck, legs unsteady, every nerve still singing.

Scarlett leaned in the doorway, arms crossed, watching him cross the short stretch of grass to the low fence line.

“I’ll message you,” she called softly after him. “Don’t keep me waiting.”

He didn’t look back, couldn’t, but he felt her eyes on him the entire way home.

Ethan crossed the low fence line back into his own yard on unsteady legs, the February chill biting at the sweat still cooling on his skin. The back door of his rental house closed behind him with a soft click that sounded too loud in the sudden quiet. He stood in the mudroom for a long moment, breathing hard, jeans chafing against the persistent, aching hardness that refused to subside. Every step upstairs to his office felt like moving through water, slow, deliberate, aware of every shift of fabric against sensitive flesh.

He dropped into his desk chair without bothering to change, opened his laptop, and stared at the screen. The Teams calendar stared back: one last stand-up at 4:30, then a code review deadline by EOD. Numbers and names blurred. He tried to focus, pulled up the pull request, scrolled through lines of TypeScript, but his mind kept sliding sideways.

The memory of Scarlett’s mouth sealed around him, throat working in slow, rhythmic swallows. The wet heat, the impossible depth, the way her eyes never left his while she took every inch. His cock throbbed hard enough to make him shift in the seat, seeking friction he knew he couldn’t allow himself. He pressed the heel of his hand against his thigh instead, hard, trying to ground himself.

Minutes crawled. He typed a comment on a function signature, deleted it, typed again. The words swam. He could still taste the faint mineral edge of the wine on his tongue, could still feel the ghost of her fingers on his jaw, the low rasp of her voice saying not allowed like it was the most natural thing in the world.

By 5:15 he’d managed to limp through the stand-up, camera off, voice steady enough that no one asked if he was okay, and closed the final review with minimal notes. He logged off, shut the laptop lid, and sat in the darkening room, hands flat on the desk.

His right hand moved of its own accord, drifting downward, fingertips brushing the zipper of his jeans before he caught himself. He froze, palm hovering an inch above the straining bulge. Heart hammering.

He exhaled sharply through his nose and pulled his hand back, curling it into a fist on his thigh.

How the hell had this happened?

Three hours ago he’d been offering to help pull a goddamn rhododendron out of the ground. Neighborly. Casual. Now he was sitting here, cock still leaking into his underwear, obeying a rule laid down by a woman he barely knew: no touching himself. No cumming. Not until she said so.

The idea was absurd. Ludicrous. Grown men didn’t let someone else dictate whether they could jerk off in their own goddamn house. And yet here he was, heart racing, skin flushed, not because he was afraid of her, but because the command itself lit something inside him he hadn’t known was there. The denial sharpened everything: the memory of her tongue circling the head of his cock, the long string of saliva breaking between her lips and his shaft, the way she’d risen so calmly afterward, smoothing her clothes like she hadn’t just unraveled him completely.

He leaned back in the chair, eyes closing. Replayed it all in slow, vivid detail.

The way she’d circled him like prey, hands light on his shoulders, then trailing down his arms. The slow strip she’d ordered, watching every inch of skin revealed while she stayed fully clothed. The drop to her knees, graceful, predatory, her mouth taking him so deep her nose pressed into his pubic hair, throat flexing around him in perfect, milking waves. The eye contact that never wavered, dark and commanding, drinking in every twitch of his face as he fought not to come right then.

She’d read him like open code, saw the hesitation, the eagerness to follow, the quiet thrill when she took the reins. And she’d used it. For her amusement, yes, but also with a kind of deliberate care that made the control feel… safe. Wanted.

His cock jerked at the thought. He groaned low in his throat, shifted again, denim suddenly unbearable.

What else would she do with that power?

Saturday afternoon. After her run. A simple message on WhatsApp, and he’d cross the yard again, step through her back door, and let her decide everything. Would she make him strip again? Kneel? Beg? Tie him up? Tease him for hours until he was shaking, leaking, incoherent? Or would she finally let him cum, but only on her terms, only when she’d wrung every last drop of surrender from him first?

He had no idea.

All he knew was the hunger already clawing at him. He wanted her hands on him again, firm, knowing, unhurried. Wanted her mouth, her scent, citrus and clean sweat and earth, filling his lungs. Wanted to kiss her until his lips were swollen, to feel her body press against his while she whispered commands into his ear. Wanted, most of all, to let go completely. To stop thinking, stop deciding, stop performing, and simply belong to her in whatever way she chose to claim him.

The anticipation was almost as sharp as the ache between his legs.

He stood slowly, careful not to brush against anything, and headed downstairs to make dinner he already knew he wouldn’t taste. Saturday was still two days away.

Two days of this delicious, torturous waiting.

Two days of obeying her without question.

He smiled despite himself, small, dazed, a little disbelieving, as he flicked on the kitchen light.

He couldn’t wait.


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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