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Author’s Note

Someone recently pointed out that Bliss’d in Cancun   was my 100th published title . 
Honestly? I didn’t even realize I’d crossed that milestone.

When I started writing three years ago, I never thought I’d be putting out so many of my dirtiest , filthiest , most unfiltered fantasies  and that there would be so many of you  not just reading them, but messaging me after… breathless, broken, and soaked.

It’s been the best decision I’ve ever made.

So for Book 101, I decided to treat myself (and you) to a setup I’ve wanted to write for so  long. 
Billionaires. Contracts. Control. A married couple handed over like a shared dessert. 
This one came straight from the dirty drawer of my brain, and I hope you feel  every inch of how much I enjoyed writing it for you.

The Bellamy Arrangement  will be a 4-part series , with each book getting deeper, dirtier, and more indulgent than the last. 
Book 2 is already almost done  and, if all goes as planned, should be up in less than a week .

Thank you for all the love, the DMs, the reviews, and the rereads. 
Getting you to cum  has been the best part of this job, and I don’t plan on stopping anytime soon.

With love, lust, and lace, 
~ Sissy Joey


Chapter 1 – The Invitation

Giorgia had always known she was beautiful, but it wasn’t until she walked through the glass doors of Theodore Bellamy’s investment firm that her looks began to carry real power. At twenty-four, she looked like sin wrapped in silk, all Mediterranean curves and confident strides, with long, dark chocolate hair cascading down her back in soft waves, and olive skin that shimmered under the office lighting like it had been kissed by the Aegean sun. Her body was a marvel of genetics and careful self-maintenance: full, high breasts that sat proud under every blouse she wore, a trim waist that curved into generous hips, and long legs that looked even longer in stilettos. Her face was symmetrical and sultry, with almond eyes lined in minimal mascara, pouty lips painted in warm nudes, and brows that arched just enough to hint at mischief.

She was the type of girl men looked at twice… Once to admire, and once to wonder what they’d have to sacrifice to taste.

But Giorgia wasn’t just pretty. She was smart. Sharp. The kind of woman who could take notes, remember every name at a meeting, set up a cross-border wire in under two minutes, and still smile sweetly while doing it. She knew how to carry herself around old money, and Theodore Bellamy was the definition of that. Third-generation wealth, polished at Oxford, with a face like it had been carved from high-born arrogance and kept from aging by cold-pressed routines and generational privilege.

She had landed the job almost by accident. A cocktail party, a friend-of-a-friend introduction, and then an invitation to send her CV. But deep down, she knew Theodore had hired her for more than just merit. She saw the way his gaze lingered when she walked by, how he spoke to her more softly than he did with the others, how he asked her to bring him coffee when he already had an assistant who knew exactly how he liked it. And yes, Theodore was gay, married, even — but Giorgia had long since stopped pretending that meant anything in her case. Just because a man preferred cock didn't mean he was blind to beauty, and she’d learned to read the signs in men regardless of their orientation. The way his eyes slid down her blouse, the pause between words when she bent over his desk — it wasn't imagination. It was appreciation. And she’d be lying if she said it didn’t make her feel something.

Still, it was a good job. And sometimes, that was what she told herself to quiet the little voice in her head that wondered what exactly she was feeling. It was easier to think of the whole thing as harmless—after all, it was just glances, just attention, just a certain heat in the air. She reminded herself it was a privilege to be wanted, even by a man who wasn’t supposed to want her. Very good. And the pay was absurd for her age. And with her husband Alex working a string of minimum-wage jobs while trying to finish his novel, the burden of their bills had fallen mostly on her. She didn’t mind. She believed in him. But some days, the weight of their future pressed into her chest like the underwire of a too-tight bra.

She sat at her desk now, in the top-floor corner office just outside Theodore’s private suite, tapping at her keyboard while dressed in a soft, beige silk blouse tucked into a high-waisted pencil skirt the color of ripe plums. She had been working here for a couple of months now, long enough to learn the rhythms of the building, the silences that carried weight, the doors that never opened unless summoned. Her heels were nude, her legs crossed, and her body swayed ever so slightly as she typed.

That was when Andre entered.

She hadn’t heard the door open, but when she glanced up, he was already there, leaning against the doorframe like a scene from an expensive ad campaign. Andre Bellamy was younger than his husband by nearly twenty years, but no less commanding. At thirty, he carried himself like someone used to being the most interesting person in every room. He was tall and lean, with the kind of tailored perfection only wealth and good genes could buy. His eyes were sharp, gray-green like rainclouds, and his mouth curled like he knew secrets you could only beg to hear.

“You’re Giorgia,” he said, stepping inside, eyes dragging down her figure like fingertips. “I’ve heard quite a bit about you.”

She stood, smoothing her skirt. “Mr. Bellamy,” she greeted.

He laughed lightly. “Please. That’s my husband. Just Andre.”

She flushed, then caught herself. His gaze lingered, a little too long, on the swell of her hips.

“Theodore has good taste,” Andre added, almost absently, as he walked past her desk. He paused for a moment, eyes catching on a small framed photo set neatly beside her monitor, a snapshot from her honeymoon in the Bahamas. Giorgia stood in a coral bikini, her hips wrapped in a sheer sarong, sun-kissed and glowing, while Alex stood beside her in nothing but a tiny navy speedo, their smiles so wide and unfiltered it almost hurt to look at. Hearts full. Andre studied it longer than was polite, something amused and calculating flickering across his face. "–in investments. In architecture. And apparently… in assistants." Then he moved into the lounge space just outside Theodore’s private suite—Giorgia’s domain. It wasn’t large, but it was tastefully furnished and strategically positioned between the world and the man behind the doors she guarded. Her role wasn’t just to organize calendars and filter emails; it was to filter people. Yet Andre didn’t seem to notice or care.

She blinked, still reeling from the way his eyes had lingered on the photo—and even more from his comment about Theodore's taste. It had been smooth, casual, devastatingly accurate.

He smiled. “You don’t need to act surprised, Giorgia. He hired you the moment he saw you, didn’t he?”

She didn’t answer. Because he wasn’t wrong.

Andre tilted his head, one brow lifting with amused ease. “Why don’t you and I have a little chat? After hours. Just us. I’d love to get to know you better,” he said, already moving, without waiting for a reply, toward the double doors of Theodore’s office with the kind of entitled confidence that came from being married to power. He didn’t knock, didn’t glance back, didn’t wait for her to announce him like protocol demanded. He just pushed the door open and disappeared inside, leaving Giorgia standing there—stunned, a little breathless, and pulsing with something she didn’t yet have words for.

***

It was nearly eight when she found herself sitting across from Andre in the dim, opulent interior of a high-end restaurant and bar just two buildings down from their office. The kind of place where the lighting was designed to flatter, the wine list needed its own leather-bound menu, and the privacy was guaranteed by the thickness of the curtains. The windows framed the skyline like a painting, and a bottle of chilled white sat between them, sweating slowly into the ice bucket.

He didn’t waste time.

“I ran a background check on you and your husband the day Theodore told me he was hiring you,” Andre said, casual as if he were discussing the weather, his fingers tapping the glass. “It’s something I do. Not just out of protocol. Out of curiosity. Especially when someone walks into our lives with the kind of presence you carry.”

Giorgia’s brows furrowed, lips parting, but she said nothing.

“Theodore and I have a lifestyle. We’re solid, honest about what we need, even when it’s inconvenient. He’s bi, I’m gay. He absolutely adores my bussy, and I love giving it to him. But he’s... well, Theo’s always been the kind of man who gives orders, not takes them. Sexually, that translates too. He doesn’t bottom. Ever. Which means there are things he quietly craves but never reaches for. A warm pussy. Breasts pressing into his chest. That distinctly feminine softness, he can dominate physically and mentally. He may never say it out loud, but I know when he misses it. I can feel it in the way he looks at you.”

Andre took a slow sip of wine, his gaze sliding briefly over the swell of her cleavage, then returning to her eyes with casual boldness.

“As for me, I’m not just a bottom. I love being used, yes—but I also love using. I want to grab a handful of hips, pull someone back onto me, feel them melt around my cock. And not just anyone,” he added, voice low and deliberate. “I miss the tightness of a sweet little femboy. A smooth, eager body. A sissy who knows how to clench down and blush when I call it a pussy. That kind of submission, that kind of softness… it’s a craving that never really leaves you.”

He leaned back slightly, eyes never leaving hers.

“But Theo? You’ve seen him; he’s a man’s man. Dominant, confident, never even entertains the idea of giving up control. He only ever takes. That side of me—me as a top—it’s been starved for a while now. Which is why we’re having this conversation now. Because I think you and your husband might be the answer to both of our appetites.”

Her breath caught.

“You’re stunning, Giorgia. That’s obvious. Theo’s wanted you since week one. I’ve seen the way he talks about you.”

He set his glass down and leaned in slightly.

“And your husband, Alex, right? I haven’t met him in person, but I’ve seen pictures. Read between the lines of your files. The little picture on your desk was enough to make my gaydar pop. The way he stands next to you, the way his body moves even in still images... There’s something in him. Something soft. Something begging to be drawn out.”

Andre smiled faintly. “I’m sure he loves your pussy the way any good husband would. But if I’m right—and I usually am—there’s more to him than even he might realize.”

Giorgia opened her mouth, but nothing came out.

Andre leaned in, letting the silence hang for a breath longer, the low thrum of the restaurant filling in the space his words hadn’t yet claimed. When he finally spoke, it came out smooth, almost ceremonial.

“So here's what I really wanted to float by you...” He let the words drift, as if they didn’t carry weight—though they absolutely did. “Theodore and I... we’ve been toying with the idea of a lifestyle arrangement. Nothing official. Just a... fantasy. One we haven’t quite shared with anyone else.”

He paused, swirling the wine in his glass.

“And the more I thought about it... the more I looked at you—and your husband—the more I started to think that maybe, just maybe, you two might fit it perfectly.”

Giorgia’s thighs pressed together beneath the table, instinctive and unwanted. Her face held steady, but inside something was... moving. Not in anger. Not even in fear. Just heat. Low and traitorous.

His gaze flicked to her lips, then back up.

“But that’s a conversation for another night.”

She stood, flustered. “I need to go.”

“Of course. No pressure at all.”

He tilted his head, voice smooth and low again.

“Just know… your beauty deserves worship. And some men? We know how to do it without limits.”

***

That night, she barely touched her dinner.

Alex noticed. He always did.

He brushed her thigh under the table. “You okay?”

She looked at him… his sweet face, his hopeful eyes, the boyish dimples that hadn’t left even after two years of stress and scraping by. He was everything she loved. Everything she wanted to protect.

She reached for her wine and smiled faintly.

"Yeah," she lied. "Just a long day at work."

She knew he’d press if she gave him an inch. Knew that if she even hinted at the kind of conversation she’d had with Andre, Alex would stare at her in that way he always did… curious, vulnerable, and far too willing.

They had their secrets, after all. Sweet ones. Sticky ones. Late-night ones whispered into pillows and moaned through bit lips. She liked him soft. Liked him pliant. And he loved the way she took control—how her hands fit around the base of a strap like they were made for it. How he squirmed and gasped when she murmured pretty names in his ear. How his hips rocked back toward her like they belonged there.

She looked at him now… shirtless, barefoot, a little flushed from the heat of the kitchen, and wondered, not for the first time, just how much Andre had picked up from that photo. From the set of Alex’s shoulders, the gentle way he touched her waist. From the softness in his eyes when she gave an order, and the way he’d lower his gaze just before kneeling between her thighs.

She had thought no one could see it. But maybe Andre had.

And maybe... that scared her less than it should have.

She reached across the table, laced her fingers with his, and smiled again; this time just a little less faintly.

“You trust me, don’t you?”

He nodded.

Good, she thought. He always had.


Chapter 2 – The Proposal

It had been three days since that dinner. Three days since Giorgia sat across from Andre Bellamy in that velvet-lit bar, trying to act composed while he told her, in his slow, confident voice, that her husband might be hiding a sissy side and that she, in all her feminine, honey-wrapped curves, might be exactly what his powerful, bi billionaire of a husband needed to sink into. Three days since Andre said the words "lifestyle arrangement" and left her breathless with implications and nothing else.

Since then, Giorgia hadn’t told Alex everything—but she’d told him enough. Enough that when the formal invitation arrived—delivered by hand, sealed with embossed initials and gold-foiled edges—Alex didn’t ask questions. He just changed his shirt twice, combed his hair, and followed her into the town car that pulled up outside their apartment. He didn’t even flinch when the driver opened the door and called them "Mr. and Mr. Bellamy’s guests."

Now, they sat side by side in the back of the car, silence pooling between them, the kind of silence that wasn’t uncomfortable but heavy—thick with unspoken heat. Alex’s thigh pressed against hers, and Giorgia wondered if he could feel how tightly she was holding herself together. She crossed one leg over the other slowly, adjusting the sheer tops of her stockings just to watch his eyes flick down to her hands, then quickly back up, a guilty flush crawling up his neck.

It had been some time since they’d even brought out the chastity cage she liked to keep him in during their more extended play sessions—the kind that left him moaning, helpless, and needy for days. She hadn’t told him to wear it in weeks. But somewhat absentmindedly, he was thinking how tonight could change that.

She could still remember the last time she’d bent him over their bed, which was a couple of weeks ago, one of her hand in his curls, the other gripping the harness tight as he whimpered into the pillow, begging her not to stop. He always begged so sweetly. Even now, sitting beside her, she could sense that same quiet ache inside him—the way he leaned into her presence without realizing it, the way his fingers fidgeted with the hem of his blazer like he needed something to do with them or he’d start reaching for her thigh instead.

She hadn’t worn anything outrageous, but she hadn’t dialed it down either. A deep green satin dress that clung to her waist and dipped just enough at the chest to tease without begging. Her heels were slim and tall, her lips a muted red, and beneath the dress, her panties were a whisper of lace she already regretted wearing. Because she could still hear Andre’s voice in her head.

“You belong to Theodore.”

The estate was something out of a forgotten century—stone and iron gates, ivy trailing down massive pillars, and a driveway that curled so long it felt like it was trying to build anticipation. As the car rolled to a stop, Alex shifted beside her, glancing nervously toward the towering entrance. The doors opened before they even reached the last step, two footmen in black tailored jackets stepping out in perfect synchronization. One of them barely concealed the way his gaze flicked down Alex’s slim-fit trousers—just a beat too long on the contour of his thighs before offering a formal nod. Alex caught it, and his ears went visibly pink.

Inside, the house was just as much a performance. Oil paintings in gold frames, chandeliers glittering above imported marble, the smell of polished wood and faint incense in the air. Giorgia caught her reflection in the black marble floor—cleavage slightly more pronounced than she remembered, lips dark, the sway of her hips exaggerated in heels that clicked like punctuation across wealth. Her nipples had hardened beneath the satin without her noticing, the cool air and rising tension doing things to her body that her mind hadn’t yet caught up to. The place had presence, but it wasn’t gaudy. It whispered wealth in the same way Theodore did—subtle, intentional, and absolute.

Andre met them in the main hall, dressed like something out of a dream—no tie, shirt unbuttoned just enough to show the sharp ridge of his collarbone and the delicate gleam of a chain. He kissed Giorgia’s hand, winked at Alex, and led them through the house with the slow confidence of someone who had never once needed to rush.

Dinner was served in a smaller salon off the back of the house—smaller, though still large enough to host a dozen. Footmen appeared like shadows, pulling out chairs, pouring wine without needing to ask. Alex sat stiffly at first, clearly unused to being served so attentively, his fingers twitching each time another glass was filled or a silver dome lifted. Giorgia watched him out of the corner of her eye—he looked too pretty to hide how out of place he felt, and she knew it thrilled her.

Theodore was already there, seated like a king at rest—broad-shouldered, silver at the temples, his eyes dark and still as the surface of a lake. He rose when they entered but didn’t smile, only offered Giorgia his hand and a nod.

“Giorgia,” he said, his voice smooth, low.

Her name sounded like something he’d tasted before.

“Alex.” A pause, then a subtle glance down and back up. “Welcome.”

Dinner was exquisite, but Giorgia barely tasted it. She felt Theodore’s gaze between every course, lingering like silk on bare skin, patient and calculated—almost exactly how she sometimes watched Alex during their private nights, when he was tied up and trembling, waiting for her next move. Andre made conversation easy, charming both of them with quiet wit and personal stories that didn’t feel like small talk. But underneath it all, the air hummed with something unspoken, and Giorgia realized, with a faint shiver, that Andre was doing to her husband exactly what she often did to hers—softening, teasing, peeling away layers without ever touching skin. The same way she’d whisper praise into Alex’s ear while slowly pushing him toward the edge—Andre was drawing him in. Not with force. But with attention. Intention. Seduction.

It wasn’t until the plates were cleared and brandy was poured that the real conversation began.

Andre sat back, cradling the glass in one hand. “So,” he said, tone smooth and unhurried. “Let’s stop pretending you don’t already know why you’re here.”

Giorgia felt Alex shift beside her. Neither of them said a word.

Andre looked at Theodore, then back at them. “We want you. Both of you.”

He let it hang for a moment, swirling his glass slowly. Then his gaze shifted to Giorgia.

“Do you trust your husband, Giorgia?”

She nodded once, her fingers curling tighter around Alex’s hand beneath the table.

“Good,” Andre said. “Because what we’re offering… it only works if that trust runs deep.”

He set the glass down.

“Three nights a week. You’ll stay here, in the west wing. Giorgia, you’ll still be Theodore’s assistant—nothing changes on paper. But privately? You’re his. And Alex…”

Andre turned toward him now, gaze sharp and intent.

“You’ll be cherished. Adored. Kept close. But only if you’re willing.”

Alex’s lips parted, but no sound came out.

A long silence stretched between them before Andre smiled slowly and added, “You’ll be mine.”

Alex let out a breath like he’d been holding it the whole time. Giorgia once again reached under the table and rested her other hand too over his, grounding them both.

“You’ll be compensated, of course,” Andre added. “More than fairly. And the rest of the week? You’re free to live your lives. No obligations, no interference.”

She should’ve flinched at the word compensated.  But instead, her breath hitched. The thought of being paid  to give herself and her husband away—of sharing their sex like it was silk, curated and sold—didn’t disgust her. It drenched her. And that scared her more than she’d ever admit.

Theodore still hadn’t spoken, but he was watching Giorgia like he was already memorizing her body. Then, without a word, he leaned forward, eyes flicking to Alex now.

“There is one condition.”

He didn’t say it right away. Just let his eyes roam over Alex’s face, the line of his jaw, the way his body seemed to shrink just slightly under that look.

“When you come here… on those nights… your cock will be locked.”

He said it gently, like it was a gift, not a rule.

“You’ll come here as his. Only his. I want Andre to remember the only cock in this world for him is mine. And likewise. He’ll only want the pussy.”

Something twisted inside Giorgia—because the thought of Alex being locked up for another man, teased and made helpless, didn’t horrify her. It excited her. Maybe even more than when she did it herself. And maybe it wasn’t jealousy pooling between her thighs now—but anticipation.

Alex swallowed, visibly. His fingers tightened around Giorgia’s.

His heart was pounding, not just from fear—but from recognition. Like some part of him had been waiting to be told what to do. His fingers twitched, and all he could think of was the click of cold metal the last time she’d locked him up—how she’d kissed his cheek and said, “Now be good.”

“Consider it,” Andre said softly, bringing them both back to reality while swirling the amber in his glass. “We don’t expect an answer tonight. Go home. Let it sink in. Talk it through. Just don’t take too long.”

He stood slowly, the same way someone closes a deal. “The west wing won’t stay empty forever. But I'd like it to be the two of you in there, not someone else."

Theodore stood then, tall and final. He didn’t say anything else. Just nodded once toward the hallway.

The servant reappeared as if summoned by thought.

The couple stood, dazed. Aroused. Curious in a way that felt dangerous.

The reappeared servant, this time was holding their coats. Giorgia slipped hers on with trembling fingers. Theodore didn’t speak—just gave her one final look, heavy and unreadable.

Andre leaned in to kiss her hand again, his voice warm against her wrist. “He’s lucky, you know. To have someone so open-minded.”

Alex adjusted his pants subtly, clearly trying to hide the hard press beneath the fabric.

They said nothing as they walked out into the night air.

In the car, the silence was deafening.

Not until they were halfway home did Alex finally glance at her, lips parted like he wanted to ask something.

But he didn’t.

And Giorgia didn’t offer.

Some things were better left unsaid—until they weren’t.

She almost kissed him, right there in the hall. Just to see what would happen. Would Theodore stop her? Would he pull her back and remind her who she belonged to now? Or would he keep watching, possessive and pleased?

Her thighs squeezed tighter at the thought. Maybe it was guilt. Maybe it was foreplay. Maybe it was the quiet hum of knowing this door had already opened—and she hadn’t walked away.

Chapter 3 – The Morning After

The silence had followed them all the way home, curling into the seams of their apartment like a scent they couldn’t shake off. It lingered through the elevator ride, down the hallway, and into the quiet hush of their bedroom, where the city lights painted flickering shadows across the floor. Giorgia hadn’t said much since they left the Bellamy estate. Alex hadn’t dared to ask. The questions had sat just behind his lips, soft and swollen, but he couldn’t bring himself to voice them—not yet. Not when the air between them felt like it might crack open if touched too hard.

But now it was morning.

A pale, diffused light filtered through the sheer curtains, warm against their tangled sheets. Giorgia lay on her side, still half-asleep, hair tousled across the pillow, lips parted in soft, unconscious breath. Her makeup had long since faded, leaving only the barest ghost of red at the edge of her mouth, and the swell of her breasts rose and fell gently beneath one of Alex’s old t-shirts—borrowed, oversized, and casually tugged over her naked body after they’d collapsed into bed without a word the night before.

Alex stirred beside her, groggy and warm, eyes blinking slowly as he came back to himself. His first instinct was to reach for her, and he did—fingers ghosting along the curve of her waist, tracing the hem of the shirt she wore like it was precious. Her skin was still soft from sleep, scented faintly with vanilla and whatever perfume had clung to her from the night before. He pressed closer, nestling his face into her shoulder, breathing her in like safety.

“Mmm,” Giorgia murmured, voice low and husky. “You awake?”

He nodded against her. “Barely.”

She rolled slightly, just enough to let her eyes meet his. There was something careful in the way she looked at him, something weighed. And yet, beneath that restraint, something else flickered too—something molten and wet and dangerous.

They hadn’t spoken about the proposal. Not really. Not even when she undressed in front of him after they got home, slow and silent, letting her dress slip to the floor as she walked toward the bathroom. Not even when she emerged in nothing but her panties, nipples hard against the damp cotton of the towel she pressed to her neck. Alex had watched, aching, uncertain, his cock half-hard and caged in the cold, familiar bite of metal she’d fastened around him after they'd arrived from the Bellamys’—without a word. As if she knew. As if she already understood he’d need it after that night.

After locking him, she’d guided him gently back onto the bed, her movements slow, reverent, almost ceremonial. She straddled his chest with sensual grace, her thighs embracing his face as she settled atop him, the scent of her desire thick and heady, wrapping around them like a velvet fog. She gazed down at him for a long moment, brushing his hair back with tender fingers, before lowering herself to his waiting mouth.

What followed wasn’t hurried or greedy—it was worship of the filthiest kind, draped in silk and laced with heat. She rode him with aching affection, but her movements were unapologetically smutty, grinding her soaked pussy down onto his tongue as if she were marking him, branding him with every slow roll of her hips. Her fingers tangled in his hair, tugging gently, guiding him, as she praised him between soft moans and shameless confessions, her voice like honey dripping over sin.

She told him how powerful Theodore had looked at the table—how his eyes didn’t just see her, they claimed her. How Andre’s words had stroked her mind like a phantom hand, teasing open doors she hadn’t dared to walk through until now. And how the thought of both of them—those commanding, decadent men—taking them, using them, fucking them like possessions—made her pussy ache even now.

She whispered it all as she rode his face, moaning with every slow, deliberate grind of her hips, her fingers fisting his curls to hold him exactly where she needed. Her voice turned breathy, filthy, reverent—telling him how wet she'd gotten the moment Theodore said the word 'locked,' how the idea of them being used by both men made her drip. Her slick pussy coated his chin, his nose, even his cheeks as she rolled her hips with practiced rhythm, using his mouth to chase orgasm after orgasm.

Each time she came, it was louder, messier—her thighs quivering around his flushed face, toes curling against the sheets as she gasped and cried out his name in broken, breathless tones. Her pussy throbbed around his tongue, her climax bursting loose with a wet, shuddering gush that coated his lips and chin. She clenched tightly, thighs locking around his face as her body trembled through the wave, her breath catching on a whimper.

Giorgia sat up for a moment, catching her breath, her chest heaving as sweat beaded along her collarbones. Her thighs glistened against the soft stubble of his cheeks, and her fingers reached down to gently stroke his flushed face, admiring the smeared sheen of her pleasure all over him. His eyes looked glassy, reverent. Breathless.

She tilted her head and smiled, voice low, warm, and just a little wicked. “I’m going to keep using this mouth until you forget you were ever anything but mine. Fuck, imagine them seeing you like this—tongue out, pussy-drunk, dripping with me.” 

Then, without warning, she slid forward again and resumed grinding, slower this time, deeper. “Now let’s see how many more times I can break myself on your tongue.” And still she didn’t stop. Her thighs gripped his face tighter, her hips rutting harder, her voice cracking with pleasure as she chanted, “You want Theodore and Andre to fuck us, don’t you? My old boss bending me over while you watch, while his husband stretches your pretty little ass too… You want them to make us theirs.” 


She didn’t wait for his answer. She could feel it in the way his body squirmed beneath her, in the desperate huffs of breath against her pussy. He was aching, throbbing, and locked—and she was going to break him open with her pleasure first.

There was no cruelty in it. Only closeness. A deep, raw intimacy. She needed him to feel it. To taste what was coming. Because if they said yes—if they gave themselves over to the arrangement—they were both going to get fucked.

And not gently.

Alex never came. His cock twitched uselessly in its cage, aching and swollen, but she never touched it. She didn’t have to. She gave him something else instead—her voice, her scent, her entire body laid bare above him.

When she finally collapsed beside him, her breathing shallow and sweet, she reached out and cupped his flushed cheek. Her smile was soft, almost sleepy, and her voice carried the warmth of a lullaby.

"My good boy thinks so much clearer when his dicky’s locked away," she whispered, brushing a kiss to his lips, still wet with her. "You feel everything more, don’t you, baby?"

He nodded faintly, dazed and glowing. She kissed him again, slow and deep, then pulled the blanket up over both of them with a contented sigh. Her fingers traced soft circles on his caged cock, more affectionate than teasing now, as she whispered against his temple, "Let's sleep on it tonight, baby. We’ll talk about this in the morning." Then she curled around him, her body warm, her scent lingering on his lips, and drifted into sleep—leaving him aching, adored, and perfectly still beneath the weight of her love.

Now, her hand slipped beneath the blanket, resting lightly on his thigh. Not quite teasing, not quite innocent. Just contact. Grounding.

“Did you sleep?” she asked.

“A little.”

She studied him. “Too much in your head?”

He hesitated, then nodded.

Giorgia exhaled, slow and deliberate, like she was letting something go. “Me too.”

Silence again. But this one was softer, laced with intimacy.

Alex bit his lip. “Gia?”

“Hmm?”

“Did it… did any of it still turn you on?”

She blinked. The question hung there, suspended between them like breath fogging glass.

Her fingers moved—trailing now, deliberately, down to the top of his cage. She didn’t touch it, not quite, but her hand hovered there, heat radiating.

“Yes,” she whispered. “God help me, yes.”

Alex swallowed.

“I shouldn’t want it,” she continued, voice low, a little shaken. “But I can't stop thinking about what and how he said— when Theodore looked at you and said you’d be locked for him—I swear I almost came right now by just thinking about it.”

His breath hitched, cheeks flushed. “I thought it was just me.”

She smiled faintly, then leaned in, nose brushing his. “No, baby. It wasn’t just you.”

Her hand moved now, resting fully against the metal cage, palm warm and firm. “I knew you were hard the entire dinner.”

He flushed deeper, eyes falling. “I know.”

“You liked it.”

He nodded, barely.

She leaned closer, lips brushing his ear now. “You liked being seen like that. Out of place. Too pretty. Too soft.”

His whole body shivered. “I—”

“Shh,” she breathed, nipping his earlobe. “I liked it too. Watching them watch you. Knowing you were mine. Knowing they wanted what I trained. What I own.”

Her words curled into him like steam, wrapping around his cock—useless and twitching behind its bars.

“You’d look so good on your knees in that house,” she murmured. “Wearing something obscene. Nothing at all. Being told what to do. Being watched while I ride him.”

Alex moaned before he could stop it, his body jerking slightly beneath her.

She giggled softly. “Oh, you like that idea, don’t you?”

He nodded again, desperate, small.

She shifted now, straddling him slowly, her thighs warm on either side of his hips, the soft cotton of her borrowed shirt riding up her waist. No panties. Just bare skin, hot and slick against the base of his stomach. She looked down at him like she owned every inch of him. Because she did.

“But I also get it,” she said, voice dipping softer. “It’s scary. It’s... a lot. Being shared. Being seen. Being used.”

Alex’s hands gripped her thighs gently. “What if I mess it up? What if I’m not good enough for Andre? for them?”

She frowned slightly, cupping his face. “Don’t say that. You’re more than enough for me. And if they’re smart—and they are—they’ll see it too.”

His eyes welled slightly. “I just… I don’t make money like you. I’m not useful. I don’t know how to be that kind of man.”

She leaned down, kissed him deeply, slowly, her tongue dancing with his. When she pulled back, her forehead pressed against his.

“You don’t need to be that kind of man,” she whispered. “You’re already the kind of boy Andre dreams about.”

He moaned softly, and she ground down against his stomach, just enough for both of them to feel how wet she was.

"Andre doesn’t want a man, remember?" she whispered, brushing her nose against his. "He wants someone pretty. Someone soft. Someone eager to be used. And baby... that’s you." The cage dug into his skin. She kissed him again, breathier now.

His voice trembled, a whisper pulled straight from the base of his chest. "If this is what you want... then I want to be good for you. For them. For both of you."

Giorgia’s breath hitched. She looked down at him—soft, flushed, willing—and something tender twisted inside her, steeped in love and heat. She kissed his forehead, her voice thick with adoration. "You already are, baby."

“Maybe we just give it a week,” she said between kisses. “Just try. See how it feels. See how it tastes.”

He whimpered. “Okay.”

“You’ll let me dress you?”

“Yes.”

“You’ll behave?”

“Yes.”

“And if you’re good,” she whispered, her fingers stroking the curve of his hip, “I’ll let Andre see what a pretty little thing you are. Let him taste what I’ve trained.”

His body arched beneath her, helpless.

She grinned. “That’s settled then. Just a week. Just a taste.”

She rolled her hips again. “And if we like it…?”

He shivered, smiling up at her through flushed cheeks. “Then I guess... we keep going.”


Chapter 4 – Boundaries and Temptations

The cage was still on.

She could feel the weight of it—his arousal, his denial—without even looking. Giorgia didn’t need to check the key still gleaming faintly atop the vanity, nestled between her perfume bottle and lipstick tube like a forgotten promise. She just knew. And that knowing left a quiet hum between her thighs as she adjusted the clasp of her bra and smoothed the skirt over her hips.

Alex watched her from the breakfast stool, silent, shirtless, his fingers wrapped around a mug that had long since gone cold. His eyes followed her like they had all morning, needy and reverent, but he said nothing. He hadn’t said much at all since last night, not since she’d ridden his face until her thighs trembled and her vision blurred, not since she’d whispered promises about Andre and Theodore between filthy, breathless moans while his cock pulsed uselessly in its cage. His silence now wasn’t from shame. It was from memory. From ache. From want.

“Still sore?” she asked, smoothing her skirt with a little extra sway of her hips as she passed behind him.

He nodded, eyes glued to her thighs. “Everywhere.”

“Good.” Her voice was light, almost playful. “Maybe tonight I’ll let you watch me cum from the floor instead.”

His lips parted. He whimpered quietly.

Giorgia leaned in to check her reflection. Her lipstick, burnt rose, was just glossy enough to look expensive. Her blouse, silk and bone-colored, hugged her curves like a second skin. She didn’t need to dress for them yet. But something in her already was.

She didn’t kiss Alex goodbye. Just walked past, letting her fingers trail softly over his shoulder. “Be good today,” she murmured, warm against his ear. “No touching. I want that little cage aching for me when I get home. I’ve spoiled that cock of yours, haven’t I? You don’t even know how to think without bars anymore.”

He nodded fast. “Yes, ma’am.”

Then she left.

***

The office lights were too bright today. Or maybe she was just too raw.

Everything about her felt heightened; her heels louder on the marble, her blouse tighter across her chest, her breath a little shallower as she stepped onto the executive floor. The receptionist offered a polite smile. Giorgia barely registered it. Her thoughts were already behind that door.

Theodore’s door.

He didn’t look up when she entered. Not at first. But she felt his attention, thick and deliberate, sliding over her skin like a touch not yet given. When she placed the morning summary on his desk, he reached—not for the paper, but for her.

His fingers brushed her necklace. Adjusted it. Then lingered.

“Crooked,” he said, barely above a murmur.

Her breath hitched.

He straightened it with slow precision, his knuckles grazing the curve of her breast, and then pulled away like it meant nothing. But it did. Every cell in her body screamed that it did.

“Tell me,” he added, eyes still on her cleavage. “Do you always come to work smelling like sex?”

Her lips parted, stunned… but she didn’t deny it. Didn’t even try.

Later, he called her in again.

They reviewed the weekly calendar, but his voice dipped low—almost intimate—as he leaned in behind her chair. She could feel his heat at her back.

“You’ve been very thorough lately,” he murmured. “Handling the details. The variables.”

“I’ve had good motivation,” she replied softly.

He smiled. She didn’t have to turn around to feel it.

Her thighs pressed together beneath the desk. The tension between them was as thick as it had been that morning. She reached forward to gather the folder from the table, and as she straightened, she felt his hand at her collar. It was gentle and more than deliberate.

He adjusted the lapel of her blouse with the same measured ease as he had her necklace earlier. "Can’t send you out after a meeting looking undone," he murmured.

She tilted her head slightly, letting him. The contact was light, but the meaning behind it was anything but. Her breath caught, barely audible, and her thighs squeezed further together than they already were beneath the hem of her skirt. She didn’t move, didn’t speak—just let him adjust her like she was already his to present.

“Wouldn’t want to embarrass my employer,” she said, breath airy.

“Oh no,” Theodore murmured. “I don’t embarrass easy. But I do like my property looking sharp.”

***

Across the city, Alex’s phone buzzed.

He was on the couch, legs tucked under him, scrolling idly through nothing. His cage throbbed. It always throbbed now. Every shift of fabric made him aware of it, every beat of his heart reminded him of last night, of her thighs around his ears, of the ache that hadn’t left.

He checked his phone.

Voice message. From Andre.

He opened it with a shaky thumb.

"Still can’t stop thinking about you,” Andre’s voice purred, deep and slick. "The way you looked sitting there, trying to keep your legs closed while your wife got all the attention. That presumably cute cock of yours, hard and showing through your pants... Fuck, Alex. Were you leaking? You strike me as the kind who leaks. Can’t wait to taste what she’s been training."

Alex whimpered… soft, involuntary, pathetic. His hand drifted to the steel between his legs, pressing down gently, uselessly. His cock twitched inside its prison, his whole body buzzing with the rush of being wanted like that. Seen like that.

He listened again. Then again.

Deleted it.

Paused.

Restored it. Saved it under his name.

Then turned his phone face down and pressed his thighs together.

But the ache didn’t go away. Not with his cage pressing cruelly against the waistband of his shorts. Not with the image of Andre's voice echoing in his ears.

And then another image flickered—hot, intrusive, undeniable.

What would it look like? Giorgia’s hair pulled back, her face buried in a pillow, Theodore’s hand gripping her hip as he drove into her. Slow and brutal. Possessive. And somewhere behind them, Andre would have Alex pinned too—his cock buried deep in the sissy’s throat, guiding each motion with soft, praising filth in his voice. She’d moan into the sheets. He’d choke on Andre. And they’d both be used exactly how they were meant to be.

Alex whimpered aloud, trembling. His hand gripped the cushion beside him. He tried to stay still. To breathe. But his cage throbbed, wet at the tip, and his whole body shivered at the thought of watching it all. Of being made to watch.

And worse—wanting to.

***

Giorgia felt her own buzz during a boardroom lull.

A text this time. No sender name. Just:

“That skirt’s shorter than I remember.”

Her breath caught. Her legs uncrossed. Then recrossed. She stared at the screen, then typed.

Deleted.

Typed again.

Deleted again.

She locked the screen and slipped the phone back into her bag like it had teeth.

She stood and excused herself to the restroom, her legs unsteady as the door clicked shut behind her. Inside the stall, she sat down slowly, pulling her skirt up over her thighs. Her hand didn’t just press, it slipped gently between, cupping heat through soaked lace.

She parted her knees and looked down. Her panties were damp, embarrassingly so. That text—that voice —had done something to her. She tugged the crotch of her underwear aside and whispered, "God, I'm dripping..."

Her fingertips didn’t enter… just rested there, over the slick fold, trembling. She could still hear Theodore’s voice in her head— Do you always come to work smelling like sex? —and she didn’t have an answer. Because it wasn’t just from last night anymore.

It was from now. From this . From being seen and handled and teased like a possession.

She imagined her phone buzzing again. Another text. Another command. Touch yourself for me.

What if he sent that now?

What if he knew she was already soaked, legs spread in a corporate restroom, trying to remember who she belonged to today?

She didn’t let herself go further. Just pressed the heel of her palm hard into the mess until she whimpered, lips trembling, then pulled her panties back into place and flushed even though she hadn’t pissed a drop.

When she left the stall, she didn’t look in the mirror.

She already knew what she’d see.

***

Alex showered later, steam curling around his body as he stood in the mirror, cage gleaming with condensation. He touched his own chest slowly, experimentally, watching his fingers trail down toward his belly. He closed his eyes and pictured Andre behind him. Hands on his hips. Whispering in his ear. The fantasy hit like molten heat, stealing his breath. He could almost feel Andre’s body pressing close, the man’s voice low and steady, ordering him to open up, to obey. The thought alone made Alex’s knees go weak.

He had never done it. Not with a man. Not really. The only cocks he had ever taken were silicone, attached to Giorgia’s hips—her sweet control guiding every push, every gasp. But this was different. This was real in a way that scared him. The image of Andre holding his hair, his mouth parted, his throat stretched—it both terrified and thrilled him. He shuddered, his cock twitching behind the cage.

“I’d let him use me,” he whispered to his reflection, voice shaking. “I’d let him make me choke for him… if she told me to.”

The words came out broken, breathless, half-moan, half-confession. He froze, wide-eyed, the weight of his own voice hitting him harder than the fantasy itself. His reflection looked undone, cheeks flushed, lips trembling, pupils blown. He reached down, reflexively trying to touch himself, but the steel denied him. The ache sharpened. His body trembled.

He grabbed the towel, bit into it, muffling the helpless sound that spilled out of him. His breath fogged the glass, his eyes unfocused. “Fuck,” he whispered into the cotton, voice raw. “I’d kneel if he asked… I’d take him, I’d be good… just to make her proud.”

Giorgia stayed late. Her skirt felt tighter every time she crossed her legs. She ran her tongue across her teeth and stared at her reflection in the black of the office window. She didn’t get up when her shift ended. She just sat there, legs open slightly under the desk, remembering the feel of Theodore’s fingers on her collarbone. The weight of his silence.

***

Later in the evening, now back at home, Giorgia and Alex didn’t talk about their day or their phones. When they finally came together in the kitchen, it wasn’t awkward. Just... quiet.

Her blouse was unbuttoned one hole too low. His shorts rode too low on his hips. They both noticed.

Neither said a word.

They cooked. Stirred. Tasted.

“Did you touch yourself today?” she asked casually as she reached for the salt.

“No,” Alex said immediately. “Thought about it, though.”

“Good boy,” she murmured, letting her hand drift just slightly down his belly. “You’re hard right now, aren’t you? Just from standing here. I don’t even have to do anything anymore.”

He flushed. She smiled.

“You get anything from them?” he asked, tentative.

She didn’t answer right away. Just reached up to cup his jaw, dragging her thumb slowly across his lower lip.

“Nothing you need to worry about,” she whispered. “Not yet.”

He nodded. “I got something. From Andre.”

She raised a brow. “Did you like it?”

He hesitated.

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “Be honest.”

He swallowed. “I leaked through my shorts.”

She grinned. “That’s my sweet thing.”

He dried her hands for her after she rinsed them, a towel in one hand, his fingers lingering on her wrists a moment longer than necessary. The tension between them was thick and quiet, suspended in the space of shared breath and unspoken things.

He opened his mouth like he wanted to speak, then closed it. She didn’t ask. She didn’t need to. The look in his eyes told her everything—need, confusion, hunger, devotion.

She kissed him first.

He made a sound that was needy and aching, and his hands found her waist. She deepened it. Took his bottom lip between hers. Bit softly. His knees almost buckled.

When she pulled back, her hand lingered at the base of his neck. Her fingers curled there, possessive. Gentle. Dangerous.

They didn’t speak of the messages.

They didn’t speak of the touches.

But when her nails scratched softly down his back and he whimpered in response, they both knew.

This was no longer curiosity.

This was the beginning of surrender.


Chapter 5 – The Negotiation

The kitchen still smelled faintly of garlic and red wine. The sink was clean, the lights dimmed, and Alex’s lips were still slightly swollen from how hard she’d kissed him. They hadn’t said another word after that kiss—just breathed, touched, lingered in the quiet, letting it wash over them like a tide they were both tired of resisting.

Later that night, once the dishes had been done and Alex had fallen asleep curled against her, cage pressed warm against her thigh, Giorgia had slipped away to make a quiet call. To Andre and Theodore. Her voice low, composed, but her pulse loud in her ears. She told them they were in. That she and Alex had talked, and they were ready to sign—ready to try. Just for a week, she said. A trial. A taste.

Andre had chuckled and told her, "There’s a probationary period either way. We prefer to earn our devotion. And break it in slowly."

Theodore simply replied, "We’ll have everything ready."

She’d returned to bed after that, her panties soaked through. Alex had stirred in his sleep and whimpered when her hand cupped the cage.

She whispered, "It’s happening, baby. Just like we dreamed."

And his breathing deepened again, the smallest smile curling on his lips.

By the time the town car arrived, they were both dressed. Silent. Steady. Giorgia wore a skirt she’d never dared wear to the office before—one that hugged her ass like a promise, every sway of her hips drawing the fabric tighter between her cheeks. The silk clung indecently, practically painted on, the hem just shy of scandalous. Her blouse was sheer enough to hint at the lace beneath—plum-colored, delicate, the kind that offered no real coverage but every tease of shape. The top buttons remained undone, her chest subtly lifted in the low plunge, and a thin gold chain holding his tiny chastity key lay nestled between the soft curve of her breasts. She wore perfume she knew Theodore liked, its musky vanilla sweetness trailing behind her. Her thighs were already damp from anticipation, and she didn’t bother hiding the shimmer between them as she walked. If they were going to sign themselves over, she wanted them to watch her walk in first.

Alex rode beside her in a clean white button-down, pressed slacks, and the same cage he hadn’t taken off in three days. He said nothing when she adjusted his collar, nothing when she brushed her thumb across his bottom lip like a claim. He looked calm. But his hands trembled in his lap.

They didn’t speak until the elevator ride up.

The doors slid closed, enclosing them in a hush of gold light and faint perfume. Giorgia turned toward him, adjusting his collar again—not because it was out of place, but because she liked the way he shivered when her fingers lingered.

Her hand drifted lower, pressing lightly against the front of his slacks. Her palm cupped the outline of the cage through the fabric—warm, possessive, unhurried.

“You know they’re going to make you kneel soon,” she whispered, her lips brushing just beneath his ear. “Do you think you’ll cry when he fills your throat, baby? Or just moan like the good little thing I trained you to be?”

Alex’s breath hitched. His knees nearly gave out.

She smiled, slow and dark, then kissed his cheek. “Breathe. We’re just getting started.”

The elevator dinged. She took his hand as the doors opened.

***

The office was dimly lit. After hours. Quiet in a way that made everything feel more private, more forbidden.

A long glass table waited in the middle of the boardroom. On one side sat Theodore—immaculate as ever, a glass of amber liquor resting beside his hand. Andre lounged beside him, legs crossed, shirt unbuttoned just enough to show the gleam of a chain and the tattoo that curved slightly over his pec. There was something indulgent in how he looked at them—especially Alex. Like he already knew how this night would end.

“Come in,” Theodore said simply.

They did.

Two chairs had been placed opposite the Bellamys. Giorgia took the lead, sliding gracefully into the one opposite Theodore. Alex hesitated, but followed.

A thick envelope waited on the table. Branded. Heavy.

“You’ll find this fairly straightforward,” Theodore said, sliding it toward them. “Compensation, confidentiality, non-disclosure terms, and… conditions.”

Giorgia opened it slowly. Inside were cleanly printed documents on creamy paper. She skimmed, eyes sharp, but her pulse was loud in her ears.

As Andre’s smooth voice filled the room, explaining each clause, her focus began to blur. The words slipped into rhythm, morphing into breathy gasps and wet slaps in her head. She imagined herself bent over this very table, her blouse unbuttoned, her mouth open and fogging the glass as Theodore took her from behind—hard, possessive, unrelenting—his cock thick and patient as he claimed her without a single word. Her lipstick smeared across the polished surface, her hands pinned down, body trembling as her thighs opened wider just to feel more.

Beside her, Alex was on his knees, his cute cock still locked, throbbing and leaking while Andre guided his cock between the sissy’s lips, fingers fisted in that soft, messy hair. He used his mouth without mercy, whispering praise and filth with every thrust. Giorgia could hear it—Andre’s voice cooing, “Look at you, sweetheart. Taking me so well while she gets fucked full like a good little slut-wife.”

They’d both be moaning, bodies quaking with submission and fullness. And the best part? Giorgia wouldn’t be sure who was louder—her or Alex. Who was more desperate to please. Who wanted it more.

She imagined looking up mid-orgasm to see the contract pages scattered across the floor, ink already drying on the page they’d just signed, while both of them were too busy being used to care.

Her breath hitched. Her thighs squeezed together beneath the table until the leather creaked. She blinked, forcing herself to focus again, the edges of her vision still soft with need.

Andre leaned forward, voice honeyed and slow. “It’s all laid out clearly. Three nights a week. No switching days. No cross-play unless invited. And, of course, all orgasms are at the discretion of your owners.”

Alex’s breath hitched.

Theodore’s voice followed, calm and absolute. “Chastity remains non-negotiable. Alex will be locked every time he enters the estate. He will remain locked unless explicitly instructed otherwise. Do you both understand?”

Giorgia’s hand reached under the table, resting on Alex’s thigh. Her voice was steady. “Yes.”

Alex nodded, jaw clenched. “Yes, sir.”

Andre smiled, eyes drifting lazily across Alex’s lap.

“Good boy.”

***

The contract continued with obscene precision:

​● ​ A base stipend – which could potentially pay off their collective student loans in six months. 


​● ​ Clothing allowances. For both of them. 


​● ​ A clause that stated: “Any attempt by the submissive to remove or tamper with the chastity device outside of approved hours will result in immediate forfeiture of compensation and privileges.” 


​● ​ Optional clause: “Mistress Giorgia retains override control of Alex’s cage on non-service days.” 


​● ​ “Orgasms must be earned through exemplary obedience or physical service, and shall not be expected as default at the conclusion of any scene.” 


​● ​ “Emotional attachment to the Dominants will not be discouraged; however, authority and behavioral control will remain fully with the Dominants at all times.” 


​● ​ “Submissive will present clean, shaved, and plug-ready for all assigned service nights, unless otherwise instructed.” 


At that, Giorgia spoke up. “I want that optional clause confirmed. The override isn’t symbolic. I'll want full control.”

Theodore nodded. “Very well. As you wish.”

Andre chuckled. “Looks like someone likes keeping her pet on a short leash.”

“I just like him obedient,” Giorgia replied, voice cool. “And desperate.”

Then, her fingers curled gently around Alex’s thigh. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she said, her voice quieter now, just for him. “Me deciding when you’re free. Even when they’re not using you.”

Alex swallowed hard. His cock throbbed behind the bars, a sharp, helpless ache that pulsed in time with his heartbeat. “Yes,” he whispered. “Please, yes, mistress.”

She smiled without looking at him, eyes back on the contract.

Alex flushed, but didn’t protest. He shifted slightly in his seat, the cage already slick against his skin.

***

As the final pages were turned, Theodore’s tone changed. A little slower. A little heavier.

“One last thing. Before signatures.”

He looked directly at them, but mostly at Alex.

“Are you both sure?”

The silence stretched.

Alex looked at Giorgia. She met his eyes. Smiled.

“Yes,” she said.

He nodded. “Yes.”

Andre stood and stepped around the table, moving behind Alex. His hand came to rest between the boy’s shoulders—firm, grounding.

“Then let’s begin,” Andre murmured. “On your knees, sweetheart.”

Alex obeyed.

As his knees hit the carpet, Andre stepped in closer, moving slow, deliberate, like he was already claiming him. One palm rested at the nape of Alex’s neck, fingers curling there, warm and heavy. Then Andre leaned down, his breath brushing over the sissy’s cheek, his voice slipping into his ear like a blade wrapped in velvet.

“You’re going to take me so well, little thing. I can already tell.” His hand trailed slowly along Alex’s spine, almost possessive. “That cage will be dripping by the time I’m halfway down your throat.”

He inhaled softly, right against Alex’s flushed skin. “You’ve got a slutty mouth. I can see it. Built to be filled. Just wait ‘til she watches me stretch it open with a real cock for the first time.”

Alex trembled. He didn’t dare speak. He only nodded—tiny, broken—and let the heat of Andre’s voice melt straight down his spine.

Giorgia signed first. Her signature was smooth, decisive, final. Then she handed the pen to Alex—but didn’t release it right away.

Her voice was low. Only for him.

“Be good and sign, sweetheart. Let them make you theirs. I’ll be watching.”

He signed. Hands shaking.

Theodore gathered the papers without fanfare. Andre guided Alex back into his seat, fingers brushing down the boy’s spine with quiet satisfaction.

“We’ll expect you Monday,” Theodore said.

Andre added, voice a murmur, “We’ll leave the door unlocked.”

As they stood to leave, Giorgia pressed a kiss to Alex’s cheek, her lipstick smudging just slightly.

Then she whispered against his ear: “This is going to be fucking great baby…”


Chapter 6: First Day

The apartment felt unnaturally silent that morning—eerily hushed, like it too knew this wasn’t going to be a normal Monday. Normally, Giorgia would be getting dressed for work, heels echoing across the tiles, makeup brush swirling over skin still dewy from sleep, while Alex remained curled under the sheets, the musky scent of midnight writer’s block still clinging to his body, his limp cock twitching from dreams he would never admit out loud. But this morning? Everything was different.

This Monday, the sun hadn't even begun to flirt with the edge of the skyline when they stirred. No alarms. No emails. Just the thick, humming weight of what lay ahead—the first day of their new "work," and in many ways, the first day of their new lives. Alex had told the burger joint goodbye over the weekend. A nervous smile, a fabricated family emergency, a handshake goodbye. None of it mattered now. Because he wasn't just Giorgia's husband anymore. He was property. Part of a contract. And today, he would serve. So would she.

They started the morning slow. Deliberate. Reverent, almost. A ceremony of preparation.

Giorgia took the razor first, dragging it in slow, firm strokes over Alex's thigh while he stood naked in the bathroom, his hands braced on the counter, his breath shallow and hot against the mirror. She didn’t speak. Neither did he. The only sounds were the scrape of steel on skin, the rinse of water, the soft, wet slap of his heavy, unsheathed cock against his leg with every nervous shift. She'd unlocked him before they began. Not as a reward. But as an offering.

It throbbed freely now, heavy and flushed, the tip glossy with pre-cum and twitching with every breath he took. He had to fight the urge to touch it—his fingers twitched at his sides, useless. Powerless. It had been so long since it had been allowed out that it looked overstimulated by air alone, bobbing slightly with every pass of her hands, every breath from her lips.

"He'll want you smooth," she murmured, not looking up.

Alex nodded, eyes flicking to her in the mirror. "But... he’s not going to touch it, right? That was the rule."

She gave a soft, affirming smile as she smoothed the razor down his calf. "That's right, baby. Your cock isn’t for anyone—not even for yourself. Not unless they say otherwise. Not unless they want to watch you ache."

She paused then, letting her gaze drop, letting her hand ghost along his thigh. Her breath blew gently against the wet, flushed head of his cock, and he gasped, the sound pitiful and raw.

"Look at it," she whispered, her voice like silk over blades. "Just the air is too much for it now, huh? You poor thing. So desperate. So red. So fucking leaky."

"Please..." he whimpered, breath catching.

She cut him off with a look, sharp and calm. "Don’t beg. Not yet. Save that for later. Save it for when they can watch."

Her hand drifted once more—slowly, deliberately brushing against the shaft, not with affection, but with inspection. Like she was checking inventory. His hips jerked forward instinctively. She gave a soft chuckle and returned to her work, dragging the blade across his shin with the same unhurried grace.

"This gets locked again later," she added, voice darker now. "And not by me this time. Andre gets to decide when it goes back in. And that should make you tremble."

Once he was completely bare and glistening from shoulders to toes, she passed him the razor and lifted her arms. "Your turn."

He shaved her with trembling precision, following the contours of her body like he was tracing holy scripture. Her legs, her underarms, her pubic mound—every inch of her smoothed under his care, her skin blooming with goosebumps at each pass. She stood in front of him, thighs parted, one foot propped on the tub, his tongue darting out to wet his lips as he crouched between her legs, shaving her with the same reverence he'd use to polish a chalice.

Then came the enema.

Giorgia guided him into the shower first, bending him over, her hand resting between his shoulder blades as she whispered quiet encouragements and pressed the nozzle into him with slow control. He moaned as the warm liquid filled him, his thighs trembling, fingers gripping the edge of the tiled wall. Once done, she did herself, letting him hold her from behind, their slick skin pressed together as they both cleansed, emptied, prepared.

Afterward, she reached for the matching plugs.

Alex's was a delicate shade of blush pink, shorter than most, designed to tease more than fill—topped with a bejeweled heart that glimmered like it had a mind of its own. Hers, on the other hand, was all elegance and intimidation: a slender, obsidian glass plug, long and tapered, with a subtle ridge at its base that promised to sit snug and unrelenting inside her all day. The contrast was humiliating—and perfect. His was cute. Hers was commanding.

He knelt instinctively as she bent over the sink counter, one leg propped up, her glistening folds parted slightly as she reached down and brushed her fingers along her entrance, moaning softly. Her fingertips came away slick. She raised them to her mouth and licked.

"God, I'm already getting wet thinking about them," she said, half to herself, her voice smoky with want.

Alex stared, wide-eyed, chest rising and falling.

Then she positioned the plug and pressed it in slowly, deliberately, letting out a quiet, involuntary gasp as it slid in deep. Her thighs trembled for a moment.

Alex reached forward on reflex, steadying her by the hip.

She turned, her smile languid and pleased. "Good boys watch and learn."

He nodded quickly, like a pet eager to impress.

She let him admire her for a beat longer—his beautiful wife, plugged, flushed, and smirking like she was the only one in control of both their futures. Then she picked up his plug.

"Your turn."

The bejeweled tip slid past his rim with a soft pop, and he gasped. The toy filled him quickly, not with pressure, but with presence. Humiliating. Feminine. A plug not meant for a man, but for a toy. For a slut.

He whimpered, trying to breathe through the stretch as the base settled snugly against his cheeks.

"Fuck," he whispered. "It's... in."

Giorgia crouched beside him and gently traced her fingers over the gem.

"You're so good when you're quiet and full."

Alex looked over his shoulder, panting. "But... why are you wearing one too?"

She smiled, not unkindly, but with the kind of warmth that could break and bind.

"Solidarity," she said simply. "You're not the only one being stretched today, baby. I want you to know I feel it too."

He nodded, eyes glassy, plugged and kneeling, her words settling deep inside him just like the toy. The air between them pulsed, sacred, thick with heat and something unspoken.

Then they dressed.

She chose her outfit slowly, almost ceremonially. A dark navy sheath dress that clung to every curve like it had been sewn onto her body, slit high up her thigh, the neckline dipping just low enough to showcase the swell of her smooth more than a large handful breasts beneath a plum lace bra. Her heels were tall and narrow, the kind that made her walk like a sin—measured and dangerous. She misted perfume at her wrists, between her thighs, and at the base of her neck where she knew Theodore liked to linger.

Alex’s clothes were more restrained on the outside—clean white dress shirt, pressed navy slacks, a navy tie Giorgia knotted for him herself, dragging the fabric slowly through her fingers like she was binding something sacred. But beneath it? Satin and lace. Her pink panties. Her pink garter. And a pair of pale pink thigh-high stockings clipped into soft silk loops, kissing his inner thighs with every careful step. His cock was still free, still twitching and leaking against the expensive lace, and she made no move to stop it. She just watched as a darker patch bloomed slowly across the crotch, damp and shameful and beautiful.

“Don’t ruin them too early,” she whispered, brushing her lips over his ear. “Andre gets to decide when that cock goes back in its cage. But if you make too much of a mess, I might tell him to lock you up just for being needy.”

He whimpered, nodding fast.

She smiled.

They left before sunrise, the sky still purple at the edges. Giorgia made him drive.

Every mile felt heavier. The lace grew wetter. The plug inside her pulsed in rhythm with the gentle bumps in the road. She sat with one heel propped up on the dashboard, her coat spread just enough to reveal the curve of her bare thigh beneath, letting him catch glances without ever being certain whether it was permitted.

She leaned over, her voice a soft purr. "Describe it to me."

Alex gripped the wheel tighter. "Describe what?"

She smiled, wicked and slow. "What it’s going to feel like... when Andre locks you up. The moment he clicks it closed. What does your cock feel then?"

He whimpered. "Tight. Owned. Like I don’t get to think anymore. Just ache."

She dragged her bare foot slowly across the center console, letting her toes press against the outline of his cock through the soaked lace.

"God, you're such a good boy for them already," she whispered. "I can feel how hard you are. So desperate to be put away."

Then she picked up her phone and opened the voice recorder app. She hit record and brought it close to her lips.

"We’re on our way," she said in a low, sultry voice. "And my cutie hubby is already leaking through the lace. You haven’t even touched him yet, and he’s soaked them for the second time this morning. He’s driving with a plug inside him and my panties ruined under his slacks. I can't wait to watch you cage him again."

She stopped the recording, locked eyes with Alex, and pressed send.

"Now behave," she said. "Or I’ll send a photo next."

He didn’t even dare respond.

At one point, she reached over and palmed his crotch.

“Soaked,” she murmured. “You’ve already ruined them, haven’t you?”

He couldn’t even answer.

By the time they pulled into the Bellamy estate, the air felt thinner. The gates opened without prompting. The driveway curved like it had been designed to drag anticipation out of its victims. When the car stopped, two footmen in tailored black stepped forward.

“The West Wing has been expecting you,” one said, bowing his head.

The other took their bags and added, "Your attire for the week has already been selected. You’ll find it waiting in your room."

Giorgia stepped out first, her heel clicking sharply against the stone. The plug shifted inside her with every step. She didn’t flinch. She wanted them to see her sway. Wanted them to wonder just how wet she already was.

Alex followed, nervous and flushed, his cock still unbound and humiliatingly stiff. Underneath his slack, the lace he was wearing was nearly translucent now.

Andre met them in the entryway, dressed like a man who knew what everyone in the room wanted. His shirt was open at the neck, the fine line of a gold chain peeking out just enough to draw the eye downward. His smile deepened as his gaze slid down Alex’s frame.

"God, look at you," he purred. "Already leaking? We haven’t even had breakfast yet."

Alex lowered his eyes.

Andre stepped closer, fingers curling under Alex’s chin, lifting it gently. Then he turned to Giorgia.

"Theodore's waiting for you in the home office. East Wing."

He snapped his fingers once, and a butler appeared almost immediately beside her.

"Take her to him," Andre instructed, his voice cool, precise. Then he turned back to Alex. "You... Are going with me."

As the butler gestured for Giorgia to follow, she gave Andre the briefest nod—then turned away. She didn’t look back. Couldn’t. Because if she did, if she saw Alex, blushing, on the verge of surrender for another man... she might’ve come right there in the damn foyer.

Andre led Alex through a mirrored hallway, into a velvet-appointed side room—a lounge, but far too intimate to be public. On a small table rested a dark wooden box, velvet-lined, the silver latch glinting in the low light.

Andre flipped it open. Inside lay the new cage—sleek, polished, delicate, and impossibly tight. The baseplate was engraved with two letters: A. B. He held it in his palm like something sacred, the metal catching the light with a low gleam.

Then, slowly, he knelt.

Not submissively. Not humbly. But like a king bestowing a collar.

Alex’s breath hitched as Andre looked up at him and said nothing. Just held the cage there, waiting. Daring him.

Alex hesitated.

His fingers moved to the front of his slacks first. He hesitated, then unbuttoned them slowly, dragging the zipper down with trembling hands. The fabric parted, and he let the trousers fall in a soft whisper to his ankles.

Beneath them, the panties clung to him—soaked, sheer, blushing pink. He could barely breathe as his fingers curled under the waistband of the ruined lace. This wasn’t like when Giorgia watched. This wasn’t play. This was real. This was the first time he was offering himself up—open, vulnerable, exposed—to another man. To Andre. And he could feel it in his bones: nothing would ever be the same after this.

He peeled the panties down slowly, reverently, letting them stretch and then drop into a damp, shame-stained puddle atop his slacks. The cool air hit his skin, and his cock sprang forward with a helpless jerk—flushed, twitching, leaking, already surrendering. It twitched again, then again, as if reacting to the gaze it could feel but not see. As if it already knew it didn’t belong to him anymore.

Andre didn’t speak. He just stared. Unblinking. His eyes roamed over the length of it—of him—pausing not just on the cock, but the entire picture: Alex standing there in nothing but his pale pink thigh-high stockings, still perfectly clipped into the pink lace garter wrapped around his hips, and the white dress shirt hanging open just enough to frame his trembling chest. The vision was obscene. Feminine. Shameful. Stunning. Andre’s silence wasn’t passive—it was consuming, like a man watching art that begged to be defiled. Alex couldn’t tell if it was appraisal or possession—or both.

Then Andre let out a quiet breath, sharp and low. "First time doing this for someone besides her?"

Alex nodded, his voice caught somewhere between fear and awe.

Andre’s smile was slight. But knowing.

"Good boy."

Then, with a single finger, he reached out and flicked the tip.

Alex gasped. His knees nearly buckled.

"Twitching like it’s already been trained," Andre continued. "Look at it. You’ve barely touched air and you’re trembling."

He raised the cage again, but didn’t move to place it.

"Say it," he said softly. "Beg."

Alex looked up at Giorgia, lips parted. She nodded slowly, one brow lifted.

“Please,” Alex whispered, voice cracking. “Please lock me up, sir.”

Andre smiled.

With slow, precise care, he guided the shaft into the tube, brushing the sides just enough to tease but not stroke. The ring slid behind the balls, the pieces fitting together like a sentence being sealed. A single click echoed off the velvet walls.

The cage was on. Final. Irrevocable.

"Better," Andre murmured, brushing a thumb over the locked base. "Now you’re ready."

Giorgia stood in the doorway that lead to the East Wing of the estate, one hand lightly tracing the key around her neck.

Theodore appeared beside her, silent as breath.

"Come," he said, and led her away.

They walked deeper into the estate, the halls narrowing into something more personal. At the end of a panel-lined corridor, Theodore opened a door that looked like any other.

Behind it: her new office.

This is where she would be reporting on her new "work from home" days—two days a week that would no longer involve spreadsheets and boardrooms, but service, obedience, and surrender. This was her new professional setting. And Theodore would be her only colleague.

"We’ll conduct all business from here on your service days," he had said during their last meeting. "Private. Uninterrupted. Productive."

She hadn’t asked what kind of productivity he meant. She already knew.

The space was tastefully done... Filled with Books, a couple of desks, one for him and one for her. Velvet drapes over large windows that overlooked the manicured garden and the massive estate beyond it.

And behind one of the shelves—an automated panel triggered by a switch—was the hidden room.

A bedroom.

Low light. Clean sheets. A bed made for fucking. Leather cuffs. A chaise. A vanity.

“This is where we actually work now, don't we?” she whispered.

Theodore stepped behind her, close enough that his breath ghosted over her neck.

“No,” he said. “This is just where you begin.”

She turned slowly, facing him. Her eyes drifted past his shoulder to the bed—immaculate, pristine, deliberately made. The cuffs at the bedposts weren’t just ornamental. They were ready. Waiting.

She stepped toward it, slowly, drawn by something she didn’t quite understand. Her fingers grazed the leather straps, lingering there. The buckles were undone. The restraint loops coiled, open.

She ran her palm down the coverlet. It was still warm.

“This is warm and fresh...” she said quietly.

Theodore didn’t answer. Not with words.

He stepped in behind her, his presence pressing close, his hand settling on her waist like he was claiming something already his.

“Yes, this bed only gets made when someone is meant to be broken in it,” he murmured against her ear.

She shivered. Not in fear. In knowing.

Then she turned to him, slowly, chest rising.

“So… the trial has started?”

He reached forward and adjusted the gold chain between her breasts, letting his knuckle trail across the bare swell beneath.

“It started,” he said, “the moment you stepped out of that car.”


Chapter 7: First Time

The door clicked shut behind her, soft and final, sealing Giorgia inside the East Wing as the butler’s footsteps faded behind her. The quiet that followed was thick—not silence, but anticipation. It clung to her skin like the scent of the plug still nestled inside her. Leather. Aged wood. Wine. And something older, more primal, that stirred between her thighs.

She walked forward slowly, heels muffled on the carpet, toward the room she already knew would not stay an office for long. The place where she and Theodore would be working from now on—two days a week, her new official “work from home” schedule. No desks. No spreadsheets. Just submission and service. Those would be her duties now.

Standing by the tall windows, Theodore let his gaze travel all over her smoothly while the sunlight from behind him was catching in the salt-and-pepper strands at his temple. With sleeves rolled to the elbows and collar undone. For a Monday, he was all casual from the usual, but he was still composed—like a man who never needed to raise his voice to command a room. When his gaze finally settled back on her face, the look he gave wasn’t a smile.

It was ownership.

“I didn’t think I’d be this nervous.” she said

“Good. That means you’re ready.” he said, his voice low, unhurried.

He motioned toward the decanter on the side table. “Wine?”

She blinked. “Before breakfast?”

He let out a quiet laugh, the sound rich and indulgent. “Most of what we’ll do here won’t fit into normal schedules. You’ll learn that soon enough.”

Her lips curved faintly as she accepted the glass. The first sip was smooth, heady. When she set it down, he was closer—close enough that she could smell his cologne, faint cedar and something darker underneath.

“Do you want me to go and change into something Andre had picked?” she asked softly.

“That can wait,” he said. “You’ll find your new work attire tends to be minimal—sometimes nothing at all.”

The words landed between them like a touch. She smiled faintly, feeling her pulse quicken. “And what will you be wearing for these... meetings?”

“Authority,” he said simply. “Now, tell me, Giorgia—do you enjoy being watched?”

Her throat tightened. “Sometimes.”

“Good. Because I do.”

He stepped closer, and she could feel the heat radiating from him. One of his hands rose, his fingers tracing along her jaw before tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

“It’s quiet in here.” she whispered shakily, feeling his hot breath on her.

“It won’t be for long.” he said as he took the glass from her hand and set it aside.

He stepped back just slightly, not far, but enough to give her space—and to watch.

“Show me what you look like when you’re not being paid to pretend,” he murmured.

Her breath caught. She glanced down at her hands, fingers brushing nervously at the top of the zipper hidden at her hip. She didn’t move right away. Not out of resistance—but out of knowing that once she did, there was no going back.

He circled her slowly. His hand trailed across her shoulder as he passed behind her, brushing a single curl of her hair away from her neck. When he stopped at her side again, he didn’t touch—just looked.

“Undress for me.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a command softened by intimacy.

Giorgia hesitated for only a moment before her fingers found the zipper of her dress. She pulled it down slowly, the sound slicing through the silence like silk being unspooled. The fabric slipped off her shoulders, pooling around her feet. Beneath it, her plum lace bra framed her breasts perfectly; her garter and stockings gleamed faintly in the low light.

Theodore’s gaze followed every movement. “You’re exquisite,” he said. “But you already know that.”

She smiled faintly. “Confidence is part of the job.”

“Not here,” he replied. “Here, you don’t perform. You respond.”

His hands came up, sliding along her waist, over her hips, and down to the tops of her thighs. When he leaned in, his mouth brushed her neck, a single kiss landing just beneath her ear.

Her breath caught.

“Do you want me to stop?” he asked, his voice barely a whisper.

“No,” she breathed.

He kissed her again—longer this time, slower—and when she turned toward him, their lips met fully. It wasn’t rushed. It was deliberate, exploratory, as if they were learning each other’s languages through touch. His hands moved up her back, unclasping her bra with a practiced flick. The straps fell, and he pulled the garment free, tossing it aside.

She gasped when his thumb brushed over her nipple.

“Beautiful,” he murmured.

The kiss deepened until she was pressed against the desk, the edge biting into the back of her thighs. When he pulled back, his mouth was wet, his pupils wide.

“Get on your knees,” he said softly.

Her body obeyed before her mind caught up. She knelt, the carpet soft beneath her knees, and looked up at him.

He unbuckled his belt, the sound low and deliberate, then freed his cock—thick, flushed, heavy in his hand. The moment it sprang free, her breath hitched.

“Oh my god…” she whispered, before she could stop herself.

It had been years—years—since she’d seen any cock that wasn’t her husband’s. And while Alex had never been small, this… this was different. This was what people meant when they said mansized.  The girth, the sheer length of it, the way it throbbed faintly in the open air—it was obscene and glorious all at once.

Her mouth watered before she even realized it. Her thighs clenched instinctively. She imagined trying to fit that thick, beautiful thing in her mouth, in her pussy, in every place that had ached for something more than average for far too long.

She was already salivating.

She reached up and wrapped her fingers around him, feeling the heat and weight of him in her palm.

Before she could lower her mouth, his hand curled lightly in her hair—not pushing, just holding.

“Do you think your husband is on his knees right now too?” he asked, his voice velvet and cruel. “I bet he is. Maybe moaning just like you will.”

Then, softer: “No need to impress me. Just show me how you beg.”

The first lick was tentative, exploratory. The second was confident, a slow drag of her tongue along the underside until she reached the tip.

He groaned, low in his throat. “Good girl.”

She looked up at him, lips parting, and pressed a slow, deliberate kiss to the flushed tip of his cock. Then another, lower. Her tongue traced the thick vein along the underside before she opened her mouth and took him in—inch by inch—until the head dragged across the roof of her mouth.

Her hands moved to his balls, fondling them gently, her touch reverent, exploratory. One hand cradled the weight of them while her mouth worked, the other slipping lower to stroke along the base. Then, with a quiet hum, she pulled her mouth away and brought her lips to his balls, kissing them softly, then parting her lips to draw one into her mouth, then the other—wet, slow, utterly devoted.

Through it all, her eyes never left his.

When she took him back into her mouth, it was with purpose—pacing herself, letting the slick sounds fill the air. His hand threaded into her hair but never forced. Every swallow, every small gasp, echoed in the stillness, her gaze locked onto his as if she were waiting for him to come undone first.

When he finally drew her up, his mouth met hers again, tasting himself on her tongue. Then he turned her, bending her gently over the desk, hands braced against the polished wood.

Her heart pounded, pussy already clenching in eager anticipation, aching before he’d even touched her again. She wondered if Alex was moaning too, right now, with something thick and strange inside him. The thought made her pussy gush in anticipation of Theodore’s cock.

“Stay still,” he murmured.

He guided himself into her slowly, inch by inch, until her breath broke into a desperate moan. She could feel her pussy fluttering, grasping, as if trying to memorize the shape of him—greedy for the new stretch, trying to learn every ridge and vein as if it never wanted to forget. It wasn’t just sex. Her cunt wanted to belong to him. The stretch was perfect, filling, deliberate. He began to move, slow at first, then deeper, each thrust punctuated by the quiet slap of skin against skin and the low hum of her pleasure.

The world narrowed to that rhythm—the heat, the friction, the sounds of their bodies learning each other. She wasn’t thinking of rules or arrangements anymore. Just the raw, unfiltered feeling of being used and desired in the same breath.

He leaned close, lips brushing her ear. “Welcome to your new position, Giorgia.”

***

In the West Wing, Andre led Alex through a hallway lined with paintings from different schools of thought and styles, all of them tastefully curated like the rest of the things in the estate, until they reached a spacious bedroom after a series of closed doors, all presumably guest rooms or more, who knows. The light was softer here, tinted gold from the heavy curtains. A faint scent of sandalwood hung in the air.

“This will be your two's room, although I suspect your wife will be spending most of her time on the East Wing, Theo's a workaholic...” Andre said. “So this one can be ours, when I want it to be.”

He opened the closet doors with a quiet flourish. Inside was a curated display of lace, silk, and satin—robes, corsets, delicate nightwear that shimmered in the low light. None of it was modest. None of it could ever be worn in public.

Alex stared, his breath catching. “These are… for us?”

“For you,” Andre corrected. “Giorgia has her own wardrobe on the other side there. You’ll find her selections are just as indecent.”

He stepped closer, brushing past Alex to run a hand along a pale blush camisole. “Try this one. It’ll fit.”

Alex’s hands trembled as he took the garment. The fabric was impossibly soft, sliding between his fingers like liquid. He slipped off his shirt, then his slacks, standing there in his thigh-highs and garter once again. The panties remained snug against his skin, already damp from earlier, the lace clinging lewdly to his tucked cock.

When he pulled the camisole over his head, the fabric settled against his chest like a kiss. The satin dragged across his freshly shaved nipples, making him shiver despite himself. It clung in the worst and best places—just sheer enough to leave nothing to the imagination.

He glanced at the mirror, and the reflection struck him with unexpected force: a blushing, panting boy in lace and silk, unsure whether the ache in his chest was shame or arousal. Maybe both.

Andre stepped in behind him, their reflections side by side, and leaned in close to his ear.

"Say it," he murmured. "Say what you see."

Alex swallowed hard. His voice came out soft, breathless.

"I look like... a cum-hungry sissy in Daddy’s nightwear."

Andre smiled.

"Exactly."

“Beautiful,” he said quietly. “Do you see it yet? How easily you belong in this?”

Alex swallowed. “I don’t know.”

Andre’s hand came up to his shoulder, tracing down his arm until his fingers found his wrist. “You don’t have to see it yet,” Andre murmured. “You just have to obey.”

He turned Alex gently, his eyes darkening. But before he could speak, his hand slipped down, fingers grazing along the curve of Alex’s lace-covered crotch. He pressed two fingers into the soaked fabric, lifting it away from the skin just slightly.

“Look at that,” Andre said, his voice low and approving. “You soaked your pretty panties just from a camisole. What a waste of a cock.”

Then his fingers dipped lower, brushing the rim of the cage beneath. He traced the cold metal gently, a teasing stroke.

“Don’t worry. We’ll think about getting you out from your pretty lock after you’ve earned it.”

He pulled back and met Alex’s eyes. “Now, show me what that pretty mouth can do.”

Alex sank to his knees without hesitation. The carpet pressed against his skin, the plug still nestled deep inside him. When Andre unzipped, the thick length of his cock hung heavy and hard before him, the head flushed, veins thick, the weight of it alone making Alex’s breath catch.

It was the first real cock—other than his own—that he'd ever seen this close, this bare, this unapologetically male. And it was enormous. His heart stuttered at the sheer size of it. Longer, thicker than he'd expected—than he thought was even possible—and beautifully intimidating. The scent of skin and pre-cum filled his nostrils, heady and raw.

His lips parted involuntarily. Shame, hunger, disbelief—all clashed inside him as his eyes fluttered halfway shut, only to snap open again, afraid to miss a moment of it. This wasn’t just a cock. It was the cock. The one that was going to fuck the old version of him out of existence.

“Now be a good girl for daddy,” Andre murmured, and that snapped him out of his trance. Alex leaned in, his lips parting, his tongue flicking the tip before taking him deeper.

Andre’s hand settled on the back of his head—not forcing, just guiding—as Alex’s mouth worked around him, the wet, lewd sounds echoing off the walls. Every glide of his lips down that thick shaft drew another drop of praise from Andre’s mouth, and Alex, desperate to please, let his movements grow bolder, sloppier. His tongue flattened along the underside, lapping at the vein like it fed him. The weight, the taste, the scent—he tried to memorize it all. Andre groaned softly, hips beginning to move in slow rhythm, feeding his cock deeper into Alex’s throat with each thrust. Alex moaned around it, the vibrations making Andre hiss, and that only spurred the sissy on more—his spit trailing from his chin, eyes glassy, hands clutching at Andre’s thighs as if steadying himself in worship.

When Andre finally pulled him up, his breath was unsteady.

But before he gave the command, his hand slid down Alex’s back—slow, firm—until it cupped the swell of his ass. His thumb grazed over the base of the plug nestled between his cheeks.

“Still in?” Andre murmured approvingly. “Good boy.”

Alex shuddered, toes curling in the carpet. He felt bare in every way that mattered.

Andre’s fingers drifted along the garter straps, then under his thighs, nudging them apart as he pressed closer. “Let me see what you’ve been saving for me.”

The words hit like heat poured straight into Alex’s core.

“Bed,” he ordered, voice low and final.

Alex climbed onto it, the satin sheets cool beneath his skin. Andre followed, settling between his legs, hands gliding over his thighs. The first thrust stole Alex’s breath—a stretch that burned and bloomed into pleasure all at once. Andre’s pace was steady, deliberate, every movement claiming, molding.

Their bodies moved together, slow and heavy, until the rhythm took over. The sound of skin, the weight of breath, the soft gasp that escaped every time Andre pressed deeper—all of it merged into something filthy and beautiful.

Andre’s hand came around to grip the base of Alex’s cage, firm and possessive. His voice was a growl against Alex’s ear.

“You better not cum from getting fucked like this,” he said. “Sissies don’t get to enjoy it that much.”

Alex whimpered, body taut, the edge of orgasm pressing unbearably close.

Andre slapped the inside of his thigh, not hard, but sharp enough to jolt.

“Hold it,” he hissed. “I said hold it.”

When it finally ended, it wasn’t just the end of a fuck—it was the moment a line was crossed, a new identity inked beneath the skin.

Andre’s rhythm slowed, but he didn’t pull out right away. He stayed buried inside, grinding in slow, possessive circles that made Alex shudder beneath him, the pressure unbearable against the locked cage. Then, with a low grunt, Andre pushed deep, hips pressed flush, and came inside him—hot, thick, endless. The first time anyone had ever filled Alex like that.

Alex gasped, his eyes wide, lips parted in disbelief and awe. "Oh my god... oh fuck..." he whimpered, breath stuttering, his thighs trembling with aftershocks. He could feel every pulse of it, every flood of warmth as Andre claimed him from the inside out, and the sensation sent him spiraling—shaken, overwhelmed, and completely filled in a way he’d never imagined. "You came... inside me..." he moaned softly, the words barely forming as he trembled through the humiliation and raw pleasure tangled together in his chest.

“Fuck,” Andre exhaled against his neck. “I missed fucking a nice bussy like this. Warm, tight, desperate to please. You don’t even realize how perfect you feel yet, do you?”

Alex let out a shaky moan, still gasping as his body trembled beneath Andre’s. "N-no one's ever… no one's ever done that to me," he whispered. "It feels… I can't even—fuck… I feel so full. So used. So—yours."

He turned his face slightly, cheek brushing against the pillow, lashes fluttering as his breath caught again. “I thought I knew what sex was,” he said, breathless. “But this… this rewrote me.”

Andre didn’t pull out. Not yet. One arm wrapped around Alex’s waist as his breath slowed. Then, finally, he leaned down and pressed a slow kiss to Alex’s throat, tender and final.

“You did well,” he murmured, brushing Alex’s hair back gently as the sissy nursed his cock clean with slow, grateful strokes of his tongue. Andre looked down at him, smug and satisfied, as Alex’s lips parted wider, obediently worshiping the mess he'd been filled with.

“You’ll learn faster than you think,” he added, voice low, possessive, as Alex sucked softly at the sensitive tip, tasting the last of what had been left inside him moments ago. “You were made for this.”

And somewhere, across the estate, Giorgia lay spent and trembling beneath Theodore, both of them catching their breath in perfect, mirrored rhythm.

Two different wings. Two different masters. And neither of them could remember the last time they felt this owned.


Chapter 8: The First After

The sun had climbed higher now, spilling over the courtyard between the East and West Wings in long, slow streaks of gold. The house was quiet—not silent, not exactly. It was the stillness of a place that had been fed. Satisfied. The kind of hush that follows indulgence.

Giorgia sat on the edge of a wide chaise in the sunroom adjoining Theodore’s private office, her legs crossed neatly at the knee, her posture lazy but elegant, as though her spine had given up on holding tension for the rest of the day. She wore a sheer satin robe the color of old pearls, trimmed in delicate black lace that clung softly to the dampness at her lower back. Beneath it, nothing. Her nipples were dusky peaks under the translucent fabric, and every slow movement of her thighs hinted at the soreness between them. Each step she'd taken that morning had reminded her of him—of the stretch, the fullness, the slow drip of his spend she'd felt between her thighs when she'd finally stood. She hadn’t dared wipe it away. Not yet.

But she was glowing. Sore, yes—but wrecked in that contented, claimed way. The way only a man like Theodore could leave a woman.

He sat across from her now, clothed again in his usual button-down, sleeves casually rolled, but there was something different in his silence. Distant, but not cold. He watched her the way one might admire a painting after the brush has done its work—pleased, but already imagining what the next stroke might look like.

A quiet tray had been brought in. Roasted figs. Shaved prosciutto. A delicate salad, and something sparkling in tall fluted glasses. Neither of them spoke much, but now and then, his foot would bump hers lightly beneath the table, and her smile would flicker back, blooming slow and wicked.

***

Across the courtyard in the West Wing, Andre stepped barefoot onto the cool tiles of the bedroom hallway, balancing a small silver tray in one hand. On it: a single crystal tumbler of grapefruit juice, a protein bar, and a small bowl of diced pineapple.

In the room, Alex was stretched out on the bed, now changed into something new—barely-there lounge shorts in icy lilac silk, with a cropped blush pink tee that said "Good Girls Read" in loopy script across the chest. He hated how right it felt. How the tee clung to his nipples and the hem fluttered just above the curve of his locked cage, leaving nothing to the imagination—except maybe whether the plug was still inside. Spoiler: it was. The thigh-highs were still on, of course — but this was a fresh pair, white, sheer, with cute little pink bows at the tops. His cage still locked. His ass still sore. His hair a mess of curls from the pillow.

Andre didn’t knock. Just walked in and set the tray on the nightstand with a little grin. Before saying a word, he stepped over to the bed and tugged lightly at the hem of Alex’s cropped tee, adjusting it to better expose the curve of the locked cage beneath the silk. He tapped the tip of the cage with his knuckle—light, deliberate. "Still locked. Still leaking. That’s what I like to see."

"Hope you’re not expecting pancakes. You’re going to need to stay light if you want to stay useful."

Alex flushed but sat up, groaning faintly at the ache between his legs. Andre caught the wince and looked smug.

“You’re cute when you’re ruined,” he murmured. "Eat. Then shower. I want you clean, dressed, and plug in before noon."

He rose from the bed, taking one last look at the curve of Alex’s ass beneath the shorts. “Every day we do this, it gets easier,” he added over his shoulder. “Eventually, you’ll beg for the plug before I even ask.”

***

It was sometime after one when Giorgia stepped out into the garden, walking slowly along the stone path that split the courtyard’s roses and climbing vines. She was still barefoot, a glass of wine in hand, the robe now falling off one shoulder.

She wasn’t expecting to see Alex there—still in his soft femboy getup, the cropped tee riding high on his torso and those pastel shorts doing nothing to hide how ruined he still was, sipping juice from the crystal tumbler, the lilac shorts bunched slightly from how he was sitting. But when their eyes met, neither looked away. In that flicker of recognition, Alex remembered the way Andre had kissed his ear just before sliding in—soft, possessive, final. Giorgia, in turn, heard Theo’s voice again in her mind, low and certain: “Mine now,” he'd said, just as he came.

For a moment, the world shrank.

She took a step closer.

So did he.

No words. Just the shared, aching knowledge of what they’d both given—and who they’d given it to.

She reached out, fingers brushing his arm. Her fingertips tingled as they made contact, and for a flickering second, she remembered how her skin had smelled earlier that morning—salt and sweat and the deep musk of Theodore’s cum drying between her thighs. She hadn't scrubbed it all away. Not yet. His eyes closed briefly. In the darkness behind his lids, he could still feel the way Andre’s cum had slid down the back of his thigh after he’d stood. He hadn’t told anyone. But he could still feel it—thick, humiliating, real. He leaned in, pressing his forehead to her shoulder, just once, before pulling back again. He wondered if she’d tasted Theo. If she could smell Andre on him. He didn’t ask.

A beat passed.

Then Andre’s voice, from the veranda. “Three days a week,” he reminded them. Calm. Commanding. “Let’s make them count.”

Giorgia didn’t look away. Alex’s lips parted slightly, and for the first time since sunrise, they both smiled.

***
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Not every husband is meant to lead. Some are meant to serve. 

The Feminized Cuckold Collection is a steamy collection of Bi-curious cuckold short stories and novellas  featuring sissy training, chastity, husband humiliation, dominant bulls, and wives who love seeing their men transformed.  Each story explores a different couple’s journey into ultimate submission—where the husband doesn’t just watch but is trained, dressed, and molded into the perfect little pet for both his wife and her lover/lovers. 

Expect steamy power shifts, feminization, deep humiliation, and complete submission , all wrapped in sizzling hot encounters where the lines of control are redrawn, and new desires are embraced. 

If you love cuckold, sissy, and stories of husbands learning to obey both. If you enjoy stories where husbands become wives, caged cucks become obedient pets, and bulls take their rightful place, this series is for you. 

Get ready to kneel. The training starts now. 
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Danielle didn’t know what she was getting into when she stepped into Ms. Samantha’s world, but now, there’s no turning back. Feminized for Luxury follows Danielle’s slow and sensual transformation, as she’s molded into the perfect working girl at an exclusive, high-end sissy escort agency. With fellow sissy Crystal’s playful teasing and Ms. Samantha’s firm guidance, Danielle learns to embrace her femininity and step into her new role. 

But it’s not just the transformation—soon, Danielle’s life is all about pleasing the agency’s elite clients. Wealthy and powerful, they know exactly what they want, and Danielle is learning how to give it to them in style. Each chapter brings her closer to her true self, as she navigates the seductive, luxurious world of high-paying clients, stunning outfits, and irresistible opportunities. 

This slow-burn feminization story is full of teasing, tension, and moments that will leave you hooked. Welcome to Danielle’s new life, where glamour, desire, and indulgence are just the beginning. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/PHhAvb 
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six foot, mid 30's and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 

Read her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 
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Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .
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