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Sunday night, Danielle stood in her bedroom, surrounded by the luxurious new outfits Crystal had helped her pick out. Her wardrobe now felt endless, with options for every day and night. Crystal had suggested she sort her outfits for the week, and Danielle was glad she’d taken the advice. There were just  too many  choices—waiting until morning to decide would have been impossible. Every day had a carefully planned outfit, something sensual and elegant for work, and something even sexier for when she got home. Not to mention, a different negligee for each night, each one more provocative than the last.

Monday morning finally came, and Danielle’s excitement was palpable. She woke up an hour before her alarm, unable to stay in bed any longer.

"Good thing I got up early," she muttered to herself, staring at her reflection in the mirror. "This process takes forever!"

Gone were the days of throwing on a shirt and tie in ten minutes. Now, getting ready was an event. Shaving nearly half her body, moisturizing every inch of her smooth skin, applying makeup carefully, adjusting her wig just so— then came the outfit. She hated getting dressed without her wig on. It made her feel too much like Dan, a guy in lingerie instead of the beautiful woman she knew she was becoming.

Today’s lingerie set was a perfect match for the emerald dress she had picked out: a emerald bra with black lace accents, a matching side-string bikini, and a garter belt to complete the ensemble. Sliding into her nude lace-topped stockings and stepping into her black heels, Danielle admired herself in the mirror. She looked stunning—sensual, polished, and ready to take on the world.

Stepping out of her apartment, she felt more confident than she had the week before. The slight stumble as she reached the elevator was almost cute now, something she quickly recovered from with a soft smile. No one had been around to notice, but even if they had, she was starting to own these moments. Danielle was becoming more aware of her body, her steps, her posture. By the time she arrived at the office, she felt prepared .

"Good morning, Danielle," came Ms. Samantha’s voice from behind her, smooth and commanding.

Danielle turned to face her boss, who was approaching with that same air of dominance she always carried. "Good morning, Ms. Samantha," Danielle responded, feeling the slightest blush rising in her cheeks. "I trust you had a fun weekend," Ms. Samantha added, her eyes glinting knowingly.

Danielle smiled at the memory. "Yes, Ms.," she said, her voice soft but filled with warmth. "It was a very good weekend. I haven’t had that much fun in a long time."

Ms. Samantha gave her a slight nod. "I’m sure Crystal showed you a good time."

Danielle’s cheeks flushed a deeper shade of red. "Yes, Ms. Samantha," she replied, her voice almost a whisper. "I never knew I could dance in 4-inch heels."

A soft, knowing smile spread across Ms. Samantha’s lips. "As the days go on," she said, gently taking Danielle by the arm and leading her down the hallway, "you’ll find that you will learn much more about yourself." Her voice was low, almost teasing, sending a shiver down Danielle’s spine. But instead of leading her to the usual office, Ms. Samantha opened a door Danielle hadn’t been through before. The room was small, clinical, with a mirrored wall and a simple desk and chair facing it.

"Have a seat, Danielle," Ms. Samantha instructed, gesturing toward the chair. "This assessment will take about an hour, so get comfortable."

Danielle sat as instructed, adjusting the chair’s height and crossing her legs demurely. Ms. Samantha stepped closer, her hands gliding over Danielle’s shoulders as she adjusted the keyboard tray in front of her.

"Posture is very important," Ms. Samantha said softly, her fingers lingering a little longer than necessary. "No one wants a slouch. Sit nice and straight, darling."

Danielle straightened her back immediately, her shoulders pulled back. "Yes, Ms.!" she replied, her voice filled with a quiet obedience. As soon as the words left her mouth, she felt her heart flutter. Being praised by Ms. Samantha made her feel... good. Too good.

"Good girl," Ms. Samantha said with a smirk, and Danielle couldn’t stop the involuntary smile that spread across her lips. There it was again— that  feeling, that warm, heady rush that came whenever Ms. Samantha praised her.

"Now, just click the mouse, and we’ll begin."

Danielle clicked the mouse, the screen coming to life with the words that made her eyes widen in anticipation. Her pulse quickened. Whatever this "assessment" was, she knew it was going to bring her one step closer to the woman she was destined to become.

"You've been selected to help beta test a development version of an update to  The Proprietary Personality Diagnostic Tool ," the screen read. Danielle blinked at the words. The concept seemed a little more intense than what she'd expected for her Monday morning, but she was intrigued. "The beta version uses artificial intelligence to draw content from across the internet to further develop more precise personality evaluations."

Curiosity piqued, Danielle clicked the hyperlink to "Learn more about our testing process." The words on the next screen were surprisingly clinical, though they stirred something in her.

The Agency's Diagnostic Tool was carefully developed by human resources and psychological experts to identify broad categories of personality types. The Diagnostic Tool was refined and tested to achieve maximum accuracy across a broad range of classifications; however, developers reached a point of diminishing returns where human bias in selecting and assigning additional content and images failed to further discern personality characteristics. The developers coded patented AI software based on The Agency's original parameters to identify additional sorting content accessible across the web that could reflect further nuance in the subject's disposition. By calibrating and customizing additional sorting elections from an unlimited pool of content based on each subject's individual choices, The company aims to establish a market-leading personality testing platform.

Danielle nodded to herself. "Well, that sounds pretty straightforward," she thought. She clicked back to the start page and hit "Begin."

The test began as any other might. Pick the option that appeals the most to you . Two images appeared: one of a clean desk, the other cluttered. "High pay or rewarding work?" Simple enough. Danielle clicked through the first set of images without much thought, the choices fairly routine.

Ms. Samantha, from her office, watched Danielle closely through the real-time feed on her screen. Sensors built into the desk were capturing Danielle’s physical responses—pulse rate, eye movement, the heat rising from her skin—and all of it fed into the diagnostic system.

"Now it gets interesting," Ms. Samantha murmured to herself, her eyes narrowing slightly.

Danielle’s screen shifted. An image of a high heel appeared next to a sneaker, with the words sexy or casual  written above. Without thinking, Danielle clicked on the high heel, then chuckled at how automatic the decision had been.

"It did say to be honest!" Danielle giggled, feeling a slight flush creep up her neck.

As the test progressed, the choices became more... specific . Leather or lace? Fishnet stockings or latex? Thigh-high boots or stilettos?

Ms. Samantha leaned forward in her chair, watching Danielle’s reactions with rapt attention. "Looks like we’ve hit a button," she mused.

Danielle’s breathing grew shallower, her eyes lingering a little longer on the images. One set of options made her heart race—on the left, a T-girl in a hot pink corset, lace trim and bows, her long blond hair adorned with matching ribbons, her tiny panties barely covering the bulge beneath. On the right, a different T-girl, encased in sleek black latex, bound in heavy restraints.

Danielle bit her lip, her pulse quickening. She shifted in her seat, feeling warmth spreading through her body. She hesitated for a moment longer before clicking the image on the left, the T-girl in pink, then wiped her brow with a shaky hand.

"Four full seconds to click," Ms. Samantha purred, a slow smile spreading across her face. "Almost a new record."

The next set of images left Danielle breathless. Neatly trimmed, hairy, and clean-shaven male and female anatomy flashed on the screen. Her choices became more specific, more arousing with each round. Choosing between a cock and a pussy was easy enough—but deciding between a trimmed cock or a shaved one took longer.

Then, the final choice appeared. On the left, a T-girl on her knees, lips wrapped around a cock. On the right, a man in the same position. Without hesitation, Danielle clicked on the T-girl.

Ms. Samantha watched, pleased, as Danielle’s pulse surged on her screen. Another round of images began, each forcing Danielle to choose which person she would rather be in each scene. And each time, Danielle chose the submissive, femme figure—legs spread, on her knees, offering herself entirely.

Danielle’s breathing grew heavier, her thighs clenching as her arousal built with every click. Her eyes widened at the final image—a T-girl in pink lingerie, the same one from before, on her knees between two men. One gripped her wrists from behind, thrusting his cock into her ass, while the other held her head in place, sliding his cock between her painted lips.

"Ohhh my..." Danielle moaned softly, her mouse hovering over the image as she bit her lip.

Ms. Samantha’s smirk widened as she watched Danielle’s heart race and her body temperature rise. "You're just fantasizing now, aren’t you?" she whispered to her screen, enjoying every second of Danielle’s indecision.

Danielle’s hand trembled slightly as she finally clicked on the image of the T-girl. But instead of another erotic choice, the next screen went black. "Thank you!" the words read, much to her disappointment.

But Ms. Samantha wasn’t disappointed. Oh, no. Between this assessment, Crystal’s detailed updates from their weekend, and the content on Danielle’s hard drive, Ms. Samantha had all the information she needed. She now understood Danielle better than Danielle understood herself.

Rising from her desk, Ms. Samantha walked briskly to the room where Danielle sat, still catching her breath. Opening the door, Ms. Samantha leaned in with a coy smile.

"Ready to go to lunch, Danielle?"

Danielle snapped out of her daze, tugging at the front of her emerald dress. She suddenly realized how warm her body felt, a slight sheen of sweat on her skin. "Is it lunchtime already?" she stammered, then quickly added, "Yes, please, Ms.!"

"Let's go, honeybun," Ms. Samantha said with a teasing wink.

Danielle blushed at the overtly feminine nickname, the warmth between her legs only intensifying. She quickly followed Ms. Samantha out to the elevator. As they walked down the street, Ms. Samantha took Danielle’s arm, guiding her with practiced ease. Danielle focused on keeping her posture straight and her steps elegant, though navigating the sidewalk in 3-inch heels still felt like a terrifying adventure.

Ms. Samantha, of course, moved with effortless grace in her towering 5-inch stilettos. Danielle marveled at her, wondering how she made it look so easy.

They entered a nearby restaurant, the gentleman at the door greeting Ms. Samantha warmly before his eyes drifted down to Danielle, looking her up and down with clear interest.

"This is Danielle," Ms. Samantha said smoothly, introducing her with that confident air. "Danielle, this is Phil."

Danielle's eyes fluttered nervously before she forced herself to look up. "Hi, Phil," she said, her voice soft, almost timid.

Phil smiled warmly and leaned in, kissing her cheek in a way that sent a small shiver through her. "A pleasure to meet you, Danielle," he said, his voice full of charm. Turning to Ms. Samantha, he added, "Sam, your room in the back is ready."

"Thank you, darling," Ms. Samantha purred, her hand lightly brushing his arm as she led Danielle to the private room, her heels clicking on the floor with each purposeful step.

Danielle followed, feeling like a doll being guided by the hand, still getting used to the idea of Ms. Samantha being in complete control. She wasn't just her boss, but more like a puppeteer pulling all the strings. Ms. Samantha pulled out a chair for Danielle, her gesture commanding without a hint of question.

"Thank you, Ms.," Danielle said softly, lowering herself into the chair with care, trying to maintain some semblance of grace in her dress and heels.

Ms. Samantha took her seat with effortless elegance, ordering drinks and lunch for them both without so much as consulting Danielle. She didn’t need to. Danielle sat quietly, realizing how small and insignificant she felt, dwarfed by Ms. Samantha’s presence. This wasn't just lunch; this was something else entirely—a reaffirmation of who was in charge.

The waiter placed two glasses of water on the table before giving Ms. Samantha a respectful nod, his eyes flicking briefly toward Danielle before leaving the room.

"You’ve mastered doing your makeup," Ms. Samantha observed, her tone sincere but with a hint of appraisal. "How’s the rest of your transformation coming along?"

Transformation . The word hit Danielle like a lightning bolt. It was what she had read in all those stories—the idea of being changed, reshaped into someone else. Now she was living it. The realization was both thrilling and terrifying. Her lips parted as she spoke, her voice a bit breathless.

"It’s been... going well, Ms.," Danielle replied, talking about her occasional stumbles in heels and how it still felt unnatural compared to Ms. Samantha, who walked in her much higher heels as if it were second nature.

"The wardrobe has been amazing," Danielle added, her voice softening with gratitude. "I can’t thank you enough for it."

"It’s just the beginning, darling," Ms. Samantha replied, her fingers lightly brushing Danielle’s hand, the touch lingering. "As you grow into yourself, you’ll start to develop your own style. I’m sure of it."

Danielle’s heart fluttered at Ms. Samantha’s words, the intimate touch sending a spark of warmth through her body. At that moment, the waiter returned with two small chef’s salads. Danielle noticed how his eyes lingered, first on Ms. Samantha, but then on her. He stole glances at Danielle, his gaze lingering just a bit too long on her legs. She could feel it—the attention. And it made her pulse race.

Ms. Samantha either ignored or reveled in it, but Danielle found herself enjoying the subtle flirtation. It gave her confidence, a sense of power she’d never known before.

"As you know from last week," Ms. Samantha began, her tone becoming more serious, "when you filled out your application online, we accessed your computer’s hard drive and browser history."

Danielle felt her cheeks flush bright red, suddenly all too aware of the intimate details Ms. Samantha knew about her. She swallowed hard, her fork trembling slightly in her hand.

"And today, during your assessment," Ms. Samantha continued in a clinical tone, "I monitored several things—your pulse, how long it took you to answer, how long you hovered before clicking, your body temperature, even your heart rate."

Danielle’s stomach dropped. She almost dropped her fork, her hand trembling too much to keep steady. "You could tell all that?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

"Oh yes, honeybun," Ms. Samantha said with a sly smile, pulling a sheet of paper from her purse and spreading it out on the table between them. "This is where you end up on the scale."

Danielle’s eyes widened as she looked down at the page. It was like a target, with a circle of crosshairs and several points marked around it. At each point, there were labels— sissy girl, submissiveness, sluttiness, fetish, bisexual, multiple partners, satin and lace, bondage.  And each of those had a corresponding score. At the bottom, there was a small key explaining what it all meant, but Danielle couldn’t tear her eyes away from the numbers.

Bisexual, 89. Submissiveness, 98. Sluttiness, 97.  Her head spun. Almost every score was in the high 90s. It felt like her entire identity had been stripped bare and laid out for her—and Ms. Samantha—to see. Her hands shook so badly she couldn’t even pick up her glass of water.

"Take a breath, baby girl," Ms. Samantha’s voice was soft, coaxing, as if speaking to a child. "The entire assessment is designed to reveal your most suppressed desires."

Danielle tried to breathe, but the words weren’t helping. The images from the test flashed through her mind, each more erotic and revealing than the last. She could still feel the rush she’d felt from clicking on the submissive schoolgirl, the faceless man spanking her with a firm hand. Or the sight of that auburn-haired maid, towering in her heels, standing perfectly still while someone’s hand disappeared beneath her layers of petticoats.

Her mouth was dry, and her throat tightened, heat rising from her core to her neck. She had clicked on those images without hesitation. She wanted that. Needed it.

"Phil," Ms. Samantha called out as if she hadn’t just revealed Danielle’s deepest desires, "I’ll have my usual, and bring my girl that fun purple drink."

Danielle barely noticed as Phil brought the drinks, too lost in the haze of her emotions, her fantasies replaying over and over. Ms. Samantha watched her carefully, seeing the inner turmoil play out across her face.

"Thank you, Phil," Ms. Samantha said casually as the drinks were placed on the table. Her eyes never left Danielle. "Okay, sweetie, that’s enough internal torment for today," she teased, reaching over to shake Danielle’s arm gently. "Take a drink and breathe."

Danielle’s hands trembled as she reached for the martini glass in front of her. The drink tasted like a sweet, icy popsicle, melting on her tongue as she took a sip. It was delicious, but it barely registered as she tried to calm her nerves, steadying herself with another sip.

Looking over at Ms. Samantha, she noticed her employer was drinking something stronger—brown liquor, neat. No ice. No hesitation. Danielle felt another wave of emasculation wash over her. Even here, in this tiny gesture, Ms. Samantha was in complete control, effortlessly feminine but undeniably dominant.

"Now I need you to relax and listen," Ms. Samantha instructed, her voice low and reassuring, the kind that wrapped around Danielle like a velvet ribbon. "There is absolutely no shame in being interested in what you're showing interest in. None whatsoever." Her touch lingered on Danielle's hand, warm and intimate. "There's also no reason why you shouldn't enjoy or experiment with whatever piques your interest either." Danielle nodded, swallowing her nerves as she felt the tension melt under Ms. Samantha's calm guidance.

"Do you enjoy how you're dressed today?" Ms. Samantha's eyes held hers, locking Danielle in place.

"Yes, Ms.," Danielle breathed, her cheeks flushing. "I do enjoy it."

"And did you enjoy the way the waiter and Phil were checking you out?" A wicked smile crept onto Ms. Samantha’s lips as Danielle blushed harder, knowing she had been caught. "And you enjoyed what you clicked on during the assessment, too, correct?"

"I... I did, Ms." Danielle's voice was soft, almost trembling under the weight of her confession.

"Then don’t feel guilty about it," Ms. Samantha’s words were firm, cutting through any lingering doubt. "What you're doing isn’t against the law, and it isn’t hurting anyone. Just relax and embrace who you truly are."

The words were like a key turning in a lock, unlocking years of buried shame. Danielle found herself confessing more, admitting to how she had been caught by her mother back when she lived at home, the mortifying shame she’d carried for so long. But now, with Ms. Samantha’s steady, unflinching support, that weight began to lift. Danielle felt free.

After that, the conversation took a darker, more tantalizing turn as Ms. Samantha began discussing the more "questionable" side of her business. The side that could offer Danielle so much more than just a regular paycheck.

"As an example," Ms. Samantha explained, her voice silky as she leaned back in her chair, "Crystal has a date a couple of nights from now. If all goes well, she will transition from being a salaried employee to a contract one." Ms. Samantha paused, watching as Danielle absorbed the information. "The potential earnings as a contract employee are... considerable."

Danielle’s eyes widened, and she sat up a little straighter. "How much, Ms.?"

Ms. Samantha smiled, sipping her drink slowly, savoring the moment. "A majority of my contract employees make six figures."

"SIX!" Danielle blurted out, nearly knocking over her glass in shock. "I mean..." She swallowed hard, trying to process the number. "Six on the left side of the decimal point, Ms.?"

"Yes, honeybun," Ms. Samantha's smile deepened, knowing she had Danielle hooked. "Some are pulling in over four hundred thousand dollars a year. A few even cross the half-million mark."

Danielle nearly choked on her drink. "A half-million?" She whispered, her mind spinning at the thought of earning more money than she’d ever dreamed of.

Ms. Samantha’s voice dropped to a sensual purr as she leaned in closer. "I have elite clientele, darling. They’re willing to pay handsomely for the... right kind of company." Her gaze lingered on Danielle, making it very clear that she saw her as part of that future. "And they like their playthings exactly as I present them."

"I guess that explains the bonus and the wardrobe, Ms.," Danielle said, her voice still shaky, but her excitement palpable.

"Tonight, you’ll receive another delivery," Ms. Samantha’s eyes glinted with satisfaction. "It will include a tailored nutrition and workout program designed specifically for you." She let that information sink in, watching the curiosity light up in Danielle’s eyes. "I’ve also set up accounts for you on a few key sites. You’ll find wish lists and personal logins all ready to go. Just try not to buy everything at once." Her smirk was teasing, but her tone carried a promise of more indulgence to come.

Danielle’s heart raced. Shopping lists, workout plans, a brand new lifestyle—everything she'd secretly wanted but had never been able to afford. And now it was all laid out before her like a decadent banquet, just waiting for her to indulge. This wasn’t just a job anymore. This was becoming her life.

"As if that wasn’t enough," Ms. Samantha continued, "I’ve added a reading list to your favorite website. You’ll find it quite... instructive." She winked, her smile predatory.

Danielle could barely contain her excitement. For the first time in her life, she felt like she belonged—like she was surrounded by people who saw her, who wanted her to embrace every inch of her feminine, submissive side. The tension that had weighed her down for years seemed to dissolve in the heat of the moment. For so long, she had struggled with shame, guilt, and fear. But here, with Ms. Samantha, all of that melted away.

And yet, there was one nagging issue she couldn’t ignore. The constant swelling in her panties, the aching frustration that had been building for days. She had never been so horny in her life, and today's assessment had only made it worse.

As they walked back to the office, Danielle felt giddy, basking in the glow of her time with Ms. Samantha. Walking arm in arm with her gave Danielle a surge of confidence she'd never known.

"So, sweetie," Ms. Samantha purred as they walked, her voice lowering to a seductive whisper, "have you ever read about... milking?" The word hit Danielle like a jolt of electricity. She stumbled, coughing as heat rushed to her face. "I’ll take that as a yes," Ms. Samantha teased, squeezing Danielle’s hand gently.

"It’s important for your health, you know," Ms. Samantha’s voice was calm, almost matter-of-fact. "And I’m all about keeping my girls healthy."

"Th-thank you, Ms.," Danielle stammered, her mind racing, her body trembling with anticipation.

Ms. Samantha leaned in closer, her lips brushing Danielle’s ear as they reached the office doors. "I can’t imagine how uncomfortable a set of full balls must be in a pair of pretty panties." Her voice was a soft purr, sending shivers down Danielle’s spine. "I bet you’re leaking enough to keep that cage nice and wet, aren’t you, honeybun?"

Danielle’s breath caught in her throat. Her thighs squeezed together as she felt the undeniable wetness soaking her panties. "Y-yes, Ms.," she gasped, her voice barely above a whisper.

Ms. Samantha’s grip tightened as they stepped into the elevator, pulling Danielle’s body flush against her own. Danielle’s back pressed into Ms. Samantha’s hips, her knees weakening under the force of the contact.

"Do you know what my favorite part of your preparation will be?" Ms. Samantha’s eyes burned into Danielle’s through the reflection in the elevator doors, the heat between them almost unbearable. "Bending you over my desk and fucking you with my strapon," Ms. Samantha’s voice was a low growl, her hands gripping Danielle’s hips tightly.

Danielle moaned softly, her breath hitching as she felt Ms. Samantha’s tongue graze the back of her ear. "And based on what I’ve seen, you’re looking forward to that too, aren’t you?"

"Yessss, Mssss," Danielle whimpered, her voice trembling with need.

"Good girl," Ms. Samantha purred, her grip firm on Danielle’s hips as the elevator doors slid open. "Now, go into my office," she commanded, guiding Danielle out of the elevator with a possessive grip. "Not a word to Crystal. Remove your dress, place it neatly over the chair, and kneel by my desk until I arrive."

"Yes, Ms.," Danielle breathed, her entire body tingling as she stepped out of the elevator, eager to obey.

Danielle walked as quickly as her 3-inch heels would allow, her heart racing, her mind flooded with anticipation. She barely acknowledged Crystal’s knowing wink as she passed by, heading straight down the hall to Ms. Samantha’s office. By the time she opened the door, her fingers were already busy undoing the zipper on her emerald dress.

Stepping inside, Danielle quickly slipped out of the dress, revealing the emerald and black lace lingerie underneath. As she caught sight of the expansive windows lining the office, her stomach twisted with a sudden rush of panic.

"Shit…" she whispered, realizing just how exposed she was.

The windows seemed to stretch endlessly, making her feel as though anyone could be watching her. Danielle hesitated for a moment, clutching the dress in her hands, her eyes flicking nervously from the windows to the door. But she quickly regained her composure, draping the dress carefully over the guest chair and kneeling beside the desk, just as Ms. Samantha had instructed.

"Thank God I wore bikinis today," Danielle murmured, glancing down at her panty-clad bottom, which was now facing the intimidating windows behind her.

Her breath came in shallow gasps as she knelt on the carpet, feeling every fiber press into her knees, her body tense with anticipation. Her caged cock throbbed inside the tight confines of her panties, the ache becoming almost unbearable. She shifted slightly, trying to ease the discomfort, but it only made the tension worse. Time dragged on, each second feeling like an eternity until finally, Ms. Samantha entered the room.

Ms. Samantha didn’t acknowledge Danielle immediately. She walked calmly around the desk, out of sight, leaving Danielle to stew in her growing anxiety. Every nerve in Danielle's body was on edge, her breath quickening as she waited, heart pounding in her chest.

Suddenly, Ms. Samantha’s voice broke the silence, low and teasing. “I like your choice in lingerie today, Danielle,” she whispered, close behind her. “I usually prefer my girls in lighter colors, but I had a feeling this emerald would look stunning on you.”

Danielle felt Ms. Samantha’s presence even before her hands touched her. “Th-thank you, Ms.,” Danielle stammered, her voice shaky, her pulse quickening as Ms. Samantha knelt behind her and fastened a pair of cool, leather ankle cuffs around her delicate ankles.

“There’s a little black dress on one of your wish lists,” Ms. Samantha continued, her fingers gently tracing along the curve of Danielle’s spine, sending shivers through her. “It would pair perfectly with this lingerie.”

Danielle’s breath hitched as Ms. Samantha’s hands slid over her hips. Ms. Samantha stood, her tall figure towering over Danielle. “How do you like your breasts, Danielle? Are they starting to feel like they belong to you?”

Danielle blushed, the memory of her newly attached breast forms still fresh in her mind. "Yes, Ms.," she replied softly, "they feel real... like they’re a part of me now. But it’s still a bit strange when I roll over on them at night." She let out a nervous laugh, feeling vulnerable.

Ms. Samantha chuckled. "That’ll get easier with time, trust me," she said with a knowing smile, extending her hand to help Danielle stand. “Now come with me. There’s something I want to show you.”

Danielle took her hand and rose to her feet, her legs feeling shaky beneath her. Ms. Samantha guided her to the other side of the desk, right in front of the towering windows. The sunlight streamed in, making her skin glow beneath the lace of her lingerie.

"I know the windows are intimidating," Ms. Samantha whispered in Danielle's ear, her fingers grazing over Danielle’s exposed back, "but think of them as an opportunity to embrace your true self. From now on, this is where you will kneel."

Danielle swallowed hard, her heart pounding as she stared at the windows, imagining eyes on her from the world outside. “Yes, Ms.,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Oh, don’t worry, baby girl,” Ms. Samantha cooed, stepping closer, her warm breath tickling Danielle’s ear, “in a few minutes, you won’t even care who’s watching.”

Before Danielle could respond, Ms. Samantha’s hand slid between her thighs, cupping her swollen, satin-covered crotch. Danielle gasped, the sudden touch sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. It had been so long since anyone had touched her like this, and the sensation was almost too much to bear.

“You’re soaked already,” Ms. Samantha teased, her fingers tracing the outline of Danielle’s caged cock through the thin fabric. "I bet you’ve never been this horny before, have you?"

Danielle’s breath came out in short, desperate gasps. "N-no, Ms.," she whispered, her body trembling under Ms. Samantha's touch.

Ms. Samantha’s fingers moved in slow, torturous circles, pressing just hard enough to make Danielle squirm. “You’ve spent a full week in that cage now, haven’t you?” she purred, her voice dripping with amusement. “I’m sure it’s been years since you’ve gone this long without jerking off, hasn’t it?”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle whimpered, her voice strained with need.

Ms. Samantha chuckled softly, her fingers squeezing the bulge in Danielle’s panties. “I’d love to tell you that you’ll find relief soon,” she whispered, “but if anything, it’s only going to get worse. I find that my girls are far more obedient when they’re kept on edge.”

The words sent a shiver down Danielle’s spine. She wanted so badly to beg for release, but she knew better. Instead, she bit her lip, her legs trembling as Ms. Samantha continued to tease her.

“Now,” Ms. Samantha said, stepping back slightly, her voice firm, “take off your panties and hand them to me.”

Danielle didn’t hesitate. Her hands flew to the waistband of her satin panties, pulling them down and stepping out of them in one swift motion. She offered them to Ms. Samantha, her face flushed with embarrassment and desire.

Ms. Samantha took the panties, but instead of hanging them aside, she guided Danielle to the edge of the desk. “Spread your legs,” she commanded, her voice low and seductive. “Wider.”

Danielle obeyed, spreading her feet as far apart as the desk allowed, her toes lifting slightly to keep her balance. She heard the familiar sound of the ankle cuffs clicking into place, locking her in position. Her legs were trembling now, her body aching with need.

“Now, lean forward,” Ms. Samantha instructed, her voice silky. “Put your chest on the desk.”

Danielle’s heart raced as she bent over the desk, her breasts pressing against the cool surface. She was completely exposed now, her legs spread, her ass in the air, her pussy desperately craving attention. The vulnerability sent a thrill through her that she couldn’t explain.

Ms. Samantha stepped behind her, and Danielle gasped as she felt something press against her tight asshole. It was small, about the size of an ibuprofen pill, but the pressure was unmistakable. Ms. Samantha slowly inserted it, and Danielle let out a shaky breath, her body trembling as it slipped inside her.

“That’s a little surprise for you, baby girl,” Ms. Samantha whispered, her fingers now gliding over Danielle’s naked cock. “It’s filled with a special lube that will make everything easier... and even more enjoyable.”

Danielle’s knees buckled slightly as Ms. Samantha’s fingers wrapped around her throbbing shaft. She could feel her cock straining, pulsing with need. It had been so long since she’d been touched like this, and the sensation was almost too much to bear.

“In a moment,” Ms. Samantha continued, her voice a soft purr, “the lining of that little pod will melt, and the lube inside will coat you perfectly. It’ll make everything that happens next so much more fun.”

Danielle’s breath hitched as her cock twitched in Ms. Samantha’s hand. She was so close to losing control, so close to begging for release, but she knew better.

“No, no,” Ms. Samantha scolded, pulling her hand away just as Danielle’s cock throbbed for more. “If you want your pipes cleaned today, you’re going to have to stay perfectly still and do exactly as you’re told.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle moaned, her voice trembling with desperation.

Ms. Samantha’s touch left her throbbing, aching, but she knew she had no choice but to obey.

"Ohhhhh geeeezzusss!" Danielle's voice dripped with desperation.

“Don’t worry, honeybun,” Ms. Samantha purred as her hand slid back to Danielle’s throbbing, swollen member. “That’s exactly what’s supposed to happen. Now, tits on the desk again.”

Danielle obeyed, pressing her chest against the cold surface of the desk, her breath quickening. She could feel Ms. Samantha’s presence looming behind her as she moved, taking control of every movement, every action.

“Now give me your left hand.”

Danielle’s hand trembled as Ms. Samantha placed what felt like a small, delicate cup into her palm, guiding it to where it needed to be. The head of her cock was already straining with desperation, pressed tight against the edge of the cup. Danielle’s thoughts had already dissolved, overtaken by the overwhelming need building inside her. All she could do was moan softly as Ms. Samantha’s hands teased her further, her touch vanishing all too soon from Danielle’s aching balls. The need inside her flared hotter.

“It’s been a while, hasn’t it?” Ms. Samantha’s voice drifted close to her ear, silky and knowing as she came into view. “But I can’t have you making too much noise, can I? What would the others think if they heard you moaning like a desperate little slut?”

Danielle’s eyes widened as she watched Ms. Samantha fold her soaked panties between her hands, a smirk playing on her lips.

“Open wide, sweetie.”

Without hesitation, Danielle opened her mouth, taking in the taste of her own precum as the soft, wet fabric filled her mouth. The taste was undeniable, intimate, and it made her shudder. As she sucked, her mind reeled, drowning in the intoxicating mix of submission and pleasure while Ms. Samantha’s fingers wandered back down, teasing her tender, aching balls.

Danielle’s body quivered. She wanted to thrust into the cup, to fuck it like it was her only salvation, but she held back, obeying. When she felt a thin, hard rod push against her entrance, her breath caught. The feeling of it slipping inside her, inch by inch, ignited a fire in her she hadn’t felt before.

“Suck harder,” Ms. Samantha’s voice was firm but patient. “This is a prostate massager, honey. You won’t be any less horny when I’m done with you—it’s not about your pleasure this time.” She flicked the switch, and vibrations rippled through Danielle’s body. “This is about your health.”

The vibrations hummed through Danielle’s body, sending waves of need pulsing through her. The massager in her ass heightened everything, making her moan helplessly against the fabric stuffed in her mouth. Her hips jerked instinctively, chasing after the release she so desperately craved.

Then she felt it—the slow, agonizing buildup in her balls. It started like a rush, only to fizzle out, crawling through her body with none of the force she needed. Instead of the explosion she’d hoped for, her cum dribbled from her cock, leaking into the cup she held pathetically in her hand. It was nowhere near satisfying. If anything, it left her feeling even more desperate, her body aching for more.

“Just let it happen,” Ms. Samantha cooed, watching as Danielle trembled.

Danielle wanted to scream, to demand release, but she could only bite down harder on her panties, sucking and moaning through the unbearable frustration as her orgasm fizzled. Her body sagged as the vibrations stopped, leaving her breathless and needing. Then, she felt the gentle push of something thicker entering her ass—a cool, bulbous plug sliding deep inside her.

“This will help keep everything in place,” Ms. Samantha teased, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “It’s weighted, honeybun. You’ll wear it until tonight when you’re in bed.”

Danielle could barely nod, her mind hazy from the overwhelming sensations, her body quaking with lingering need. She barely noticed when Ms. Samantha stepped away, leaving her plugged, exposed, and even hornier than when she’d started.

Moments later, Ms. Samantha returned, her heels clicking softly on the floor. With a firm but gentle grip, she pulled Danielle upright, removing the cup from her trembling hand.

“Can you stand on your own?” Ms. Samantha asked, her hand holding Danielle steady. When Danielle tried to shift her weight, she started leaning back too far.

“Not just yet, it seems,” Ms. Samantha chuckled softly, “that’s to be expected.”

She gently pulled the panties from Danielle’s mouth, inspecting them with an amused smirk before setting them down. “Almost dry for now,” she commented, before pressing her hand firmly on the middle of Danielle’s back. “Now, open wide, sissy girl.”

Danielle barely had time to process the command before the small paper cup, still warm from her body’s cum, was pressed to her lips. The very thought made Danielle’s brain scream in protest, but her tongue instinctively slipped out, seeking more of the salty taste she had just sampled.

“I had a feeling you wouldn’t disappoint,” Ms. Samantha teased, her voice full of satisfaction as she guided Danielle’s hand to hold the cup in place. “At this rate, you’ll earn the second half of your bonus in no time!”

The words barely registered in Danielle’s overwhelmed mind. She was now squeezing the flimsy cup against her lips, hungrily sucking down the last remnants of her own cum.

“Thirsty little cum slut,” Ms. Samantha laughed, watching Danielle with wicked glee as she settled into her chair behind the desk. Danielle’s body trembled slightly as the shame caught up with her, her legs straining in her high heels as she tried to lower herself from her tiptoes. But she was still bound, her thighs trembling under the strain, her cock still painfully hard and throbbing.

Looking over at Ms. Samantha, Danielle blushed deeply, feeling the embarrassment burn across her chest. It was undeniable. Ms. Samantha’s teasing, the dirty words she’d used—they were accurate. Danielle was that thirsty cum slut she had just been called. She’d tasted herself without hesitation, and now she was standing there, still hard, exposed, and desperate, unsure what would come next.

“Now, it’s time to learn a bit of control,” Ms. Samantha said, barely glancing up from her computer screen. “You don’t get to clean up or be untied until you can put your cage back on.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle grimaced as she struggled to respond, the weight of the command hitting her.

Danielle knew she couldn’t take the easy way out. There would be no quick relief. Closing her eyes, she forced herself to take deep, measured breaths, trying to calm the storm of arousal swirling inside her. It was a battle. Every time she tried to focus on something mundane, something less arousing, her mind would drag her back to the weight of the plug inside her, the feeling of Ms. Samantha’s fingers teasing her, or the taste of her own cum still lingering on her tongue.

But finally, after what felt like an eternity, Danielle managed to find a steady rhythm in her thoughts, focusing on waterfalls and cool breezes, slowly pushing the heat of her arousal down, bit by bit. Her cock softened, and her legs cramped from the tension.

“I’ve done it, Ms. Samantha!” Danielle announced proudly, her chest swelling with relief.

“Good girl,” Ms. Samantha said, her gaze flicking over Danielle’s now flaccid member. “Now, put your cage back on and lock yourself up while I finish this email.”

Danielle obeyed quickly, securing the cage back in place, locking herself up again as instructed. She stood patiently, waiting for Ms. Samantha to release the ankle cuffs. Eventually, Ms. Samantha finished her work and walked over, releasing the snap links that held Danielle’s ankles in place, though the cuffs themselves remained locked around her legs.

“Now, you can go clean up,” Ms. Samantha said, handing Danielle the discarded emerald panties. “And put these back on. Then come back and take a seat.”

“Yes, Ms.!” Danielle replied, a bit more cheerfully than she’d intended. “Thank you!”

She wasn’t entirely sure why she was thanking Ms. Samantha, but it felt like the right thing to say. As Danielle made her way toward the side door of the office, her heart raced with the thrill of being allowed to clean up, though the feeling of exposure hit her hard again. How many people could see her through those wide office windows? Was anyone watching her walk out, her cage still visible beneath her delicate lingerie? And the weight of the plug in her ass—how was she supposed to walk normally with that foreign sensation shifting inside her?

Finally reaching the safety of the bathroom, Danielle closed the door behind her and caught sight of the soiled prostate massager sitting in the sink. Instinctively, she knew she should clean it. Maybe all those hours spent reading BDSM stories about femdom and submission were starting to pay off after all.

“I really should’ve brought my makeup bag,” Danielle muttered to her reflection, noting how disheveled she looked. “Guess I’ll have to touch it up after.”

She couldn’t help but giggle at the thought. Two weeks ago, she would’ve never imagined herself worrying about makeup, let alone in the middle of a moment like this. Looking at her reflection, she had to admit she was pleased with what she saw—if she ignored the cage. Danielle shook her head, pushing the thoughts aside. There was no time to linger. She had to clean up and get back to Ms. Samantha.

Within a few minutes, Danielle had wiped away the remnants of lube and straightened herself up. Panties back on, she was ready to face whatever came next.

Ms. Samantha sat confidently at her desk, feeling pleased with how things were progressing with Danielle. She’d seen this many times before—girls who came to her confused, but a little mental and physical transformation always did wonders. Some adapted quickly, others took a little more time, but it was all about tapping into their motivations. The assessments helped with that, but there was something about the hands-on approach that Sam found deeply satisfying.

As Danielle re-entered the office, Ms. Samantha waved her over to the chair opposite her desk. Danielle’s emerald dress, neatly draped on the guest chair, served as a visual reminder. Danielle wasn’t wearing it by choice; she was out of it because Ms. Samantha had decided it was necessary. Seeing it laid out that way reinforced the control Ms. Samantha had over her.

Sitting with a plug deep inside her ass was an entirely new experience for Danielle. The pressure of her weight pushed it slightly upward, but not enough to cause discomfort. It was more an odd sensation, especially when her cage tightened from the constant stimulation as she adjusted in the seat. Slowly crossing her legs, she tried to keep her aching cock from pressing too hard against the confines of the cage.

“We’re going to have a quick chat with a dear friend of mine,” Ms. Samantha said, clicking a button to bring the TV behind her to life. “Naomi is a board-certified nutritionist, fitness model, and personal trainer.” As the screen flickered on, Danielle noticed a small picture-in-picture view of herself as well. She shifted nervously, trying to compose herself.

“Relax, sweetie,” Ms. Samantha said with a smirk. “She’s a professional, and she helps all my girls.”

“Hi, Sam!” Naomi’s bright voice filled the room. The woman on the screen was stunning—raven-haired, with a perfect tan and a dazzling smile. “Who do you have for me today?”

“This is my new girl, Danielle,” Ms. Samantha replied, glancing sideways at Danielle, gauging her reaction.

Naomi's smile widened. “Well, aren’t you a pretty one!” she gushed, her voice dripping with approval. “Stand up and let me get a good look at you!”

Blushing deeply, Danielle rose from her seat, standing awkwardly in nothing but her emerald and black lace lingerie, heels, and wig. She hesitated for a moment before doing a slow, shy turn for Naomi.

“Not bad at all,” Naomi mused, leaning forward to inspect the screen more closely. “Pretty standard for one of your new girls, Sam.”

As Danielle stood there, she felt more like an object on display than a person. Naomi and Ms. Samantha discussed her openly, dissecting her appearance, her body shape, her transformation. Naomi spoke about Danielle’s “boy body” as if it were something that needed to be reshaped into a feminine ideal. Even when discussing Danielle’s structure, Naomi referred to her as a girl, reinforcing the mental conditioning Ms. Samantha had started. There was no room for reminders that Danielle had once been Dan. Every reference was designed to make Danielle think of herself as a woman—something to internalize as her new normal.

The conversation went on for ten minutes, and Danielle felt more like a piece of meat with each passing moment. Occasionally, she was asked about her health, and she had to admit it had been ages since she’d seen a doctor. Her last job hadn’t exactly offered great health benefits.

“That’s fine,” Ms. Samantha said casually. “I’ll schedule an appointment for you this week.”

Danielle’s stomach dropped. The idea of going to a real doctor like this, dressed like this, terrified her. A nurse would surely be present too, and they’d both see her, knowing instantly that “Danielle” wasn’t the name she was born with. Her knees wobbled with anxiety.

Naomi chuckled on the screen. “Better have your girl sit down before she keels over, Sam.”

Ms. Samantha motioned for Danielle to sit, which she did gratefully, trying to maintain her composure while crossing her legs again. Naomi continued chatting with Ms. Samantha as if Danielle wasn’t even there, occasionally glancing at her through the screen. Danielle sat perfectly still, back straight, hands folded demurely in her lap, all while trying to ignore the sensation of the weighted plug inside her.

“Look for an email from me tonight, Danielle!” Naomi called cheerfully at the end of the call.

“I will, Ms.,” Danielle replied, relieved that the conversation was finally over. “Thank you.”

Ms. Samantha disconnected the call, her gaze settling back on Danielle. “Don’t worry about the doctor’s appointment,” she reassured her. “There’s a doctor right here in the building, and all my girls go to her. She’s excellent and will take great care of you.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle said, grateful but still uneasy about the upcoming visit.

“Why don’t you call it a day?” Ms. Samantha stood up, walking around the desk. “I’m sure today’s been quite the adventure for you.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle said, eager to leave.

“Oh, and don’t forget your dress,” Ms. Samantha chuckled. “You’d be quite the spectacle on the sidewalk dressed like that!”

Danielle blushed again, quickly stepping into her emerald dress and pulling it over her head. “That wouldn’t be good at all, Ms. Have a good night.”

“And remember,” Ms. Samantha added with a teasing tone, “take the plug out before bed tonight. Leaving it in too long isn’t healthy.”

Danielle’s cheeks flushed a deep crimson as she mumbled another thank you. Ms. Samantha’s words made her hyper-aware of the plug once again, each step causing it to shift slightly, sending tingles through her body. She said goodnight to Crystal and made her way to the elevator, the motion of the elevator car only adding to the sensations from the weighted plug.

As the elevator came to a halt on the ground floor, the slight bounce of the car seemed to transfer directly to the plug, making Danielle’s legs tremble slightly. She made her way to the subway station, managing to walk somewhat normally, but the moment she stepped onto the platform, the vibrations of the approaching train caused the plug to come alive inside her.

“Ohhh shit!” Danielle hissed, her voice slipping into a deeper register for a moment, betraying her discomfort.

The rumble of the platform sent shivers up her legs, straight to the metal plug nestled inside her ass. Danielle let the first train pass, deciding it was better to mentally prepare herself before getting on one. She couldn’t handle the vibrations just yet. After a fifteen-minute wait, she felt ready and boarded the second train. But the moment the train jerked forward, her body moaned softly as the movement reverberated through her entire body.

“Three more stops,” she whispered under her breath, already feeling beads of sweat forming under her dress.

At the next stop, a gentleman offered her his seat, but she politely declined. Sitting down with the plug pressing into her from below would be far worse than standing. It took three times as long to get home that night, as Danielle had to get off the train at every stop to compose herself. By the time she arrived at her apartment, she was ready to collapse on the couch.

Just as she was about to relax, her buzzer rang.

“Hello?” she asked, her voice barely hiding her exhaustion.

“We have a delivery for a - Ms. Danielle Emerson.”

"Come on up, 4B," Danielle replied, mustering the energy to press the buzzer. "I need a nap after all that!" she muttered to herself, grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge. As she took a deep gulp, she couldn’t help but laugh a little. "I don’t think I need a personal trainer," she said with a smirk. "That was a workout and a half!"

The sweat still clung to her body, and the constant, tantalizing tingle from the plug nestled in her ass kept reminding her of the day’s events. It wasn’t a huge plug, but the way it had vibrated with the train’s movements had sent shivers through her entire body, making her feel on edge in a way she hadn’t expected. A knock on the door interrupted her thoughts, and she felt her hand trembling as she reached for the doorknob. Was it excitement or fear? Maybe it was both.

"There's my favorite tenant!" Bill greeted her with a wide, overly friendly grin, his eyes shamelessly wandering up and down her body.

"Hi, Bill," Danielle replied, trying not to roll her eyes as she caught him ogling her.

"These guys are here with a delivery for you," he announced proudly, as if he’d done all the work, "figured I’d lend a hand."

"You're more in the way than anything else," a frustrated voice from the hallway chimed in.

Backing up to let them pass, Danielle watched as the delivery guy wheeled a decent-sized box into her apartment. "I can’t blame him, not with how you look," he whispered with a smirk, "but I’ve got a schedule to keep."

"No worries." Danielle winked at him, feeling a little playful. "I’m not staying here much longer anyway."

"Can’t say I blame you," the delivery guy replied before making his way out. "Have a good night."

"Thank you both," Danielle called out as she quickly shut the door, eager to get back to the package.

Danielle tore into the box, finding two shoe boxes on top. They looked different from the boxes her heels had come in, more practical. She opened the first one to find a pair of bright white sneakers with neon pink laces and logos, the second box contained dark gray sneakers with baby-pink accents.

"No mistaking these are women’s sneakers!" she chuckled. "Guess my ratty old ones won’t cut it with all this new stuff."

Inside the box was a large, three-ring binder filled with recipes for post-workout smoothies, meals, and snacks. Digging further, she found an impressive collection of workout gear—yoga pants, spandex shorts, leggings, sports bras, leotards, and socks. It was like Christmas morning. Without hesitation, Danielle stripped out of her emerald dress and lingerie, standing naked in her apartment as she decided what to wear first.

She stepped into a pair of black spandex leggings with sheer pink cut-outs, pulling them up snugly over her hips. The thin fabric clung to her legs and butt like a second skin, highlighting her curves. She paired it with a matching halter-style sports bra, pink socks, and the pink-and-white sneakers.

"I really need a full-length mirror," she muttered, heading to her bathroom to check her reflection.

The small mirror above the sink didn’t do her justice, but she liked what she saw—except for the noticeable bulge from her cage, barely concealed by the spandex. She fished through the box and found a loose-fitting tank top that draped long enough to cover her crotch. Inspiration struck as she recalled seeing women knotting their tank tops at the hip, so she gave it a try. It was the perfect solution—still covered the front but left her ass on full display.

Feeling satisfied, Danielle sank onto her couch, thumbing through the binder. The last tab revealed a workout program tailored for her.

"Looks like my mornings just got a lot earlier," she grumbled, rolling her eyes.

Opening her laptop, she noticed the new tabs added to her favorites bar: Yoga, Cardio, and Weight Training. Each section contained videos of Naomi demonstrating the exercises, her muscular yet feminine figure impossible to ignore. Danielle couldn’t deny how stunning Naomi looked, and it was going to be tough focusing on the workout itself with such a distraction. Still, the focus on building her butt, hips, and thighs while toning her stomach made it clear what Ms. Samantha’s goals for her were.

"Okay, time to clear out this mess," Danielle sighed, getting off the couch. She chuckled to herself. "Holy shit, that’s not empty!"

At the bottom of the box, she found a pink yoga mat, two pairs of pink dumbbells, and a pink kettlebell. Rolling her eyes once again, Danielle broke down the cardboard, wondering how she was going to fit all this stuff in her tiny apartment. She peeked through the peephole to make sure Bill wasn’t lurking around. He would’ve loved seeing her in her tight spandex outfit. With no one in sight, Danielle quickly darted out to the trash chute, leaving her door propped open.

It felt odd stepping outside her apartment in so little clothing, but there was also something liberating about it. And, the sneakers were way more comfortable than her usual heels!

"Shit," she muttered as she re-entered the hallway.

Walking toward her was Daisy, the other woman on the fourth floor. Back when Danielle was still Dan, he had tried—and failed miserably—to ask Daisy out. She was taller than Danielle, even without heels, with sandy blonde hair and a figure that had always seemed way out of Dan’s league. But now, Daisy was smiling warmly, extending a hand as if they were long-lost friends.

"Nice to see another girl up here to take some of Bill’s attention off me," Daisy said with a laugh. "I’m Margaret, but you can call me Daisy!"

Danielle’s mind reeled. Daisy hadn’t just rejected Dan; she’d been downright harsh about it. And now, she was being friendly, welcoming even, as if the past hadn’t happened. Ugh!

"Hi, I’m Danielle!" she responded, forcing a smile to match Daisy’s warmth.

"Are you new here?" Daisy asked, glancing curiously at Danielle’s tight workout gear.

"I just moved into 4B," Danielle said, feeling a surge of confidence now that she held the upper hand. "It’s only temporary, though."

"Oh?"

"I needed a place until my new apartment is ready," Danielle added, injecting a hint of smugness into her tone. "An old lover of mine offered his place."

"That guy?" Daisy’s disbelief was barely concealed.

"Yup, Dan," Danielle smiled sweetly, enjoying the look of shock on Daisy’s face. "He was amazing."

Daisy’s attitude changed instantly, her jealousy almost palpable. Sensing it, Danielle decided to push further.

"He hit the lottery a couple of weeks ago," she added, watching Daisy’s eyes widen. "I think he’s buying an island in Dubai or something."

Daisy’s mouth fell open, her demeanor shifting from curiosity to pure envy. "Wow, that’s incredible."

"Yeah, worst decision I ever made was breaking up with him," Danielle said with a playful sigh. "And not just because he’s filthy rich now."

"Wasn’t that jackpot worth hundreds of millions?" Daisy asked, her voice tinged with regret.

"Something like that—over 200 million, I believe," Danielle said, glancing at her watch. "Anyway, I hate to cut this short, but I’ve got dinner on. Nice to meet you."

"Um, nice to meet you too," Daisy mumbled, looking dazed.

Danielle left a stunned Daisy standing in the hallway, surely regretting every time she’d been rude to Dan. If Danielle could’ve slipped in something about Dan being amazing in bed, she would have. Maybe next time! Only when she got back inside her apartment did she realize she hadn’t been the least bit worried about Daisy recognizing her. What a change from last week, when all she could think about was getting caught wearing women’s clothes!

"Okay, what’s on tap for tomorrow?" Danielle asked herself as she started preparing for bed. "Yoga?! Oh boy!" She laid out a yellow sports bra and matching white Capri pants with yellow stripes for the next morning's workout. "I have a feeling everything about the next few weeks will be testing my limits." She sighed, setting aside her work outfit for the day as well. "Time to take my friend out."

Danielle walked to the bathroom, sliding her leggings and panties aside. Reaching behind her, she took a deep breath, grasping the base of the plug. The numbing sensation that had made insertion easier earlier was long gone now. Her muscles tensed as the bulb of the plug slid through her canal.

"Okay, relax." Danielle hissed softly at herself. "Breathe deep."

It took three tries, but eventually, the plug slid out, and once the bulb was through, the rest came out with ease. Danielle let out a sigh of relief, placing the plug in the sink before turning on the hot water. After cleaning herself up, she pulled her panties back into place and stepped out of her leggings. As part of her nightly routine, she cleaned the plug carefully, then slipped into a long black nightgown. To her surprise, she found herself missing the feeling of the plug—the fullness it gave her. She debated putting it back in but decided against it.

"Ms. Samantha said to take it out," she reminded herself, "I’ll ask Crystal in the morning if I should put it back in for work." The thought of riding the train to work with the plug in sent a shiver through her body. "Maybe I should just ask her now!"

Fingers flying across her phone, Danielle quickly texted Crystal. She still couldn’t believe she was asking her co-worker for advice on whether she should wear her butt plug to work. Crystal was all for it, teasing Danielle and encouraging her to do it, while also asking about the assessment she'd taken. They compared scores, both of them laughing about how high they ranked in both sluttiness and submissiveness, though Crystal scored higher in bisexuality. The banter continued, with teasing and jokes, until they both agreed they needed to sleep. Crystal signed off with a mix of hearts and kisses. Danielle hesitated for a moment, then sent back "Luv u!"

"Was that too much?" Danielle asked herself, staring at the screen nervously. It felt like forever as the dots appeared, showing that Crystal was typing. She held her breath, waiting anxiously for a response. "Thank goodness!" Danielle sighed in relief when she saw Crystal’s positive reply. Setting her phone down, she chuckled. "I’m in love with a boy... who knew?"

Morning came too quickly, and Danielle awoke with her panties soaked and her caged member straining hard against its prison. She had set her alarm for an hour earlier to give herself time for her workout. After changing into her yellow sports bra and white Capri pants, she rolled out the new pink yoga mat. As she moved through the yoga poses in her cramped apartment, she felt odd yet determined. Naomi was a natural on the screen, her flexibility both impressive and intimidating. By the end of the nearly-an-hour session, Danielle's hips, butt muscles, and abs were sore, but in a good way.

"I’ll have a nice round ass in no time with these workouts!" she mused as she gulped down her post-workout smoothie.

She went through her now familiar morning routine, showering and applying moisturizer before slipping into a short red satin robe. The feel of the satin against her freshly shaved skin sent delightful shivers through her.

"I think this will do nicely!" Danielle said with a satisfied smile, selecting a black satin and sheer rosette lace bustier and a matching thong.

The thong was delicate, with a sheer black front panel adorned with intricate black roses and a rosette trim along the top. A tiny rosebud detail sat at the back, perched just above her ass. The bustier matched beautifully, its front panels of sheer lace and roses framing her body perfectly. The cups were also sheer, with two large roses strategically placed over her nipples. It felt decadent, almost excessive for work, but Danielle didn’t care.

"Time to give these a whirl!" she exclaimed, pulling out a brand-new pair of back-seamed nude silk stockings.

The stockings were just long enough to sit an inch below her thong, with 4-inch black lace tops that matched her outfit perfectly. After some careful adjustment to ensure the seams were straight, Danielle admired how they looked and felt. She retreated to the bathroom to apply her makeup and adjust her wig. It took some time to find the perfect deep red lipstick to complement her look, but once she did, she finished with a spritz of perfume and exited the bathroom, feeling more confident than ever.

"Hmmm, what next?" she mused aloud. "Oh, time to push myself a little more!"

Danielle walked to her closet and pulled out a pair of 4-inch heels. They were taller than what she usually wore, but the black and white wingtip design fit perfectly with the outfit she had in mind. Retrieving her silver plug, she found the nearly empty bottle of lube she’d bought a while back, and positioned herself, one knee on the mattress, to ease the plug back in.

"Relax," she whispered to herself. "Deep breath, then let it out."

The tip of the plug slid in easily at first, but then her body tensed up. "Come on," she urged herself, "you can do this." After three tries, the plug seated itself properly inside her. She stood up, feeling a rush of satisfaction as the familiar fullness returned.

"I wish I had a full-length mirror!" she muttered, catching a glimpse of her silhouette in the bedroom window. She could see just enough of herself to know she looked incredibly sexy. Fixing her thong in place, she decided to wait a bit before putting on her dress; it still wasn’t time to leave for work. Instead, she added a couple of bracelets and walked to the kitchen, enjoying the sensation of walking around her apartment in nothing but some sexy lingerie and heels, grabbing a cup of coffee from the kitchen, she felt like the leading lady out of a French new wave classic—sexy while even just drinking her morning coffee. She had almost twenty-five minutes before she needed to leave and wasn't in the mood to finish dressing yet. Instead, she enjoyed the freedom of just wearing her lingerie and heels for a while.

"It’s about that time," she sighed, slipping off the couch and retrieving her dress from the closet. "But this will definitely be worth it!"

The dress had long sleeves, and the hem fell just below her knees. Its white fabric was lined with asymmetric black panels that added shape to her hips while accentuating her waist. The satin lining caressed her bare skin, sliding across her curves in the most delicious way. She could feel it everywhere—the satin gliding over her ass, against her thighs, and hugging her waist. It was intoxicating. Grabbing her handbag, Danielle stepped out of her apartment and into the hallway.

"Be careful now," she whispered to herself as she made her way to the elevator.

The extra inch on her heels forced her to shorten her stride, but the change in posture made her feel both sexy and powerful. Her hips swayed more, her butt was pushed out just a little farther, and even her breasts jiggled slightly with each step. Stepping out onto the street, she paused for a moment to adjust to the sensation.

"Oh, I caught him looking," she giggled, catching the glances of a couple of men as she walked. Turning toward the railing, she kicked one foot up behind her, as if adjusting her heel. "That worked!" she laughed louder when she saw one of them walk straight into a light pole.

Walking into the flow of pedestrians, Danielle reveled in how her new heels affected her walk. Her hips moved in a seductive rhythm, her decadent lingerie and the dress heightening every sensation as the vibrations from the train filled her body through the metal plug. She didn’t even need to get off the train to recover like she had last night. Instead, she embraced the faint numbness spreading through her ass from the vibrations.

"Good morning, Crystal!" Danielle called out proudly as she entered the office.

"Good morning," Crystal greeted, pausing to look up and admire Danielle. "Well, aren’t you just very  Breakfast at Tiffany’s  today!" Danielle spun slowly, showing off her seamed stockings, and Crystal’s delighted gasp made her grin with pride.

"Oh, you minx!" Crystal’s overjoyed response filled Danielle with even more confidence. "That outfit is fantastic , Sweetie!"

"Thank you!" Danielle gushed, glowing from the compliment. "You should see what’s underneath!"

Crystal raised a teasing brow. "How’s your ass feeling this morning, you slut?"

Danielle blushed deeply at being called a slut, but she embraced the playful name. "Not as bad as last night," she replied, her voice low. "You said I’d always feel horny, so why not just embrace it, right?"

Settling into her role behind the desk while Crystal supervised, Danielle felt a sense of purpose that helped keep her mind off the constant throb of arousal.

"And how are my girls doing this fine morning?" Ms. Samantha’s voice rang out as she entered the office.

"Great, Ms. Samantha!" Danielle responded proudly, rising to her feet as Ms. Samantha’s gaze landed on her.

"Oh, look who’s gotten out of her training heels!" Ms. Samantha smirked. "Come here, my sweet Danielle, let me take a proper look."

Danielle immediately moved, stepping to the side and turning slowly to give Ms. Samantha a full view of her ensemble.

"Very nice," Ms. Samantha’s approving tone made Danielle’s heart flutter. "And your seams are perfectly straight! How are you managing stairs in those heels?"

"I did fine with the steps in front of my building, Ms." Danielle said confidently.

"Good," Ms. Samantha’s smirk widened, "because the doctor’s office is two floors up, and you have an appointment in ten minutes." Danielle felt the blood drain from her face as the reality set in. "Better get going."

"Yes, Ms. Samantha." Danielle replied, trying to keep her voice steady.

"Get going, girlie!" Ms. Samantha teased.

"Yes, Ms.!" Danielle hurried out the door. "The stairs will be easier than the doctor, I think!" she mumbled to herself, heading toward the stairwell.

She was right; the stairs weren’t as difficult as she’d feared, though her heels made it a bit awkward. Danielle entered the doctor’s office, taking a deep breath before walking to the receptionist.

"Can I help you?" the receptionist asked with a polite smile.

"Yes, um, I’m Dan..." Danielle’s voice faltered, but she quickly recovered. "Danielle Emerson. I have an appointment."

"All right, please have a seat. The doctor will be with you shortly."

Danielle took a seat, crossing her legs, and idly thumbing through a Cosmopolitan magazine. She was thankful the receptionist didn’t ask which doctor she was seeing. But then, it dawned on her—who was the doctor? Would it be a man or a woman? And which would she prefer? It felt like a lose-lose situation, embarrassing either way.

Her thoughts were interrupted when she heard a man’s voice.

"Danielle Emerson?" he called again.

"Yes, sorry," Danielle quickly stood, smoothing her dress. She was the only patient in the waiting room, so it seemed silly for him to call her name twice. As she walked toward the male nurse, she smiled nervously. "I was a bit lost in thought."

"It happens," he replied with a warm smile that highlighted his white teeth against his tan skin. "Follow me, please."

Even in scrubs, he was undeniably attractive. Danielle struggled to keep her eyes off his well-toned body as he led her down the hall. When he turned to open the exam room door, he caught her sneaking a glance at his ass, causing her to blush.

"Right in here," he smirked as their eyes met.

Danielle sat down, letting him take her hand to check her blood pressure and vitals. His touch was warm and gentle, his presence towering over her despite her 4-inch heels. His large hands made hers feel small, and Danielle found herself lost in the sensation.

"The doctor will be with you shortly," his smooth voice sent shivers down her spine. "Please disrobe down to your panties and put on the gown on the exam table."

Danielle’s heart skipped a beat as the door closed behind him. "Panties..." she muttered under her breath. "Of all the days to wear this outfit."

She slipped out of her dress, hanging it carefully on the door before stepping out of her heels. The process of removing the outfit she had put together so perfectly felt like a waste. On the table were a small pair of pink socks with white rubber grips, which she pulled on after tying the gown in place. Sitting on the exam table, she tried to relax, but the tension in her body was undeniable.

Eventually, there was a quick knock on the door.

"Come in," Danielle called, her voice barely steady.

"Good morning, Ms. Emerson," said the middle-aged woman who entered, followed by the male nurse from the front desk. "I’m Dr. Gilbert, but you can call me Kendra."

"Nice to meet you, Kendra," Danielle replied, though her eyes couldn’t help but drift back toward the male nurse.

Kendra conducted a routine physical, checking Danielle’s eyes, ears, lungs, and pressing gently on her abdomen as they made casual small talk. Despite the relaxed nature of the conversation, Danielle’s mind was racing. Did Kendra know she wasn’t born a woman? Did the nurse know? Surely, Danielle wasn’t the first patient like this.

"Have you recently started wearing heels?" Kendra asked, removing the pink socks from Danielle’s feet.

"Yes," Danielle smiled, unsure of how Kendra had guessed.

"Make sure you stretch your calf muscles if you wear them often," Kendra advised gently. "Over time, your muscles can shorten. And I love your nail color!"

"Thank you," Danielle replied, relaxing a bit more.

They discussed her diet and exercise routines, with Danielle proudly announcing that she’d done yoga that morning. But as Kendra’s hands moved higher up Danielle’s legs, tension returned. It wasn’t long before Kendra’s fingers slipped under the exam gown, brushing against her thong. Danielle closed her eyes, bracing for the doctor’s reaction.

Kendra didn’t flinch. Without missing a beat, she slid the thong aside and performed her examination. Danielle wasn’t sure whether to feel embarrassed or aroused.

"Make sure you stay lubricated if you’re wearing this daily," Kendra said, her tone professional but warm. "And from time to time, skip the tight bottoms for your health. You might need to go commando every now and then—but I wouldn’t recommend that at work."

Danielle giggled, her cheeks flushing. "No, not at all."

"Okay, I’ll need you to stand and bend over the table," Kendra instructed, noticing the panic in Danielle’s eyes. "Marcus, could you step out for a moment, please?"

"Of course," the nurse replied, leaving the room.

"He's a good nurse, and would take your secret to the grave," Kendra said as she helped Danielle off the table, "but I also understand you're new at this."

"You could tell?" Danielle asked, feeling exposed.

"Oh, Sam sends all her new girls up for their first check-up with me," Kendra explained, her voice soothing. "I’m used to it." Danielle smiled nervously, turning to face the exam table.

"You’ll need to pull your bottoms down," Kendra instructed, gently moving the gown aside. "They’re adorable, but we wouldn’t want to ruin them."

Danielle pushed the thong over her hips, feeling it fall to her ankles. She exhaled deeply as Kendra removed the plug with ease, quickly replacing it with her lubed finger. Danielle’s knees nearly buckled at the sensation.

"Stay still," Kendra said calmly, removing her finger before cleaning the stainless steel plug. She applied fresh lube before reinserting it. "You can wipe up and pull your panties back on."

Danielle did as instructed, taking the soft towels Kendra handed her. The doctor spoke about precautions for long-term plug wear and handed Danielle a prescription for an enema kit, telling her that she’ll send her home today with a couple of samples to start off with.

"It’s not something you girls can write off as a work expense, after all," Kendra joked lightly.

Danielle’s mind raced. Was anal play going to be a job requirement? She hadn’t fully considered that yet. Crystal had mentioned her date, but what exactly was expected of her? She’d have to find a way to ask.

"Any questions?" Kendra asked.

"No, not really," Danielle said, her mind swirling with questions but knowing Kendra wasn’t the one to answer them. "Thank you so much."

"I'll send Marcus back in just a minute," Kendra said as she headed for the door. "Once he’s all set, you can get dressed."

Danielle chuckled to herself as she crossed her legs, squeezing her sphincter tightly around the plug. While she knew she wasn’t gay, there was something undeniably tempting about the male nurse. Lost in her thoughts, she barely noticed when he returned, setting a small brown paper bag on the table. They exchanged small talk as he got everything ready, and when he approached her, Danielle felt a thrill of excitement.

"You're fine right where you are," Marcus reassured her, straddling her lower legs to draw her blood. "This will just take a moment."

Danielle's heart raced as his body pressed closer to hers, his voice low and smooth. "The doctor left a couple of samples for you to take home," Marcus added, setting a vial on the table.

"Oh, thank you." Danielle felt her hips practically wiggle, knowing what those samples would be for.

Her embarrassment faded as she started to feel something else—sexy, powerful even. As Marcus wrapped a rubber band around her arm, Danielle found herself overtly flirting. Her right leg slid up his, her foot gently grazing his calf. She couldn’t believe it—she was flirting with him, and it felt... good.

"You're going to feel a slight prick," Marcus said, and Danielle giggled.

"Slight?" She raised an eyebrow, her voice sultry.

Marcus winked at her, switching to a second vial. As he undid the band on her arm, Danielle felt the unmistakable pressure of his hips pressing against her leg. He was hard. Her ass clenched around the plug in response, and a shudder ran up her spine. She’d made him hard! The realization gave her a rush she’d never felt before, and when he finished, applying a small Band-Aid to her arm, they both lingered, their eyes meeting in a charged moment of lust.

"You’re all set to get dressed now," Marcus said, his eyes giving her a slow, deliberate once-over. It was as if he knew he could take her right there—and that she wouldn’t resist.

"Thanks," Danielle replied, slipping slowly off the exam table, the tension between them thick in the air.

For a moment, they just stood there, looking each other over. Danielle squeezed her legs together, feeling the heat between them, while Marcus casually adjusted the front of his scrubs, making no effort to hide his arousal. But then, the intercom buzzed, breaking the spell, and Marcus was called to the front desk. As soon as he left, Danielle sat back down, trying to collect herself. What had just happened? She’d been physically—and sexually—attracted to him. How far would she have gone if the intercom hadn’t interrupted? Shaking her head, she hurriedly removed the gown and got dressed.

"Good thing there's a mirror," Danielle muttered, checking herself in the full-length mirror. "Seams are straight, time to go!" She gave herself one last look before leaving the exam room.

Walking toward the front desk, Danielle spotted Marcus leaning over, chatting with the receptionist, his ass perfectly framed by his scrubs. She considered giving it a playful touch but decided against it. Instead, she let her hips sway provocatively as she walked past him. "Have a nice day," she purred, enjoying the way his eyes followed her every step.

"You too!" Marcus called back, his voice warm and heavy with desire.

Navigating the stairs in her heels on the way down was trickier than coming up, but by the second flight, Danielle got used to the feel of the incline in her 4-inch heels. As soon as she entered the office, Crystal was grinning from ear to ear.

"Was Marcus there?" she asked, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

"Oh my God, he is gorgeous ," Danielle gushed, feeling like a schoolgirl.

"I heard he’s... quite well-endowed," Crystal teased.

Danielle blushed, her voice lowering. "Well, he certainly didn’t feel small when he pressed it against my leg."

"You slut!" Crystal giggled. "How did Kendra handle your backdoor exam?"

Danielle leaned in, whispering, "I have to ask you about that. She handled it fine but made a point about keeping clean being a business expense. Does that mean... we’re expected to..."

Crystal cut her off, blurting out, "Get fucked in the ass?"

Danielle gulped, feeling a tingle race through her body.

Crystal’s tone turned more serious. "Honestly, what happens on a date is completely up to you. You’ll know who the client is beforehand, what they’re into, and how they behave. Your first date will be with a guy who’s just into crossdressers—nothing too kinky to start off."

Danielle sank into the seat behind the desk, hanging onto Crystal’s every word. "By then, that plug in your ass will be going in much easier."

"I’m sure," Danielle murmured, unsure whether to be excited or nervous.

Crystal leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. "I’m not supposed to tell you this, but eventually, you’re going to get tied to that desk... and it won’t be a plug going in there." A chill rushed down both their spines at the thought. "And you’re going to love it!" Crystal gushed, gripping Danielle’s leg tightly. "Trust me, I was begging for more within minutes."

Danielle found it nearly impossible to focus on work for the rest of the day. Her mind kept replaying Crystal’s words, shifting between fear and excitement. Part of her dreaded the next call into Ms. Samantha’s office, but a larger part of her craved it. It didn’t happen that day, instead, on her way out to door Ms. Samantha asked about Danielle's appointment with the doctor.

As Danielle made her way home, she stopped by a local pharmacy to drop off her prescription. The pharmacist raised an eyebrow while reading it, but Danielle shot him a playful wink. Once confirmed that she could pick it up the next day, she grabbed a few magazines and headed back to her building to relax. As she walked in, she glided right past Bill, who was changing a light bulb in the hallway. Catching his gaze in the reflection of the elevator doors, Danielle smirked as she watched him blatantly check her out while she waited.

“Try not to fall off the ladder,” she whispered to his reflection, a mischievous smile on her lips, “lazy ass.”

Leaning against the elevator door, Danielle stood on one foot, bending her right knee slightly in front of the left, all while enjoying Bill’s obvious reaction. She could see his hands fumbling with the light as he adjusted himself, and that only made her smirk grow wider. Placing her hand on her hip, just like the models she admired, Danielle relished how easily she could command his attention with such little effort. As the elevator arrived, she sauntered inside slowly, making sure her feet crossed just slightly for extra elegance.

“Perv,” she muttered under her breath as she caught Bill staring until the doors closed.

Once back in her apartment, Danielle hung up her dress, contemplating whether to remove her heels. Instead, she decided to stay in them and settled on the couch, kicking her feet up on the coffee table as she reached for her tablet.

“Of all the things I never thought I’d look up...” Danielle mused as she navigated to a new browser tab, “never thought I’d be searching how to give myself an enema!”

She watched the instructional video twice, once just to watch and then again as she laid out the pieces of the enema kit she'd gotten from Marcus.

“No time like the present,” she told herself, feeling nervous but also oddly excited. Danielle took a deep breath and removed her plug, which slid out far more easily this time. She was proud of that.

Following the steps from the video, Danielle braced herself for what came next. The rush of warm water filling her was overwhelming. The sensation of warmth flooding her colon was intensely erotic and oddly comforting at the same time.

"Holy sweet Jesus!" she gasped as her body reacted to the sensation.

After taking a moment to compose herself, Danielle removed the kit and disposed of it. Deciding she’d had enough of her sexy lingerie for the evening, she kicked off her heels and walked to her bedroom. Standing in front of her closet, she spent several minutes debating what to wear next, laughing at how she now owned more clothes than ever, yet still struggled to find something. In the end, she settled on a red and black sports bra with matching shorts. The red part of the shorts formed a heart shape on her butt, which she found amusing.

The rest of the evening was spent browsing the wish lists that Ms. Samantha had set up for her. It quickly became clear which direction her training was headed. There were dildos of all shapes and sizes, an ever-growing selection of butt plugs, and lingerie that spanned from soft satin to edgy latex. One particular item that caught Danielle off guard was a full latex suit designed to transform the wearer into a life-sized blow-up doll.

“Holy crap!” she whispered, her heart racing as she took in the image. “How does anyone even function in that?” Despite her surprise, the tightness of her cage told her a part of her was undeniably excited by what she saw. “Hmm, what would a high-priced bachelor party bring a girl like that?” Blushing, Danielle decided she’d had enough for one night and logged off.

As she got ready for bed, she considered just sleeping in her sports bra and shorts since she’d be working out first thing in the morning. But with a smirk, she changed her mind, opting for a long blue satin and lace nightgown with spaghetti straps and a low-cut back.

“With so many options,” she yawned, slipping under the silky sheets, “why not wear something that’s actually made for sleeping?”

That night, Danielle was once again visited by dreams filled with heat and longing. She woke up the next morning with soaked panties, her caged body surging with frustration. Her desire for another round of “milking” filled her mind, but she couldn’t help wondering if it was more about wanting another session of anal play with Ms. Samantha. The morning workout did little to quiet those thoughts either. One particular exercise had her lying on her back, thrusting her hips into the air while holding a kettlebell on her lower abdomen. Each thrust only deepened the longing she was feeling.

Ninety minutes later, Danielle was dressed and ready for work. Her plug was firmly in place, her outfit chosen to perfection. Red patent heels with a matching red lace bra, thong, and garter belt that held up nude lace-top stockings. Her lingerie was hidden beneath a fitted red pencil dress, which had a built-in sheer scarf that allowed her to control just how much cleavage to show. As she made her way through the day, catching the occasional glance from a passerby, she found herself wondering how much breast augmentation would cost.

"I can't believe I'm actually considering a boob job," she muttered as she stepped into the elevator. "You're here until you get that bonus check," she told herself, "then it’s time to move on!"

The day passed in a blur of activity, which helped Danielle focus more on work and less on her life as a sissy. She reminded herself of the plan—save enough, then leave. But as she sat at her desk, she realized she had grown comfortable as Danielle, more than she had ever been as Dan. The money only made it harder to think about walking away.

“Big day today!” Crystal exclaimed as Danielle walked into the office.

“What’s the occasion?” Danielle asked, setting down her bag.

“Payday, silly!” Crystal giggled. “Ms. Samantha deposits our checks a day early.”

"Oh, well that is exciting." Danielle replied. "I honestly don't even know what my salary is!"

"You won't be disappointed." Crystal replied with a wink.

Danielle then realized that Crystal had been the one to rifle through her laptop just as they'd done to those two applicants yesterday! A mixture of anger and embarrassment filled Danielle as she realized Crystal had been privy to her deepest thoughts and kinks. Yet, Crystal had never once judged Danielle on them. She knew, read and saw it all and never brought it up or teased her about it. The feelings quickly passed to admiration for her friend. Danielle wondered if they could still remain friends after she left? Tomorrow night Crystal had her first date with a client, would she be back on Friday? There were too many questions for Danielle to deal with at once, she needed to focus on work for a bit.

She was disappointed to learn that Crystal wouldn't be in tomorrow in order to get ready for her date. Her first time out with a client was the priority for Crystal after all. Danielle would be on her own, but managing an office with little to no foot traffic was beyond easy. Their quiet conversation was interrupted by Crystal's phone making a cash register sound.

"Pay day!" Crystal squealed once more.

Danielle logged into her banking app, her heart skipping a beat. She’d never bothered checking it regularly before because she rarely had much money. But today was different. When the number on her screen loaded, her mouth dropped open. It didn’t make sense—she was making that much? After doing the math, she realized she was pulling in more than three times what she’d made at her previous job!

"This can’t be right," she whispered to herself, her mind spinning.

"Oh that's right," Crystal giggled, "you're probably the highest paid office assistant in the entire city, and the money only goes up from there!" Danielle realized she could move out of her apartment today if she wanted to based on this paycheck. "If my night goes well tomorrow," Crystal whispered, "which I know it will, I'm going to buy myself a pair of those designer heels all the celebrities wear." Danielle looked quizzically at her friend for a moment. "Oh, you poor girl, let me show you."

Logging into a site, Crystal made a couple quick keystrokes to bring up a pair of black heels with what had to be a 1-inch platform and a spiked heel that looked like it could hurt someone. The red sole of the heel looked almost as impressive as the deep, highly polished black. Then Danielle looked at the price tag and gasped. The shoes were more than what she'd spent on food for herself for the last month!

"You can't be serious!" Danielle blurted. "For shoes?!"

"French designer shoes babe," Crystal gushed, "I plan on having a closet full eventually!"

Danielle couldn't wrap her head around it, a month ago she'd have been lucky to make that after busting her ass all week, and that was before taxes! Now Crystal was looking forward to spending that amount on a pair of heels! Money wasn't everything, but this kind of money is life changing. Dan had fought for every dollar he earned, while Danielle was being thrown money for just showing up and looking pretty! Danielle feared she wouldn't be able to walk away from this job when the time came, aside from the large influx of cash, she reluctantly had to admit she felt most comfortable as Danielle.

The rest of the workday had Danielle’s mind spinning, contemplating not just her future at the office, but her life as a whole. She had no close relationship with her parents, no siblings, and barely any real long-term friends. The closest person to a friend was sitting next to her at work! Danielle realized she could easily live out her life as her new self, and no one would be any wiser. But could she truly embrace that?

On the train ride home, her thoughts were still swirling when she got part of her answer.

“Hi,” a man said as they stepped off the train together, “I’m Cooper.”

“Hi, Cooper,” Danielle responded cautiously.

“I don’t normally do this,” he continued, clearly nervous—something Danielle could relate to. “But here’s my card.”

Danielle took the card, unsure why this stockbroker was handing it to her. “I’m not really into the stock market.”

“Actually,” Cooper’s face flushed with embarrassment, “I was thinking dinner, maybe… if you’re single?”

Danielle’s heart raced. “I’ll let you know,” she said, feeling a thrilling rush. “I just came into some cash, so maybe we could do both.”

Cooper’s face lit up. “That would be great! I’ll look forward to hearing from you!”

Danielle smiled as Cooper practically skipped up the stairs. She’d just been hit on! Asked out! The excitement buzzed through her, and it took all her self-control not to immediately text Crystal about it. Once she got home, she finally gave in and sent the message. Within a minute, her phone rang.

“Oh my GOD, tell me everything!” Crystal squealed.

“Well, hello to you too,” Danielle laughed. “He’s not quite Marcus-level dreamy, but cute.”

“You need to call him!”

“I can’t call him,” Danielle protested. “He’s a guy, and I can’t go out with a guy!”

“Why the hell not?”

“I don’t know,” Danielle sighed. “It feels wrong. I’m not a real girl.”

Crystal’s tone softened but stayed firm. “Aside from the paycheck you got today, were you happy as Dan? Really happy?”

Danielle couldn’t answer.

“The day you walked in for your interview, you didn’t look happy,” Crystal continued. “But yesterday, you were strutting like you owned the place, ready to dominate the catwalk!”

“True,” Danielle admitted.

“And today, you seem off, like you’re ashamed of how great you felt the day before. Am I right?”

“Yes.”

“So, what changed?”

Danielle relayed her guilt, mostly over the shopping list of toys and lingerie, especially the blow-up doll latex outfit and the dildos. Crystal soothed her worries, reminding her that the guilt wasn’t really about the things themselves but about how much she was enjoying them. Danielle felt guilty because, for the first time in her life, she felt like herself. She had always been turned on by stories of sissies having sex with men, but now that it was a real possibility, the reality was both terrifying and thrilling.

“Does this mean I’m gay?” Danielle asked, tears threatening to spill.

“Forget society’s labels,” Crystal replied gently. “The only label you need is whether or not what you’re doing makes you happy.”

Crystal’s words struck Danielle deeply. She could feel how much her friend genuinely cared. As much as Crystal was excited about her upcoming date, Danielle knew that if her friend could, she’d be right there, helping her through this moment. But Crystal was right—this was something only Danielle could work out for herself.

“Do me a favor,” Crystal said. “Put on something sexy tonight, something fun, and keep it on until you go to bed!”

“Okay.”

“Promise me!” Crystal insisted.

“I promise.”

“And send me a pic when you’re done! I need something to get me going tonight!”

“If you say so!” Danielle giggled, blushing. “Thank you.”

“That’s what I’m here for, Sweetie,” Crystal responded warmly. “I’m always here for you.”

“Thanks.”

Danielle felt Crystal’s sincerity, and that gave her a sense of purpose. She didn’t want to let her friend down. Danielle headed to her bedroom, determined to find the perfect outfit to entice Crystal and prove her commitment to this new chapter in her life. Then she found it! Quickly stripping off her clothes, she laid out her selections on the bed before carefully getting dressed.

“This needs just a bit more,” Danielle said as she slipped into 4-inch heels and headed to the bathroom.

The change in lingerie called for a change in makeup—deeper eye shadow, more daring lipstick. As she stood at the vanity, she spotted the silver plug and felt a familiar tingle. Without hesitation, she walked back to the bed, slipped down her panties, and with a slow, deliberate motion, pushed the plug back inside.

“I hate to admit how much I missed that feeling,” Danielle purred as she pulled her panties back into place.

"Okay, picture time!" She set up her phone on the kitchen table, positioning it just right for the perfect shot. Using the selfie timer, Danielle posed confidently, snapping nine photos in total. She reviewed them, finally selecting her two favorites to send to Crystal.

"Okay," she said aloud, admiring her handiwork. "I look GO-OD!"

Danielle had chosen a hot pink satin corset, white back-seamed stockings, and matching pink-and-white wingtip heels. She wore low-cut, cheeky boyshorts with rows of ruffles, and topped it all off with glossy pink lipstick and matching eyeshadow. Satisfied, she sent the pictures to Crystal and waited. And waited. And waited some more.

Finally, Crystal responded. "Holy sex on a stick!" the message read. "I had to seriously consider whether getting fired for jerking off to your pics was worth it!"

Danielle blushed deeply, sinking into her couch. "Oh, I just LOVE IT!" Crystal added. Danielle could only manage to send back blushing emojis. "The pic of your back and ass is now my phone’s home screen. Muah!"

Crystal’s approval was just what Danielle needed to boost her confidence. She felt sexy and powerful, like a playboy cover girl in her luxurious outfit before going to her birthday suit in the centerfold. Immersing herself in her most favorite stories online, Danielle pictured herself as the sexy sissy bending to her Mistress’ every whim in them. When she was finally too tired to read anymore, she slipped into a hot pink and white flyaway babydoll with sheer french cut bottoms and climbed into bed.

By morning, Danielle was more determined than ever. After another dream-filled night, she woke to soaked panties, her mind filled with fantasies. And despite everything, she couldn’t wait to see what her next workout would bring.

Leaving for work, Danielle was fully immersed in her new life as a girl. The tan satin and lace demi bra, side string bikinis, and garter belt felt incredible under her black skirt and tan top. She had picked a pair of tan slingback 4-inch heels, loving the way they looked even if they were a bit much to wear all day. The weighted plug in her ass felt so natural now, like it belonged there, giving her a constant reminder of her submission. Today was the complete opposite of how she'd felt the previous morning. Everything just seemed to click, and Danielle was ready to embrace every part of it.

The day turned out perfect. She and Crystal had the office to themselves since Ms. Samantha was away with other appointments. They shared lunch outside, basking in the warm sun, laughing like carefree girls. Danielle couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so free, so at peace with who she was becoming.

"I’m going to miss you tomorrow," Danielle said, hugging Crystal tightly as they locked up for the night.

"I’ll miss you too," Crystal responded, her embrace warm and lingering. "I’ll text you when I get home tomorrow night, but it might be late."

"That’s fine." Danielle couldn’t help but feel a little envious, but she was also thrilled for Crystal and her first date with a client.

"I’ll give you all the juicy details the next day, don’t worry," Crystal winked, "but I might be running a little late, depending on how the night goes."

Danielle smiled, feeling a rush of excitement for her friend. "Just enjoy it and be safe."

They parted ways, but kept texting a bit throughout the evening, though Danielle could tell Crystal's mind was elsewhere, getting ready for her big night. Slipping into her soft red satin nightie, Danielle tried to sleep, but her thoughts kept drifting back to Crystal’s first date. The idea of it, what it meant, made her heart race.

The next morning, after her workout and some extra coffee, Danielle dressed in a cream-colored floral lingerie set with matching tan stockings, a pink and cream lace dress, and 4-inch cream heels. Everything felt right as she grabbed her cream-colored purse and headed to work, fully embracing her femininity. Being the only one in the office felt strange at first, but it didn’t last long.

"Danielle, please come to my office," Ms. Samantha’s voice crackled through the phone speaker. "And lock the front door on your way."

"Yes, Ms. Samantha," Danielle replied, her pulse quickening as she locked the front door and made her way to Ms. Samantha’s office.

After taking a deep breath, she knocked on the door and heard Ms. Samantha invite her in. She was waved to a chair, and Danielle carefully sat down, crossing her legs and sitting as gracefully as possible.

"How are you feeling this morning, Danielle?" Ms. Samantha asked with that knowing smile of hers.

"Very good, Ms. Samantha," Danielle replied, though she felt a little nervous. "It’s strange without Crystal around."

Ms. Samantha nodded. "I understand, but soon enough, you’ll be on your own more often. Crystal is moving into the next phase of her career here, and in time, you will too." The thought of Crystal advancing brought a mix of pride and a touch of sadness, but Danielle knew it was what her friend wanted. "How’s the weighted plug treating you?"

Danielle blushed, feeling the warmth creep into her cheeks. "It took some getting used to, Ms. Samantha. The first subway ride was... intense," she admitted, "but it’s easier now."

"Good girl," Ms. Samantha praised, making Danielle’s chest swell with pride. "Your training will increase gradually, as I see you adapting. You’re coming along wonderfully." Her voice dropped lower as she added, "And as I’ve said before, I will never push you into anything you’re not ready for."

"Thank you, Ms.," Danielle whispered, feeling a rush of both relief and anticipation.

"Now," Ms. Samantha’s eyes gleamed as she continued, "take off that pretty dress and drape it over the back of your chair."

Danielle hesitated for just a second, caught off guard by the sudden command. But she quickly stood, unzipping her dress and letting it fall to her feet before folding it neatly over the chair. Now, standing in just her cream and floral lingerie, she felt exposed, her pulse quickening again.

"Lovely," Ms. Samantha remarked, standing and slowly walking around her desk. "You know how much I adore floral on my girls. Now, kneel for me."

Danielle immediately complied, sinking to her knees on the plush carpet. Her gaze followed Ms. Samantha’s every move, watching her boss's tight-fitting dress pants sway as she approached.

"I’m sure you remember your scores from the assessment," Ms. Samantha said, circling her, "and I’m quite pleased with how well you’ve taken to your anal training." Danielle’s face flushed as memories of the assessment flooded back.

"But there’s another form of training," Ms. Samantha purred, her voice growing even more seductive. "It’s time for you to learn the art of pleasing with your mouth."

Danielle’s eyes widened, her heart pounding. Ms. Samantha unzipped the front of her dress pants, revealing a pink-colored strap-on. It was smaller than some of the terrifying dildos Danielle had seen online, but still, the sight of it pointed directly at her mouth made her throat go dry.

"We’ll start slow," Ms. Samantha reassured her, moving closer, "but this will become second nature soon enough." She gently brushed Danielle’s hair behind her ear, guiding her head closer to the tip of the smooth phallus. "Open up, sweetie."

Danielle’s lips parted almost involuntarily, her mouth watering as she took in the sight of the pink dildo. Her body betrayed her hesitation, and before she knew it, the head of the strap-on was sliding past her lips.

"That’s it, good girl," Ms. Samantha cooed, her voice dripping with satisfaction as Danielle’s tongue swirled along the length of the toy. The taste of the silicone mixed with the musky scent of Ms. Samantha’s perfume, making her head swim.

Danielle's hands instinctively grabbed onto Ms. Samantha’s hips, pulling her closer as she took more of the dildo into her mouth. Her mind raced—this was happening. She was on her knees, sucking on her boss’s fake cock like a good little sissy. The heat from her face spread down her neck, and her thighs squeezed together as she felt her plug shift with every bob of her head.

"That’s it, take it deeper," Ms. Samantha’s voice was low, sultry, encouraging.

Danielle tried to take the toy deeper, gagging slightly as it hit the back of her throat. She pulled back just enough to catch her breath before diving in again, her lips wrapped tightly around the pink shaft.

"Oh, you’re going to make such a perfect little slut," Ms. Samantha whispered, her fingers tangling in Danielle’s hair. "Just wait until it’s the real thing, sweetheart."

Danielle’s heart raced at the thought, her hips shifting as the plug inside her ass seemed to pulse with every word.

Stopping short of gagging, Danielle backed off. The shaft wasn't long, maybe 5 inches, yet it was long enough to hit Danielle's gag reflex.

"That's okay," Ms. Samantha’s voice flowed with a calm, steady encouragement that made Danielle want to hear more, "just relax and try again, you can do this." Danielle tried again, slowly pushing her face forward, feeling more of the shaft slide into her mouth. Her hands gripped Ms. Samantha's hips tightly as the tip began pressing at the back of her throat.

"Stop right there for a moment," Ms. Samantha’s soothing voice guided her, while one hand rested gently on the back of Danielle's head, holding her in place. "Just hold it, get used to the feeling."

Danielle’s eyes watered as the dildo sat close to triggering her gag reflex, but Ms. Samantha was patient. Slowly, she backed the dildo out just an inch before pushing it back in to the same spot. Over and over, Ms. Samantha moved the lilac phallus, training Danielle to time her breathing and relax into the sensation. With every thrust, Danielle found herself getting closer to taking the entire length.

"That's why they call it a blowjob, honeybun," Ms. Samantha teased, wiping the glistening drool from the corner of Danielle's mouth. "It’s a lot of work to keep from passing out."

"Yes, Ms.," Danielle rasped, her throat dry from the strain.

"I would ask if you enjoyed that, but instead..." Ms. Samantha gestured downwards. "Look at the floor in front of you."

Danielle’s gaze dropped, and her heart skipped a beat. The puddle of precum that had pooled beneath her knees was far bigger than she expected. It soaked through her panties, a thin but steady stream of clear liquid dripping onto the floor.

"I bet you didn’t even realize that was happening, did you?" Ms. Samantha smirked, her pink phallus still jutting from her dress pants.

"No, Ms.," Danielle whispered, unable to tear her eyes away from the mess she’d made. "Not at all."

"Both are very positive signs," Ms. Samantha continued, her voice carrying a note of satisfaction. "It shows you were focused on the task rather than yourself, and that you were excited by it as well."

Danielle noticed she referred to it as a task and not what the task was. Ms. Samantha removed the lilac dildo, slid off the desk and zipped her fly before walking behind her desk. Instead of sitting, she opened a drawer, keeping the item she retrieved out of view of Danielle.

"Normally, I'd have you lick up that puddle," she smirked at Danielle before continuing, "but as you only have the one wig I don't want you to get it messy." Danielle flushed with embarrassment, it wouldn't take much to get her to lick up the puddle, she'd probably do it and smile after! "Push your panties to your knees and bend forward."

Her body reacted before she could even comprehend the words she'd heard. With her panties at her knees, Danielle leaned forward until her face was only inches from the floor, arms outstretched before her. With her hair around her face, Danielle could only hear Ms. Samantha moving around her. She jumped slightly when she felt Ms. Samantha's hand on her ass but relaxed quickly. Danielle focused on her breathing as Ms. Samantha grasped the base of the plug with her other hand. Stretching her arms as far as she could, Danielle moaned louder than she'd expected as Ms. Samantha slowly pulled the plug out of her ass.

"Someone seems to be enjoying this!" Ms. Samantha teased as she held the widest part of the plug in Danielle's sphincter. "It's okay to like it you know."

"Yes, Ms.!" Danielle cooed feeling quite slutty at the moment.

"Now, well get this one out of the way," Ms. Samantha said while watching Danielle's ass react to being momentarily empty, "and move you to the next one."

Before Danielle could speak a plug was already entering her body, she could tell immediately it was bigger than the last. Arching her back, Danielle breathed deeply as the plug slowly stretched her. Her small canal burned as the flesh and muscles accepted more than they'd had before. Finally, relief came as the rings of her asshole slowly relaxed around the tapered plug. The part still left in her anal canal was thicker than the other plug as well, leaving Danielle feeling as if she had only half relieved herself the last time she was on the toilet.

"Ohhhh my!" Danielle exhaled, not wanting or ready to move just yet.

"How does that feel sissy?" Ms. Samantha asked from somewhere behind her.

"I feel so full Ms.!" responded Danielle breathlessly. "And horny!"

"That's always good to hear," Ms. Samantha replied, walking back to her desk, "I prefer to keep my girls horny, they tend to be more willing to please when they are horny!" Looking down at her charge, Ms. Samantha was more than pleased with the sight as Danielle's hips wiggled slightly from side to side. "When you're ready you can take the other toy to the bathroom to clean up, then don't forget about my floor." Pausing for a moment, Ms. Samantha decided to see just what frame of mind Danielle was in. "Unless of course you'd prefer to lick it clean!"

"I would, Ms.," Danielle moaned, feeling her whole body flush with desire.

"Then ask nicely," Ms. Samantha said, enjoying every second of Danielle’s submission.

"Please, Ms. Samantha," Danielle whimpered, desperate and needy, "please, can I lick my precum from your floor?"

Ms. Samantha’s smirk widened. "How could I deny you when you’re such a good, horny girl? Go ahead."

Danielle moaned louder, backing up to the puddle, her hair swept to one side as she lowered her face to the floor. She hesitated for just a moment, but the thought of pleasing Ms. Samantha, the thrill of being her dirty sissy, overpowered everything.

Her tongue slid out, pressing against the carpet, tasting the salty mixture of precum and fibers.

"Such a dirty slut," Ms. Samantha cooed, her hands returning to Danielle’s ass, manipulating the plug. "How do you taste, my little slut?"

"Salty, Ms.," Danielle gasped, her tongue sweeping the floor again as Ms. Samantha’s thumb pressed against the base of the plug, teasing her more.

"Before long," Ms. Samantha’s voice dripped with teasing delight, "it won’t be your own precum you’ll be licking up. Imagine tasting someone like that cute stockbroker... or maybe Nurse Marcus?"

Danielle’s whole body trembled at the thought, her mind spiraling deeper into her submissive fantasies.

"That’s enough for now," Ms. Samantha pulled her hands away, letting Danielle’s body cool down. "Go clean up, sweetie. We’ve got a lot more training ahead of us."

Danielle rose shakily, pulling up her soaked panties, and headed to the bathroom. Her body felt heavy, full, and her mind was buzzing with desire. It wasn’t just the physical fullness of the larger plug—it was the rush of submitting so fully, so completely, that consumed her thoughts.

For the remainder of the day the bigger plug was in the forefront of Danielle's mind. How could it not be? She felt like she was trapped mid-doo dooing, yet she also felt hornier than she had ever before. On the ride home it wasn't just the vibrations of the train turning her on, but she kept wondering all kinds of indecent things about the other passengers regardless of sex. Danielle wanted nothing more than to enjoy them all and be enjoyed by them. As Danielle.

Entering her apartment, Danielle received an email. Checking her phone, Ms. Samantha had sent a quick note praising her work that day and telling her to open the attachment. Danielle had to take out her tablet for that as it was a zip file. When it finally opened, Danielle first opened the text document. The instructions were simple and clear.

"Twenty minutes each morning before work and evening." Danielle said reading the words out loud. "Oh, holy shit!" Danielle blurted opening the first video file. "That is not going to help me feel less horny!"

The first of six videos lasted twenty minutes and was nothing but women, and sissies performing oral sex on men. Per the instructions, Danielle was to not only watch the video but observe how those performing oral sex pleased their partner with more than just their mouth. Each scene focused on more than just their mouths—hands, eyes, body movements all played a role. Danielle’s eyes widened as she realized what this was: training. Running into her bedroom, as fast as her heels and the plug would allow, Danielle retrieved a 6" dildo she'd hidden away out of pure guild after she'd bought it. Setting the tablet up on her coffee table, Danielle propped it up with a shoe box before putting the base of the dildo on the tabletop.

"No time like the present!" Danielle said, unconsciously licking her lips before plunging her mouth onto the smooth purple shaft.
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