

The Keeper's Vow

by Xev Rivers

Gloria is a 30-year-old woman who has had too many heartbreaks after always falling for bad boys. 

She decides the only way to have a lasting loving relationship is to find someone and keep them chaste in a FLR where she can hook up with other men for her fun knowing she has someone at home to always love and cherish her.

 Simon is the lucky 21-year-old guy she spots one day who fits the bill.











Gloria nursed a cooling espresso she had no intention of drinking, her gaze fixed across the room where a young man sat alone at near the window. He was reorganizing a stack of textbooks with a methodical, almost reverent care, aligning their spines, squaring their corners, checking the clock on his phone between movements as if he were afraid of being late for something he had already arrived for.

The afternoon sun caught the sandy strands of his hair, turning them to pale gold, and his soft jawline was slack with the unguarded earnestness of someone who had not yet learned to walk through the world with his fists up.

Gloria had known plenty of men who walked that way. She had let them into her bed and her heart, and each one had left her with a fresh bruise where her trust used to live, but Simon Barrett, with his wide hazel eyes and his quiet, dutiful rhythm, was not one of those men.

He was a canvas of soft lines and unspoken devotion, and she had spent thirty years learning exactly what she wanted to paint. She set down her cup, smoothed the charcoal silk of her blouse, and rose from the corner table with the cool, unhurried confidence of a woman who had finally stopped searching.

Her heels clicked a steady cadence across the worn floorboards as she closed the distance between them. His gaze lifted at the sound, meeting hers, and his mouth parted slightly as if he already knew, on some instinctual level, that something in his life was about to change forever.

Simon blinked once, twice, as if the image before him needed recalibrating. Gloria stopped at the edge of his table and extended her hand, palm open, fingers long and steady. The gold band on her middle finger caught the light.

"You're Simon," she said. Not a question. Her voice was low and unhurried, the kind of voice that expected the world to lean in and listen.

He looked at her hand, then at her face, and something in his chest tightened like a knot being pulled slowly closed. "Yes," he managed. His own hand rose to meet hers, almost involuntarily, his palm warm and slightly damp. Her grip closed around it, firm and cool, and she held on a beat longer than courtesy required.

"I'm Gloria. I've been watching you for the past twenty minutes, and I've decided I'd like to get to know you." She released his hand but did not step back, remaining in his space with a calm authority, her eyes holding his with patient, unblinking certainty. "May I sit?"

Simon nodded slowly, his throat dry, his gaze unable to break from hers. The motion was small, almost hypnotic, as if she had asked his body before his mind had caught up. Gloria smiled, a cool, satisfied curve of her lips, and settled into the chair across from him, folding her hands on the table with deliberate grace.

"You organize your books like you care about them," she said. "That's rare in a man your age."

He flushed, ducking his head. "I like things to be in their place."

"So do I." Her voice dropped a register. "Which is why I'm going to be honest with you, Simon. I'm thirty. I've spent years with men who thrilled me and left me hollow. I'm not looking for that anymore. I'm looking for someone who understands what it means to be kept, to be cherished, to belong to one person completely. Someone who doesn't need to roam." She tilted her head, watching him. "Do you understand what I'm asking?"

Simon's breath caught in his throat, a sharp, shallow hitch that seemed to echo in the quiet space between them. The word "kept" hung in the air like a bell that had just been struck, and he felt its vibration run all the way down his spine. He had spent twenty-one years waiting for someone to tell him he was enough, to give him a place where his quiet devotion would be seen as a gift rather than a weakness and here she was, this cool-eyed woman with iron in her voice and a patience that felt like a held breath, offering him exactly that.

"Yes," he said. The word came out steadier than he felt. "I understand."

Gloria's smile deepened, something warm and possessive flickering behind her calm gaze. She reached across the table and took his hand again, her thumb tracing a slow circle over his knuckles. The touch was light, but it felt like a brand.

"Good," she said. "Then let's start with coffee, and I'll tell you exactly what belonging to me looks like."

Simon's hand stayed in hers, pliant and warm, his thumb brushing the side of her palm in a small, unconscious rhythm.

"Here is how it will work," she said, her voice low enough that only he could hear. "You will live in my home. You will sleep in my bed. And you will keep yourself only for me, chaste and untouched, because what you offer me is your fidelity, not your conquests." She leaned in, her cool gaze sharpening. "In return, I will give you a life of comfort, devotion, and a love that is yours alone, but my body is my own to share as I see fit. You will not question it. You will not resent it. You will welcome me home and hold me when I need it, without jealousy or reproach. Can you do that, Simon?"

His throat worked, a visible swallow. He thought of the ache that had lived in his chest for years, the nameless hunger for a place to belong. Jealousy was a small price for permanence. "Yes. I can."

Gloria's smile softened into something genuine. She slid her hand to cup his jaw, tilting his face up to hers, her thumb brushing his lower lip. "Then tonight I'll take you home, and we'll begin."

The afternoon dissolved into evening with the speed of a struck match. Gloria drove them through the downtown grid in her grey sedan, one hand on the wheel, the other resting lightly on his thigh. Simon sat beside her in a daze, watching the city lights streak past, his collar already feeling heavier against his throat. She parked in the basement of a sleek tower and led him by the hand through a marble lobby, up an elevator, and into an apartment that smelled of cedar and clean linen.

He barely registered the minimalist furniture, the floor-to-ceiling windows. His whole world had narrowed to the woman who was unbuttoning his crew-neck sweater with slow, deliberate fingers, easing it over his head, leaving him in his thin white t-shirt.

"Tonight, we begin," she murmured, and she pushed him gently onto the edge of her bed. She knelt over him, straddling his thighs, her skirt rucked high around her hips. Simon's hands hovered at her waist, trembling, not daring to grip. She cupped his jaw and tilted his face up, her cool gaze drilling into his. "You're mine now, Simon. Say it."

"I'm yours," he breathed.

She smiled, a predator's soft satisfaction, and then she kissed him. It was not a gentle thing. Her mouth claimed his with a hungry, possessive pressure, her tongue sliding against his lower lip, demanding entry. He gasped, and she took it, plunging deep, tasting him, owning him. Her fingers twisted into his sandy hair, tilting his head back further, and she bit his lower lip hard enough to make him whimper. He tasted copper and her sweetness, and he moaned into her mouth, his hands finally finding the courage to grip her hips. She broke the kiss just long enough to rasp, "You'll dream of that taste," before she crushed her mouth to his again, swallowing his answer whole.

Simon's resolve dissolved like sugar in hot water. The taste of her, sharp and sweet, flooded his senses, and the last thread of his will snapped clean. He stopped thinking about what he should do and surrendered entirely to what she wanted him to be. His hands slid from her hips to the small of her back, pressing her closer, and he whimpered against her mouth, a sound of pure, unguarded need. Gloria felt the exact moment he gave up, the subtle slackening of his muscles, the way his mouth opened to her without resistance. She pulled back just enough to look at him, his hazel eyes glassy and half-lidded, his lips swollen and slick with her spit.

"There it is," she murmured, pleased. "That's the look I want to see every night. That empty, aching look of a boy who knows he belongs to someone." She dragged her thumb across his lower lip, and he chased the touch when she pulled away. "You're not going to fight me, are you, Simon? You're just going to let me take whatever I want." He shook his head slowly, dazed. "No, I'm not going to fight." She smiled and lowered her mouth to his throat, teeth grazing his pulse point. "Good boy."

Her teeth grazed his pulse, and Simon's head fell back, a soft, wounded sound escaping his throat. Gloria smiled against his skin, then pulled back, sliding off his lap with a fluid grace. She stood before him, her charcoal skirt still rucked high, and she reached down to take his hand, drawing him off the bed. He followed like a man in a trance, his t-shirt clinging to his lean chest, his cock straining against the thin cotton of his briefs. She guided him down, a firm hand on his shoulder, until he knelt on the plush carpet between her feet. She looked down at him, her cool gaze satisfied, and she slowly, deliberately, peeled her blouse from her shoulders, unclasped her bra, and let it fall. Her breasts were full, her nipples already tight. Then she hiked her skirt to her waist and slid her knickers down her thighs, letting them drop to the floor. She was bare before him, her cunt slick and glistening.

"Please me, Simon," she said, stepping closer until her thighs bracketed his shoulders. "Use that eager mouth. Make me cum, and maybe I'll let you watch me touch myself after."

Simon's mouth watered. He leaned in, his hands gripping her hips, and dragged his tongue up the length of her slit. She tasted salt and musk, and he groaned against her, lapping at her clit with desperate, clumsy hunger. Gloria let out a low, satisfied hum and fisted a hand in his hair, holding him against her cunt. "Slower," she commanded. "You're not eating a peach." He obeyed, softening his tongue, tracing her folds with deliberate reverence, circling her clit until her thighs trembled against his ears. She rocked her hips into his mouth, breath hitching, her grip in his hair tightening. "There. Yes. Right there. Don't stop."

He suckled her clit, flicking it with the tip of his tongue, and she let out a sharp, guttural moan. Simon's own cock throbbed painfully, untouched, the fabric of his briefs soaked with his leaking arousal, but he didn't dare reach for himself. He just kept licking, worshiping, until Gloria's thighs clamped around his head and she came with a raw, shaking cry, her release flooding his tongue. She held him there through every aftershock, then finally pushed him back, breathing hard. He knelt before her, lips slick and swollen, pupils blown wide. She looked down at him, pleased, and ran a thumb across his wet mouth.

"Good boy," she said softly. "You can stand up now. You're not cumming tonight."

Gloria looked down at his slick, swollen mouth and gave a slow, satisfied blink. "You did well. But I'm tired now, Simon."

She extended a hand, drawing him up from his knees, and led him through the dim apartment to the bathroom, where they brushed their teeth in companionable silence. Back at the bedside she looked him over, serious now. "We can both sleep naked in my bed if you agree not to cum or attempt to fuck me. Do you agree?"

"Yes," he said, and pulled his t-shirt and briefs off without hesitation. She climbed beneath the linen sheet, watching him follow, his lean body settling warm beside hers. She wrapped an arm around his waist, pulling his back against her chest, and pressed a kiss to his nape. "Good boy. Sleep." And he did.

Morning light crept through the floor-to-ceiling windows when Gloria stirred, her arm still wrapped around Simon's waist. She watched him sleep for a long moment, his soft jaw slack against the pillow, then pressed a kiss between his shoulder blades. "Wake up, sweet boy," she murmured. "We have an appointment."

He blinked awake, hazel eyes hazy with sleep, and she traced a finger down his chest before rolling out of bed. They dressed in silence, her in a sharp black blazer and tailored trousers, him in the same simple sweater from yesterday. She drove them across town to an unmarked storefront, its window blacked out, a brass plaque reading simply "INTIMATE SOLUTIONS." Inside, the air smelled of antiseptic and leather. A tall, androgynous piercer with silver rings through both nostrils greeted them, and Gloria shook their hand with calm authority.

"He needs a Prince Albert," she said, "and a custom cage sized to it. He won't be taking it off."

The piercer nodded and gestured to a reclining chair. Simon's pulse hammered as Gloria guided him down, her hand steady on his chest. "This will ensure you're always mine," she said, leaning close, her breath warm against his ear. "Even when I'm not here, this will remember me." He swallowed hard and nodded, spreading his legs as instructed. The piercer cleaned his glans with cold antiseptic, and Simon hissed at the sting. A clamp closed around his urethra, sharp and unforgiving, and he gasped, gripping the chair arms. Gloria took his hand, lacing her fingers through his, her thumb stroking his knuckles. "Breathe," she told him. "This is how you prove you're mine."

The needle went through with a wet, grinding pop. Simon cried out, his whole-body tensing, tears pricking the corners of his eyes. Gloria held his gaze, unblinking, and he held hers back, refusing to look away. The piercer threaded a curved barbell through the fresh wound, his movements swift and practiced, and Simon sobbed once, a raw, broken sound. Gloria leaned down and kissed his forehead. "Almost done, love."

The piercer produced a small, gleaming cage of brushed stainless steel, its interior measured to his circumcised shaft, with a locking ring designed to slide over the fresh barbell. They threaded the ring through the healing piercing, and Simon whimpered as the cold metal kissed his inflamed flesh. The cage slid over his soft cock, snug and enclosing, a small padlock clicking shut behind the barbell. The piercer wiped the excess antiseptic from his skin and stepped back. "It won't come off without removing the piercing," they said. "The key is yours."

Gloria took the small key, weighed it in her palm, and smiled. She helped Simon to his feet, guiding him gently by the elbow as he steadied himself. In the car he sat quietly, his hands clasped in his lap, feeling the unfamiliar weight of steel against his groin, the dull throb of fresh metal through raw flesh. Gloria reached over and rested her hand on his thigh, high, almost touching the cage through his trousers. "Every time you feel that," she said softly, "I want you to remember who put it there. Who you belong to." He nodded, his throat tight, and she smiled, satisfied. "Good boy. Let's go home."

The week folded into a rhythm of honey and steel. Each evening Gloria returned from her work to find Simon waiting, his hazel eyes bright with the hunger of a man who had spent the day aching for her.

She let him have her body as she had promised, unrestricted hands roaming her breasts, her hips, her thighs while he kissed bruises into her neck and breathed her in like she was oxygen. He groped her through her blouse in the kitchen while she cooked, pressed her against the counter to mouth at her throat, slid his hands up her skirt just to feel the heat of her cunt through her knickers, and every night she let him please her with his tongue, spreading her thighs wide on the bed, fisting her hand in his hair as he lapped at her with that desperate, clumsy devotion that had sharpened into real skill.

"There, my good boy," she would breathe as she came against his mouth. "You know what I taste like now. You know no one else will ever have this," and he would nod, dazed, his locked cock straining uselessly against the steel cage, the fresh piercing still tender.

She touched him there each night, fingers tracing the cold metal, and smiled at his helpless groan. "You'll never leave me," she whispered once, straddling his chest, his hands gripping her thighs as she rode his mouth. "I own your cock, Simon. Every hard, useless inch of it. It only gets free when I decide." He nodded beneath her, drunk on her taste and her words, and she came with a shuddering cry that he swallowed whole.

She came with a shuddering cry that he swallowed whole, and for a long moment the only sound was his ragged breathing against her thigh. When she finally pushed herself up, her skin flushed, her hair mussed, she looked down at him with that cool, calculating gaze that made his stomach clench. "That was lovely," she said, and slid off him, padding naked to the dresser. She returned with a small velvet box. "But I've been thinking, sweet boy. We need a new rule."

Simon propped himself on his elbows, still dazed, his mouth slick with her. "What kind of rule?"

She opened the box. Inside lay a slim, brushed-steel ring, unadorned save for a tiny engraved heart. She held it up between two fingers. "From now on, you don't touch me unless I give you permission first. You don't ask. You don't reach for me in the kitchen, you don't press me against the counter, you don't slide your hands up my skirt. You wait." She knelt beside him, her voice dropping to a velvet murmur. "

When I choose to let you, you'll be so desperate you'll weep for it."

Simon's throat worked. His cock, locked and useless in its cage, pulsed with a hollow, aching need. "What if I need to... what if I can't help it?"

Gloria smiled, slow and satisfied, and reached down to stroke the steel cage through the cooling silk of his skin. "Then you'll learn to help it, won't you?

Because every time you break the rule, I'll take something away. A week without touching me or maybe a month and you'll beg me, Simon, really beg, and I'll decide if you've earned it back." She leaned in and kissed the corner of his mouth, soft and chaste. "Do you understand?"

He stared at her, his chest rising and falling, the weight of her promise settling over him like a chain. "Yes," he breathed. "I understand."

She smiled and slid the ring onto his middle finger, then pressed her palm flat against his sternum. "Good boy. Now be a good boy and get me a glass of water."

Simon rose on unsteady legs, his skin still slick with the memory of her, and padded barefoot to the kitchen. The cold floor soothed the ache in his feet as he filled a glass from the tap, the water running clear and quiet. He stood there a moment, the glass in his hand, the steel cage a familiar weight between his thighs, and felt the strange, settling peace of a man who knew exactly what was expected of him.

When he returned, Gloria was propped against the headboard, the sheet pooled at her waist, her eyes tracking him with that patient, possessive warmth. He handed her the glass.

She took a slow sip, then set it on the nightstand and reached for his wrist, pulling him down beside her. "Good boy," she murmured, and pressed a kiss to his temple. "You're learning."

Simon's fingers tightened around the glass for half a heartbeat before he forced them to relax. He had known this was coming, had been told from the very first afternoon that her body was her own to share with whom see pleased, but hearing it said aloud, here in their bed with her skin still flushed from his mouth, drove the words into his chest like a splinter.

"When?" he asked, his voice smaller than he intended.

Gloria reached for her phone on the nightstand, waking the screen. The Tinder interface glowed in the dim light; new matches queued in a neat row. "Tonight," she said, scrolling past faces he would never meet. "There's a man, Duncan. Thirty-four, finance, very fit. He's been very patient while I took my time choosing." She tilted the screen toward him, showing a photo of a broad-shouldered man with a confident smirk. "I need a proper fucking, Simon. The kind that leaves marks on my thighs and makes me scream into a hotel pillow. You understand that, don't you?"

He swallowed. "Yes."

She smiled and set the phone aside, cupping his jaw in her palm. "That's why I keep you, sweet boy. Because you understand." She kissed him softly, then pulled back and swung her legs out of bed. "I'm going to shower. When I come back, I want you dressed and ready to wait for me. Make me a drink for when I return."

Gloria's shower ran long, steam curling under the bathroom door while Simon dressed in the dim bedroom. He pulled on the same sweater from yesterday and stood by the window, watching the city lights flicker to life, his thumb tracing the new ring on his middle finger. When she emerged, wrapped in a white towel with her platinum bob darkened at the ends, she found him waiting exactly as instructed, with a drink on the counter.

"Good boy," she said, and disappeared into the walk-in closet.

The closet light clicked on, and Gloria stood before her lingerie wall, her towel pooling at her feet. She ran her fingers across the silk and lace with the practiced eye of a woman who knew precisely what message she wanted her body to deliver.

Not the demure champagne set, too soft. Not the ivory, too bridal. Her hand stopped on a deep crimson balconette bra, the cups barely there, held together by a strip of black lace. She lifted it down, pair of matching high-cut briefs dangling from her fingers, the fabric thin as a whisper and meant to be torn or pushed aside. She stepped into them, the silk sliding up her thighs, and fastened the bra, the underwire lifting her breasts into sharp, offering peaks. In the mirror she turned, checking the line of her ass against the high-cut fabric, the crimson stark against her tan skin.

This was not for Simon. This was armor for the battlefield ahead, a promise of what Duncan would take and what she would give. She slipped a black silk robe over it, tied loosely at the waist, and stepped out to find Simon still standing where she had left him, his eyes wide and dutiful. "I want you awake when I get back," she said. "I'll tell you everything."

The door clicked open past midnight, and Simon rose from the armchair where he had been waiting, his heart lurching. Gloria stepped in on unsteady heels, her platinum hair a slept-in mess. A flush of satisfaction stained her cheeks, and the air around her carried the sharp, unmistakable scent of sex and sweat.

"I'm home, sweet boy," she breathed, and she was on him before he could speak, her mouth claiming his, forcing him to taste Duncan's cologne on her lips. She pulled back, her eyes bright and predatory. "Strip. Lie on the bed. Now."

Simon obeyed, shedding his sweater and briefs in a clumsy rush, his locked cock already straining uselessly against the steel. He lay back, heart hammering, as Gloria removed her dress and let it fall, revealing the crimson balconette bra, still fastened, and the high-cut briefs now soaked through, their silk translucent with a thick, milky seepage. She peeled them down her thighs, and he saw the evidence of Duncan's work: her labia swollen, reddened, her thighs glistening with drying spend. She climbed onto the bed and straddled his face, her knees bracketing his ears, and lowered her slick cunt to his mouth.

"Lick me clean," she commanded, fisting a hand in his hair. "Every drop of his cum. You eat it all, and then you tell me how lovely it tastes." Simon's tongue slid up her slit, and the salty, musky flood of another man's release hit his palate. He gagged once, then moaned, lapping deeper, chasing every trace, his tongue pressing inside her to scoop out the thick pool that Duncan had left behind.

Gloria ground her hips against his mouth, a sharp, guttural groan escaping her. "That's it, my good boy. Suck him out of me. You're the only one who cleans up what I take. That's your place." He obeyed, whimpering, drinking until her cunt was slick but clean, his tongue circling her clit with desperate reverence. She came with a raw shout, soaking his chin, then slid off and kissed his wet mouth. "Good boy. Now hold me."

She broke the kiss and slid down his body, her lips leaving a wet trail across his chest, his stomach, until she reached the cage. Her fingers closed around the cold steel, tracing its outline with a possessive reverence, and Simon's hips bucked involuntarily, a strangled gasp escaping his throat. The fresh piercing throbbed beneath the metal, a dull, aching reminder.

"You feel that, don't you?" she murmured, her breath hot against the cage. She ran her thumb along the locked ring, pressing just hard enough to make him whimper. "This is what you are now. Hard and useless and mine. Duncan spent himself inside me tonight, and you'll spend nothing, ever, unless I will it." She looked up at him, her eyes glittering in the dim light. "Do you still want to hold me, sweet boy?"

"Yes," he breathed, his voice cracked and raw. "Please."

She smiled and crawled up his body, settling against his side, her head on his chest, her hand resting possessively over the cage. "Then hold me, Simon. And remember exactly who you belong to."

Simon held her through the night, her breath warm and even against his chest, the cage a cold anchor between his thighs. He did not sleep, not truly. He lay awake and memorized the weight of her hand on the steel, the certainty of her claim, and he felt, for the first time in his life, a peace that hurt to hold.

The next three nights passed in that strange, honeyed rhythm. Gloria came home each evening flushed with the offices she ran and the calls she took, and Simon waited for her with a drink and soft eyes, his hands clasped behind his back until she granted him permission to touch.

Twice she let him kneel between her thighs and worship her to completion. Once she made him watch her touch herself, her fingers working her clit while he knelt on the rug, his locked cock throbbing, tears of need pricking his eyes. "You see what you gave up?" she breathed as she came. "You see what you get to keep?" He nodded, throat raw, and she smiled and beckoned him to bed.

On the fourth night, the door opened earlier than usual, and Simon looked up from the book he had been reading to find Gloria stepping inside with a stranger. The woman was older, mid-forties perhaps, with a short, silver-streaked crop and a sharp, avian face. She wore a black leather jacket over a thin silk shell, and her eyes swept the apartment with a cool, appraising interest. Gloria kicked the door shut behind her and crossed to Simon, cupping his jaw and tilting his face up for a kiss that tasted of wine and mint.

"Simon," she said, drawing back, "this is Margo. She's staying for a while." She looked down at him, her thumb brushing his cheek. "I need you to sleep in the spare room tonight. Can you do that for me, sweet boy?"

Simon swallowed, his gaze flicking to Margo, who watched him with a faint, knowing smile. The word jealousy rose in his chest, but he forced it down. "Yes," he said. "Of course."

Gloria kissed his forehead. "Good boy." She released him, and he rose, gathering his pillow from the bed, walking past Margo with a nod he could not quite meet her eyes for. The spare room door clicked shut behind him, and he stood in the dark for a long moment, the cage heavy against his thigh, listening to the murmur of their voices through the wall.

He lay down on the narrow bed, the sheets cool and unfamiliar, and pressed his palm flat against his sternum. The ring was there, the weight of it familiar. He closed his eyes and tried to breathe. Through the wall, he heard the low timbre of Gloria's laugh, Margo's answering hum, the clink of a glass being set down. Then the soft, unmistakable sound of a kiss. He turned onto his side, pulling the pillow over his head, but the sounds found him anyway.

Gloria's voice, low and commanding, carried through the plaster. "On your knees. I want to look at you first." Margo's response was a muffled, pleased murmur. The bed frame in the main room groaned once, then settled into a rhythmic, unhurried creak. Simon heard the wet, slick sound of mouths meeting, Gloria's sharp intake of breath, a low, guttural moan that was not his to answer.

He lay rigid, the cage an unbearable pressure, his cock straining uselessly against the steel. His hand drifted down, fingers finding the cold metal, and he whimpered, a sound he was glad she could not hear. Through the wall, Gloria's voice rose, breathless and commanding, telling Margo exactly where to put her hands, her mouth, her cunt. The sounds of flesh on flesh grew faster, wetter, and Simon pressed his thighs together, riding the ache, his tears hot on his cheeks in the dark.

The main room fell silent for a long, terrible moment. Then Gloria cried out, a raw, shuddering release, and the bed frame stilled. Simon heard the low murmur of after-sex, the rustle of sheets, and then Gloria's footsteps in the hall. The spare room door opened a crack, spilling warm light across the floor. She stood in the doorway, wrapped in her white robe, her cheeks flushed, her hair a mess.

Simon looked up at her, his eyes red-rimmed, and she crossed to the bed, sitting on its edge, taking his damp face in her hands. "Did you hear everything, sweet boy?" He nodded miserably. She smiled and kissed his forehead, soft and chaste. "Good. That's what I want you to remember. That I can have her whenever I want, but I come home to you." She brushed his hair from his brow. "Rest now, tomorrow, you'll have me all to yourself. I promise."

Simon lay in the narrow bed, the pillow still pressed over his head, and let her promise settle into his chest like a stone dropped into still water. Tomorrow. All to himself. He turned the words over until his breathing evened, until the ache in his locked cock dulled to a familiar, thrumming weight, and eventually sleep took him.

Morning came grey and quiet. He woke to the smell of coffee and found Gloria alone in the kitchen, dressed in a soft cashmere sweater and loose trousers, her hair brushed to a sleek shine. Margo was gone, no trace of her left but a faint, musky scent in the sheets Simon had not been asked to change. Gloria handed him a mug and kissed his cheek, soft and unhurried. "Eat," she said. "We have a full day."

She drove them out of the downtown core, past the gleaming towers and into a district of old brick warehouses converted into creative studios. She parked outside one with a black steel door and no signage, and produced a key from her pocket. Inside, the space was white and stark, lit by a single skylight. The only furniture was a long wooden table and a high-backed leather chair. On the table lay a document, a pen, and a small jeweller's box.

"Sit," Gloria said, gesturing to the chair. Simon obeyed, his pulse quickening. She stood before him, arms crossed, and looked down at him with that cool, assessing gaze he had come to know so well. "You've been good, Simon. Patient. Obedient. But good behaviour isn't the same as surrender, and I don't want a boy who merely follows rules.

I want a man who gives himself over completely, with no part held back." She picked up the document and held it out to him. "This is a contract. It states that you are mine, body and will, for as long as I choose. That you will not touch yourself, will not seek pleasure from anyone else, will not leave this arrangement without my consent. That everything you have, everything you are, belongs to me." Her voice softened. "It's not legally binding. No court would enforce it. But I'll know, and you'll know, and that's what matters."

Simon stared at the page, the small black type blurring before his eyes. His hand trembled as he reached for the pen. He thought of the ache in his chest that had hollowed him for years, the nameless hunger he had never been able to fill. And he thought of her voice in the dark, telling him he was good, telling him he belonged. He signed his name at the bottom, the ink wet and heavy, and set the pen down.

Gloria smiled, a slow, warm curve of her lips, and opened the jeweller's box. Inside lay a slim solid gold collard, delicate and bright, with a small padlock at its clasp. She lifted it out and stepped behind him, her fingers brushing his hair aside. The chain settled against his throat, cool and light, and the lock clicked shut with a soft, final sound.

"There," she murmured, her lips against his ear. "Now everyone will know. My collar on your neck, my ring on your finger, my steel between your thighs. You're not a boy I'm keeping anymore, Simon. You're mine, utterly and completely." She circled back to face him and tilted his chin up, her eyes bright with satisfaction. "Tonight, to celebrate, I'm going to let you watch me take Duncan again. You'll kneel at my feet while he fucks me, and you'll see exactly what your surrender buys you." She kissed his forehead, soft and almost tender. "You'll thank me for it, sweet boy. You'll thank me for owning you."

Simon's throat worked beneath the new collar, a strange, swelling warmth rising in his chest. The word surrender should have frightened him. Instead, it felt like coming home. "Thank you," he whispered, and meant it. "Thank you for owning me."

A knock sounded at the steel door, three deliberate raps. Gloria's smile sharpened, and she released Simon's chin. "That will be him," she said, and crossed to the door with unhurried grace. She pulled it open to admit Duncan Rooke, broad-shouldered and smirking, his dark hair gelled back, a duffel slung over one shoulder.

He stepped inside, took in the stark white space, and let his gaze drift to Simon seated in the leather chair, collar glinting at his throat. "Fresh meat," Duncan said, amused. "He the one you told me about?" Gloria walked past him, trailing a finger across his chest, and turned to face Simon with a calculating look. "He's the one who watches." She slid her hand down Duncan's torso, past his belt. "Get on your knees, sweet boy. Over here, where he can see you."

Simon slid off the chair and knelt on the cool concrete, his knees finding the hard surface as Gloria turned back to Duncan with a slow, hungry smile. She sank down before him, her tailored trousers stretching across her thighs as she knelt, and her fingers found his belt with practiced ease.

The leather gave with a soft click, and she drew his cock out, already half-hard, thick and ruddy against her pale palm. She looked over her shoulder at Simon, holding his gaze as she lowered her mouth over Duncan's shaft. Her lips stretched around him, slick and pink, and she took him deep on the first pass, her nose brushing the dark thatch of his groin.

Duncan groaned, his hand finding the back of her platinum head, guiding her rhythm as she bobbed and sucked, her tongue swirling the underside of his length. Simon watched, his mouth dry, the metal cage a cold pressure against his groin as she pulled off with a wet pop and lapped at the head before swallowing him whole again.

Simon dragged his gaze from the wet, obscene stretch of Gloria's lips swelling around Duncan's shaft and found the man's face instead. Duncan's eyes were half-lidded, his jaw slack, a sheen of sweat at his temples as he watched her work. But when he felt Simon's stare, his smirk returned, slow and cruel, and he raised one eyebrow in a silent challenge.

Look your fill, that look said, because this is what you'll never have. Simon's throat tightened beneath the gold collar, his locked cock straining uselessly against the steel. Duncan slid his hand from Gloria's hair to grip her jaw, tilting her face up, and let her pull off his cock with a wet gasp. "He's watching you real pretty," Duncan murmured, thumb dragging across her swollen lip. "You like that, pet? Knowing your boy sees what a proper man does to you?"

Gloria's smile was sharp and satisfied. She glanced back at Simon, her eyes bright with ownership. "He loves it. Don't you, sweet boy?" Simon swallowed, the collar heavy and warm, and nodded once. "Yes," he whispered. "I love it."

Gloria's sharp laugh cut the air as Duncan's hand twisted in her platinum bob. "He's a quick learner," she said, and pushed herself up, leaving Duncan's cock glistening and thick in the dim light. Duncan turned to Simon, still kneeling on the cold concrete, and walked over with the lazy, predatory roll of a man who owned every room he entered. "You love watching, do you?" he said, crouching down until his face was level with Simon's. "Then let's see how much you really love it.

While I fuck her, you're going to crawl up between her thighs and lick her cunt. Every time I push into her, you taste me. Every time she moans, you keep your tongue on her clit. And you don't stop, not once, not until I've come inside her." He grabbed Simon's jaw, forcing his head up. "When I'm done, you'll swallow every drop of her spend mixed with mine, and you'll thank me for letting you share her. That's your challenge, boy. Prove you love it."

Simon's heart slammed against his ribs, his mouth watering despite the cold knot of fear in his gut. He nodded, his throat tight beneath the gold collar, and Gloria's eyes glittered with dark approval as she shed her trousers and mounted the wooden table, spreading her thighs wide. Duncan positioned Simon between them, his face inches from her slick, swollen cunt, and then Duncan drove into her with a single, brutal thrust that made Gloria cry out. The table shook, and Simon's tongue darted out, swirling her clit as Duncan hammered into her, his balls slapping against Simon's chin with every stroke.

Gloria's moans sharpened, climbing from low, breathy sighs into raw, guttural cries that echoed off the white walls. Her thighs clamped around Simon's head, heels digging into his shoulders, pulling him deeper into the slick heat of her cunt as Duncan drove into her with a punishing, relentless rhythm. "Fuck, yes," she gasped, her voice breaking. "Right there, right fucking there, don't you dare stop, either of you."

Duncan's grunts came faster, harsher, his grip on her hips bruising, and Gloria's back arched off the table, her platinum hair fanning across the wood. Simon kept his tongue flat against her clit, lapping in frantic circles even as Duncan's balls slapped his chin with every furious stroke, the musky scent of him flooding Simon's senses. Gloria's cry tore loose, raw and shameless, as she came hard around Duncan's cock, her cunt clenching and flooding, and Duncan roared, slamming deep one final time and spilling his hot release into her, the flood of it wet on Simon's tongue before he pulled his mouth free.

Gloria's hand twisted in Simon's hair, pulling his mouth back against her slick, trembling cunt. "Swallow it," she commanded, her voice raw and hoarse. "Every drop, sweet boy. Taste what he left inside me."

Simon's throat worked as the thick, bitter flood of Duncan's spend mixed with the salt-sweet of her own release coated his tongue. He gagged once, the unfamiliar texture sliding thick down his gullet, but he did not pull away. He pressed deeper, tongue curling inside her to scoop out the lingering pool, and swallowed again, and again, until her cunt was clean and his belly burned with the proof of her infidelity.

Duncan stood back, breathing hard, a cruel satisfaction curling his lip as he watched the boy drink his leavings. Gloria's thighs loosened around Simon's head, and she dragged him up her body, kissing him hard, forcing him to taste the mixture on his own tongue. "Good boy," she breathed against his mouth. "Now you know what you are." Simon blinked at her, dazed and tear-streaked, and whispered, "I'm yours. Whatever you give me to drink, I swallow."

The studio fell silent except for Gloria's ragged breathing and Simon's soft, wet swallows. She let him go and stood, smoothing her blouse with unhurried grace, as if she had just concluded a business call. "You can go now, Duncan," she said without looking at him. "I'll call you when I need you again."

Duncan laughed, low and easy, and tucked himself back into his trousers. "You know where to find me, pet." He buttoned his fly, slung his duffel over his shoulder, and let himself out, the steel door clanging shut behind him.

Gloria helped Simon to his feet, her hand steady on his elbow, and kissed his temple. "You did beautifully, sweet boy. Now let's go home."

The next few days folded into that familiar rhythm, Simon waiting at the door each evening, his collar gleaming, his cage heavy, his mouth ready to worship her the moment she granted permission. Twice she let him kneel between her thighs, and twice she came with his name on her lips, which he hoarded like treasure. On the third evening, she came home with a different energy, her eyes bright with calculation, and set her keys down with a deliberate click.

"Simon," she said, crossing to him and taking his face in her hands. "I've found someone new. His name is Peter. He's thirty-eight, a painter, and he swings both ways." She watched his face carefully. "He's going to fuck me, and then he's going to fuck you. And you're going to let him, because I want to watch you taken apart, and I want him to know exactly whose property he's handling." She kissed him softly. "Do you understand, sweet boy?"

Simon's pulse hammered, a strange mix of fear and heat flooding his chest. His cock strained uselessly in its cage, and he nodded, his throat dry. "Yes, I understand."

Gloria smiled, satisfied, and texted Peter to come up. He arrived within the hour, a lean, silver-templed man with paint-flecked fingers and kind, knowing eyes. He shook Simon's hand warmly, then turned to Gloria and kissed her slow and deep, his hand sliding to the small of her back. She guided him to the bedroom, and Simon followed, his heart pounding, his collar warm against his throat.

Peter undressed Gloria with unhurried reverence, easing her blouse from her shoulders, unclasping her bra, pressing his mouth to each breast in turn. She arched into him, her fingers tangling in his grey-flecked hair, and then she turned to Simon, extending her hand. "Come here, sweet boy. I want you to kneel and watch, just like before. But this time, when he's done with me, he's going to take you."

Simon knelt on the plush carpet at the foot of the bed, his hands clasped behind his back, and watched as Peter laid Gloria bare on the linen sheets. Peter's hands roamed her body with the confidence of a man who knew exactly what he wanted, sliding down her thighs, spreading her legs, lowering his mouth to her cunt with a low, appreciative hum. Gloria moaned, her head thrown back, her hips rocking against his tongue, and she reached blindly for Simon's hand. He crept forward and took it, lacing his fingers through hers, his thumb stroking her knuckles as Peter devoured her.

Peter worked her with the precision of an artist, teasing her clit with the flat of his tongue, sliding two fingers inside her and curling them until she cried out, her back bowing off the bed. "Fuck, Peter, yes," she gasped, her grip on Simon's hand nearly crushing. "That's it, right there, don't you dare stop." He didn't stop. He lapped and sucked and fucked her with his fingers until she shattered, her release flooding his mouth, and only then did he pull away, his lips slick, his eyes dark with hunger.

He stood and shed his own clothes, revealing a lean, wiry body, his cock thick and half-hard, already glistening. He turned to Simon, still kneeling, and extended a hand. "Your turn, boy. On the bed, on your back."

Simon's heart lurched, but Gloria's hand found his shoulder, guiding him up and onto the sheets. "Do as he says, sweet boy," she murmured, kissing his forehead. "Let him have you. Let me watch." Simon lay back, his t-shirt still on, his caged cock a cold weight between his thighs. Peter climbed over him, straddling his chest, and looked down at him with his kind, knowing eyes. "You've never been with a man before, have you?" Simon shook his head, his throat tight. Peter smiled. "Then I'll be gentle. But first, I want to taste you." He leaned down and kissed Simon, soft and exploratory, his tongue sliding against Simon's lower lip. Simon gasped, the sensation foreign and warm, and Peter took it, deepening the kiss, his hand sliding down Simon's chest to rest on the steel cage.

Peter broke the kiss and looked at Gloria. "The cage stays on, I take it?" She nodded; her eyes bright with possessive pleasure. "It stays on. He's mine, locked and chaste. But every other part of him is yours to use." Peter smiled, a slow, wicked curve, and slid down Simon's body, pressing wet kisses across his chest, his stomach, until his mouth hovered over the cage. He ran his tongue along the cold steel, and Simon whimpered, his hips bucking uselessly. "Poor boy," Peter murmured, and moved lower, lifting Simon's legs over his shoulders.

Simon's breath caught as Peter spread his cheeks and pressed his tongue to his hole, a wet, probing stroke that made him cry out. "Oh, fuck," he gasped, his hands fisting in the sheets. "Please, I can't..." Peter ignored him, licking and lapping at his rim until the muscle loosened, his tongue sliding inside, fucking him open. Simon's cock, locked in its cage, leaked a thin, desperate stream that soaked his belly. Gloria watched, her hand sliding down to finger her own slick cunt, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. "That's it, sweet boy," she breathed. "Let him open you up. Let him make you feel it."

Peter pulled away and reached for a bottle of lube on the nightstand, coating his fingers generously. He pressed one slick finger against Simon's hole, circling it, then pushed in slowly, watching Simon's face contort. "Breathe, boy," he murmured. "Relax. Let me in." Simon forced himself to breathe, to unclench, and Peter worked deeper, adding a second finger, scissoring him open with patient, deliberate strokes. Simon whimpered, tears pricking his eyes, but beneath the sting was a strange, building heat, a fullness that made his locked cock throb with helpless need. Gloria knelt beside them, stroking his hair, murmuring soft encouragements. "You're doing so well, my good boy. Taking him so beautifully."

When Peter judged him ready, he withdrew his fingers and positioned himself between Simon's thighs, the head of his slick cock pressing against Simon's loosened hole. He looked down at him, his eyes dark. "Look at me, boy. I want to see your face when I take you." Simon's eyes met his, wide and wet, and Peter pushed in, slow and inexorable, filling him inch by inch. Simon cried out, a raw, broken sound, his body stretching around the thick intrusion. Peter paused, letting him adjust, then began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that had Simon gasping with each stroke. Gloria leaned down and kissed Simon's forehead, then his lips, swallowing his cries as Peter fucked him deeper and harder, his rhythm building, his balls slapping against Simon's ass.

Gloria slid off the bed and knelt between Peter's spread knees, her mouth finding his balls, licking and sucking as he drove into Simon. Peter groaned, his rhythm faltering, and he gripped Simon's hips harder, fucking him with renewed force. "Fuck, that's good," he panted. "You're so tight, boy, so fucking tight." Simon was beyond words, beyond thought, reduced to a shaking, whimpering mess as Peter took him apart, the heat building in his belly, his locked cock throbbing uselessly against its steel prison. Gloria moved up Peter's body, pressing her slick cunt against his mouth, and he lapped at her while he fucked Simon, the three of them a tangled, sweating knot of flesh and need.

Peter's rhythm grew frantic, his grunts sharp and animal, and he pulled his mouth from Gloria's cunt just long enough to groan, "I'm close. I'm going to come inside him." Gloria's eyes blazed with possessive pleasure. "Do it," she commanded. "Fill my boy up. Mark him." Peter drove deep one final time, his cock pulsing as he spilled his hot release into Simon's stretched hole, and Simon convulsed beneath him, a raw, helpless scream tearing from his throat as his own locked orgasm tried and failed to break through the steel. Peter collapsed on top of him, breathing hard, and Gloria crawled up to cradle Simon's head in her lap, stroking his damp hair.

"Good boy," she murmured. "You took him so beautifully. You're still mine, sweet boy. Always mine." Simon blinked up at her, tear-streaked and dazed, his hole aching and full. "I'm yours," he whispered, his voice cracked and raw. "Always yours."

Peter eventually withdrew, his softening cock sliding free with a wet sound, and rolled onto his back beside them, breathing hard. He reached over and ran a thumb across Simon's cheek, wiping away a tear. "You did well, boy," he said, his voice kind. "You're a natural." Simon flushed, a strange warmth blooming in his chest beneath the exhaustion. Gloria kissed his forehead and slid off the bed, padding to the bathroom, and returned with a warm cloth. She cleaned Simon gently, wiping the sweat and spend from his skin, then helped him sit up and guided him to the bathroom to clean himself properly.

When Simon emerged, Peter was dressed, pulling on his coat, and Gloria was seeing him to the door with a long, hungry kiss. "I'll call you," she said. Peter smiled, glanced at Simon with a knowing nod, and let himself out. Gloria closed the door and turned to Simon, her eyes soft and satisfied. "Come here, sweet boy." He crossed to her, and she wrapped her arms around him, pulling him against her chest, her hand stroking his hair. "You were perfect tonight. Doing that for me, letting him have you, that took courage." She tilted his face up and kissed him, soft and tender. "You're still mine. More mine than ever. And tomorrow, I'm going to remind you exactly what that means."

Morning came without preamble, grey light filtering through the bedroom curtains as Gloria stirred beside him. She rose and dressed in a soft grey silk robe, then returned to sit on the edge of the bed, her hand coming to rest on the cage through the thin sheet. Simon woke to the familiar pressure, his breath catching.

"Today," she said, "we practice your mouth. Not your tongue on my cunt, sweet boy, but your words." She produced a small, velvet-covered paddle from the nightstand drawer, its leather supple and worn. "You're going to ask me for what you need, properly. You're going to learn how to beg until I believe you mean it. And if you stumble, if you fall back into yes and no and that's all, this reminds you what's at stake."

She drew the sheet away, revealing the cage. Her fingers found the tiny key on its chain around her neck. "I'm going to unlock you. Just for a few minutes. And in that time, you're going to tell me everything you want me to do to you. Not what you think I want to hear. What you actually need. Do you understand?"

Simon swallowed, his pulse hammering. "Yes."

She unlocked the cage, sliding it free, and his cock sprang erect, achingly sensitive, the piercing glinting. He gasped at the sudden freedom, the cool air on his heated flesh. Gloria did not touch him. She simply watched, the paddle resting across her knee.

"Begin," she said. "Tell me what you need."

Simon's voice trembled as he began, the sound small and cracked in the quiet room. "I need... I need you to look at me when you come. I need to know it's me making you feel that, even if I'm not inside you. I need you to tell me I'm good, that I'm yours, that you're not going to leave me for one of them." He swallowed hard; his eyes wet. "I need to hear that I'm not just the boy who cleans up after. I need to matter. I need you to want me, even locked, even chaste. I need your hands on me like I'm the most precious thing you own, even if you take your pleasure elsewhere."

His voice cracked on the final word, trailing into a raw, vulnerable silence. The words hung between them, naked and shaking.

Gloria studied him, her expression unreadable. Then she set the paddle aside. "That's what you need?" she asked softly. He nodded, tears spilling down his cheeks. She reached for his erect cock, her fingers wrapping around it, and he gasped at the contact. "Then that's what you get." She stroked him slowly, her thumb circling the head, and pulled him toward her, guiding his face between her breasts. "You're not a toy, Simon. You're my heart. My home. My good boy." She stroked him until he sobbed against her skin, then released him and cupped his face. "Now tell me again," she murmured. "But slower. And this time, mean every word."

He exhaled, the word thank you still warm on his lips as she slid cage back into place, a familiar, binding weight. Gloria ran her thumb along the locked ring, a soft, possessive hum in her throat, then leaned down and kissed the head of his cock through the cold steel. Simon shuddered, a raw, grateful sound escaping him. She looked up at him, her eyes bright and satisfied. "There. Locked again. Safe." She crawled up his body and settled against his chest, her hand resting over the cage. "You gave me your words, sweet boy. Now I'll give you mine. You matter. You're my heart, my home, my good boy. And nothing I take from anyone else will ever change that."

The warmth of Gloria's words lingered on his skin like a balm, but she did not let him rest in it long. She rose from the bed with a fluid motion, her robe cinching at her waist, and crossed to her phone on the nightstand. She tapped out a brief message, then turned back to him, her eyes bright with a new calculation.

"Get dressed, sweet boy," she said. "We're going out. There's someone I want you to meet."

Simon dressed in the same muted sweater and jeans, his collar gleaming at his throat, and followed her out to the car. She drove them to the far side of the city, past the renovated warehouses and into a neighbourhood of tall, narrow Victorian houses, their facades painted in faded jewel tones. She parked outside one with a black iron gate and a brass knocker shaped like a serpent. She did not knock. She produced a key from her pocket and let them in.

The interior was dim and rich, all dark wood and velvet drapes, the air thick with the scent of beeswax and old tobacco. A woman rose from a high-backed chair by the fireplace as they entered. She was tall, perhaps fifty, with iron-grey hair cropped close to her skull and a face that had been beautiful once and was now merely striking, all sharp planes and deep-set dark eyes. She wore a tailored black waistcoat over a white shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbow, and a heavy silver ring on each finger. She looked at Simon with the slow, appraising gaze of a woman who had seen everything and was rarely impressed.

"So, this is him," she said, her voice low and smoky. "The boy you've been telling me about."

Gloria crossed to her and kissed her cheek, familiar and deferential. "This is Simon. Simon, this is Vivian. She taught me everything I know about ownership. She's the reason I stopped settling for men who couldn't be tamed and started building something that could never break."

Vivian's lips curved into a slow smile. She circled Simon slowly, her gaze travelling from his collar to his cage, visible as a faint line beneath his jeans. She reached out and hooked a finger under the gold chain at his throat, drawing him a step closer. "Pretty," she murmured. "Well kept. You've done good work, Gloria." She released him and stepped back; her eyes sharp. "But a collar and a cage are just tools. What matters is what's in here." She tapped his chest, just above his heart. "Do you know what you are, boy?"

Simon's throat worked. "I'm hers," he said. "I belong to Gloria."

Vivian's smile widened. "That's what you've been told. But do you know it? In your bones, in your blood, in the place where you'd fight to keep it?" She turned to Gloria, who watched with a patient, hungry expression. "May I test him?"

Gloria nodded, slow and deliberate. "I trust you with him."

Vivian turned back to Simon and reached out, taking his chin between her fingers, tilting his face up. Her grip was firm, unyielding, and her eyes held his with an intensity that made his knees weak. "You're going to kneel for me, boy. Not because Gloria told you to, but because you understand that she has placed you in my hands for this moment, and you will honour her trust by surrendering to mine." She released his chin and gestured to the floor before the fireplace. "Kneel."

Simon's legs moved before his mind could catch up, carrying him down to the worn Persian rug. He knelt, hands resting on his thighs, and looked up at Vivian. She gazed down at him, and something in her expression shifted, a warmth beneath the steel. "Good boy," she said softly. "You'll do. You'll do very well indeed." She looked at Gloria. "He's got the hunger. The need to serve. He just needs the right hands to shape it." She extended a hand to Gloria, who took it and let herself be drawn to Vivian's side. "I'll take you both as my students, if you'll have me. I'll teach you how to keep him, and I'll teach him how to be kept. And when you're ready, I'll show you what a truly owned man looks like."

Gloria's eyes shone, and she squeezed Vivian's hand. "That's why I brought him. I want him to be perfect. I want him to be yours to shape, as I am."

Vivian smiled and looked down at Simon, still kneeling on the rug. "Then let's begin." She reached into her waistcoat pocket and produced a slim leather flogger, its tails whispering against her palm. "Strip to the waist, boy. We're going to learn what your body can hold."

The sweater came off without a moment's hesitation, revealing the lean plains of his chest, the gold collar catching the firelight. He folded the garment and set it aside, then returned his hands to his thighs, his eyes fixed on Vivian's face, open and willing.

Vivian circled him slowly, the flogger's tails whispering against her palm. "Look at that," she murmured. "Not a flinch. Not a question." She stopped behind him, and the leather tails brushed his spine, light as a breath. "You trust her that much, to hand you to a stranger?"

"Yes," Simon said, his voice steady. "I trust her."

The flogger whistled through the air and landed across his shoulders with a sharp, stinging crack. Simon gasped, his back arching, but he did not cry out. His hands stayed on his thighs, his spine straightening again as the heat bloomed across his skin.

"Good." Vivian's voice came from behind him, low and approving. "Again."

The tails fell again, harder this time, and Simon's breath hissed through his teeth. He gripped his thighs, knuckles white, but he held his position. Gloria watched from the chair, her fingers pressed to her lips, her eyes bright with a hunger that made his locked cock throb.

"Count for me, boy," Vivian said. "You'll take ten, and you'll thank me for each one."

"Yes, Mistress," Simon breathed.

The flogger rose and fell, each stroke landing with a wet, meaty crack across his shoulders and upper back. Simon counted through gritted teeth, his voice cracking on five, wavering on seven, but he did not break. By the tenth stroke, his back was a raw, singing canvas of heat, and tears streaked his cheeks, but he lifted his head and met Gloria's eyes.

"Thank you for the lesson, Mistress," he said, his voice rough but clear.

Vivian stepped around to face him, her eyes warm with approval. She reached out and ran a finger along the raised welts on his shoulder, and Simon shuddered at the gentle touch. "You'll do, boy," she said softly. "You'll do very well indeed." She looked at Gloria. "He's yours, and he knows it. In his bones, in his blood. Keep him close."

Gloria nodded to Vivian, a slow, deliberate dip of her chin that carried more weight than any words. She rose from the chair and crossed to where Simon knelt, his back a raw canvas of raised welts, his eyes still wet but clear. She knelt beside him, taking his face in her hands, and kissed his forehead with a tenderness that made him shudder.

"Thank you," she said, not to Simon but to Vivian, her voice thick with something that might have been gratitude or might have been awe. "For seeing him. For shaping him."

Vivian smiled and tucked the flogger back into her waistcoat. "He was already shaped, Gloria. You just needed to know it." She looked down at Simon. "Rise, boy. Help your mistress to her car. You've earned your rest tonight."

Simon rose, his back a lattice of heat and praise, and offered Gloria his arm. She took it, and he steadied her down the worn steps, through the dim Parlor, and out the iron gate to her car. The cool evening air soothed his burning shoulders, a balm against the raw, singing welts beneath his sweater. He opened her door and waited, hand on the frame, as she settled into the leather seat with a soft sigh. Her eyes found his, soft and deep. "You did beautifully tonight, sweet boy." His throat tightened, the gold collar a warm brand against his skin. He closed her door, rounded the hood, and slid into the driver's seat, the cage a familiar weight against his thigh. He drove home in silence, her hand resting on his leg, her thumb tracing absent circles through the denim. And when they pulled into the garage, he killed the engine and turned to her, his eyes bright with a quiet, fierce devotion. "I'm yours," he said. "In my bones, in my blood. Always." Gloria smiled, slow and satisfied, and leaned across to kiss him, soft and chaste. "I know, sweet boy. That's why I keep you."

Simon stepped inside the apartment, kicked the door shut with his heel, and crossed to the bedroom with Gloria still in his arms, her legs wrapped around his waist, her mouth already finding his. Her palm slid beneath his sweater, tracing the raised welts with a featherlight touch that made him gasp. She drew back, studying him by the lamplight, her eyes dark with a hunger that had nothing to do with the evening's lesson.

"Lie down," she said, her voice low and thick. "On your back. I want to see you."

He laid himself across the sheets, his back singing where the welts pressed into the fabric, and she shed her clothes with deliberate, methodical slowness. She straddled his hips, not yet settling her weight, her cunt slick and hot against the cold steel of his cage. Her fingers traced the line of his jaw, his chest, the raised welts across his shoulders. "I'm going to reward you, sweet boy," she breathed. "No cage tonight. No rules. Just my hands on you."

She reached for the key at her throat, worked the lock loose, and slid the cage free. His cock sprang erect, aching and heavy, the piercing glinting in the lamplight. He gasped; the sudden freedom almost unbearable. She wrapped her hand around him, thumb circling the head, and he whimpered, hips bucking helplessly. "Please," he whispered, the word torn from his chest. "Please, Gloria. I need..."

"I know what you need." She shifted forward, settling her weight fully on his thighs, and guided him to her entrance. The head pressed against her slick, swollen folds, and she held him there, just at the threshold, her eyes locked on his. "You've been so good, Simon. So patient. So mine." She sank down, inch by agonizing inch, and he cried out, a raw, broken sound, his hands flying to her hips. The heat of her closed around him, tight and wet and perfect, and he arched beneath her, tears spilling down his cheeks, untouched and sacred and wholly hers.

She rode him slow at first, a deliberate, grinding rhythm that had him gasping with every stroke. Then faster, harder, her thighs slapping against his hips, her head thrown back, her nails digging crescents into his chest. "That's it," she gasped. "That's what you are, Simon. Inside me. Mine. No one else gets this. No one else ever will." He thrust up to meet her, driven by a raw, desperate need, the piercing giving her an extra slick friction that had her moaning louder. She leaned down and bit his lower lip, drawing blood, and swallowed his cry as she came, her cunt clenching around him in wave after wave.

He followed a heartbeat later, a sobbing, shuddering release that emptied him completely, his come filling her as she rode him through it, her own climax still rippling around him. When she finally stilled, he lay beneath her, trembling, spent, his hands fisted in the sheets. She collapsed onto his chest, her breath hot against his neck, and for a long moment neither of them spoke.

When she finally raised her head, her eyes were soft, undone, and she ran a thumb across his cheek, catching the wet tracks of his tears. "I didn't know," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I didn't know you could give me that. That I could want it from you."

Simon's throat worked. "You never asked. You only ever showed me the cage."

The words hung between them, raw and trembling, and Gloria's eyes searched his face in the lamplight. She was still straddling him, their bodies slick with the aftermath, and he could feel the slow, deliberate clench of her cunt around his softening cock, as if she were trying to hold him there forever. Then she slid off him, the loss of her heat a sudden, cold ache, and reached for the cage on the nightstand.

"You gave me something tonight, Simon," she said, her voice low and thick. "Something I didn't know I needed from you. But I can't let that change what we are. I can't let it make me weak." She worked the steel back over his still-tender cock, the piercing catching, and locked it shut with a hollow click. Then she pressed something small and cold into his palm.

The key.

"Here it is, sweet boy. The choice." She looked down at him, her eyes glittering with a terrible, tender clarity. "Unlock yourself and walk out that door, free to fuck whoever you want, whenever you want. Or throw that key in the garbage and stay mine, always, knowing tonight was the only time you'll ever be inside me." She gestured to the chrome bin by the desk. "I'll love you either way. But I'll only own you if you choose it."

Simon stared at the key in his trembling palm, the metal warm from her grip. The weight of it was unbearable. He thought of the feel of her around him, the slick, perfect heat, her cries breaking against his mouth. He thought of a lifetime of that, of other women, other beds, no collar, no cage, no rules. And he thought of her voice in the dark, calling him good, and the quiet peace of kneeling at her feet.

He crossed to the bin, opened the lid, and let the key fall. It clattered against the metal with a small, final sound, and he turned back to her, his eyes wet but clear.

"I choose you," he said. "Always you."

Gloria crossed to him, slow and deliberate, and took his face in her hands. She kissed him, deep and claiming, and when she drew back, her smile was soft and satisfied. "Good boy," she breathed. "Now come to bed. I want to hold my possession."




The End.
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