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Thursday morning on the train, Danielle’s mind was completely in the gutter. After last night’s oral practice—going way beyond the 20 minutes Ms. Samantha had asked for—she’d repeated the same thing again this morning, deep-throating her dildo and trying to perfect every little trick from the videos Ms. Samantha had sent. Her throat still tingled from how much she’d worked it, and the plug snug in her ass buzzed lightly as the train rocked. She’d also managed to take the fatter plug this morning after some effort, and now it felt like her body had finally adjusted. But, oh, her balls… They ached, swollen, and heavy with all the built-up cum she hadn’t been allowed to release.

“Oh fuck!” she hissed, snapping out of her dirty thoughts as she almost missed her stop.

She scrambled toward the train doors, thankful she’d opted for 3.5-inch heels instead of her usual 4-inchers today. She wasn’t sure she’d have been able to move that fast otherwise. As she walked up the steps to the street, she felt the soft whisper of her dress gliding over her stocking-clad thighs, making her feel sexy as hell. She was overdressed, but she didn’t care. Her royal blue A-line dress with a chiffon overlay felt luxurious, and her strappy silver heels paired perfectly with her white lace lingerie and nude stockings. She even matched her purse to her outfit, small and silver, dangling delicately from her wrist. She felt hot .

As she stepped into the building, a man waiting by the elevator turned and smiled at her.

“Well, good morning, Danielle, right?”

Danielle blinked, momentarily caught off guard. “Uh, yes,” she replied, regaining her composure. “Good morning.”

“I’m Tom,” he said, offering his name this time. “I take it your cold is all better?”

Cold? Oh yeah, that excuse. “Yes, I’m feeling much better now, thanks,” she said with a smile.

“You look fantastic.”

“Thank you!” Danielle beamed, feeling a surge of confidence.

It was one thing when Bill, the sleazy super at her building, ogled her every chance he got, but Tom’s compliment felt...genuine. It sent a shiver of excitement through her. As the elevator doors closed, she found herself giving him a little wave.

She made her way into the office and settled down, her phone buzzing in her purse.

“There she is!” Danielle grinned, seeing Crystal’s text. Crystal said she’d be in after 10 because the shoe store didn’t open until then—and because she’d had a very late night.

“Oh, I can’t wait to hear the juicy details!” Danielle typed back, already feeling her body tingle with anticipation.

At 10:30, Crystal strolled in wearing the kind of shoes that made Danielle gasp—a stunning pair of black patent heels, with a 1-inch platform and spiked stiletto. They screamed for money, and Crystal beamed as she set down her bag.

“I’ve got to talk to Ms. Samantha first,” she said, pulling Danielle into a tight hug, “but then we’re going to lunch, and you’re getting every detail about last night!”

“I can’t wait!” Danielle said, pulling her in even tighter before...just like that, her lips pressed softly against Crystal’s. It wasn’t planned. It just happened . And Crystal kissed her right back.

"Thanks!" Crystal smirked, then winked before heading off to Ms. Samantha’s office.

Danielle fell back into her chair, her heart racing. She’d just kissed Crystal! And Crystal had kissed her back! It wasn’t like kissing a guy—it felt softer, sweeter, and somehow just...perfect. She was closer to Crystal than she had ever been with anyone, closer than she ever thought possible with someone, and the kiss just felt so right.

When Crystal finally came out of Ms. Samantha’s office, she looked absolutely radiant.

“Let’s go to the bistro next door!” she squealed, grabbing Danielle’s hand and dragging her along. “If we go now, we can sit by the window, and I can show off these heels!”

“Crystal, I didn’t bring my purse!” Danielle protested as she was pulled toward the elevator.

“You don’t need it,” Crystal grinned, squeezing Danielle’s hand tighter. “Your girl made bank last night!”

“Ohhh, do tell,” Danielle teased as they stepped into the elevator.

By the time they sat down at the window table in the bistro, Crystal was absolutely glowing with excitement.

“Look at this,” she said, holding up her wrist to reveal a gorgeous tennis bracelet, the kind that sparkled like it belonged on the wrist of royalty or a hollywood diva.

"HOLY SHIT!" Danielle gasped, her jaw practically hitting the table. “Are those...?”

“Argyle pink diamonds and rubies, all set in white gold,” Crystal said proudly.

“And what did you do to earn that?” Danielle asked, still gawking at the bracelet.

Crystal giggled. “At that point, nothing !” she said with a smirk. “He gave me this in the limo on the way to dinner. He hadn’t even touched me yet!”

“WOW!” Danielle was floored. One night with this guy, and he’d spent more on Crystal than Dan had spent on every girl he’d ever dated, combined. “I can’t believe you didn’t have to do anything for that!”

“Well, it did give me plenty of reason to suck him off on the way  to the theater,” Crystal teased, her grin wicked.

“ Slut ,” Danielle laughed, feeling that rush of dirty excitement just listening to her.

“Oh, I was later,” Crystal said, winking. “After the show, he took me back to his place and...fucked me hard.”

Danielle’s eyes went wide, her whole body tingling at the thought.

“Honestly, I can still feel him back there,” Crystal said with a contented sigh.

“Sore?” Danielle asked, her curiosity piqued.

“No,” Crystal replied, shaking her head. “I can still feel his cum, like...I can remember exactly how it felt when he shot it inside me.”

"HOLY FUCK!" Danielle blurted, her brain short-circuiting with dirty thoughts.

Crystal continued, lowering her voice a bit, “At one point, I was on my knees on his bed, red lingerie, nude lace top stockings, and heels, while he was behind me, just pounding into me.”

Danielle bit her lip, hanging onto every word.

“I looked over at the mirror next to the bed,” Crystal shivered, her eyes fluttering shut, “and seeing myself like that? Legs spread, him balls deep inside me? I almost came just from the sight of it!”

“Did you?” Danielle asked breathlessly. “Did you cum ?”

“Ohhh yeah,” Crystal said, her smile wide. “And I caught it before I made a mess of his sheets.”

Danielle’s whole body was on fire now, her soaked thong sticking uncomfortably to her as she shifted in her seat. She could feel the precum practically oozing out of her caged cock, and her balls ached even more.

“What are you doing this weekend?” Crystal asked casually.

“Nothing really,” Danielle shrugged. “Laundry, maybe clean up my shitty apartment, and...you know, work on my BJ skills. The usual.”

“Why don’t you come over?” Crystal asked. “I’ve got a date Saturday night, but you can hang at my place while I’m out, and on Sunday, I’m apartment hunting and don’t want to go alone.”

“That sounds like fun,” Danielle smiled.

“And remember,” Crystal said, leaning in close with a sly grin, “you can work on your blowjob skills anywhere .”

Returning to the office after lunch, Danielle’s heart was pounding with excitement, the buzz of her swollen balls still throbbing between her legs as she walked back in. Crystal stayed at the front desk, but Danielle was immediately summoned into Ms. Samantha’s office. Danielle’s body was already aching for some kind of release. A milking, some more teasing—anything to take the edge off.

"Have a seat, Sweetie," Ms. Samantha said as Danielle entered.

"Thank you, Ms." Danielle sat down, back straight, crossing her legs while folding her hands demurely in her lap.

"You seem to have adjusted well to the bigger plug," Ms. Samantha commented, her voice warm but laced with a teasing undertone.

Danielle’s face flushed red. How did Ms. Samantha always know? "Yes, Ms.," she replied softly, embarrassed but unable to hide her pride. "It took a little extra effort to get it in this morning, but I’ve been adapting to it."

"I'm sure Crystal spent most of lunch telling you about her little date last night," Ms. Samantha mused, leaning back in her chair. Danielle smiled shyly, the blush on her face deepening. "Just so you're aware, Crystal wasn’t under any obligation to have sex with her client."

"I understand, Ms.," Danielle answered.

"Her next date on Saturday will be a bit different," Ms. Samantha continued, her voice soft but firm. "There’s a definite expectation this time, but remember, I will never put you in a situation you’re not prepared for or unwilling to participate in."

Danielle nodded. "I trust you, Ms. Samantha." And she meant it. She trusted Ms. Samantha completely. Her guidance had been everything she’d needed and more.

"Good," Ms. Samantha said, her smile turning almost predatory. "Trust is everything, especially in a relationship like this. The more intense things get, the more you rely on trust."

"Thank you, Ms.," Danielle whispered, feeling that familiar warmth between her legs.

"Now, I’m sure you’ve realized that Crystal made quite a bit of money last night," Ms. Samantha added casually. Danielle blinked, trying to figure out how to phrase her question without stumbling over her words. "She made just over a month’s salary in one night, not including that little tennis bracelet."

Danielle’s eyes widened in shock, her jaw falling open. "What…?" she gasped softly.

"The last two girls who retired left with over a million in their accounts," Ms. Samantha said, watching the shock ripple across Danielle’s face. "They earned every cent of it, but they also enjoyed earning it."

Danielle’s head was spinning. A million dollars? She’d been scraping by her entire life, and now… now this possibility was dangling in front of her, like the perfect carrot.

"Now," Ms. Samantha’s voice lowered to a sultry purr, pulling Danielle back to the present, "I bet you’d love to have a real orgasm, wouldn’t you?"

Danielle’s body tensed, the words sending shockwaves through her. "YES! Please, Ms.!" she blurted out, her voice filled with desperation.

Ms. Samantha smiled, slow and teasing. "First, take off that lovely dress," she instructed. "Orgasms during your training are earned, and you’ll need to earn this one."

Danielle didn’t hesitate. She stood up, carefully unzipping her dress and letting it pool at her feet, her mind barely registering the office windows that framed her. All she could think about was the promise of release. She folded the dress neatly, placing it over the back of her chair.

"Now, come around to this side of the desk and kneel," Ms. Samantha instructed.

Danielle dropped to her knees at the side of Ms. Samantha’s desk, her pulse racing. As she got into position, Ms. Samantha turned her chair toward her, crossing one leg over the other. Without a word, she extended her foot, slipping it between Danielle’s trembling thighs. The pointed toe of her high heel pressed right against Danielle’s thong, pushing up against the base of her plug.

"Seems like you’ve been very excited today, sissy," Ms. Samantha teased, her foot pressing a little harder.

"I’m sorry, Ms.," Danielle whimpered, barely able to keep her voice steady. "It’s impossible not to be excited."

Ms. Samantha smirked. "I know, sweetie. When we’re done, I’ll make sure you don’t ruin that pretty dress of yours."

"Thank you, Ms."

"Now, pull your panties down just enough to expose that little cage," Ms. Samantha commanded.

Danielle’s hands flew to her waist, pulling her thong down to her knees, her cock still tightly locked in its cage. Ms. Samantha reached into her desk, pulling out the small key, and dangling it in front of Danielle’s eager eyes.

"But first, let’s make sure you’re properly restrained." She handed Danielle a pair of leather cuffs, and Danielle hurried to fasten them to her wrists. Then, Ms. Samantha slipped matching cuffs around her ankles, tightening them just enough to make Danielle shiver with anticipation. Already, precum had started to drip from her cage, staining the pointed toe of Ms. Samantha’s high heel.

"Now, before you get my foot any messier…" Ms. Samantha grinned as she stood up, pulling Danielle to face the desk. Leather straps shaped like an X quickly secured her cuffs, binding her completely. Danielle’s heart raced as Ms. Samantha returned to her chair, finally unlocking the padlock that kept her cock imprisoned.

As soon as the cage came off, Danielle’s cock sprang to life, painfully hard in an instant.

"You’re on the clock now," Ms. Samantha purred, setting a timer on the desk facing away from Danielle. "And if you want to cum, you’d better give that dildo a world-class blowjob."

A realistic 7-inch dildo, complete with a suction cup, was placed right in front of Danielle, its smooth shaft standing tall and ready for her mouth.

Ms. Samantha slipped on latex gloves before resting her hand over Danielle’s cock, lightly stroking it. "Better get to work," she whispered.

Danielle dove forward, taking the dildo into her mouth, her tongue sliding up the underside as Ms. Samantha’s hand teased her aching cock. Ms. Samantha’s fingers worked slowly, using the precum as lube, swirling her index finger around the sensitive tip while Danielle bobbed her head lower and lower onto the dildo’s shaft.

"Breathe, sissy," Ms. Samantha whispered in her ear, her lips grazing the side of Danielle’s face. "When you need a break, use your tongue, but don’t stop."

Danielle followed the instructions, pulling back just enough to flick her tongue over the tip of the dildo, tasting the rubbery surface. She moaned as she circled the head of the toy, then slowly took it back into her mouth, hollowing her cheeks as she did.

"Good girl," Ms. Samantha praised. "Show that cock how much you love it."

Danielle moaned, her head moving back and forth, her tongue working the shaft like she’d seen in the videos. Every stroke of Ms. Samantha’s hand on her cock sent waves of pleasure through her body, and all she wanted was more.

"What a little slut you’ve become," Ms. Samantha hissed, her left hand slipping between Danielle’s ass cheeks, her fingers pressing against the plug. "You’ve learned so fast… such a good little sissy cocksucker."

Danielle’s moans turned louder as Ms. Samantha teased the plug, pushing it slightly deeper with every circle of her fingers. Her words sent shockwaves through Danielle’s body, every dirty name making her cock throb even harder.

"You love it, don’t you?" Ms. Samantha whispered, her voice thick with smug satisfaction. "You love sucking cock and being my little slut."

Danielle’s head bobbed faster, her throat working overtime as she tried to take the dildo deeper. She was so close, her cock straining, her balls aching.

"You don’t get to cum," Ms. Samantha said, her hand leaving Danielle’s cock, "until you take the whole thing. Get those balls against your chin, slut."

Danielle groaned, pulling back to breathe before plunging down again. She could do this. She had to. She relaxed her throat, pushing herself further and further until—yes! She felt the latex balls brush against her chin.

"Good girl," Ms. Samantha purred. "Now again."

Danielle did it again, driving the dildo all the way in, feeling the soft balls press against her chin. Over and over, she took the shaft into her throat, her eyes fluttering with every stroke.

Ms. Samantha’s hand returned to her cock, stroking it in perfect rhythm. She felt Danielle’s body tense, the orgasm building deep within her.

"Hold it cock sucker!" Ms. Samantha commanded while simultaneously gripping Danielle's shaft and holding her head in place with her other hand. "Hold it as long as you can!"

Danielle’s body quaked, tears forming in her eyes as she fought to hold everything back—the cock in her throat, the cum in her cock.

"CUM NOW!"

Danielle exploded, her whole body convulsing as her cock erupted, spraying thick ropes of cum. Her head was pulled back just long enough to catch her breath before Ms. Samantha forced her lips back onto the dildo.

"Nice and slow," Ms. Samantha instructed, her voice soothing but commanding, "you don’t want to waste a single drop." She squeezed Danielle’s softening shaft, coaxing the last of her cum out as it pooled onto the dildo. "Guys love a sloppy blowjob, but when it comes to finishing, they want to see you savor every drop."

Danielle nodded, her lips trembling as she wrapped them back around the now cum-soaked dildo, her tongue gliding along the length, collecting the salty, sticky remnants of her own orgasm. Her mind was swirling—humiliation, arousal, and a strange sense of pride all mixed together as she licked her own cum off the toy, knowing Ms. Samantha was watching her every move.

Placing the toe of her right foot directly under Danielle's shaft, Ms. Samantha drained the condom on the dildo Danielle had been servicing. Hesitating for a moment, Danielle looked as her bodily fluid oozed down the sides of the dildo.

"The only way to be a cum slut, is to BE a cum slut!" Ms. Samantha chided. "Waiting another six months before you get an orgasm like that again is the other option."

The choice was easy. Danielle had never experienced an orgasm as intense as the one she just had. Opening her mouth, Danielle slid her tongue along the bottom of the shaft, before enveloping it with her mouth. The salty taste filled her mouth while Ms. Samantha's words filled her ears.

"Blowjob skills like that will make you a very popular girl indeed, Danielle," Ms. Samantha purred, not shying away from the derogatory terms. "My clients love girls that can suck cock like a porn star!"

Danielle's head swam with the praise, her body still aching from the intensity of the orgasm, but Ms. Samantha knew better than to let her rest for long. The moments after an orgasm were crucial for keeping control, for reminding Danielle that her pleasure, her very existence, was not her own to command. Most men who dabbled in dressing up for pleasure gave in to guilt post-orgasm; post-nut clarity some called it, changing back into their regular clothes in shame. But not Danielle. Not her girls. They had to stay dressed, stay obedient , and keep their submissive little minds focused on pleasing her.

"Well done, sweetie," Ms. Samantha cooed, letting her chair slide back slightly. "But there's one more spot to clean up."

Danielle blinked in confusion until Ms. Samantha pointed down at her foot, where a thin, milky trail of cum dripped from her black patent heel. "Your post-orgasm drippings," she said, lifting her shoe slightly to show off the mess. "Better hurry before you’re licking your juices off my floor again!"

Danielle's heart raced as she shuffled forward, still bound by her wrists and ankles, her mind buzzing with humiliation, desire, and a strange sense of pride. As Ms. Samantha crossed her legs, her cum-slick heel hovered in front of Danielle's face, waiting. Danielle wasted no time, she started by slowly lowering her mouth toward the shoe.

She hesitated only for a second before dragging her tongue across the cum-covered toe, the taste of her own fluids mixed with the cold, smooth leather sending shudders down her spine. She hated how much she loved it—how the act of licking her own cum off Ms. Samantha’s shoe made her feel dirty, degraded, and so fucking aroused. Danielle could feel her cock twitching, already stirring to life again as she obediently cleaned the shoe.

"That's a good girl," Ms. Samantha praised, her tone patronizing. "Don't forget the sides." Danielle shuddered again, her humiliation only spurring her on, making her even more desperate for approval. "Oh, and there’s your precum on my stocking too," Ms. Samantha added, lifting her foot slightly. "But don’t drag your lips over the stocking—I’d hate to have to explain why I’ve got lipstick on my foot."

Danielle nodded quickly, her tongue carefully sweeping over the exposed parts of Ms. Samantha's foot, cleaning her precum without leaving a trace of lipstick behind. Her mind barely registered the taste anymore—just the act of doing it, the fact that she wanted to do it, was enough to keep her cock throbbing.

"Let me see how you’ve done, sissy." Ms. Samantha lifted her foot, turning it slowly in the air while watching Danielle’s reaction. "Hmm, looks like there’s still a bit on the side here," she mused, her voice low and taunting. "Better lick the sides and the bottom too, just to be sure."

"Yes, Ms.!" Danielle eagerly responded, watching as Ms. Samantha repositioned her shoe so the sole faced her.

Without any hesitation, Danielle pressed her tongue flat against the dirty sole, dragging it up the length of the shoe before flicking it over the tip of the toe. She repeated the motion, over and over, until the entire underside of the shoe gleamed with her spit.

"Very nice," Ms. Samantha finally said, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "But now, of course, you’ll have to clean the other one too. We can’t have you leaving me with one clean shoe and one dirty one, can we?"

Danielle’s heart raced. Her entire focus shifted to the task at the mouth, her tongue moving eagerly from one shoe to the other, her mind consumed with the need to please Ms. Samantha. She didn’t care that she was licking dirt from the bottom of her boss’s shoes, or that her own fluids were mixed into the mess— she wanted this . Every lick, every humiliating moment, felt like a reward in itself.

"Nicely done, baby girl," Ms. Samantha purred, clearly pleased. "Now sit back and relax for a bit." She turned her chair back toward her desk, tapping a few keys on her computer. "Once you’ve calmed down enough for your cage to go back on, I’ll let you get dressed and rejoin Crystal."

"Yes, Ms.," Danielle whispered, her face burning with shame and desire as she settled back on her knees. Her cock, while still hard, was no longer aching as badly, but the need to cum again still simmered just beneath the surface. Her mind raced with everything she’d done, every filthy thing she’d willingly done to please Ms. Samantha. She felt both disgusted and thrilled at the same time, her body betraying her with its eagerness to submit.

Ms. Samantha, meanwhile, sat back in her chair, watching Danielle out of the corner of her eye. She knew the signs. She’d seen it countless times before—this was the moment when her girls truly realized their place. The moment when they understood that their pleasure, their very existence, was no longer theirs to control. It was hers. She decided when they could cum, when they could feel pleasure, and when they would be left aching and desperate.

Danielle’s body shifted slightly, her shoulders slumping, her head dipping just a little lower. Ms. Samantha smirked, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. Right on schedule , she thought to herself, noting the time on her computer screen. In just a few more minutes, Danielle would be ready for her cage again.

"I’ll be right back, baby girl," Ms. Samantha said, sliding out of her chair. "Don’t go anywhere."

"Yes, Ms. Samantha," Danielle responded, her knees starting to ache from the hard carpet beneath her. She shifted slightly, trying to ease the pressure, but the weight of the plug in her ass made it difficult to find a comfortable position.

As Ms. Samantha walked out of the office, Danielle’s mind raced once again. She had just spent the last half hour licking her own cum off her boss’s shoes, sucking on a dildo like her life depended on it, and she had loved every second of it. She didn’t even recognize herself anymore, but deep down, she didn’t want to. This was who she was now—Ms. Samantha’s obedient, cock-sucking, cum-slut of a sissy.

And she wouldn’t have it any other way.

The door closing behind Ms. Samantha amplified Danielle’s overwhelming sense of submission. Vulnerability seeped into her core as she sat there, feeling every sensation. The slight ache in her throat from deep-throating the dildo, the sticky trail of precum soaking into her stocking tops, the waistband of her thong cutting into the creases of her thighs, and, of course, the ever-present fullness of the plug stretching her ass. It was a heady mix of sensuality, sexuality, and submission, a cocktail Danielle never thought she'd find herself drinking, much less enjoying as much as she did.

Just two weeks ago, Danielle couldn’t have imagined this. She wouldn’t have pictured herself confidently walking out in public dressed as a woman, let alone loving every second of it. Her old job hadn’t required anything like this, mundane, boring, and lacking in everything stimulating.

"That’s just one of the many reasons that job sucked!" Danielle muttered under her breath.

Suddenly, another realization washed over her—this was who she was now, and it was thrilling. Beyond the cash, the designer clothes, the seductive flirting, and the attention from men, she was having the time of her life. Sucking on a dildo while getting stroked had been the most satisfying orgasm she’d ever had—so much so, her body craved it again right after! And now, she was already looking forward to next week, maybe even hoping Ms. Samantha would introduce her to the full use of the strap-on. That would be the next step, right?

Just as Danielle’s thoughts started spiraling into filthy fantasies, Ms. Samantha's voice cut through the haze, "Let's see how my sweet sissy is doing?"

Danielle jumped slightly at the sound, her entire body tingling as Ms. Samantha's voice brought her back to reality. She felt a soft touch on her shoulder. "Oh, I'm so sorry I scared you, honeybun," Ms. Samantha purred. "Lost in thought?"

"Yes, Ms.," Danielle blushed deeply, her mind still buzzing with lustful thoughts.

"It's okay, it happens," Ms. Samantha smiled warmly, returning to her office chair. "Now, let’s get your little friend back under control before it wakes up." She chuckled softly as she gestured for Danielle to sit up.

Danielle did as she was told, sitting up as much as her restraints allowed while Ms. Samantha reached for the chastity cage. The term “little friend” was so emasculating, but Danielle couldn’t deny how it made her feel—small, submissive, owned. It was all part of the conditioning, the psychological game that Ms. Samantha played so masterfully. Even if Danielle had been bigger, Ms. Samantha would have still called it her “little friend.” It was another way to keep her in the right mindset, reducing her masculinity while inflating her submissiveness.

With her “little friend” caged once more, Ms. Samantha removed the strap that had kept Danielle bound in place. "You can stand up now, sweetie," she said, watching Danielle closely. "Fix your lingerie and head to the bathroom to freshen up."

Danielle nodded, pulling up her thong with a blush as she retrieved her dress from the chair.

"The bathroom’s the other way, silly girl," Ms. Samantha teased with a smirk, watching Danielle head for the wrong door.

"Yes, Ms.," Danielle replied, blushing even harder as she corrected her path.

The door to the hallway leading to the bathroom was right by the windows, and as Danielle passed them, she glanced at the building across the street. How many people had watched her slutty display through those windows? How many eyes had seen her kneel there, licking her own cum off Ms. Samantha’s heels like a dirty little slut? The thought made her little friend twitch in its cage, straining against the chastity.

In the bathroom, Danielle cleaned up as best she could, drying her stocking tops and fixing her makeup. It was strange, but even after everything she’d just done, she felt an odd sense of satisfaction. Ms. Samantha had pushed her to the edge of humiliation, and she’d loved every second of it. She couldn’t deny it any longer—she loved being Danielle .

When she returned to the office, Ms. Samantha greeted her with a sly smile. "You can take those cuffs off now, sweetie." Danielle immediately removed them, rubbing her wrists gently.

"One more thing," Ms. Samantha added, suppressing a smirk. "Pull your thong down, just the front."

Danielle obeyed, exposing her caged cock once more, her face burning with a mix of shame and arousal.

"Here, this will help," Ms. Samantha said, pulling a condom from her desk drawer. She opened it slowly, her eyes never leaving Danielle's as she slipped the condom over her caged member, making sure to secure it with a small rubber band. "This will keep you from leaking everywhere."

Danielle’s face burned as Ms. Samantha tucked the condom into her thong, the humiliation sending a fresh wave of arousal through her.

"And remember," Ms. Samantha added with a wicked grin, "it makes for a nice little snack at night." The look on Danielle’s face was priceless—shock, embarrassment, and curiosity all rolled into one.

"Thank you, Ms.," Danielle stammered, feeling her cheeks flush even hotter.

"Go ahead and put your dress back on, and have a seat," Ms. Samantha said, sitting back in her chair with a satisfied smirk.

Danielle quickly dressed, smoothing her chiffon skirt over her legs before sitting down daintily in front of Ms. Samantha. She felt exposed, even with the layers of fabric hiding her body, but there was something thrilling about it.

"Any time we interact in the office," Ms. Samantha leaned forward as she spoke, "let's call them training sessions, I like to go over things afterward." Danielle felt her stomach flip at the idea. "I want to tailor things to what you like while expanding what you think you may like going forward," she relished in Danielle's obvious discomfort, "this also helps with client placement too."

"It's all part of the process," Ms. Samantha continued, her voice soothing. "No need to feel uncomfortable, sweetie. You're learning, and you're doing very well."

The twenty-minute conversation that followed was less awkward than Danielle had imagined. Ms. Samantha was proud of her performance, and that pride filled Danielle with a sense of accomplishment she hadn’t expected. By the time she stood to leave the office, Danielle felt good —proud, even. She couldn’t wait for her next training session, or for the weekend with Crystal. There was still so much to learn, and Danielle was eager to experience it all.

Back at the front desk, Crystal beamed at her. "Did you have fun?" she asked, her voice full of excitement.

"You could say that," Danielle giggled, leaning in close to whisper. "But I have to ask—do you do the condom thing?"

"Oh, the panty liner?" Crystal exclaimed. "Girl, I had one on for my date for sure!"

The two giggled and chatted like schoolgirls until the end of the day came. As they packed up, they made plans to meet the next day. Crystal had a date but would be home late Saturday, and Danielle could help her get ready. Danielle was looking forward to it, it would obviously be a big part of her own future down the road.

As the elevator arrived, Crystal took Danielle by the hand, leading her inside. Just like before, they held hands while waiting for the car to descend. Surprisingly, no one joined them on their way down, leaving the two of them alone in the space. After letting their hands slip free, Danielle's mind raced with a new kind of excitement.

"Do you mind if I try something?" Danielle asked, her voice laced with anticipation.

"Go ahead!" Crystal answered, a mix of curiosity and concern filling her voice.

Danielle didn’t waste a second. She stepped forward, her hand gently cradling Crystal’s face. Her eyes flicked between Crystal’s lips and eyes, the tension mounting between them. Realizing what was happening, Crystal leaned in slowly, meeting Danielle halfway. This kiss wasn’t like the quick peck from earlier. No, this time, their lips parted, tongues teasing each other as they barely touched before the elevator dinged, announcing their arrival in the lobby.

“Thanks,” Danielle whispered, still catching her breath.

“Funny thing is,” Crystal teased, pulling Danielle close as they stepped out onto the street, “I always thought I’d be the one kissing you first!”

They lingered outside for a moment, reluctant to part ways. “Love you!” Crystal said, giving Danielle a tight, warm hug.

“Love you too,” Danielle replied, feeling Crystal’s fake breasts press against hers as they embraced, sending a rush of arousal through her body. “See you tomorrow.”

As Danielle made her way home, nothing could dampen her spirits, not even Bill's creepy stare when she passed him in the hallway. When she finally arrived at her apartment, she wasted no time shedding her work clothes, opting for an oversized satin shirt and a pair of yoga shorts. It was all about comfort now—no bra, no heels. She finally understood why women loved the feeling of letting their breasts hang free. Even her fake breasts, adhered to her chest, gave her a sense of release as they swung naturally under the loose shirt.

She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and smiled. The shirt hid the outline of her caged cock, but her shorts hugged her ass just right, showcasing the work she’d been doing on it. She tugged them up a bit more, feeling her ass cheeks peek out just enough to add a little tease to her already toned backside. Danielle slipped on a pair of cute ankle socks adorned with little pink hearts, giggling at how adorably sexy she felt.

“Good enough for a night in,” she said to herself, her reflection smiling back.

After ordering some dinner, Danielle poured herself a glass of wine and sank into the corner of her couch, ready to unwind. Her second week at work had been filled with eye-opening moments, from her intense training sessions with Ms. Samantha to her growing closeness with Crystal. And now, on top of everything else, she’d kissed her. The memory made her giggle, and she couldn’t help but think about that song about kissing a girl and liking it. But it wasn’t the same—Crystal had always been a girl in her eyes. Even with the cage she knew Crystal wore underneath her clothes, all Danielle saw was femininity.

Her thoughts were interrupted by the buzz of the doorbell. Danielle smirked.

"Come on up!" she said into the intercom, then set her purse on the couch before checking her appearance one last time. She felt flirty and mischievous. The moment the knock came, an idea popped into her head. Danielle quickly rolled the waistband of her yoga shorts up, tugging them tight so that the bottom of her ass peeked out, creating a perfect little wedgie. The discomfort was worth it—she was going to tease the living life out of the delivery guy, and she couldn’t wait for the rush it would give her.

Opening the door, she greeted him with a coy smile, “Oh, hi!”

His eyes immediately landed on her chest, and Danielle pretended not to notice, leaning casually against the doorframe. “Give me a sec,” she said, turning slowly so that he got an eyeful of her ass. She bent over the couch, making sure to arch her back, her heels just barely lifted off the ground.

“Um, okay,” he stuttered, clearly flustered by the sight.

When she straightened up, she looked back over her shoulder, catching him staring at her butt. She smirked as she handed him double the cost of the meal in cash, knowing full well where his eyes were glued.

"Here you go!" she said, waving the money in front of his face.

“Oh, yeah, uh, thanks,” he mumbled, still ogling her nipples through the thin fabric of her shirt.

“Have a good night!” Danielle chirped sweetly, waiting just a moment longer to let him keep staring before she closed the door in his face.

As soon as the door clicked shut, Danielle burst out laughing. "Have fun jerking off to me later!" she giggled to herself, feeling a thrill course through her body. “I’m sure I’ve never been spank bank material before!”

She returned to the couch with her food, pouring another glass of wine as she flicked through channels, searching for something to watch. Nothing caught her attention, so she texted Crystal. Their conversation was light, and flirty, as they decided to watch the same romcom together while texting back and forth. Dan had never been into romcoms, but Danielle loved the lighthearted romance now. Everything felt more natural, more fun. Even the wine, something she rarely drank before, seemed to fit perfectly with her new life.

After saying goodnight to Crystal, Danielle settled in for her nightly practice session. She felt proud of herself—tonight, she’d managed to touch her nose to the wall behind her dildo over a dozen times. She was improving, and getting more confident, and the breathing exercises were helping her control her reflexes. When she finished, she removed the plug and decided to stay in her oversized shirt and shorts for the night. Tomorrow, she’d wear something special to bed. Tonight, it was all about comfort.

Waking up, Danielle went straight into her growing morning routine. She swapped out her satin shirt for a tight ribbed tank top, just right for her hour of yoga. It was a workout she liked, low impact but still enough to leave her feeling deliciously sore. After her post-workout drink, she set her coffee to brew and went into her next task—working on her oral skills for another 20 minutes.

“Cock and coffee,” she giggled, pouring herself her first cup, “just what a girl needs to start the day right!”

As relaxed as she felt during breakfast, the next hour was nothing but obsessing over what to wear to Crystal’s. She laid out three different negligees on the bed, four outfits for tomorrow’s apartment hunting, and she still hadn’t figured out what she’d wear for that day.

“No wonder women pack so much when they travel!” she groaned, staring at the mess of clothes.

Each outfit needed the perfect shoes, too, and it was driving her crazy. Just as she was starting to stress over it, her phone dinged. Danielle smiled when she saw Crystal’s name pop up on the screen.

“Oh thank God you called,” she said, seeing Crystal’s face appear on her phone. “I have no idea what to wear this weekend!”

“Oh my God,” Crystal laughed, “a closet full of clothes and nothing to wear! Your transformation is officially complete, girl!”

“Gee, thanks,” Danielle rolled her eyes. “No wonder I plan my wardrobe for the week on Sundays!”

“Relax, babe,” Crystal’s voice calmed Danielle instantly, “tomorrow’s totally casual. The realtor’s a friend of the Agency, so even sneakers are fine.”

“A friend? Or a client?!” Danielle raised an eyebrow, still uneasy about wearing sneakers.

“Just a friend, I swear!” Crystal reassured her. “I’d definitely let you know if it was a client.”

“I might wear heels anyway,” Danielle said, thinking it over. “I’m still working on my casual looks.”

“It takes time.”

“I’ve noticed,” Danielle laughed. “Okay, let me finish getting ready, and I’ll be over as soon as I can.”

“I’ll be here,” Crystal said, blowing her a kiss through the screen. “Love you, sweetie!”

“Love you!”

Feeling much better after the chat, Danielle set aside the plainest nightie she had, then picked out a cute sundress in white with a little yellow floral pattern and wedge sandals with matching white lace lingerie. During the course of her shower, Danielle removed the false breasts as well. Cleaned both inside and out, as well as freshly shaved and moisturized, Danielle lubed her plug and bottom. Sliding the fat plug between her cheeks, Danielle let out a small moan as the widest part of the base stretched her.

"God, I feel full," she whispered to herself, Taking a moment, to adjust to the familiar pressure.

"I wonder what a good pair of these would cost?" She asked herself as she reapplied her breasts. "I wouldn't have to worry about reattaching them if they were always there!" Wrapping a towel around her chest, Danielle walked toward her bedroom closet to find the perfect outfit to wear this afternoon. "Oh Bill," she said holding up her stockings, "I do hope your heart is strong enough, I'd hate to be the reason you went to the hospital!"

Wearing her lingerie, Danielle did her makeup, and put on her wig. She loved the look and feel of the lightly boned satin black and white vertical stripe bustier and matching satin thong. Danielle had paired that with a pair of back-seamed Wolford stockings— so fucking expensive, but so  worth it. Next, she'd gone over and above, picking a pair of black patent 4 1/2-inch heels. These would be the highest she'd ever worn to date, but they fit her outfit just perfectly! Neatly folding her outfit for tomorrow into an overnight bag, Danielle then put on the short black skirt. It wasn't quite snug enough to let the clasps of her garters show, but they were slightly visible if you looked just close enough. With the skirt falling a little above mid-thigh, Danielle was sure whoever was looking would be looking elsewhere. She added a dark blue satin blouse and a short black jacket before heading out the door.

She packed her overnight bag neatly, folding the outfit for tomorrow with care. The short black skirt she put on wasn’t quite tight enough to show off her garter clasps, but if someone looked closely, they’d definitely notice. Danielle didn’t mind—she knew anyone looking would be staring somewhere else anyway. The dark gray satin blouse and short black jacket completed her look.

“Oh well,” she giggled to herself as she stepped off the elevator, ready to strut, “Bill’s loss.”

Deciding against the subway, she ordered a ride share to get to Crystal’s place. As she stood waiting on the stoop, she couldn’t help but enjoy the looks she was getting from people passing by. The car pulled up just as she heard the door behind her creak open.

“I can help you with that if you want!” Bill called out, all but yanking the small rolling suitcase from her hand.

“Oh, well thank you, Sweetie,” Danielle purred, laying it on thick. “So nice to have a big, strong man around to help.”

Negotiating the steps was something that required a bit of concentration for Danielle, and was rather thankful that Bill had come out to help her. What she hadn't considered though, was how to get in the car! The driver had gotten out to help Bill put the bag in the trunk, now they were both standing by the back door waiting on Danielle. With the driver holding the door open, Danielle turned to sit, thinking it would be easiest to swing her legs in after.

"What fine gentlemen you are!" She cooed hoping to distract them from her awkwardness, but based on their gaze, she'd given both of them a hefty view of her stocking tops as well as her thong. "Thank you both so much."

"Thank you," Bill replied, eyes glued to her legs, only finally moving out of the way of the door.

Thankfully the driver asked for the address before he pulled away. Danielle had always avoided sitting while on the train, concerned the vibrations would be overwhelming pressing against the fat plug in her ass. She'd never contemplated that with the cab ride. The low back seat, which raised her knees above her hips, meant most of her weight was pressed into the seat. More specifically, the plug. Danielle could feel the perspiration slowly building as the ride went on. By the time the car finally pulled in front of Crystal's building, Danielle was practically panting, her insides still feeling the vibrations of her ride. While she wasn't planning on waiting for the driver to open the door, she needed that time to compose herself.

"Let me help you out, Ms.," the driver offered, extending a hand.

"Thank you," Danielle replied, not even caring that her skirt had ridden up, flashing even more of her stockings. She quickly adjusted the hem, then hurried into the building. She caught the driver watching her through the reflection of the door and, with a wicked grin, gave him a wink before heading inside.

Minutes later, Danielle was standing at Crystal’s door.

"Well," Crystal greeted her, looking her up and down, "you look like you had a fun ride over!" Crystal stepped aside to let her in. "I LOVE the hot sex-on-a-stick look you’ve got going on!"

Danielle blushed, giving Crystal a big hug. “Thanks. The plug while sitting in the backseat was more intense than I thought.”

“Oh, I bet!” Crystal giggled. "You might wanna skip it tomorrow—we’re probably doing a lot of driving."

"I’ll think about it,” Danielle teased, shifting slightly to ease the pressure on her butt. “But it could be fun! I’m not the one who has to focus on apartment hunting after all.”

“That’s true,” Crystal agreed, pulling Danielle further inside. “But when I move, you can move in here!”

Crystal’s place was twice the size of Danielle’s apartment, in a better neighborhood, and—best of all—there was no Bill. Moving in sounded like heaven. She was busy imagining what it would be like when Crystal’s lips suddenly met hers. It caught Danielle off guard, but she quickly melted into the kiss, their tongues darting between each other’s mouths. The feeling of their breasts pressing together, and Crystal’s hand squeezing her ass, had Danielle moaning softly into the kiss.

"Seems like someone scored high in the ‘submissive’ department!" Crystal panted, pulling back.

“Just a bit,” Danielle admitted, her caged boy parts swelling in response.

“More of that later,” Crystal promised, reluctantly letting go. “I need to start getting ready.”

“How can I help?” Danielle asked, still holding onto Crystal’s fingers.

“Once I finish my hair and makeup, you can help me with the outfit,” Crystal winked. “It’s something else!”

While Crystal disappeared into the bathroom, Danielle looked around the apartment, imagining herself moving in soon. Everything was nicer than her current place—even a walk-in closet, which would be perfect since her wardrobe was bursting at the seams. She was still daydreaming when Crystal emerged from the bathroom.

"Holy shit!" Danielle blurted. "I can’t wait to see the outfit that goes with neon pink hair and matching bright lipstick!"

"Kinky, right?"

"Just a bit!" Danielle giggled, following Crystal to the bedroom. On the bed was a large red bag, and Crystal pulled out two items, crossing her legs as she sat.

“I’m so excited, I’m shaking! Can you help me with these?” Crystal handed Danielle the items.

“Of course!" Danielle said, then realized what they were. "Wait, are these stockings?”

“Latex stockings,” Crystal grinned.

Danielle raised her eyebrows. “Definitely kinky!”

She rolled the first stocking up Crystal’s leg just over her knee before Crystal took over. As Crystal fastened the garter straps, Danielle repeated the process with the other stockings. Once both were secured, Danielle placed a pair of pink patent heels on the floor. The spiked heels were at least six inches high! Standing, Crystal shrugged off her robe to reveal a pink and black latex bustier and matching bikini bottoms. Danielle’s eyes were immediately drawn to the zipper running across Crystal’s panty-covered bubble ass.

"What do you think?" Crystal asked, turning slowly.

"I’d fuck you!" Danielle blurted, her face turning bright red.

Crystal laughed. "That might be your horniness talking!”

"You look fucking sexy!" Danielle wiggled her hips a bit trying to find more room in her cage.

“Thanks.” Crystal grabbed the last items from the red bag before slipping into a long brown coat. “While I’m gone, feel free to rummage through my closet—but use a panty liner so you don’t make a mess!” she teased, making Danielle blush.

“Okay, have fun!” Danielle said, blowing her a kiss as Crystal headed out the door.

"Oh, I will!” Crystal giggled before she disappeared.

Danielle happily removed her heels before heading to Crystal's large walk-in closet. It wasn't a terrible surprise that there wasn't a single article of male clothing visible. Crystal had quite the wardrobe, from long dresses to skimpy miniskirts and everything in between! Slipping out of her skirt and top, Danielle attached a condom to the end of her cage as she'd been shown, before starting with a long sequin evening gown. Danielle loved the pair of full-length mirrors in Crystal's closet as they allowed her to see her outfit from every angle. She carefully returned each item back to its hanger, placing it back where she'd gotten it before moving to the next. Danielle lost all track of time, it was only when she started yawning almost uncontrollably she realized how late it was.

It was after midnight when she finally realized how late it was. “No wonder I’m yawning!” she muttered.

Danielle changed into the negligee she’d been dying to wear—a tiny pink lace thong that barely covered her caged bulge and a matching knee-length, fly-away babydoll nightgown. Sure, she'd brought a more mundane one, but this one was just sexy. Plus, she'd been doing her workouts and eating much healthier for over 10 days, it was time to show off her hard work! Danielle stepped into the tiny pink lace thong, which barely covered her cage when in place. She loved the look in the mirror, it was small and sexy. Adding the nightgown, which was more of a knee-length fly-away babydoll than anything else, Danielle smirked while looking herself up and down in the mirrors. The nightgown had three bows in the front which hid single hook and eye closures. The first was between her breasts with the lowest one positioned just above her belly button. The negligee was certainly less than ideal for sleeping but certainly made with the intention the wearer wouldn't have it on for long.

Sliding into bed right after removing her wig, she quickly fell asleep, barely noticing when Crystal came in and slipped into bed with her. What she felt most was the warmth of her friend's body pressing against her back. The lightness of her negligee made it feel as if they were actually skin-to-skin. Danielle backed her body into Crystal's, feeling her friend's lips press to her ear lightly.

“Love you,” Crystal murmured.

“Love you too,” Danielle whispered back, drifting off again.

The next morning, Danielle woke up still feeling Crystal pressed against her. She giggled to herself, realizing how much the plug made it feel like Crystal wasn’t caged. It was a wicked thought that sent shivers up her spine. Her mind wandered back to how much her life had changed over the past few weeks. What had happened in Ms. Samantha’s office the day before wasn’t something she’d ever considered doing, but she couldn’t deny how much she enjoyed it. Being submissive brought a level of pleasure she couldn’t have imagined.

Slipping out of bed, Danielle tiptoed to the bathroom, catching sight of herself in the mirror. The pink negligee looked so sexy, but she wasn’t thrilled with her hair. After taking care of business and removing the plug, she popped on her wig and stepped into a pair of 3-inch pink platform pumps.

"Much better," she said, smiling at her reflection.

Slipping into the matching sheer pink robe, Danielle quietly made her way to the kitchen, not wanting to wake Crystal. She wanted her to sleep, knowing that not only had she come in late but the date had more than likely worn her out as well. She started the coffee and made breakfast, smiling when she heard Crystal stirring in the bedroom. It wasn’t long before Crystal padded into the kitchen.

“I’d complain that you’re not dressed like a maid,” Crystal teased, “but you look way too good like that!” Danielle blushed as she poured Crystal a cup of coffee.

“So, how was your date?” Danielle asked, finally working up the nerve. “Was it as kinky as we thought?”

Crystal sat back, pretending to think. “Well, if being bound over an ottoman on a penthouse rooftop deck and getting spit-roasted by a husband and wife counts as kinky, then yes!”

Danielle’s jaw dropped. “Spit-roasted?”

“One in my mouth, one in my ass at the same time,” Crystal winked.

Danielle’s entire body shuddered at the thought, her caged cock throbbing uncontrollably. “Holy shit! Who was where?”

"With the creative use of condoms, they were both wherever they wanted to be!"

For the next few minutes, Crystal went into every sorted detail of her date, which as they'd suspected included lots of bondage, causing Danielle's caged parts to ache and throb. She couldn't believe not only what she was hearing, but also that she was getting so incredibly aroused by it. Danielle pictured herself in Crystal's bound position, realizing how badly she wanted to be there, while her heart raced at the idea.

Her caged parts were leaking like crazy, so the panty liner was a must today. Danielle dressed in the cute floral print white sundress paired it with the open-toed sandals, and took one last look in the mirror before stepping out of the bathroom.

“You’re quite the girly girl today!” Crystal teased. “But damn, that dress looks amazing on you.”

“Thanks!” Danielle gave a playful twirl, loving the way the dress swayed. “I need tips on how you get into jeans like that!”

"All those ass workouts; I want to show it off!" Crystal quipped. "But I won't be drinking a lot of water," she said, pressing her hand against her lower abdomen, "there's a lot of layers under these holding everything in place."

Unlike the ultra-girly-looking Danielle, Crystal was wearing a pair of skin-tight hipster jeans and a button-down, sleeveless crinkle top that flashed just a bit of her tanned midsection. The 4-inch ankle boots and a light jacket completed her casual look. Exiting Crystal's apartment, they certainly didn't look like they belonged together, but Danielle quickly tucked her arm into Crystal's, letting her friend take the more masculine role.

"Want to do something wild?" Crystal asked as they made their way to the front door of the building.

"We're about to go outside dressed like this and you're asking if I want to do something wild?" Danielle teased. "Never mind our work environment already!"

"It's only sexual harassment if you don't enjoy it!" Chuckled Crystal.

"Enjoy may be too soft a term," Danielle blushed deeply as she spoke, "last time was amazing!"

"It only gets better Sweetie!" Crystal said as they walked outside. "Danielle, this is my friend Serena," Crystal said, leading Danielle up to the auburn-haired woman outside the building, "Serena, this is my coworker Danielle."

"Hi, Danielle!" Serena's personality was obviously sales-oriented as her bright eyes and warm smile made Danielle feel welcome. "I hope you two don't mind," Serena immediately took the lead, "I have a couple of places to show you, but the second one I am very excited about!"

"Sounds great!" Crystal replied, matching Serena's excitement.

Getting into Serena's car, with Danielle in the back seat, they headed off to the first apartment building. Serena was undeniably bubbly and talkative, telling Crystal all about the building, utilities, security, and the rest. Pulling up to the building, Danielle felt incredibly out of place. Even the outside of the building, complete with a doorman, was far nicer than any building on Danielle's block! She wondered how Crystal could ever afford such a place, then noticed her friend's hand extending to her and the $10K tennis bracelet from that date gleaming in the sun.

"What do you think?" Crystal asked, taking Danielle by the arm.

"Can you afford this place?" Anxiously asked Danielle.

"Absolutely!" Crystal replied confidently.

Brushing past the doorman, the three made their way upstairs, where Serena let them into the nicest apartment Danielle had ever seen. The living area was larger than Danielle's entire apartment and then some. Large windows lined one wall, with a large kitchen island set up to overlook the entire space. To the left was a bedroom four times larger than Danielle's with an attached bathroom Danielle had only seen in magazines.

"Is that a step-in shower?" Danielle asked no one in particular.

"Yes, it is," Serena gleefully answered, "the teak bench stays, and those body jets are to die for!"

Danielle just nodded, wondering how many gallons of water all those jets sprayed in a minute. There was also a full-size soaker tub, a makeup table, and a double-sink vanity.

"I could live just in here!" Danielle finally blurted.

"Oh don't be silly," Crystal replied, moving close to Danielle and squeezing her ass through her dress, "there's always room in my bed for you!"

"Well, thank you!" Danielle giggled in response, feeling herself push against Crystal's hand.

The remainder of the day felt like a blur for Danielle, punctuated by overt flirtations from Crystal, but it wasn't until the three of them were out to lunch that it finally struck Danielle. As she excused herself from the table, while Crystal and Serena talked numbers, Danielle faced the precarious decision of which restroom to use. It was the first time all day she'd thought about being out as a girl. Until then, it had never crossed her mind. As a woman stepped out of the bathroom, she smiled and held the door for Danielle. Not knowing what else to do, and not wanting to be rude, Danielle took the door from the woman.

"Thank you." She practically whispered, suddenly concerned her voice would give her away.

Alone in the bathroom, Danielle quickly did her business so she could sit safely at the table. For whatever reason, the notion of being out as Danielle finally struck her, but when she returned to the table it passed just as quickly as it had arrived. Seeming to sense something was wrong, Crystal reached over, taking Danielle's hand and giving it a squeeze. Lunch lasted close to 90 minutes, with more than a couple of glasses of wine for each of them. They left Serena, who went back to her office to write up the offer sheet, then slid into a cab to return to Crystal's place.

"That was exciting!" Danielle said, sliding closer to Crystal in the cab.

"I can't wait!" Crystal replied, placing her hand on Danielle's thigh, and stroking it lightly.

Danielle felt a slight rush at Crystal's touch, her fingernails lightly grazing her leg through the thin sundress, but it was only accelerated by the cab driver's constant glances into the back seat. He obviously thought the two "girls" in the back seat were worth watching more than the road and almost rear-ended a parked car. A thought rushed through Danielle's head, something flirty but before she could spring it into action they were at Crystal's. It was probably best, Danielle quickly began to question herself again. She had briefly thought of deeply kissing Crystal in the backseat, in full view of the driver, but the idea was both scary and erotic. Regardless of the fact the driver thought they were girls, the truth was quite the opposite. Danielle had even seen Crystal's caged boy parts in Ms. Samantha's office back when she first started there. Ultimately, Danielle would be kissing a boy and deep down she wasn't sure what she thought about that.

Lost in thought, Danielle simply followed Crystal upstairs to her apartment. Crystal poured a glass of wine as they settled into the couch to shop for furniture for her new place.

"Are you sure you don't want to take anything from here?" Danielle asked, quickly totaling the furniture bill in her head.

"What? And leave you without or having to bring your crappy furniture here?" Crystal chuckled, turning herself to lay her legs over Danielle's lap.

The thoughts suddenly returned to Danielle's mind, but it was tough to deny that Crystal did not appear like a girl. Her snug jeans clung to her shapely, tanned legs, while her recently pedicured feet and hot pink toes decried her declared sex at birth. Danielle tried not to think in terms of titles, remembering Ms. Samantha's words. Sitting in her sundress and lingerie, Danielle didn't feel like Daniel anymore. She struggled to remember what it felt like to be Dan, for that matter. The only thought that came to her mind was his loneliness and being poor. Both of those issues were resolved in becoming Danielle, so it couldn't have been a bad thing, right?

"Are you okay, Sweetie?" Crystal asked.

"Just lost in thought." Danielle sheepishly replied.

"It happens," Crystal said with a deep note of concern in her voice, "you seemed off after your trip to the bathroom at lunch."

"It was the first time all day I'd realized I wasn't a girl," Danielle felt a weight lift from her chest as she spoke, "until I was faced with which bathroom to walk into, it hadn't crossed my mind." Danielle looked over at Crystal before continuing, "I was really enjoying today right up to that point."

"Those moments will happen, Sweetie," Crystal's voice was like a warm hug, "but they will pass eventually."

"Are you sure?"

"I've lived those moments too!" Crystal smirked. "I haven't always been as confident as I am now," she said with a wink, "but I've always been this perverted!"

"I'm not surprised by that!" Danielle chuckled, feeling much more relaxed now that she'd opened up.

They spent a little more time furniture shopping before deciding to make dinner together. While Danielle was busy in the kitchen, Crystal slipped away to change. She’d finally had enough of her snug-fitting jeans and wanted something more comfortable. By the time Danielle was setting dinner on the table, Crystal reappeared in a short red satin nightie and robe.

"Oh, I love that!" Danielle cooed, admiring the smooth fabric clinging to Crystal's curves.

"You're too sweet," Crystal grinned, doing a little twirl to show off the outfit. "There’s nothing better than satin or silk against your skin!"

"That’s so true," Danielle replied, squeezing her thighs together as she felt the familiar tingle of her cage reacting, "but I have a serious question for you."

"Okay, but more wine first, then you can ask!" Crystal teased, pouring them both more of the wine they’d been enjoying.

Sitting at the table, they raised their glasses to each other. "To your new place!" Danielle exclaimed, beaming with excitement.

"And to your new place too!" Crystal chimed in, clinking her glass with Danielle's.

"So, onto my question," Danielle said after taking a sip of wine. "What do you think about a boob job?"

"For me or you?" Crystal asked with a playful laugh.

"For me, silly!"

"Good, because I’ve already started the process," Crystal winked. "And if you were against it, I was going to tell you you’re too late!"

"What!? And you didn’t tell me?" Danielle tried to sound annoyed but found herself staring at Crystal’s chest.

"It starts with saline injections to stretch the skin out gradually," Crystal explained, cupping her left breast. "When the skin’s stretched enough, they’ll do a full-on augmentation, and I can keep increasing the size until I’m happy."

"What size do you want to be?" Danielle asked, still transfixed by the idea.

"I’m aiming for a C," Crystal said, smirking at Danielle’s focused attention. "Most of my lingerie is a C, so I’d hate to have to replace everything!"

"Sounds like a good plan," Danielle nodded. "When did you start?"

They spent the entire dinner talking about breast augmentation, and by the end, Danielle had decided she would bring it up with Ms. Samantha the next morning. Having her own breasts would open up a whole new world of wardrobe options, making her feel more confident wearing low-cut tops without worrying about her false breasts showing. The idea of feeling the real weight of her breasts straining against her bra made her heart race. Maybe a large C cup, she thought to herself, imagining her breasts spilling just slightly over the tops of her bras. The thought sent another pulse of excitement through her caged cock, tightening it even more.

As the evening grew late, Danielle felt reluctant to leave. She loved spending time with Crystal outside of work, where she could speak openly without worrying about Ms. Samantha overhearing or interrupting them.

"Will I see you at the office tomorrow?" Danielle asked, hoping Crystal would be there.

"I’ll be in later in the morning," Crystal replied, holding Danielle’s hand as they walked to the door. "But I’ve got an appointment first."

"Oh? For what?"

"Plastic surgeon," Crystal said, wiggling her chest. "Time to get these a little bigger!"

Both reached for the door handle at the same time, their fingers brushing against each other in a way that sent a jolt through them both. Their eyes met, and before Danielle could think twice, she was leaning in. Her hand found its way to Crystal’s hip, pulling her closer as their lips met in a slow, deliberate kiss. Crystal responded immediately, her fingers tracing the edge of Danielle’s jaw before sliding into her hair. The kiss deepened, tongues dancing together as Danielle’s hands roamed, one slipping under Crystal’s robe to grab her ass, the other palming her small breast through the satin.

A soft moan escaped both their mouths as they finally pulled back, breathing heavily. Danielle stared wide-eyed at Crystal, panic and confusion flashing across her face.

"I... I have to go," she stammered, grabbing her bag and rushing for the door.

"See you tomorrow?" Crystal called after her, wondering what had just happened.

Danielle didn’t respond. She practically sprinted to the stairwell, not even waiting for the elevator, and took the steps down as fast as her wedge heels would allow. By the time she reached the lobby, she was out of breath, her heart pounding. She leaned against the wall, desperately trying to calm herself, pulling out a compact from her purse to fix her smeared lipstick.

"What the hell just happened?" she whispered, glaring down at her caged manhood, which was straining so hard it hurt. "The song doesn’t go, ‘I kissed a dude and got horny!’"

Shaking her head, she stepped into the foyer and asked the doorman to hail her a cab, doing her best to stay calm even as her mind raced. She had kissed Crystal. Really kissed her. And it hadn’t been Crystal who initiated it. It had been all Danielle. She couldn’t explain why, but something about the moment had just felt right, their lips too irresistible to ignore.

"Are you okay, Ms.?" the doorman asked, noticing her flustered expression.

"Yes, I’m fine," Danielle replied, her face flushed from more than just embarrassment. "I just... feel a little warm. Thank you for asking."

"Your cab’s here," he said, opening the door for her.

"Thanks," Danielle muttered, sliding into the back seat, her mind still in turmoil.

The ride home was agony. She couldn’t stop thinking about the kiss. The way Crystal’s body had felt pressed against hers. How natural it had all seemed, despite the fact that Crystal was, technically, still a boy. But Danielle had never seen Crystal as anything but a girl. From the very first day, even when Crystal had flashed her caged manhood in Ms. Samantha’s office, she had always thought of her as a girl. Now, her own body didn’t seem to care about technicalities, her cock straining against the cage, desperate for release.

"What's a girl to do?" Danielle muttered under her breath, trying to distract herself.

"Excuse me, sir," she said, leaning forward and feeling the pressure between her legs as she adjusted. "Can you drop me around the corner from that address?"

"Anything you want, Ms.!"

A few minutes later, the cab pulled up on a busy street, giving Danielle a moment to steady herself before stepping out into the cool air. Her mind still whirled from everything that had just happened.

"Here you go," Danielle said with a flirty smirk, thrusting a wad of cash at the driver. "Keep the change!"

"Thanks!" the driver replied, a little too enthusiastically at the hefty tip.

Taking a deep breath, Danielle stepped onto the curb, her heels clicking against the rough pavement outside the grimy adult store she’d been eyeing for weeks. She looked at the dingy sign, feeling a nervous excitement bubbling in her chest. Exhaling slowly, she pushed forward, walking through the drab door. The faint smell of old cigarettes and something else she couldn’t quite place hit her as she entered the dimly lit interior. Her eyes darted around, taking in the rows of explicit magazines and toys, the men loitering near the back where the small video booths were. One man walked out zipping up his fly, and she felt her stomach flip for a second.

"This is probably not the best floor to walk on in open-toe shoes," she muttered under her breath. But she wasn’t turning back now.

She forced herself to the counter, trying to keep her cool. The young guy behind the register looked up, his eyebrows shooting up in surprise at the sight of her.

"Um, can I help you, Ms.?" he asked, his voice betraying his nervousness.

"Yes!" Danielle blurted, trying to project confidence. Her eyes darted to the display behind him, landing on what she needed. "Two of those!" she said, pointing to the shelf, where two 7-inch realistic, veiny, and bulbous suction-cup dildos stood proudly on display.

"Uh… wow. Okay," the clerk stammered, clearly surprised by her bold request.

Danielle reached into her purse, but as she dug around, her stomach sank. She realized she’d given most of her cash to the cab driver. But then she remembered—Ms. Samantha had given her a company credit card for "essentials," and right now, this felt pretty damn essential.

"Here you are!" she said confidently, handing the card to the clerk with a playful smirk.

"Uh… do you have ID?" he asked cautiously.

Danielle froze. Her ID still showed Dan’s picture—the pasty-faced, unmistakably male version of herself. She felt her confidence falter for a moment, but she wasn’t about to let this ruin her mood. She straightened her posture, locked eyes with the nervous clerk, and leaned forward, letting her breasts press against the counter just a bit.

"I forgot my license," she said, her voice lowering to a sultry purr. "But I’m sure the card will be fine all by itself," she added, biting her lower lip seductively. "Unless you want me to wait to use those…?"

The clerk’s face flushed bright red, and he looked like he was about to combust. "Uh, yeah, that’ll be fine," he stammered, avoiding her gaze as he quickly processed the transaction.

Danielle giggled to herself as she signed the receipt, her confidence returning with full force. She grabbed the bag containing her new toys and strutted out of the store, feeling a rush of excitement. Her apartment was just a block and a half away, and the anticipation was almost unbearable.

"First things first!" she said to herself as she hurried into the kitchen. Filling the sink with hot water and antibacterial soap, she dropped the two dildos in to soak. "You two just sit there and get nice and clean," she grinned, turning to head into her bedroom. "I need to get dressed for our little date!"

Danielle quickly shed her sundress and sandals, standing in just her lacy white bra and panties as she rummaged through her lingerie drawer. She picked out a trio of matching hot-red lace—a skimpy thong, a waist-cinching garter belt, and a pair of sheer tan stockings - so silky and so smooth. She finished the look with a pair of 4-inch Red Stilletos - the perfect cum-fuck-me shoes for this delicious look she went for. Her hands trembled slightly as she dressed, struggling to clasp the garters onto her stockings, her excitement growing with every touch.

"Oh my God," she whispered as she slipped into a pair of towering red stiletto heels, the spiked black soles making her legs look even longer. "Why didn’t I think of this before?"

Grinning mischievously, she opened her top drawer and pulled out a thin black leather collar with a gold leash attached. "Perfect," she cooed, clasping the collar around her neck and sweeping her hair to the side. "Now for the main event."

She retrieved the now-clean dildos from the kitchen, drying them off with a towel before heading back to her bedroom. On impulse, she grabbed her cell phone from the bedside table.

"Why the fuck not?" she said out loud, her heart racing as she set up her phone in selfie mode, propping it up against the base of the toilet.

Licking the base of one dildo after covering it with a generous amount of lube, she stuck it to the frame of the bathroom door, making sure it was positioned perfectly. She held the other in her hand, then reached back to lube up her own hole quite liberally. She was no stranger to plugs, but tonight was different. Tonight, she was going to be fucked.

With her breath coming in short gasps, she slowly lowered herself onto her knees, positioning herself between the two toys. Her body trembled with anticipation as she angled the first dildo toward her slick, quivering hole.

"Deep breaths," she coached herself, pressing the tip of the dildo against her tight entrance. "Nice and slow…"

The well-lubed phallus slid in easier than she’d expected, but the stretch was still delicious. She groaned loudly as the first ridge popped past her sphincter, her eyes rolling back in her head.

"Ohhhh fuck!" she gasped, feeling herself sink deeper onto the shaft.

She glanced over at her phone’s screen, watching herself in real-time—a slutty, horny mess on her knees, her back arched, her collar and leash hanging loosely around her neck. Her red heels made her calves look stunning, and the sight of her own submissiveness, her body filled with lust, sent a surge of pleasure straight to her core.

Danielle rocked her hips, pushing the dildo deeper into her ass as she picked up the leash, looping it around the second dildo hanging from the door frame. She was the obedient pet, ready to serve.

"Come to me, Daddy," she moaned, her lips brushing against the tip of the second dildo. "Please…"

Lowering herself even further, she took the second toy into her mouth, sucking it eagerly as she began to ride the cock buried deep in her ass. The sensation of being filled at both ends was overwhelming, and she quickly lost herself to the rhythm, thrusting her hips back and forth as she fucked herself harder.

"Maybe I should’ve bought the bigger size," she panted between thrusts, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Her body slammed against the door frame with every movement, her tight hole stretching around the dildo as she moaned loudly.

Her thoughts became jumbled, nothing but raw, animalistic desire driving her actions now. She took the second cock deeper into her throat, her lips brushing against the realistic balls at the base.

"Ohhhhh fuck me!" she squealed, her voice muffled by the toy in her mouth.

Panic set in. Impaled on two phalluses, Danielle's mind went blank on how to free herself. Thoughts of being discovered, or having to be rescued in such an embarrassing position flashed through her mind. Feeling lightheaded not only from sexual excitement but lack of oxygen, Danielle finally realized she could simply push her right hand to remove the dildo from her mouth. Danielle's upper body collapsed forward, her head resting on her left forearm, ass still high in the air yet no longer full, she tried to compose herself.

"I think I came." Danielle panted knowing of no other way to explain the rushing wave of sexual pleasure that had overcome her. While it seemed like minutes, Danielle had rested for less than one before slowly crawling to shut off her cell phone's video, and then pulling herself up to lean against the bathroom vanity. Her hand reached down to pull her thong aside, revealing her caged cock. Her eyes widened as she saw the condom covering her cage was filled with her cum.

"Holy shit," she breathed. "I did cum… a lot."

Giggling to herself, Danielle pressed a finger against the condom, turning it inside out before pushing the tip into her mouth. The taste of her own cum filled her senses, and her body quivered again as she sucked the condom clean. It was the ultimate act of submission, reinforcing everything she had felt tonight—she was a slut, a sissy, and she loved it.

Slowly pulling the condom out of her mouth, Danielle tossed it into the wastebasket before finally standing. She caught sight of herself in the mirror—her hair a mess, lipstick smeared, eyes still red from the tears of pleasure.

"Aren’t you a sight," she muttered to herself, her body still shaking with the remnants of her orgasm.

Slipping out of her lingerie, Danielle tossed the two dildos into the sink and turned on the hot water. She staggered into her bedroom, collapsing onto the bed with a yelp as the soreness in her ass made itself known.

"Ohhh, that’s not comfortable," she groaned, adjusting her position.

She giggled again, blushing at the memory of how hard she had fucked herself. "I doubt Ms. Samantha will be any gentler," she whispered, her body shivering with excitement at the thought.

Being already completely undressed, she decided that a shower would have to wait. She pulled on a short silk kimono before collapsing once again back onto the bed, her body still humming from the intensity of what she'd just experienced. The soft satin sheets coupled with the silk kimono were cool against her flushed skin, and as she settled into the soft comfort of her bed, her thoughts began to drift.

Tomorrow would be another day at the office, but more importantly, tomorrow she was going to bring up the idea of breast augmentation with Ms. Samantha. The thought alone made her heart race again, excitement coursing through her veins. She could already imagine herself with her own breasts, something more than just the false ones she wore now—real, soft, and perfectly shaped. She pictured how they would fill out her bras, spilling just enough over the top to give her that cleavage she craved.

Her mind wandered to what Ms. Samantha would say. Would she approve? Danielle hoped so. But more than that, her thoughts became even more vivid. She imagined Ms. Samantha behind her, not with just words of approval, but with actions, wearing a strapon, taking her in ways Danielle had only started to crave recently. The image was crystal clear—Ms. Samantha, powerful and commanding, taking control while Danielle submitted completely.

Her body shivered again at the thought, her fingers absentmindedly tracing the edge of her cage. Her caged cock was still sensitive and wanting more, a reminder of the submission she had embraced tonight. The soreness in her ass only seemed to amplify the pleasure she felt thinking about what was to come. Tomorrow, she would bring it all up to Ms. Samantha—the breast augmentation, the next steps in her training, and maybe even a little more.

With a contented sigh, Danielle pulled the sheets up over her body, curling up in the softness of the bed. Sleep came easily, her dreams filled with fantasies of her boss taking her in every possible way, her office no longer just a place of work but a place of raw, uninhibited pleasure. Ms. Samantha’s firm voice echoed in her dreams, calling her a "good little slut" as she eagerly obeyed.

Waking slowly, her right arm pinned under her body, Danielle reached out groggily for her phone. The screen remained dark. A sense of panic crept up her spine. Sitting up quickly, she scanned the room for any sign of time before rushing into the kitchen. She looked at the kitchen clock.

"SHIT!" she hissed, realizing she had overslept by twenty minutes.

Without missing a beat, Danielle bolted into the bathroom for a quick shower. She needed to calm down, though. Her morning wasn’t going to plan, but it didn’t mean the day had to fall apart. After all, she had plans for this day—big ones, and she needed her legs and the rest of her body looking perfect. Showered, shaved, and properly moisturized, she wrapped a towel around her body, securing it just under her armpits as she began her makeup routine in front of the mirror. It was only then that she realized she hadn't even picked an outfit for the day.

"Dammit, Danielle," she growled at herself, shaking her head. Her eyes caught a glimpse of the two dildos still sitting in the bathroom sink from last night’s escapades. "I blame the two of you," she muttered, smirking slightly. "You two definitely scrambled my brain last night."

Thankfully, her makeup routine had gotten quicker over the last few weeks, and she went for a neutral, lighter lip gloss. "Something subtle will do the trick today," she said as she leaned forward to inspect her work.

Stepping back into the bedroom, Danielle’s gaze fell on the discarded pile of red lingerie at the foot of her bed. A tingle rippled through her, a vivid memory of last night playing on repeat in her mind. Her body still felt the aftermath of what she'd done, but surprisingly, her ass wasn't sore at all. Smiling to herself, she decided she could take it up a notch. Back to the bathroom she went, rummaging through the drawer of her small vanity, Danielle removed the large plug she'd been wearing almost daily for the past week. Lubing it with her left hand, Danielle rubbed lube against her tight opening, with her right feeling a twinge of tenderness as she did. Not surprisingly, the thick plug slid fairly easily into place. Retrieving a panty liner, Danielle attached that to the tip of her cage before walking back into the bedroom.

"Oh yeah," she whispered to herself, a naughty grin spreading across her lips as she adjusted to the familiar fullness. Grabbing a panty liner from the drawer, she slid it into her thong and attached it to the tip of her cage. "Condoms are seriously multi-purpose," she chuckled, giving herself one final look in the mirror before turning to her closet.

After a few moments of rummaging, her hand landed on the perfect outfit—a bold-colored, figure-hugging asymmetric patterned dress that accentuated her curves in all the right ways. "Perfect!" she exclaimed, sliding the dress off the hanger.

By the time Danielle was ready, she realized her rushed morning had paid off. She'd managed to get out of the house only a few minutes behind schedule. Stepping out of the elevator, her suspicions were confirmed—Bill was right where he usually was, waiting in the lobby like a faithful admirer. His eyes instantly locked onto her body, shamelessly leering at her, but she was used to it by now. The dress had been Crystal’s suggestion, but it might have been a bit tighter than necessary. The way it clung to her waist and hips, lined with satin that felt heavenly against her skin, made it a sensual delight to wear. Under the dress, Danielle's lingerie consisted of a translucent pink bra and French cut bikinis with delicate white lace and a matching six-strap garter belt attached to classic slik tan stockings and a tan pair of 4-inch heels. "Business on the outside," Danielle whispered to herself as she stepped through the door to the outside world, "slut on the inside!"

On her way to work, Danielle stopped at a café to grab a coffee and an English muffin, and much to her delight, a handsome man in line paid for her order after some playful banter. With a satisfied smirk, she headed into the office, plugging in her phone to charge before attempting to settle into her workday. The thought of Ms. Samantha arriving soon dominated her thoughts, her stomach fluttering with anticipation. She glanced nervously at the door every few minutes, the seconds stretching into what felt like hours.

When the door finally opened, Danielle practically jumped out of her seat.

"Good morning, Ms. Samantha," she greeted nervously, her voice trembling slightly.

"Good morning, sweetheart," Ms. Samantha’s eyes roved over Danielle’s body, clearly approving of her attire. "How was your weekend?"

"It was fun," Danielle stammered, her cheeks flushing as she remembered the intimate moments she had shared with Crystal. "I spent most of it with Crystal."

"And did my girls enjoy their weekend together?" Ms. Samantha asked, her tone laced with curiosity and amusement. She raised an eyebrow. "I believe you two share a bed when you spend the night, don’t you?"

Danielle shifted uneasily, her cage tightening inside her already snug panties. "Yes, Ms.," she replied, swallowing hard. Her nerves were getting the better of her. She needed to bring up her request now before she lost her nerve. "Ms. Samantha, may I ask for something, please?"

"Of course, you may, baby girl," Ms. Samantha smiled knowingly, as though she could already guess what Danielle was going to ask. "Why don’t you come into my office?"

"Thank you, Ms.!" Danielle followed her Boss eagerly, her heart racing.

As they entered Ms. Samantha’s office, she gestured toward the door. "Go ahead and hang your dress on the back of the door, sweetie, then take a seat."

Danielle’s stomach dropped. Her lingerie choice suddenly felt like a bad decision—far too revealing for this moment. But she wasn’t about to disobey Ms. Samantha’s command. Reluctantly, she unzipped her dress, slipping it off her body and hanging it on the back of the door before turning to face Ms. Samantha.

"Now that is what I call a statement ensemble," Ms. Samantha said gleefully, her eyes raking over Danielle’s scantily clad body. "I can’t wait to hear what kind of questions follow an outfit like that." She walked to the front of her desk, sitting down gracefully and crossing her legs. The pose was almost identical to their first meeting. "But before you ask, I have a question for you. What exactly did you buy at the Sex Enclave last night?"

Danielle’s face went white. She hadn’t considered that using the company card would alert Ms. Samantha to her purchase. Her throat went dry as she shifted uneasily in her seat. "I… um… I bought a dildo," she stammered, her voice barely a whisper.

"One dildo?" Ms. Samantha’s eyebrow arched higher.

"Well… two," Danielle confessed, her face heating up. Her heart pounded in her chest, her body betraying her as her cage tightened further.

Ms. Samantha smirked, clearly enjoying Danielle’s discomfort. "Two dildos?" She repeated loudly. "Tell Me, baby girl, what exactly did you do with two dildos?"

Danielle’s body trembled with humiliation, her cage throbbing as the memory of her lewd tryst with the dildos played in her mind. She shifted in her chair, feeling the cold sweat trickle down her back. Her heart raced as she prepared to confess.

"Well… after Crystal and I kissed goodbye…"

Ms. Samantha interrupted, her eyes gleaming with interest. "Back up, sweetheart. You and Crystal kissed?"

"More like… made out, Ms. Samantha," Danielle admitted, barely able to meet her Boss’s gaze.

"With tongue, I assume?" Ms. Samantha pressed, clearly savoring Danielle’s embarrassment. "Start from the beginning, baby girl, and tell me everything."

And so, Danielle did—her voice trembling as she recounted every detail. She told Ms. Samantha about her weekend with Crystal, their shared bed, her internal conflict over the bathroom situation, and their apartment shopping adventure. Then, she explained the kiss, her voice faltering as she recalled how it had felt to kiss Crystal—a boy, but not a boy—and the turmoil it had caused inside her.

Ms. Samantha listened intently, her expression softening just a little as Danielle spoke. "Oh, sweetie," she said finally, her voice reassuring. "You need to let go of those old ways of thinking. Did you enjoy kissing Crystal?"

"Yes, Ma’am," Danielle replied, her voice honest but small.

"Then don’t question it. Just enjoy it."

"Yes, Ms.," Danielle echoed, feeling a slight weight lift off her shoulders.

But the story didn’t end there. Danielle continued, recounting the rest of her night—the way she’d pleasured herself with both dildos, the intense orgasm she’d experienced, and the overwhelming pleasure she’d felt. To her surprise, Ms. Samantha expressed nothing but pride, commending Danielle for exploring her desires and even marveling at the fact that she had managed to cum without touching herself.

"I’m truly impressed, sweetheart," Ms. Samantha said, a slow, wicked smile spreading across her lips. "You’ve come a long way, haven’t you?"

Danielle felt a rush of warmth spread through her body at Ms. Samantha’s words. It was true—she had come a long way, and she was ready to go even further.

“So, what were those questions, sweetie?” Ms. Samantha finally asked, her voice dripping with playful authority.

“I... I was wondering, Ms.,” Danielle hesitated, her throat tightening despite having rehearsed this moment so many times. “If it would be possible to start breast augmentation like Crystal has started?” Just saying the words out loud felt like a weight off her chest, but she knew the next question was going to be even harder.

“That’s perfectly fine, sweet girl.” Ms. Samantha’s lips curled into a satisfied smile. “I can set up an appointment with the doctor for you.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle said with a shaky breath. But her relief was short-lived. Now came the real question, the one that had been burning inside her. “I was also wondering if, well... if...”

“Spit it out, sissy girl,” Ms. Samantha teased with a playful glint in her eyes. “You’ve just asked for tits, and last night you admitted to fucking yourself with two dildos. What could possibly be so tough to ask after that?”

Danielle’s face flushed a deep red as she blurted it out, finally releasing the words she’d been holding back. “I was wondering if You would fuck me, Ms., with Your strapon?”

“So, my newest sissy wants a good, hard fucking, huh?” Ms. Samantha leaned back in her chair, casually shifting her legs and watching with amusement as Danielle’s body trembled at the thought. “Bent over the desk, right in front of all these windows?” Her voice oozed with seductive authority, testing how far Danielle would go.

“Yes, Ms.” Danielle's voice was soft, trembling, as she finally made eye contact. “Please.”

“You’re just precious,” Ms. Samantha stood up slowly, her figure commanding every inch of the room as she moved to the back of her desk. “I see you thought your heels and sexy little outfit would sway me into giving you exactly what you want?”

Danielle’s heart raced—had she gone too far? Ms. Samantha’s silence as she sat behind her computer and started typing filled the room with a tense, almost unbearable pressure. This was not how Danielle had imagined it. The rapid clacking of keys was the only sound, and it made her squirm.

“I just wanted to wear something that made me feel sexy, Ms.,” Danielle finally managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Well, I did say you’d eventually beg for my strapon,” Ms. Samantha smirked, her eyes sparkling with control, “but today isn’t going to be the day.”

Danielle’s stomach dropped at her words. “There’s a fine line I need to keep you on, sweet thing,” Ms. Samantha continued, clicking away at the keyboard, “and while I appreciate the enthusiasm, I get to decide when I strap you up and fuck you, not you.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle replied, her lip quivering in disappointment. “I’m sorry for assuming.”

“But I’d hate to see such a lovely outfit go to waste,” Ms. Samantha’s voice softened but held a teasing edge. “Come stand over at the edge of my desk, honeybun.”

Danielle’s heart skipped. Maybe Ms. Samantha had changed her mind. She quickly moved to the desk, anticipation building in her chest.

“Legs spread nice and wide in those ankle-breaking heels,” Ms. Samantha still hadn’t moved from her chair, her eyes dancing with control, “and press that pretty little chest right onto the desktop.”

“Yes, Ms.!” Danielle eagerly followed the command, crossing her wrists behind her back, feeling her pulse quicken.

“And heels off the floor too.” Ms. Samantha’s gaze remained fixed, her authority unshaken.

Danielle’s calf muscles tensed as she lifted her heels, standing only on her toes. The sheer fabric of her French-cut panties did nothing to cover her exposed ass, vulnerable to anyone who might glance through the office windows.

“Now, while what you did isn’t quite ‘topping from the bottom,’ it’s close enough,” Ms. Samantha finally moved, standing at Danielle’s left side in one fluid motion. “Do you know what that means, sissy?”

“No, Ms.,” Danielle’s voice quivered with nervousness.

“It’s when a submissive tries to take control of how they’re dominated,” Ms. Samantha explained, placing a firm hand on Danielle’s lower back. “And while begging to be fucked is endearing, trying to dictate when it happens is not. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ms.!” Danielle’s heart pounded, her cheeks flushing even deeper.

“This will help remind you,” Ms. Samantha said coolly as her hand swatted Danielle’s right cheek with a sharp, deliberate slap. “Oh, and don’t forget to count.”

“One, Ms.!” Danielle yelped, her voice cracking as another sharp smack landed. “Two, Ms.!”

By the third swat, Danielle’s ass burned pink under Ms. Samantha’s hand, and just as quickly, her fingers moved to soothe the tender skin. But then, another smack came this time on her left cheek, making Danielle jump.

Danielle’s ass was on fire by the fifth slap, her entire body trembling under Ms. Samantha’s control. As she stood back, her hand tugged the back of Danielle’s panties sharply, pushing the material tightly against the base of Danielle’s plug. The friction sent a shiver through her body.

“Now, I do have good news for you,” Ms. Samantha said as she settled back into her seat, resting her feet up on the desk, inches from Danielle’s face. “And no, it’s not that you get to spend the next few minutes licking the bottom of my shoes.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle said eagerly, her tongue already extending to taste the sole of the black heels Ms. Samantha wore.

“I’ve scheduled your appointment with the doctor for today,” Ms. Samantha continued, watching as Danielle licked her shoe with devotion, “to talk about your new breasts. It’s in thirty minutes, so make sure to be quick but thorough.”

“Yes, Ms.!” Danielle’s excitement was almost unbearable as her tongue slid along the sole of Ms. Samantha’s heel.

As she licked her Boss' heels Danielle came to the stark realization that her cage was straining at the pressure of her rebellious appendage. Was it being spanked that had turned her on so much? The fact she was subserviently licking Her shoes? Or that she would be seeing a Dr. in the outfit she'd worn to the office today? Her head was spinning at all these thoughts. It was almost too much to take in at once.

“That’s enough for now,” Ms. Samantha said dismissively, removing her feet from the desk. “When you stand, make sure you leave those adorable panties exactly where they are.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle said, though she wasn’t sure why Ms. Samantha would want her panties to stay in place. But when she stood up, she realized the real reason. The fabric of her panties was wedged tightly between her reddened cheeks, giving her a massive, humiliating wedgie. The feeling of the silky material rubbing against her bare skin was both embarrassing and incredibly arousing.

“You’ve got about fifteen minutes to clean up and get dressed,” Ms. Samantha said coolly, returning her attention to the computer. “Your appointment is two floors up, and remember—take the stairs. No dawdling.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle said, dutifully collecting her dress and heading for the bathroom, her heart still racing from the intense encounter.

It only took Danielle a few moments to fix her long brunette wig and refresh her makeup, ensuring she looked just as perfect as when she’d walked into the office earlier. Stepping into her tight, form-fitting dress, she admired the way it hugged her body, accentuating every curve. In less than ten minutes, she was ready, her nerves barely under control as she headed two floors up for her appointment. The heels she wore were an absolute killer on her legs during the climb up the stairs, but the way they made her calves look was undeniably worth it. Plus, they completed her sexy ensemble.

“Oh, I just love that dress!” a bubbly voice exclaimed as soon as Danielle entered the office. 
Danielle blinked, slightly flustered. “Oh, um, thank you,” she managed to reply, feeling heat creep into her cheeks.

“You must be Danielle,” the woman finally emerged from behind the reception desk, revealing herself with a wide smile, “am I right?”

“Yes,” Danielle replied, now face to face with a stunning woman whose beauty was impossible to ignore.

The receptionist was striking—her dark blonde hair perfectly framing her face, her bright green eyes dancing with energy. Even in her dark blue scrubs, which seemed designed to hide rather than flatter, the woman was radiantly attractive. Her warm smile made Danielle feel both welcome and intensely self-conscious at the same time.

“I just need your insurance card and ID, please,” the receptionist said, her voice smooth and inviting.

Without hesitation, Danielle handed over her driver’s license and insurance card, trying not to focus on how her photo on the ID was still very much Dan, a relic of her old self.

“Thank you; Danielle,” the receptionist said with another beaming smile as she glanced at the license. “Why don’t you follow me to the exam room, and we’ll get you all set up.” She handed the items back before motioning towards the hallway.

Danielle’s face felt as red as her ass had been earlier after Ms. Samantha’s ‘reminder.’ The warmth of embarrassment clung to her as she followed the receptionist. 
“I’m Nicole, by the way,” the woman introduced herself, holding the door open for Danielle to enter the office area. 


“Nice to meet you, Nicole,” Danielle replied, stopping herself just in time from awkwardly introducing herself again.

“Right in here,” Nicole said, gesturing towards the exam room. “You can hang your dress on the back of the door, and there’s a robe for you to put on.” She smiled knowingly, “Oh, and we ran out of those little grippy socks, so you can leave your heels on. I’m sure you wouldn’t mind that, would you?” Nicole winked, the gesture both playful and a little too suggestive.

Danielle’s mind raced—had Nicole just winked at her? Was she flirting or just being friendly? Surely Nicole had seen the name on the license and realized that ‘Danielle’ wasn’t her birth name. The thought of Nicole knowing her secret sent a fresh wave of nervousness through her. Was this woman actually flirting with her? The possibility seemed absurd.

Shaking her head, Danielle quickly undressed, slipping out of her clingy dress and putting on the pale pink robe. She couldn’t help but feel a pang of unease—her lingerie was definitely not the kind of thing most people wore to a doctor’s office. As she sat down on the exam table, crossing her legs, the robe slipped open slightly, revealing her stocking tops and a teasing glimpse of her panties. Hastily pulling it closed again, Danielle heard a knock at the door.

“I’m all set,” she called out, though her voice trembled slightly. 


Nicole stepped in, her eyes sparkling as she looked at Danielle. “That’s a great color on you,” she said, as she glanced at the exposed edges of Danielle’s lingerie.

Danielle tried to ignore the compliment as Nicole took her blood pressure and vitals. In spite of her best efforts, Danielle couldn’t keep the robe from gaping open at the bottom while Nicole worked. With one hand occupied by the oxygen sensor and Nicole holding the other arm for the blood pressure cuff, Danielle felt utterly exposed. She could only hope Nicole wasn’t looking down at her barely-there panties. But there was no denying the way Nicole’s kind eyes met hers—there was something more behind that knowing smile.

“The doctor will be in shortly,” Nicole said softly, placing a gentle hand on Danielle’s stocking-clad leg. The touch was electric, and Danielle felt her heart race. 


“Thank you, Nicole,” Danielle whispered, her throat suddenly dry as she tried to steady her voice.

The moment Nicole left, Danielle’s mind spiraled. Had she seen it? Surely she had seen the translucent panties Danielle wore, and possibly even the pink cage hidden beneath. It was beyond mortifying, yet her cock throbbed rebelliously against the cage.

“You’re such a freak,” Danielle muttered to herself, glaring down at her crotch. “I want to die of embarrassment, and all you can do is get hard about it!”

A soft knock at the door interrupted her thoughts.

“Good morning,” a deep voice said as a handsomely aged male doctor entered the room, looking down at his clipboard. “Danielle, how are you today?” 


“I’m... I’m fine, thank you,” Danielle stammered, her nerves getting the best of her.

Thankfully, the doctor started with simple yes-or-no questions, giving Danielle time to gather herself. But then, the question she had been dreading came: “I’ll need you to lower your robe so I can examine your chest.”

Nicole, who had been preoccupied with taking notes, suddenly looked up at Danielle, giving her a reassuring nod. That small gesture was all it took for Danielle to relax, just enough to let the robe slip down her arms. Her hands shook as she fumbled with her bra and breast forms, removing them and baring her chest to the room. Sitting there, exposed, her anxiety was barely under control as the doctor continued his examination.

“We’ll need to gradually stretch the skin,” he said, pressing against her chest. “We’ll do this over time with saline injections. How big are you hoping to go?” 
“Um... I think a C cup would be nice,” Danielle said, her head still spinning. Was this really happening?

“That will suit your frame well,” the doctor nodded. “We can start with your first injection today. I’ll also give you an ointment to help with the skin and prevent stretch marks.” 
“Okay,” Danielle mumbled, feeling slightly out of her depth.

“Great! We’ll also take a chest x-ray to be safe,” the doctor added, standing up. “Nicole will handle your shot once we’re done.”

Before she could respond, the doctor was already out of the room. Danielle quickly pulled the robe closed, her head spinning from the flurry of information. Her panic only subsided when Nicole’s soft hand touched her thigh once again.

“Are you okay?” Nicole asked, her voice soothing as her fingers gently grazed Danielle’s stocking-covered leg. 


“Yeah, I think so,” Danielle said, meeting Nicole’s gaze. “Thank you.” 


“He can be a bit abrupt,” Nicole chuckled, her fingers lightly tracing circles on Danielle’s skin. “But he’s great at what he does.”

Was Nicole being forward, or just kind? Danielle couldn’t tell, her brain too fogged by the strange mix of anxiety and arousal coursing through her. Could Nicole actually be interested in her?

“Why don’t we get that x-ray done?” Nicole suggested, standing up.

As Danielle slid off the exam table, the sides of her robe slipped open, fully exposing her light pink-colored translucent panties—and the pink cage beneath. Nicole’s eyes locked onto the sight for a moment, and instead of looking shocked or disgusted, she winked at Danielle again. That simple gesture was more confusing than the entire exam had been!

Walking down the hall to the x-ray room, Danielle could hardly focus. Her mind raced with a million thoughts. The way Nicole’s hand lingered on her back as she positioned Danielle for the X-ray made her pulse quicken. Was that hand lingering? Or was it all in Danielle’s head?

“Hold still for me,” Nicole whispered softly, her breath warm against Danielle’s neck.

Once the x-rays were done, Nicole led her back to the exam room. Danielle’s eyes couldn’t help but follow the sway of Nicole’s hips in those snug scrubs. Sitting in front of the mirror, Danielle opened her robe, wondering what exactly Nicole had seen.

“Pretty unmistakable,” she whispered to herself. There was no way Nicole hadn’t noticed.

Another knock snapped Danielle back to the moment. She quickly returned to the exam table as the doctor and Nicole re-entered, the latter carrying a tray covered by a small white towel. The doctor explained the amount of saline he would inject, but Danielle barely registered the words. She felt the prick of the needle on her chest and the gradual sensation of her skin stretching as the saline-filled her.

When the procedure was done, Danielle looked down at her small, newly formed A-cup breasts. It wasn’t much, but it was a start.

“Nicole will help with the cream,” the doctor said as he left. “She’ll also set up your follow-ups.”

“This is a bit cool at first,” Nicole said, squeezing some of the cream into her hand. “But it helps, or so I’ve been told.”

“So you’ve been told?” Danielle asked, her curiosity piqued.

“You’re not the first girl to come up from downstairs,” Nicole explained, as she gently rubbed the cream onto Danielle’s bare left breast, her touch delicate but firm, causing Danielle to shiver. “There’s been quite a few, actually.”

Nicole’s hands worked skillfully, massaging the cream into Danielle’s skin, each movement slow and deliberate. The cool sensation of the cream sent chills down Danielle’s spine, but the heat of Nicole’s touch felt almost electric. It was hard for Danielle to think straight, especially with Nicole’s fingers so close, her touch both clinical and undeniably sensual.

“So, you’ve met Crystal?” Danielle asked, her voice barely a whisper as Nicole’s fingers moved to her other breast.

“I have,” Nicole replied, as she began working the cream into Danielle’s right breast, the sensation making Danielle’s breath catch in her throat. “You’ll have appointments on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, just like her.” She caught the curious expression on Danielle’s face and smiled. “The saline gets absorbed into the body over time, so we top it off every other day. It doesn’t have any negative effects, other than making you need to relieve yourself a bit more often.”

“Oh, that makes sense,” Danielle said softly, trying to focus on Nicole’s words, though her mind was still spinning from the intimate touch and the flood of emotions running through her. The thought of seeing Nicole three times a week wasn’t exactly unpleasant, though it added a new layer of complexity to her already pretty chaotic feelings.

Nicole finished rubbing in the cream, stepping back as if admiring her work. “Let that dry for a bit,” she said, her eyes lingering on Danielle’s chest for a moment longer than necessary. “Once it’s set, come meet me back at the counter and we’ll schedule your follow-ups.”

Danielle nodded, watching Nicole leave the room, her head still buzzing with the surrealness of the entire experience. She glanced down at her burgeoning chest, cupping her small breasts and giving them a gentle squeeze. It was strange but also exhilarating—finally seeing the physical changes she had dreamed about for so long. They were small, sure, but it was a start, and that was enough for now.

With the cream dry, Danielle hurriedly put her bra and breast forms back in place, feeling the weight of her transformed chest against the snug fabric. She then slipped her dress back on, adjusting it until it fit perfectly once more. Feeling more composed, she exited the exam room and went in search of Nicole.

Nicole was waiting at the counter, a warm smile on her face as Danielle approached. “I hope you’re a bit of an early riser,” she said, her voice light and teasing. “The only time I can consistently fit you in is at 8:45 in the morning.”

“I can do that,” Danielle replied, her nerves calming slightly under Nicole’s friendly gaze.

“That’s great!” Nicole’s smile widened, “I’m usually here around 8:30, so if you get here early, we can get started a little sooner.” She reached out, lightly touching Danielle’s arm, sending a jolt through her body. “Next time, we’ll measure your chest and track your progress.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Danielle said, her voice barely steady as she looked into Nicole’s bright green eyes.

Nicole’s cheeks flushed slightly, her smile becoming a bit more bashful. “And hey, if you end up coming early... bring coffee,” she added with a wink.

Danielle’s heart raced. Was Nicole actually interested in her? It felt impossible, yet the signals seemed undeniable. With a nervous but hopeful smile, Danielle nodded. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

As she left the office, the entire experience replayed in her head. From the embarrassment of the exam to the strange yet thrilling connection she felt with Nicole, it was almost too much to process. But one thing was certain—this was only the beginning.

Danielle nearly stumbled out of the office door, her legs still shaky and her mind racing. That had been flirting, right? It had to be. But she couldn’t wrap her head around it. Nicole was stunning, way out of Danielle’s league, even as Danielle. And Nicole had seen the cage. How did that not put her off? She even knew Danielle worked for Ms. Samantha. Too many questions circled Danielle’s thoughts, ones she didn’t have answers for.

“Hi, sweetie!” Crystal’s bright smile greeted her the moment she entered the front office. 


“Oh, I’m so glad to see you,” Danielle replied, barely able to contain the wave of emotions. “I have so many questions.” She felt like her legs would give out any moment as she approached Crystal. “I just got my first injection. Do you know Nicole?” 


“Yeah, I don’t think she likes me much,” Crystal responded with a shrug. “She barely talks to me.” 


“Really?” Danielle was floored. She had been sure there was something more going on. 


“Why? What’s up?” Crystal asked, picking up on Danielle’s confusion. 


“I think she was flirting with me,” Danielle confessed, causing Crystal to chuckle in surprise. “She scheduled my follow-ups for 8:45 and told me to bring coffee and come early!” 


“Seriously?” Crystal’s eyes widened, now the one who was shocked. 


“She even saw my cage,” Danielle admitted, blushing at the memory. “And she knows I work here. She has to know, right?”

Crystal smirked, stepping closer to Danielle with a teasing look in her eye. She reached up, gently touching Danielle’s face, her fingertips brushing the edge of her jaw. Leaning in slowly, Danielle mirrored her movement, their lips brushing together softly at first before Crystal’s tongue flicked teasingly against Danielle’s lips. When Danielle opened her mouth, their tongues met in a brief, sensual dance before Crystal pulled back, smiling sweetly.

“Oh, she definitely knows,” Crystal said, her voice light as she took Danielle’s hand gently. “Nicole’s been around for a while—she knows all about your ‘career path.’” 


Danielle chuckled at that. “Career path, huh? I guess that’s one way to put it.”

With a soft laugh, she took a seat behind the desk, letting out a breath of relief. “Speaking of which, when’s your next date?” 


“Wednesday night,” Crystal replied, her fingers tracing a light pattern over Danielle’s hand.

“It’s nothing crazy like this weekend, thank god.” She shuddered slightly at the memory. “But it should be fun.” Crystal reluctantly let go of Danielle’s hand, continuing, “Oh, and I made an offer on that place we saw yesterday.”

“That’s exciting news!” Danielle smiled, thrilled for her friend. 


“It’ll take a bit before I can close on it,” Crystal said, her eyes traveling down, admiring how well Danielle’s dress fit her. “But that means you can get out of that dump you’re living in soon, too!” Bending closer, Crystal inspected Danielle’s shoes and whispered with a teasing grin, “Well, no wonder Nicole was into you, dressed all slutty like this in the office.” 


Danielle smirked. “I learned from the best!”

Their playful banter was interrupted by a page for Danielle to report to Ms. Samantha’s office. Confirming with Crystal that Ms. Samantha was alone, Danielle stood, unzipping her dress as she walked down the hallway. By the time she entered the office, her dress slipped off her body effortlessly, and she hung it neatly on the door hook. Ms. Samantha sat behind her desk, watching Danielle with a satisfied smile as she motioned for her to take a seat.

Danielle’s eyes fell on the chair—familiar leather cuffs and small brass padlocks awaited her. Without needing to be told, she started securing herself, locking the cuffs around her wrists and ankles, fastening each one in place with the small locks.

“How did your appointment go?” Ms. Samantha asked, her eyes following every movement as Danielle restrained herself. 


“It went very well, Ms.,” Danielle responded, locking her second ankle cuff. “I have follow-ups scheduled at 8:45, three days a week.” 


“You must be the first appointment of the day,” Ms. Samantha smiled, clearly pleased with the arrangement. “And how’s your bottom doing?” 


“My panties are right where You want them, Ms.,” Danielle said, turning her body to give Ms. Samantha a good view. “The sting is gone.” 


“I’m sure it was quite the experience wearing that slutty lingerie to see the doctor,” Ms. Samantha teased, her voice playful but firm. “And with the short robe that Nicole always manages to give my girls, I bet she got an eyeful of those slutty panties of yours.” 


“She did, Ms.,” Danielle admitted, her face flushing deeply.

Ms. Samantha’s eyes gleamed with amusement. “I’m sure that was slightly embarrassing for you, but it seems you’ve recovered well enough.” She pointed to the desk, her tone shifting into a command. “Go ahead, get to the end of the desk and lock those pretty heels to the cables.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle responded instantly, moving to the desk, and bending forward to attach her heels to the chains. Once secured, she leaned forward, her chest resting on the desk, positioning herself just as Ms. Samantha liked. The pressure against her newly enhanced chest felt different, more pronounced. It made her feel more aware of the changes to her body.

Ms. Samantha stood up and walked behind her, a slow, purposeful motion that made Danielle’s breath catch in anticipation. She felt the cuffs around her wrists being manipulated, the metallic clinks finalizing her complete helplessness. The small tugs of her panties being pulled down sent a shiver through her as they slid just below her stocking tops, leaving her bare.

“I thought this was the fat plug you had in,” Ms. Samantha commented, her hand lightly grasping the base of the plug. “You know what to do, sissy.” 
Danielle took a deep breath, holding it for a moment before exhaling as Ms. Samantha slowly removed the plug. 


“You’ve been doing quite well training your bottom,” Ms. Samantha praised, giving Danielle a sense of pride. “It came out so nicely.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle whispered, feeling the emptiness left behind by the large plug.

Ms. Samantha didn’t waste any time. Something smooth and firm slid across Danielle’s recently vacated hole. The sensation made her gasp—it was unmistakable. Ms. Samantha had donned her harness. “I believe my slutty little sissy wanted to go for a ride this morning, didn’t she?” Ms. Samantha teased, the smooth head of her strapon rubbing gently over Danielle’s aching entrance. “What did I say you needed to do for that to happen?”

“You said I needed to beg, Ms.,” Danielle replied, her voice trembling with anticipation as the shaft continued to glide over her sensitive, sore hole. 


“Then pick your head up and start begging, sissy!” Ms. Samantha’s voice was sharp, and commanding.

Danielle lifted her head, flicking her hair to the side, and found herself staring at the tablet screen on Ms. Samantha’s desk. Her own reflection stared back, her face flushed with desperation. Over her shoulder, Ms. Samantha’s smirking face loomed in the frame. A timer in the corner of the screen showed the video was recording.

“Hurry up, sissy,” Ms. Samantha warned, pressing the head of the strapon slightly against Danielle’s hole. “Or I’ll call your kissy friend in here and let you watch while she shows you how to beg properly!”

“Ohhh, please, Ms.!” Danielle’s voice broke with desperation. “Please, I need to please You so badly!” Her eyes welled up with tears, her body straining for more contact. “I need your strapon inside me! Please, Ms.! I’ll do anything you ask!”

Ms. Samantha’s grin widened. It was the moment she had been waiting for. All of her girls eventually broke—some took longer, trying to cling to the remnants of their masculinity. But not Danielle. She had willingly embraced her new life, eagerly slipping into submission, and now she was begging for the next step. With a slow, deliberate motion, the bulbous head of the strapon pressed into Danielle’s tight hole, stretching her open.

“Annnnything, sissy?” Ms. Samantha asked, her voice low and taunting. 


“YES!” Danielle squealed, her body trying to suck the cock deeper inside her.

Ms. Samantha held her position, hands firmly gripping Danielle’s wiggling hips. “So, if I had Crystal come in here and remove her cage, would you suck her cock like the good little sissy you are?” 


“YES, Ms.!” Danielle’s answer was immediate. “I’d suck every inch of her!”

The reward was instant. Another inch of the strapon slid into Danielle’s eager hole, the defined ridge of the dildo scraping against her sensitive canal. Her groan was deep and guttural, the tension in her body easing with each inch.

“You really are a slutty little sissy,” Ms. Samantha teased, moving Her hips in a slow circle, making Danielle squirm. “Do you think you’re ready to be a cock sucker already?” 


“Yes!” Danielle moaned, her voice strained with need. “I’m YOUR slut, Ms.! Please, fuck me like your slut should be fucked!” Another inch slid inside Danielle’s trembling body, and as lightheaded as she felt, the realization hit her hard— the more I beg, the more I get . The truth of it only made her want more. “Please, Ms.,” she cried louder, her voice dripping with desperation, “fuck me until I scream!”

Ms. Samantha’s keen eyes stayed on Danielle’s face, reading her every expression as she pressed forward. Inch by inch, the strapon filled Danielle’s ass, and with every movement, the tension and resistance in Danielle’s body melted away. When Ms. Samantha’s hips finally met Danielle’s quivering cheeks, she let out a satisfied groan. Danielle’s arms and legs shook from the stretch, but her mind was already spiraling into pleasure.

With her hands gripping Danielle’s hips tightly, Ms. Samantha leaned in close, her breath hot against Danielle’s ear. “Well, look at you—mouth open, eyes rolling back like a little cock whore,” she teased. “But I get nervous when those eyes roll so far back in your head.”

“Sorry, Ms.,” Danielle cooed weakly, still reeling from the sensation of being completely filled.

Ms. Samantha straightened, her voice soft yet commanding. “Tell me, slut—what is it you want now?”

Danielle lifted her head just enough to stare at the screen, meeting Ms. Samantha’s eyes through the video feed. “Please, Ms.,” she whispered, her voice strained, “please fuck me like You own me.”

Ms. Samantha’s lips curled into a wicked grin. “Oh, but I do own you.” Without warning, she pulled the strapon halfway out before slamming it back inside Danielle’s stretched hole, making her gasp. “Don’t I?”

“Ohhhhhh, YES, Ms.!” Danielle cried out, her voice echoing in the room.

Ms. Samantha started slow, her hands gripping Danielle’s hips firmly as she varied the pace and depth of each thrust. Danielle’s body responded to every movement, moaning and trembling with each powerful push inside her. Ms. Samantha was meticulous, observing every reaction, taking mental notes of what made Danielle’s body twitch, groan, and beg for more. This was more than just domination; it was a calculated effort to ensure Danielle would crave this again and again. Ms. Samantha knew that after today, Danielle would be hooked, her body forever yearning for more no matter how sore she was when she was finally untied.

“Ohhh, Ms.!” Danielle’s voice cracked, her body tensing. “I think I’m going to cum!”

Ms. Samantha chuckled, her hips still moving in rhythmic thrusts. “My little girl just loves to cum, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, Ms.!” Danielle whimpered, the intensity building as she felt herself teetering on the edge. Just then, Ms. Samantha delivered a firm spank to Danielle’s ass, amplifying the sensation. 
“Ohhh YES, Ms.!” Danielle screamed. “Again, please!”

With a smirk, Ms. Samantha obliged, spanking Danielle’s reddened cheeks again and again, each slap synchronized with the thrust of her hips. The room was filled with the sound of Danielle’s whimpers and moans, her body vibrating with pleasure as Ms. Samantha’s strapon pushed deeper inside her.

Danielle’s muscles quivered, her legs barely able to support her anymore as Ms. Samantha gave her one last firm spank before gripping her hips tightly, her nails digging into Danielle’s tender flesh. The final push sent Danielle over the edge, her body convulsing with the force of her orgasm. She screamed Ms. Samantha’s name, her entire being consumed by the intense waves of pleasure that ripped through her.

“Well, that was intense,” Ms. Samantha said proudly as she slowly pulled out of Danielle, the shaft slipping out of her ass with a slick sound. Danielle whimpered softly at the emptiness, her body limp on the desk. “Rest there for a moment,” Ms. Samantha commanded, her voice softening as she noted how spent Danielle was. “I doubt you’re in any shape to walk just yet.”

Danielle weakly nodded, her mind foggy and her body drained. The orgasm she’d had the night before was nothing compared to this—this was something deeper, more powerful, leaving her utterly exhausted. Lifting her head seemed impossible; even opening her eyes felt like too much effort. All she could do was lie there, her cheek pressed against the desk, lost in the afterglow of what had just happened.

She felt something cool and moist touch her sore opening, and for a moment, she was too spent to even question it. Eventually, the fog in her mind cleared just enough to realize Ms. Samantha was cleaning her up with a baby wipe, the cool sensation soothing the heat in her abused skin. A smaller plug was slipped inside her, filling her once again, and her silky panties were pulled back into place. Danielle’s wrists were then freed from the cuffs, her limbs feeling heavy and sluggish.

“Let’s stand you up,” Ms. Samantha said softly as she and another pair of hands—Crystal’s—gently lifted Danielle to her feet. The room swayed slightly as Danielle struggled to keep her balance, but Ms. Samantha and Crystal held her steady. Slowly, they guided her to the nearby couch, laying her down with care. Crystal placed a pillow under Danielle’s head before stepping back to Ms. Samantha’s desk.

Danielle’s eyes fluttered shut almost instantly, her body sinking into the couch. She could hear the faint sounds of Crystal and Ms. Samantha talking in the background, but it was muffled, distant. She barely had time to process what had happened before sleep took her, the overwhelming exhaustion pulling her under.

As Danielle lay resting, her body utterly drained from the intense session, Ms. Samantha stood over her, watching the gentle rise and fall of her chest. A satisfied smile curled at the corners of Ms. Samantha’s lips. Danielle had come so far, but the path ahead would only grow more demanding.

Ms. Samantha turned to Crystal, who had quietly returned to the desk. “She’s progressing well, but there’s still much to be done,” she remarked softly, her eyes never leaving Danielle’s sleeping form.

Crystal nodded, a knowing look passing between them. Danielle’s transformation wasn’t just about appearance—it was about reshaping her mind, her desires, her identity. Ms. Samantha was molding her into something delicate yet powerful, a perfect sissy who would embrace her submission with every fiber of her being.

“When she wakes,” Ms. Samantha murmured, almost to herself, “the next stage begins.”

In the coming days, Danielle would face new challenges. The subtle changes to her body—the growing curves, the enhanced femininity—would be heightened with more injections and more training. Each session would push her further into her role, teaching her not only how to look and act the part of the perfect sissy but to feel it deep inside.

Her wardrobe would grow more daring. Tight skirts, plunging necklines, stockings that accentuated every line of her legs. Ms. Samantha had already decided on the next phase: Danielle would spend her days in a state of constant temptation, her body carefully corseted, her outfits making her hyper-aware of her evolving form. Every glance in the mirror would remind her of the sissy she was becoming, and Ms. Samantha would ensure that Danielle learned to love every moment of it.

The psychological training would intensify as well. Ms. Samantha had always been a master of control, and now she would lead Danielle deeper into submission. There would be no more hesitation, no more lingering doubts. Danielle’s mind would become as soft and pliable as her appearance. Each command would feel like an instinct, each desire shaped by her need to serve and obey.

Crystal watched in silence, knowing how far she herself had come under Ms. Samantha’s guidance. She saw in Danielle the same potential—a sissy waiting to be fully unleashed. And soon, under Ms. Samantha’s firm hand, Danielle would reach that peak.

“Her body will change, but so will her mind,” Ms. Samantha continued, running a finger lightly along Danielle’s cheek. “By the time I’m done with her, she won’t just look like the sissy she’s meant to be. She’ll think like one. She’ll crave it.”

Crystal’s lips curled into a soft smile. She remembered her own journey, how Ms. Samantha had guided her step by step into her new reality. Danielle was on that same path now, each day pulling her deeper into a world where she would not just accept her femininity but thrive in it.

“The next week will be a turning point,” Ms. Samantha added, Her tone almost gleeful. “She’ll need to be prepared for what’s coming. There’s no turning back now.”

Even in her sleep, Danielle could feel the pull of her transformation. Deep inside, she craved it—every injection, every piece of lingerie, every teasing glance that reminded her of her growing femininity. It wasn’t just about pleasing Ms. Samantha; Danielle wanted this for herself. She could hardly wait to see how far she would go, how deeply she would submit, how much more she would become. The thought of her new body, her new life, filled her dreams with excitement and longing. Soon, she would be everything she’d ever fantasized about—and she could hardly wait for the next step.
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