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Danielle stirred, unsure how long she’d been asleep. Slowly sitting up on the couch, she tried to piece together how she’d ended up there in the first place. Her body felt sore, her muscles still weak from the earlier session, and her opening, still tender, reminded her of the intense fucking she'd endured. She instinctively reached behind herself, feeling the plug nestled in her sore hole. Thankfully, it wasn’t the larger one she had started the day with, but the reminder of her earlier stretching still lingered. Even though the overwhelming arousal had subsided slightly, the heat remained—a constant, dull ache of horniness she couldn’t quite shake.

“How are you feeling, sweetie?” Ms. Samantha’s voice broke through the fog from across the room, Her tone soft yet commanding. She sat behind her desk, watching Danielle intently. “Crystal left you a glass of water.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle murmured, taking the glass gratefully and sipping deeply. “I’m okay,” she added after another long sip. She could still feel the flush in her cheeks. “That was... pretty intense.”

Ms. Samantha smirked knowingly. “It was. You seemed to have quite the orgasm.”

Danielle’s blush deepened. Ms. Samantha referred to it as an orgasm , not cumming , a subtle but intentional reminder of her emasculation. Not that Danielle needed much help feeling that way—every inch of her body, from the lingerie clinging to her soft curves to the tender soreness between her legs, reminded her exactly of who she was becoming.

“I, uh... I do need to use the bathroom,” Danielle stammered, almost asking permission as she tried to rise from the low couch. Her knees were still shaky, making it difficult to balance on her tall heels. Slowly standing, she instinctively reached behind her, fearing the plug might slip out.

“Don’t worry,” Ms. Samantha said, stifling a chuckle. “It’s a weighted plug. It’ll help tighten your little sissy pussy back up after being fucked.”

“Okay, Ms.” Danielle’s face turned a deep shade of red at Ms. Samantha’s blunt words, feeling both embarrassed and strangely aroused by the crude language. She carefully made her way to the bathroom, each step reminding her of the thorough stretching she’d received earlier.

“When you’re finished, come back and have a seat,” Ms. Samantha instructed, her voice firm.

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle replied softly as she slipped into the bathroom.

Closing the door behind her, Danielle took a moment to look at herself in the mirror. The words  freshly fucked  would be an understatement. Her hair was a tangled mess, and her mascara had smudged beneath her eyes, giving her the unmistakable look of someone who had been thoroughly ravished. She sighed, not surprised at the sight but still a bit shocked by how intense the session had been. Sitting down to relieve herself, Danielle noticed something odd—her condom panty liner was gone. It had been there earlier, and she distinctly remembered it being filled when she cummed. Orgasmed, she corrected herself. She’d have to ask about it. After finishing, she quickly fixed her hair and makeup, trying to compose herself before reentering Ms. Samantha’s office.

Standing by the chair, still only in her lacy lingerie set and the cuffs, Danielle waited for Ms. Samantha to acknowledge her before sitting.

“How do you feel, honeybun?” Ms. Samantha asked, motioning for Danielle to take a seat.

“A bit foggy,” Danielle admitted, crossing her legs delicately, “but very good otherwise, Ms.”

“That was quite an orgasm you had,” Ms. Samantha noted with a smile, clearly pleased with Danielle’s response. “It’s wonderful that you enjoyed your first time so much.”

“It was... surprising, Ms.” Danielle’s gaze lingered just below Ms. Samantha’s eyes, still struggling to maintain eye contact. “I was wondering, though—where did the panty liner go?”

Ms. Samantha leaned back in her chair, a mischievous grin spreading across her face. “I’m sure you were somewhat aware that I called Crystal in to clean you up after you fell asleep.” She waited for Danielle’s embarrassed nod before continuing. “It seemed like a shame to leave it there like that—fully filled, so I let Crystal take care of it. Consider it a little reward for her.”

“Reward?” Danielle felt her cheeks burn even hotter. She had an idea of what Ms. Samantha meant, but she needed confirmation.

“Oh yes,” Ms. Samantha’s grin widened, resembling that of a Cheshire cat. “She didn’t hesitate to gobble up your condom. Not a drop wasted.” Her words hung in the air, the weight of their meaning pressing down on Danielle. “Don’t worry, sissy. You’ll get a taste of her soon enough.”

Danielle’s heart raced at the thought, unsure whether she was more horrified or excited by the idea of tasting her friend. “Yes, Ms.,” she whispered, her voice shaky.

“Why don’t you remove your cuffs now,” Ms. Samantha said with a casual wave of Her hand, thoroughly enjoying the torment she was inflicting on Danielle’s psyche. “Crystal already removed the locks for you.”

“Thank you, Ms.” Danielle’s throat felt dry as she hurried to remove the cuffs and place them on Ms. Samantha’s desk.

Retrieving her dress from the door, Danielle quickly slipped it back on. Fully dressed once again, she thanked her Ms. for a wonderful session before making her way back to her own desk, wondering if Crystal would be there.

“Hi, sleepyhead!” Crystal’s smirk greeted her as she approached. “Looks like someone got worn out today!”

“I know,” Danielle replied, her voice barely above a whisper compared to Crystal’s playful tone.

“I bet you can’t wait to do it again, huh?” Crystal teased with a knowing smile.

“You’re right about that,” Danielle giggled, her body tingling at the thought. As she approached Crystal’s desk, she glanced at the computer screen. “Surfing dating sites at work?” she teased, her tone light.

“It’s a dating site of sorts,” Crystal replied with a smirk. “Each girl gets a profile page on the company’s website.” As she scrolled through, an image of a voluptuous honey brunette dressed in a latex cat outfit filled the screen. “I have a photo shoot tomorrow to get my page set up, so I’m just looking for ideas.”

Danielle’s jaw dropped. “Holy shit!” she blurted out, quickly covering her mouth in embarrassment. “Is she dressed as a latex cat?”

“Yep!” Crystal’s eyes sparkled as a chill ran up her spine. “But check this one out.” She clicked on another image, and this time a honey brunette was decked out in an elaborate latex blow-up doll costume, her mouth forced into a perfect O shape by a tight latex mask. She looked like the perfect bimbo minus the blonde hair. Danielle could once again start feeling her cage getting tighter below the lace panties.

“Well, that’s one way to get me to stop teasing you!” Danielle quipped, her eyes wide as she studied the details of the costume.

“I think my jaw would cramp if I had to keep my mouth in that position for that long,” Crystal said, laughing as she shook her head.

Danielle leaned in, her eyes glued to the screen. “You could probably file a worker’s comp claim for a jaw injury,” she teased, her voice full of mischief.

“Who’s being bad now?” Crystal giggled, lightly nudging Danielle.

“I’ve had a good mentor,” Danielle shot back with a grin, her heart still racing from everything that had transpired. Despite the embarrassment, the arousal, and the teasing, there was a part of Danielle that couldn’t deny how much she was loving every moment of this journey.

Tuesday had passed in a blur for Danielle, much like Monday. She was grateful she’d chosen a dress that was easy to remove, as Ms. Samantha had summoned her into her office no less than five times throughout the day. Every time she entered, Danielle would slip out of her dress, hanging it neatly on the back of the door. Then, she’d get straight to servicing the dildo that hung above her dress before awaiting further instructions from her boss. Each visit brought something different. Two of the trips were simple conversations between boss and employee, the second one even happening over lunch. Another had Danielle squatting low to deep throat a dildo, while yet another saw her willingly bent over the desk, begging to be fucked. The final trip into the office was spent with Danielle lovingly servicing Ms. Samantha’s strapon, savoring the praise she received for how much her blowjob skills had improved.

By the end of the day, Danielle expected to be “too tired” to entertain any more playtime at home. After all, she had deep-throated a dildo no less than twelve times that day. But a call from Crystal quickly changed her mind.

“Hi, sweetie!” Danielle answered the call, sounding cheerful despite her exhaustion.

“Hello there,” Crystal’s voice was teasing and warm. “What are you wearing?”

“Nothing fun,” Danielle replied, a smirk on her lips.

“Well, I’ve got some pictures to share,” Crystal teased back, “but you might need to put on something a little more fun to really appreciate them!”

“Are they up on the website yet?” Danielle felt a spark of excitement building.

“Nope!” Crystal giggled. “I’m giving you a sneak peek, but I can’t let you be underdressed for this.”

“Oh, you’re really full of yourself tonight, huh?” Danielle quipped.

“And deservedly so,” Crystal chuckled louder. “I spent a couple of hours in a hucow outfit with cowbells on my nipples to make these happen, you know!”

“What!?” Danielle nearly dropped her phone. “You didn’t!”

“There’s more,” Crystal teased, her voice coy. “Call me back when you’re ready to see them.”

“Oh, that bitch,” Danielle muttered, rolling her eyes as she stared at the now-disconnected call. “Fine, I’ll play her game,” Danielle grumbled. “But she’s not going to see what I have on; I’ll just tell her something sexy enough.” No sooner had she said that than her phone beeped. “Fucking bitch!” she blurted as she saw the text from Crystal: Pics needed, no cheating!

Rushing to her closet, Danielle sifted through her wardrobe to find something Crystal would approve of. She quickly settled on a pair of black opaque thigh-highs with chiffon ruffles and white bows, stepping into her highest pair of black patent heels for good measure. To complete the look, she slipped into a black teddy with white lace and ruffles, resembling a naughty maid’s uniform. The teddy came with matching wristlets and a ruffled choker, which Danielle put on as well. After applying dark red lipstick, she propped her phone against the nightstand, angling it to capture her full reflection. Her entire outfit, minus the heels, was visible in the frame.

“This will take some creativity,” she muttered to herself. Rushing back into position, Danielle struck several poses, trying to capture the perfect shot. After a few failed attempts, she finally settled on one where her leg was kicked back, showing off her heels and most of her outfit. “That should do it,” she said with a satisfied smile.

A moment later, her phone rang again.

“Nice ass!” Crystal exclaimed gleefully. “Pull up your tablet—I’ll send you the pictures!”

“Okay, got it,” Danielle replied, sitting on her worn-out couch and opening up her tablet. “I’m ready.”

“While it downloads, you’ve gotta tell me how work went today!” Crystal’s voice oozed with curiosity.

“You know, the usual,” Danielle giggled. “Fucking, sucking, and basically being Ms. Samantha’s little plaything all day.”

“Sooo... typical workday, huh?” Crystal laughed loudly.

“Pretty much,” Danielle agreed with a laugh of her own. “Okay, the file’s open. Where do I start?”

“Just click on the first one,” Crystal said excitedly. “Let’s go through them together.”

As Danielle clicked on the first image, her thighs pressed together. “Look at you!” she whispered. “That’s such a cute outfit.” Crystal was dressed in an expensive designer cocktail dress. It was still classy while being barely there. She looked ravishing. Something, when worn out for a dinner date, would definitely send the message that she was the dessert for the night.

They slowly scrolled through the pictures, and with each one, the outfits became even more risqué.

“Holy crap!” Danielle blurted out. “There’s my little cow!”

“Ha, ha,” Crystal replied with a giggle. “Very funny.”

Crystal was dressed head to toe in a black and white latex hucow outfit, complete with large, swinging cowbells attached to her real nipples now that her tits started becoming bigger with the saline procedures. Her hands were bound in leather cuffs, and she wore thigh-high boots with a black tail hanging behind her. The look was topped off with a latex hood that had cow ears on the top and a latex collar that added to the fantasy. Danielle’s eyes were wide, both scared and incredibly turned on by the sight of her friend in full hucow attire.

“Go to the next group!” Crystal urged, her voice brimming with excitement.

“Holy shit!” Danielle gasped, her jaw dropping. “I mean, holy shit! ”

“I know, right?” Crystal laughed.

This time, Crystal was wearing a Barbie pink-toned latex catsuit, but there was one glaring difference—her cock and balls were encased in a bright white sheath that stood out starkly against the rest of the suit. The following picture showed her erection tucked away.

“What was worse,” Danielle teased, her voice playful, “getting your cage off or putting it back on?”

“Definitely putting it back on,” Crystal groaned. “That was not easy!”

“Oh, but the pictures don’t stop there,” Danielle said breathlessly, scrolling through more bondage-themed images. “Was the photographer a guy?”

“He was,” Crystal confirmed.

“How long did he have you tied up like this?” Danielle asked, her voice rising with curiosity as she lingered over an image where Crystal was completely bound, unable to move.

“Only until I ached,” Crystal chuckled sheepishly. “But I may have given the photographer a little tip after we were done.”

Danielle couldn’t hold back her laughter. “Wait, you gave him one? Or did he give you one?”

“Keep scrolling, slut,” Crystal teased back.

Danielle gasped, feeling her heart race. “Ohhh, that’s way more than a tip!” she exclaimed, her eyes widening as she saw Crystal in several compromising positions, being taken by two men. “And he had a friend!? Wow, just wow!”

Setting her tablet aside, Danielle leaned back on the couch, her body thrumming with excitement. One hand began to stroke her aching balls, still sore from the earlier session, while the other scrolled through the images again. Her hips rocked slowly in time with her hand, and she could feel the heat building inside her as she practically humped the air, imagining herself in Crystal’s position.

“Guess what?” Crystal teased, pulling Danielle back to reality. “Those two guys? They’ll be the ones doing your shoot too!”

Danielle gulped, her body tensing at the thought. She realized her mouth was practically watering. “Lunch tomorrow?” she asked, trying to sound casual despite the growing desire coursing through her.

“Sounds good to me,” Crystal replied. “Oh, and don’t forget to dress up for Nicole tomorrow. And enjoy your dreams tonight!”

“No kidding. I’ll be dreaming about this ,” Danielle chuckled, her eyes still glued to Crystal’s picture.

A shiver shot up her spine as she imagined herself in Crystal’s position—kneeling in elegant white lingerie with black accents, a satin bustier tightly laced around her waist, wide lace-topped stockings, and a long, curly blonde wig. Behind her, a muscular stud gripped her hip with one hand, his other hand holding her shoulder as he thrust deep inside her ass. In front of her stood another stud, his hand firmly gripping the top of her head as his balls pressed against her chin, her mouth ready to be filled.

“Oh my God,” Danielle huffed, “I need to get fucked like this.”

The words came out before she could stop them, but they felt undeniably true. Just months ago, getting fucked had meant something completely different to Dan. Now, as Danielle, it was what she craved, what her body ached for. The idea of saying no was slipping further and further away.

She rushed to her bedroom, grabbing two large dildos along the way. Within moments, she was on her knees, sandwiched between the two dildos, her body moving with practiced ease. With each thrust of the toys, she imagined herself between the two studs from Crystal’s pictures. Danielle stayed there, riding the wave of pleasure until her need was finally sated enough for sleep. Stepping out of her heels, she collapsed onto her bed, still dressed in her maid outfit, the toys discarded nearby. Stepping out of her heels, she simply climbed into bed still dressed as she'd been almost two hours ago.

Danielle’s alarm clock buzzed earlier than usual the following morning, rousing her from a deep sleep. Slowly waking, she groaned, feeling the dull soreness in her body. “Damn that Crystal,” she muttered to herself, tugging the crotch of her teddy down slightly. “Getting me all worked up before bed.” She rubbed her temples, noting the slight headache, though it was nothing compared to the two other more intimate aches she felt as she sat up. Her eyes fell on the two dildos still hanging lewdly from the door frame. “I blame the two of you again!” she grumbled with a chuckle. “Fuckers!”

Laughing at herself, Danielle slipped off her stockings and peeled off the teddy before making her way past the dangling toys and into the bathroom. After a quick shower, she emerged feeling refreshed, dressed in a pair of orange yoga pants with sheer cut-outs and a matching sports bra. Danielle set up her yoga mat in the small living area of her apartment while her coffee was brewed in the kitchen. Working out had never been Dan’s thing, but as Danielle, she’d found herself actually enjoying the routine. She loved the subtle but noticeable changes that her diet and active lifestyle had brought to her body. Her butt had become rounder and more shapely, her stomach flatter and toned, and her legs were now more defined and feminine. Danielle smiled at her reflection. She may not have been much to look at as Dan, but she was transforming into a hot girl. The results were motivating, pushing her to work even harder to achieve the body she desired.

After finishing her yoga session, Danielle made her way back to the bathroom, carefully balancing her cup of morning coffee on the edge of the tiny vanity. “I need to ask Crystal when I can move in over lunch,” she reminded herself as she stepped into the shower.

At first, her morning routine had felt like a burden. Shaving, exfoliating, moisturizing, and then doing her makeup had seemed like such a hassle compared to Dan’s old routine of rolling out of bed, showering, and throwing on thrift store jeans and an old college t-shirt in under thirty minutes. But as Danielle, her routine had become a ritual she’d grown to love. Now, it took her about an hour to get fully ready, not including her workout. After drying off from her shower, she applied her favorite coconut body butter, loving the scent and the way it made her skin feel impossibly soft.

“If yesterday is any indication,” Danielle mused to herself as she walked back to her closet, “I’m going to need a dress I can easily slip off for Nicole this morning.”

Her eyes lit up as she scanned her closet. She knew exactly what she wanted to wear and which lingerie would pair perfectly with it. Reaching for a dark blue satin and black lace lingerie set, she grinned, loving the way the material felt against her skin. The ensemble was adorned with small bows, and the satin panels were strategically placed on the high-cut panties and the bottoms of the bra cups, giving it a look that was both feminine and elegant. Danielle carefully slipped on her black stockings, fastening them in place, and then added her favorite perfume, adjusting her wig to perfection before grabbing the belted royal blue dress she had chosen.

For a little added security, she placed a small pin in the somewhat plunging neckline of the dress. Her cleavage wasn’t entirely passable up close, so she figured the pin would keep things in place for her commute. The dress fit like a dream, hugging her curves and showing off her hard-earned figure, while still moving with her as she walked. Sliding into a pair of black slingback heels, Danielle gave herself one final look in the mirror before heading for the door, certain that Bill would approve of her outfit today.

As she stepped out into the hallway, a dull voice called out from behind her. “Good morning.”

Danielle turned to see Daisy, the sandy-haired blonde from down the hall. “Good morning, Daisy,” she replied, her voice bright and cheerful, in contrast to Daisy’s more monotone greeting.

“You look nice this morning,” Daisy said, her tone carrying a hint of envy as she looked at Danielle’s perfectly polished appearance. She was clearly not dressed to the same level. “Have you heard anything from your ex?”

Danielle smirked, unable to resist the opportunity. “Oh, you mean Dan?” She chuckled, savoring the irony. “Not since he moved to warmer climates, no.” Danielle relished in the fact that this woman, who had completely shunned Dan, was now asking about him. “Although, he did invite me down to visit.”

“Where is he again?” Daisy’s tone was thick with envy, her curiosity growing as she realized Danielle had connections she hadn’t considered.

"He bought an island owned by some hedge fund guy," Danielle couldn’t believe how catty she was being, but she couldn’t resist the urge to rub it in. "You know, big house on a small, private island, that kind of thing."

"Oh," Daisy replied flatly, clearly disappointed, "sounds nice."

Daisy usually had more pep in her tone, although not when Dan was around. She’d always treated him with disdain or completely ignored him. Danielle felt a small pang of guilt for being so heartless, but then reminded herself that Daisy wouldn’t have given Dan the time of day unless he’d “won the lottery.” Now that Dan was gone, suddenly she was interested.

"I might head down next month," Danielle continued as the elevator doors opened, "just to see what I can do about getting rid of these tan lines." She stepped into the elevator, holding the door for Daisy and remembering the times Daisy had elected to wait for the next one rather than share an elevator with Dan. "White sands and crystal-clear blue water sound good right about now."

"I can imagine," Daisy muttered as the elevator reached the lobby. The doors slid open, and Daisy groaned, "Shit, I'm not in the mood for him."

"I’ve got you covered," Danielle said confidently as she strutted out of the elevator, making a beeline toward Bill, the building manager, who stood in the hallway—no doubt waiting to check her out. "Good morning, Bill!" Danielle felt a rush of power as she approached him, her confidence soaring. She knew Bill was only there to leer at her, but today she had news for him.

"Good news!" Danielle announced, not bothering to wait for him to respond. "I’m moving out at the end of the month. Make sure to let the landlord know."

"What?!" Bill blurted, caught off guard.

"You heard me," Danielle continued, adjusting her path slightly as she took Daisy by the arm and led her toward the door. "And if they ask why, tell them it’s because some creepy asshole sits in the hallway every morning, waiting to leer at us on our way out!"

"Holy shit," Daisy gasped, her voice full of shock. "What did you ever see in that nerd, Dan?"

Danielle stopped, turning to stare directly into Daisy’s eyes. "Ever have an orgasm so hard your stomach muscles cramped?" Daisy’s jaw dropped, leaving the question hanging in the air, unspoken. "Yeah, and that was only part of it."

Feeling even bolder, Danielle leaned in and pressed her lips lightly to Daisy’s, savoring the look of surprise on her face. "Have a great day," she whispered before turning on her heel and walking away without looking back, confident that both Daisy and Bill were left standing in stunned silence.

As Danielle walked down the street, a giggle bubbled up inside her. Leaving that apartment would be easier than she thought. Everything she hadn’t replaced since starting at Ms.Samantha’s agency would go straight into the dumpster—the old furniture, especially. Moving into Crystal’s place was going to be a breeze, and she couldn’t wait to talk to Crystal about it over lunch.

Before she knew it, Danielle was entering the doctor's office, coffee in hand, a full 30 minutes early for her appointment.

"Good morning!" Nicole called from behind the desk, her voice bright and cheerful.

"Good morning to you!" Danielle responded with a wide smile, feeling even more elated after her little elevator stunt.

"Someone’s in a great mood today," Nicole noted as she opened the door to let Danielle inside. "What’s going on?"

"I don’t even know where to start!" Danielle giggled, taking a seat on the exam table while Nicole settled onto the stool nearby.

Over coffee, Danielle filled Nicole in on the details of her morning, sharing the backstories about Daisy and Bill with more detail than she expected. Nicole listened intently, her expressions shifting from surprise to amusement to support as Danielle spoke. It felt oddly comfortable, almost too easy to share these personal moments with her. Time flew by in their conversation, and before Danielle knew it, the doctor could be heard entering the office.

"Oh crap, look at the time!" Nicole jumped up, suddenly panicked. "I need you to get into the robe quickly!" She grabbed the robe from behind the door as Danielle began undoing the small pin holding her cleavage in place.

"Let me help you with that," Nicole offered, stepping in close, her hands swiftly untying the belt of Danielle’s dress. "I got so caught up in your morning I completely lost track of time!" Their eyes met for a moment, and Danielle’s heart skipped a beat.

"Time for what?" Danielle’s head spun as she felt Nicole’s hands deftly working the belt free.

"Never mind," Nicole whispered with a teasing smile as Danielle slipped the dress off her shoulders. "For someone who looks as good as you do, you still think like a boy." Nicole’s fingers moved expertly around Danielle’s back, unclasping her bra in one fluid motion. "Hurry up. He’s almost here."

"Sorry," Danielle muttered, hastily pulling the robe on and letting the bra fall from her arms.

It felt like they were two kids who had just been caught doing something wrong, though the doctor seemed completely oblivious to the tension in the room. Danielle couldn’t stop thinking about Nicole’s comment.  What did she mean by ‘thinking like a boy’?  Was she flirting with her? And why would Nicole be interested in her when she could easily have someone like Crystal? The thoughts swirled in Danielle’s mind as the doctor began the next round of saline injections. She could feel the subtle stretch in her skin, not enough to be uncomfortable, but her small breasts were definitely growing.

"See you again on Friday," the doctor said, getting up and leaving the room.

Danielle’s thoughts were still spinning when Nicole approached with the cream. "I don’t understand," Danielle said softly, "why you’d even be interested in me."

Nicole smiled warmly as she made eye contact with Danielle. "You do realize I’ve been flirting with you since day one, right?" Nicole’s sincerity was clear in her voice. "Like, really flirting with you."

"I don’t get it, though," Danielle admitted, her voice shaky. "I mean, look at me."

"Do you think I don’t know who you are?" Nicole’s voice softened, but there was no hesitation. "I do know, Danielle. I just find you special."

Danielle blushed deeply. It was the first real compliment she’d received from a woman. "There’s just something about you," Nicole added with a smile.

"My fashion sense?" Danielle teased, trying to lighten the moment.

"Oh, you definitely have that going for you," Nicole chuckled, rubbing the cream on Danielle’s skin with gentle, practiced hands. "And your taste in lingerie is amazing." Danielle blushed even more at the compliment. "But really, I just find myself attracted to you, and I can’t quite put my finger on why. It’s undeniable."

Danielle felt tears welling up. "I don’t know what to say," she whispered. "Other than thank you."

"Say you’ll go to dinner with me tonight," Nicole said suddenly, her eyes bright with excitement.

"Okay," Danielle responded almost too quickly, then immediately second-guessed herself.

"Here’s my number," Nicole said, pulling a yellow post-it note from her scrub pocket. "Text me, and we’ll figure out the details."

Danielle stared at the number, her heart racing. "I will," she promised.

"Put that away before the doctor sees," Nicole whispered sharply, glancing at the door. "Let the cream dry, and then you can get dressed."

"Okay, thanks," Danielle replied, tucking the Post-it away while trying to figure out where to keep it. "I’ll text as soon as I get downstairs."

"I’ll reply as soon as I can," Nicole winked as she walked toward the door. "Somewhere casual so you don’t look better than me, okay?"

Danielle’s face was burning as she nodded. "Okay," she whispered, watching Nicole leave. Once she was alone, she murmured to herself, "I have a date. With a girl." The disbelief was clear in her tone. "As a girl." Her voice turned into a confused mutter. "What the fuck am I getting myself into here?"

In a daze, Danielle descended the stairs on autopilot. Dan had never been asked out by a woman before and certainly wouldn’t have caught the attention of someone like Nicole. Dan had always been the shy, awkward wingman if anything. But Danielle? She was something else entirely—and apparently, it was paying off. Just as she reached her desk, she was paged to Ms. Samantha’s office. With no time to spare, Quickly making her way down the hall, Danielle entered the office, dutifully removing her dress while servicing the dildo behind the door 10 times with her mouth.

“Multi-tasking, I see!” Sam’s voice rang out from behind her desk, a smirk curling at her lips. “That’s my girl.”

“Thank you, Ms. Samantha,” Danielle responded breathlessly, letting the dildo slip from her lips before straightening up. “How are you this morning?”

“I’m very well,” Sam replied, motioning for Danielle to take a seat. “And how was your appointment today?”

“It went well, Ms.,” Danielle said, though she shifted slightly in her chair, still feeling a bit uneasy. “The doctor seemed pleased with the progress, but... something odd happened.”

“Go on,” Sam urged, Her curiosity piqued.

Danielle swallowed, her throat feeling dry as she tried to find the right words. “The nurse, Nicole... well, she kind of, um, asked me out to dinner tonight.”

Sam raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised. “Really?”

“I hope that’s not a problem, Ms. Samantha,” Danielle blurted, panic creeping into her voice. The last thing she wanted was to upset her boss. “I didn’t think—I just said yes when she asked. Please tell me you’re not mad at me.”

“Oh, not at all, honeybun,” Sam said with a warm smile, seeing how flustered her girl was. “Tell me exactly what she said.”

Danielle took a deep breath before recounting the entire situation, starting with the not-so-subtle flirting, the coffee suggestions, and Nicole’s playful comment about not looking better than her in something casual. Sam listened, nodding as Danielle spoke, pondering the situation. Nicole had been at the office for years, and Sam had sent plenty of girls over—yet Nicole had never shown much interest in any of them. What was it about Danielle? Sam had to admit, Danielle was certainly passable as a girl, with her sweet demeanor and newfound confidence, but still, it was unusual.

“I want you to go on the date,” Sam said after a moment of thought.

Danielle blinked, caught off guard. “Really?”

“Yes, baby,” Sam’s tone was gentle yet encouraging. “Do you think my girls don’t have friends or dates outside of work?” Danielle shook her head, feeling a bit silly for worrying. “Nicole clearly knows your limits when it comes to certain intimate moments,” Sam added with a grin, “but I want you to enjoy yourself. You deserve to have fun. Enjoy being a girl to its fullest.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle replied happily, but her face quickly turned to panic again. “But... I don’t know what to wear! What even counts as casual?”

“Oh, don’t worry,” Sam chuckled, standing up from behind her desk. “I’ll help you with that. But first, come here and bend over the desk with your panties off.”

Danielle didn’t need to be told twice. Her panties were off in a flash and delicately laid on the desk as she bent over, exposing her bare ass to the large windows behind her.

“You have a pair of stirrup pants, don’t you?” Sam asked, taking her time as she revealed her strapon, the thick phallus glistening.

“Yesss, Ms.,” Danielle moaned softly, her eyes widening at the sight of the strapon, her body already aching to be filled. “They’re a dark tan color.”

“Perfect,” Sam said, letting her fingers glide teasingly over Danielle’s bare skin as she moved behind her. “Those, with the wedge sandals you bought a few weeks ago.”

Danielle’s body trembled as she felt the lubed head of the strapon rub against her entrance. Her body had become so used to being penetrated that she barely needed to concentrate to relax—it was as if she craved it now, the ache of emptiness begging to be satisfied.

“I know the ones, Ms.,” Danielle groaned as the head slowly entered her, the pressure building as it stretched her. “The ones with the floral print and open toe.”

“Exactly, sweetie,” Sam murmured, her voice full of pride as she slid the thick shaft deeper inside Danielle’s waiting hole. “And that adorable bohemian top with the red crochet at the bottom.”

Danielle’s response was a long, drawn-out moan as the entire length of the strapon filled her in one slow, continuous push. Typically, Sam would give her time to adjust, but not this time. The sensation was overwhelming, making Danielle’s knees wobble as she gripped the edge of the desk for support.

“Very nice, sweetie,” Sam praised, watching as Danielle’s body adjusted to the size. “You took that beautifully.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle panted, still trying to regain her balance. “This one feels... bigger.”

“Maybe just a bit,” Sam admitted, pulling back slowly, easing the pressure inside Danielle’s body. “It’s the largest one you’ve taken so far. How does it feel?”

Danielle groaned, her breath catching as Sam thrust forward again, her hips pressing into her bare ass. “It’s definitely rearranging things inside me, Ms.!”

“But you don’t hate it, do you?”

“Nooooo, Ms.!” Danielle gasped as Sam pulled halfway out before slamming back inside her. “It’s fucking amazing!”

“Good girl,” Sam purred, gripping Danielle’s hips firmly as she began to fuck her with steady, deliberate thrusts. “Not everyone takes this one so well the first time.”

“Thank you!” Danielle grunted, her body trembling with pleasure as Sam’s thrusts became more forceful. “Ohhh, fuck, yes!”

Sam increased her pace, pulling Danielle’s body back onto the thick shaft with every thrust. Each movement was calculated and controlled, and Danielle could feel her body responding eagerly. She hadn’t been exaggerating earlier—Danielle’s progress was impressive, and she was already craving more.

“That’s my slutty sissy,” Sam growled, gripping Danielle’s hips tighter. “Tell me what you want.”

“Please, fuck me harder!” Danielle begged, her voice strained as her body shook with each thrust. “You own me!”

Sam pulled Danielle up into an almost standing position without letting her escape the shaft, her breath hot against Danielle’s ear. “Would you like to know a secret, baby girl?”

Danielle nodded, her body too lost in the sensation to speak.

“This is a model of your first date’s actual cock. He’ll make sure you’re fully prepared for clients.”

“Oh, God,” Danielle gasped, feeling lightheaded at the thought as Sam thrust into her several more times, lifting her heels from the floor with each deep stroke.

Sam lowered Danielle’s torso back onto the desk, withdrawing the shaft from her now-gaping hole. Danielle whimpered as the emptiness returned, her body sagging against the desk, too weak to stand. Sam carefully slipped a weighted plug into her before walking to the bathroom, removing her harness, and depositing it in the sink. When She returned, She handed Danielle a glass of water, watching as her sissy slowly recovered.

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle whispered, taking a small sip of water. “Is he really that big?”

“Yes, sweetie,” Sam smirked, sitting back at her desk. “But don’t worry—you’re already more than able to handle him.”

Danielle blushed deeply, taking another sip as Sam continued. “The biggest difference, of course, is that when he’s done, you’ll have an ass full of his cum to enjoy.”

Danielle shuddered at the thought, her body already reacting to the image. It was the one thing Sam couldn’t simulate for her—the feeling of a real cock filling her with its load. But by the time that moment came, Danielle would be ready. She was already at the point where just the sight of a dildo made her mouth water, and the thought of a real cock brought a twinge of longing deep into her body. Sam’s careful, calculated training was paying off. By the time Danielle had her first real client, she wouldn’t hesitate for a second.

“That would feel amazing,” Danielle murmured, her voice dreamy as she slowly stood from the desk. “May I go clean up, Ms.?”

“Go ahead,” Sam replied, watching her newest girl with pride.

Danielle carefully balanced herself on her heels as she walked to the bathroom, feeling the slight stretch from the plug still inside her. She cleaned herself up quickly, then turned her attention to the toys left in the sink. Holding the dildo in her hand, she marveled at its size. She couldn’t believe she’d taken something so big so easily. The man this belonged to must be something else entirely.

“I could use two of these instead of dumbbells in the morning!” Danielle joked to herself, pretending to do a bicep curl with the toy. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and giggled. “Oh, what a sight.”

Her hair was a bit of a mess, her lipstick slightly smeared, and her eyes needed a touch-up. Thankfully, the bathroom was well-stocked with everything she needed. As she leaned forward to fix her makeup, she arched her back slightly, catching sight of her reflection in the full-length mirror. For a moment, she admired the way she looked—her posture, her curves, the way her cage was hidden just out of sight. She smiled at the hot girl staring back at her.

“Okay, back to work,” Danielle muttered to herself with a small shake of her head, refocusing on cleaning up the toys. She reentered Ms. Samantha’s office to find her perched casually on the side of her desk, motioning for Danielle to take her usual seat.

“Where would you like these, Ms.?” Danielle asked, holding the harness and the dildo.

“You can put the harness in the top drawer of the cabinet there,” Sam instructed with a warm smile, her gaze following Danielle as she moved. “As for the dildo, you can hold onto it for now.”

“Yes, Ms. Samantha!” Danielle replied.

After placing the harness back in the cabinet, Danielle retrieved her panties, using the edge of the table for support as she stepped back into them. Then came the conundrum—what to do with the large phallus in her hands? Sitting down, she was unsure whether to hold it or place it on her lap. Resting it on her leg felt too suggestive, and holding it felt almost too casual. Finally, Danielle settled on gently resting it across her lap, one hand holding it in place.

“How does your pussy feel, sweetie?” Sam’s voice held a hint of amusement.

“A bit sore and tingly, Ms.,” Danielle admitted, her cheeks flushing with color, “Thank you.”

“It’s obvious you’ve taken your training to heart,” Ms. Samantha continued, her tone full of pride. “It’s made today’s progress that much easier.”

Danielle’s head dipped slightly, unsure of how to respond to such praise. She felt both grateful and humbled.

“I’d say you’re ahead of most of the girls I’ve hired so far,” Sam added, genuinely impressed with how quickly Danielle had embraced her role. “There’s still more to learn, but you’re making excellent progress.”

Danielle couldn’t help but run her fingers lightly over the dildo in her lap, her touch slow and almost loving. It wasn’t overtly sexual, but the gesture conveyed a deeper connection she felt with her training.

“I’ll email you the outfit I want you to wear tomorrow later tonight,” Sam said, watching Danielle’s response.

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle replied, though her curiosity was piqued. It wasn’t often that Ms. Samantha picked out her outfit so specifically.

“You can head back out to your desk now,” Sam said, returning her focus to the computer screen. “And from what I understand, you’re going to lunch with Crystal today?”

“Yes, Ms. Samantha,” Danielle confirmed, standing to her feet. “I hope that’s okay?”

“Very much so,” Sam’s smile was approving. “I had hoped the two of you would hit it off. It’s always easier when you have a mentor to guide you through this process.”

“She’s been wonderful, Ms. Samantha,” Danielle replied sincerely. “I’d be lost without her.”

“Remember how she’s helped you,” Sam advised, her voice holding a slight edge of authority, “because when it’s your turn to mentor someone, I expect you to be just as supportive.”

“Yes, Ms.!” Danielle’s eyes brightened at the thought of one day mentoring another girl, guiding someone through the same transformation she had undergone.

Danielle worshipped the dildo hanging behind the door with her mouth, just as she had been trained, before slipping her dress back on and heading to her desk. As she walked down the hallway, she couldn’t stop thinking about how to discreetly hide the large phallus. Her bag was large enough, but it was still sitting at her desk across the office.

"It sounded like someone met Little Johnny today!" Crystal’s voice called out from one of the guest chairs as Danielle entered the main area.

"Little Johnny?" Danielle asked, instinctively moving the dildo behind her back in a failed attempt to hide it.

“Yes, sweetie!” Crystal teased, a mischievous grin on her face. “You don’t think I was spared from Little Johnny when I was in your shoes, do you?”

Danielle shook her head, still not quite believing it.

“He’s quite the beast,” Crystal continued, sauntering over to her friend, “but Big Johnny is even better.”

“Big Johnny?” Danielle asked, eyes widening at the implication.

“Oh yes,” Crystal replied, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper. “Big Johnny is the man who sports that beast you’ve got hidden behind your back. He’s the sweetest man you’ll ever meet, but you definitely won’t feel like one when you’re with him.”

Danielle couldn’t help but laugh. "How could I feel manly when I look like this every day?" she asked, gesturing to her dress, heels, makeup, and lingerie.

“You’d be surprised,” Crystal smirked, leaning in close until her chest brushed against Danielle’s. “He’s built like a god, and I’m not just talking about his cock.”

“Wow!” Danielle exclaimed, her grip on the dildo tightening without realizing it. “Like action movie star built?”

“Exactly!” Crystal’s eyes gleamed as she whispered, “But don’t worry, he’s so gentle you won’t ever want him to stop.”

Both girls felt a shiver of excitement run up their spines—Crystal from the memory of her night with Big Johnny, and Danielle from the vivid image her words conjured.

“Okay, let me hide this thing, and we can go to lunch,” Danielle said, stepping away and quickly tucking the dildo into her desk drawer. “I have so much to tell you!”

“Feel free to start now!” Crystal encouraged, following her friend to the door.

“Well, I have a question first,” Danielle said, returning with just her pink wallet in hand. “When do you close on your new place?”

As they walked down the street, Danielle relayed the events of her morning, including her confrontation with Bill and her decision to move out. Crystal was thrilled that Danielle was leaving her “dump” of an apartment, and even more excited about her moving in. Although Crystal still had another month or more left in her current place, her work was getting busier, and she had several trips lined up already.

“So, should I pay rent? Kick in toward utilities?” Danielle asked, curious about the logistics as they strolled down the busy sidewalk.

“Oh, don’t worry your pretty little head about that,” Crystal replied, slipping her arm through Danielle’s. “We’ll figure something out!”

“That sounds ominous!” Danielle laughed.

“Rent is covered for the next two months,” Crystal explained, her tone reassuring. “Most utilities are already included, and I’m not worried about food. Just buy what you like.”

Danielle felt a wave of relief wash over her. “Okay then.”

As they arrived at the restaurant, they were seated quickly, the waitstaff showing them to a cozy booth. After ordering drinks—sweet tea for Danielle and a cosmopolitan for Crystal—Danielle decided to dive into the next topic that had been on her mind.

“So, what’s the deal with you and nurse Nicole?” Danielle asked, taking a long sip of her sweet tea. “I get the feeling she’s not your biggest fan.”

Crystal looked momentarily sheepish. “Probably not,” she admitted. “Okay, so, before I became the gorgeous piece of ass you see in front of you,” she said with a teasing smile, “I was one of those Wall Street bros.”

Danielle blinked, surprised by the revelation. Crystal didn’t seem like the cutthroat business type, but she listened as her friend continued.

Crystal explained that she had been a successful stockbroker, making it big in the high-stakes world of finance. But like so many others, she had gotten overextended and caught up in the chaos of the market. When COVID hit, things took a turn for the worse; Crystal’s world collapsed around her, and she lost everything almost overnight. That was when she applied for a job at Ms. Samantha’s agency. However, adjusting from being a powerful figure in the business world to a submissive girl wasn’t exactly easy.

"I was used to being in control," Crystal confessed, her voice growing softer. "And Nicole... well, she saw me struggling with that. Back then, when I went into the clinic for my initial exams, and let’s just say I was still clinging to my old self, and it didn’t go well."

Danielle could see the pain in Crystal’s eyes, understanding now why Nicole might not have warmed to her.

“It must’ve been so hard,” Danielle said, sympathy lacing her voice.

"It was," Crystal nodded, her smile returning. "But I’ve come a long way since then. And now, well, I’ve embraced this new life, and it’s better than anything I could’ve imagined."

"Well, you’re going to be shocked to know this," Danielle said, wishing she had a cosmopolitan like Crystal, "but I’m going to dinner with her tonight."

"You’re fucking kidding me!" Crystal hissed in disbelief, leaning in closer. "How in the world did you pull that off?"

"Honestly, I didn’t do a thing!" Danielle replied earnestly, shaking her head. "She’s been hitting on me from the beginning!"

"What did Ms. Sam say?" Crystal asked, her eyes wide.

"She actually helped me figure out what to wear," Danielle replied, still amazed by how casually Ms. Samantha had handled the whole situation, "and told me to have fun!"

Crystal squeezed Danielle’s hand, grinning. "Well then, I hope you do have fun!" she said warmly. "I mean that you know, but how would that ever work out?"

Danielle shrugged, chuckling. "I don’t even know."

"I hope your oral game is on point!" Crystal teased, her grin widening.

"Oh, I’ve been working on it," Danielle quipped, "several times a day, to the point my throat is sore."

Crystal burst into laughter. "I don’t think she’s got one of those, silly," she said, still chuckling. "I meant your other oral skills."

"Oh, OH!" Danielle blushed, realizing her mistake. "Well, I doubt that would be a first-date thing with her."

"If she’s the one who suggested it," Crystal leaned forward again, squeezing Danielle’s hand gently, "there’ll definitely be more than one. Just don’t be a jerk."

"That’s easy for me," Danielle giggled in response.

Lunch with Crystal was relaxed and enjoyable. Her soon-to-be roommate seemed just as excited about Danielle moving in as she was about getting out of her current place. Crystal even offered to make space for Danielle’s clothes and essentials, though she jokingly suggested burning everything else in Danielle’s apartment—including the furniture. Danielle laughed it off, saying she’d probably just donate everything instead of going the pyromaniac route.

Back at the office, the rest of the day flew by. While a part of her wished Ms. Samantha would call her back into the office, Danielle was relieved that she didn’t end up bent over the desk again. Tomorrow, though, she had a feeling things would be different.

On the train ride home, there was no sign of that cute finance guy, which was a relief. Danielle was proud of herself for finally getting used to the constant distraction of having a plug inside her while commuting. Though her body remained on edge, bordering on mind-numbingly horny, she had learned to live with that persistent ache over time.

"Okay, where are those stirrups?" Danielle muttered to herself as she stepped out of her heels upon entering her apartment. She padded across the floor in her stockings, rolling her eyes at the memory of how many women she’d seen wearing sneakers on the subway. "No wonder so many of them do that."

Soon, the dress she’d worn all day was lying on the bed, followed quickly by her stockings and garter belt. Digging through her closet, Danielle found the stirrup pants she had folded neatly on the shelf and stepped into them, pulling them into place as she made her way to the bathroom.

"The things I do to look good," she grumbled, stepping onto the side of the tub to see her reflection in the mirror. But the view wasn’t flattering. "Oh, that just won’t do!"

The flat front of the stirrup pants left little to the imagination when it came to hiding her caged bulge. Carefully stepping down from her perch, Danielle walked back to the bedroom, undoing her pants along the way. She pulled off the stirrups and her sexy bikinis, opting for a more slimming undergarment.

"It’s not much to look at," she sighed, pulling up the nude, floral-embossed bottoms, "but they’ll keep you hidden." With the bottoms nearly in place, Danielle tucked her cage and balls inside before pulling them up fully. "Ooooh, these are gonna hurt later," she groaned, exhaling deeply. "Fuck, I should’ve taken that plug out first! Power thong is right!"

Slipping back into the deep blue stirrup pants, Danielle ran her hand down the front, satisfied with how smoothly everything now lay against her body. After swapping out her bra for a nude demi, she selected a white ruffled bohemian top adorned with red crochet flowers along the bottom. The top ended just above her hips, providing some extra concealment. With her outfit complete, she lightened her makeup, opting for a coral lip gloss instead of the darker shade she’d worn earlier at work. She even managed to pull her hair back perfectly on the first try, something she felt deserved a small pat on the back.

Danielle slid her feet into a pair of open-toe wedge sandals with a black background and small red flowers. Grabbing a few delicate silver bracelets and her pink Bvlgari crystal heart pendant, she was just finishing up when her phone beeped.

"Oh, that’s a cute place!" Danielle said to herself, locking her apartment door as she read Nicole’s text.

The trip to the bistro flew by in a blur of excited texting. Danielle had opted for a cab rather than the subway—no way was she braving public transportation in open-toe heels. She arrived a few minutes early and decided to wait outside, lost in conversation with Nicole. With her focus entirely on her phone, she didn’t notice the appreciative glances from passing men, not that she would have felt comfortable with them anyway. If she had seen the looks, she would’ve been more concerned about whether her power thong was doing its job. Unbeknownst to her, it wasn’t the front they were focused on.

"Oh, you look adorable!" Nicole greeted her with a warm hug as she arrived.

"I honestly had no idea what to wear," Danielle said, letting out a relieved breath. "So I asked for help."

"I would’ve gladly helped!" Nicole replied, opening the door and gesturing for Danielle to enter first.

"I’ll text you next time," Danielle promised, suddenly aware of how different the hug felt with her slowly growing breasts. "I swear!"

Inside, they were seated at a tall pub table in the corner of the cozy bistro. Sitting took some effort for Danielle. Between her stirrup pants and the power thong keeping her caged package in place, the pressure on the plug inside her was constant. It took a bit of shifting to find a position that didn’t crush any delicate parts while still keeping everything discreet. But once settled, Danielle lost herself in conversation, learning more about Nicole than she had expected. In turn, she shared some of her pre-Danielle life, though there wasn’t much to tell.

After three large margaritas each, a shared meal, and a decadent dessert, both women were yawning, barely able to suppress their tiredness any longer.

"I can’t believe we’ve been here this long," Nicole smiled warmly at Danielle. "I think our waiter hates us by now."

"We’ll give him a good tip," Danielle replied, smiling back, feeling easily lost in Nicole’s eyes. "It’ll be fine."

"Sounds like a plan," Nicole agreed, sliding off her chair. "Do you need to use the ladies’ room?"

"Um, yeah," Danielle answered, suddenly feeling anxious all over again. "Is it okay if I go in there with you?"

"Of course!" Nicole said, placing a reassuring hand on Danielle’s thigh and giving it a gentle squeeze. "Plus, those two guys at the bar have been checking you out for a while," she added with a sly smile, nodding subtly toward the bar. "If I leave you alone, you’ll probably get hit on."

"Oh, Christ," Danielle hissed, feeling a wave of panic rise. "I’m not ready for that!"

"Don’t worry," Nicole whispered, taking her hand. "Just hold on tight, and we’ll walk right past them."

"Okay," Danielle nodded, feeling a bit more confident with Nicole by her side.

As they made their way toward the restroom, hand in hand, Danielle could feel the tension in her body easing. Nicole’s confidence seemed to flow into her. But as they passed the bar, one of the men made direct eye contact with Danielle, offering her a charming smile. Without thinking, Danielle smiled back... and winked.

"Ohhhhh shit, shit, shit!" Danielle whispered frantically as they entered the bathroom.

"What’s wrong?" Nicole asked, her eyebrows raised in amusement.

"You’d think after years of women ignoring me, I’d be better at it," Danielle said, leaning against the vanity, her stomach in knots.

Nicole placed a gentle hand on Danielle’s back. "Oh boy, what did you do, sweetie?"

"The second guy smiled at me," Danielle explained, taking a deep breath to calm herself. "So I smiled back."

"That’s not so bad," Nicole reassured her, rubbing her back.

"Yeah, but then I winked at him," Danielle admitted, her face burning with embarrassment.

Nicole burst into laughter. "Well, it’s not like that binds you to give him your firstborn," she teased, still giggling. "But it’s probably a good thing you’re in here and not standing at a urinal next door."

"He’d probably piss on my shoes," Danielle muttered, her mood lifting slightly.

"Not in those shoes!" Nicole grinned. "That would be a tragedy."

"Thank you for that," Danielle said, turning to face Nicole. "I’m still very new to all this."

"It’s okay," Nicole replied, pulling Danielle into a tight hug. "But I have to ask you something."

"Go ahead," Danielle said, feeling a little more at ease now.

"What’s the deal with you?" Nicole stepped back, still holding both of Danielle’s hands. "I mean, I’ve been throwing myself at you, trying to get your attention, and you almost blow me off... then you wink at a guy. Are you gay?"

Danielle blinked, suddenly at a loss for words. "I think that’s more of a conversation we should have somewhere besides the ladies’ room," she managed to say, unsure if she even had a clear answer herself.

Nicole nodded, her smile returning. "Fair enough. I’m about to burst, anyway."

"Me too!" Danielle chuckled, relieved to switch topics as they let go of each other’s hands and headed to the stalls.

Danielle cursed under her breath as she fumbled with the waistband of her pants, her fingers catching in the delicate crocheted flowers. Meanwhile, Nicole seemed to have it easy in her cute sundress. "Why didn’t I wear a damn dress?" Danielle muttered to herself.

After a bit of struggle, Danielle finally managed to get everything out of the way and sat down, trying to relax despite the anxiety bubbling up inside her.

"You okay over there?" Nicole’s giggling voice echoed from the next stall.

"Um, no," Danielle admitted, laughing as well. "I’m trying to pretend you’re not right there listening to me pee!"

"Same here!" Nicole giggled louder, causing Danielle to burst into laughter again.

"There’s a lot of constriction going on over here, you know!" Danielle added, trying not to think about the tightness of her power thong as she finally relaxed enough to relieve herself.

The two women erupted into fits of laughter, their giggles filling the small bathroom. It took a while before they managed to compose themselves, and even as they emerged from their stalls, they were still wiping away tears from laughing so much.

"You’ve got to admit," Nicole said, catching her breath, "that was pretty funny."

"It really was," Danielle agreed, shaking her head in disbelief at the whole situation.

Nicole smiled warmly, pulling Danielle into another hug. "Let’s get out of here before those guys think you’re giving them a second chance," she teased, giving Danielle’s hand a playful squeeze.

"Oh, that was a new experience!" Nicole said with a smirk, leaning forward to check her mascara in the restroom mirror.

"Stick with me," Danielle giggled, imitating Nicole’s movements as she touched up her own makeup. "There will surely be plenty more!"

Out of the corner of her eye, Danielle caught Nicole taking a not-so-subtle glance at her butt. When Nicole noticed that Danielle had caught her in the act, she sheepishly looked away, then chuckled awkwardly.

"Were you just checking out my ass?" Danielle asked with a playful grin.

"No! Well... maybe. Okay, yes," Nicole admitted, crossing her arms defiantly before overtly giving Danielle’s ass another once-over. "But can you blame me? It's such a cute ass!"

"Well, thank you," Danielle replied, turning slightly to give Nicole a better view. "I’ve been doing more squats than anyone can count trying to get some shape to it."

"It’s working," Nicole replied, grinning. "And I’m sure the guy you winked at and his buddy checked it out thoroughly as you walked past them!"

"Oh, them," Danielle groaned. "What do I do about that?"

"This time, just follow my lead," Nicole said, taking Danielle’s hand in hers and interlocking their fingers. "And don’t make eye contact."

Before Danielle could respond, Nicole was already ushering her through the restroom door, leading her confidently back into the dining area. Luckily, the men at the bar had already left, sparing Danielle from further embarrassment. Still holding hands, they made their way back to the table, where Danielle casually picked up the check.

The total would have made Dan sweat bullets, but Danielle barely flinched as she grabbed enough cash from her wallet to cover the bill. She rounded up generously, leaving their server with nearly a 35% tip.

"All set!" Danielle said with a smile, leading Nicole out of the restaurant.

"Thank you for dinner," Nicole said, her voice expressing genuine confusion. "But I was the one who invited you out. I should’ve paid, or at least helped."

"You can pay next time," Danielle replied with a wink as they stepped out into the cool night air. "Which way are you headed?"

"East," Nicole answered.

"Perfect! Let’s share a cab," Danielle said, fully aware that she was heading in the opposite direction.

They waved down a cab, and Danielle held the door open as Nicole slid in, her eyes catching the subtle way Nicole maneuvered her mid-thigh dress as she entered the car. Danielle followed, sitting close beside her, and rested her hand on Nicole’s bare knee. The gesture felt both intimate and natural. Nicole placed her hand on top of Danielle’s, and they exchanged a warm glance, the connection between them unmistakable. Maybe it was the margaritas, maybe it was the shared laughter, or maybe they just clicked—but Danielle’s heart was racing so fast, she could barely think straight.

When the cab pulled up to the curb in front of Nicole’s building, Danielle’s stomach flipped anxiously. She slid out of the car, suddenly unsure of herself again.

"Is that your door?" Danielle asked, pointing toward the building, her voice shaking slightly.

"Yeah," Nicole replied, her tone equally soft and unsure.

"I had a great time tonight," Danielle said, taking both of Nicole’s hands in hers. "I can’t thank you enough."

"I did too," Nicole responded, her voice warm and genuine. "Do you think we could do breakfast on Friday morning instead of meeting at the doctor’s office? There's a little coffee shop I love."

"I’d really like that," Danielle replied with a grin.

It took every ounce of courage Danielle had to make her next move. As Dan, she had always misread situations with the opposite sex, second-guessing herself and missing opportunities. But tonight was different. Summoning all her nerves, she leaned in slightly, and to her surprise, Nicole leaned in as well. Their lips met in a brief, tender kiss that felt like magic to Danielle. Nicole’s lips were so soft, the moment so perfect, that Danielle felt as though she were floating.

"Thank you for a great night," Danielle whispered, her heart still racing.

"Thank you, Danielle," Nicole replied softly. "Sweet dreams."

As Nicole disappeared into the building, the door slowly closing behind her, Danielle stood there, dazed, still feeling the warmth of Nicole’s kiss on her lips. It was a feeling she hadn’t experienced in years—if ever. She barely noticed the cabbie honking at her until the sound jolted her back to reality.

Snapped from her trance, Danielle hurriedly climbed back into the cab, giving the driver her address.

"You know that’s in the opposite direction from where I picked you up, right?" the cabbie asked, glancing at her through the rearview mirror.

"After seeing her, can you blame me?" Danielle quipped with a cheeky grin.

"You’ve got a point," the cabbie replied, making a sharp U-turn across several lanes of traffic.

As the cab sped through the city streets, Danielle’s mind raced. She replayed the kiss over and over, comparing it to the passionate encounters she’d had with Crystal. While those had been intense, this kiss felt different—softer, sweeter, and more meaningful. By the time the cab pulled up to her building, Danielle was practically buzzing with excitement.

After glancing at the total, Danielle handed the driver the first bill she pulled from her purse. "Keep the change!" she called as she quickly exited the cab.

"Thanks!" the cabbie shouted after her, clearly surprised by the generous tip.

Even before she reached her apartment door, Danielle was already undoing the top of her stirrup pants. As soon as she stepped inside, she unzipped them completely, letting the pants fall to the floor as she locked the door behind her. But the relief she expected didn’t come. The power thong was still squeezing her caged package tightly, and the plug inside her was making her even more frustrated.

Quickly removing her top, Danielle tossed it aside before slipping her fingers into the waistband of the thong. The fabric peeled away from her skin like a second layer, finally releasing her trapped, aching cock.

"Ohhh, that’s divine," Danielle moaned, doing the most unladylike thing she could think of—squatting in the middle of her apartment to air out her sore, sweaty boy parts. "Next time, wear a fucking skirt," she muttered to herself.

Her eyes drifted to the small table where Little Johnny, the large dildo, lay in wait. "You horny slut," she scolded herself under her breath.

With purpose, Danielle walked across the apartment, picking up a bottle of lube with one hand and removing the weighted plug from her ass with the other. The plug made a satisfying plop as she dropped it into the sink. Without wasting any time, she poured a generous amount of lube onto the dildo’s thick shaft and began stroking it with both hands.

"So fucking horny," Danielle grunted as a line of precum dripped from her caged cock to the floor between her heels. "What are the chances Nicole has a cock?"

Slamming the suction cup base of Little Johnny against the seat of her chair, Danielle mounted it backward, guiding the thick shaft toward her aching, empty ass.

"Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuccckkkk!" Danielle groaned loudly as she lowered herself onto the fat dildo, feeling it stretch her tight hole. "Fucking fat BEAST!"

She rode the massive toy with abandon, not caring how loud she was or how much noise the chair made as it slid across the floor. In the reflection of the window, Danielle could see her own outline—her hair flying wildly as she bounced up and down, riding the cock like her life depended on it. The sight turned her on even more.

Without thinking, Danielle released her grip on the chair’s back and slapped her own ass hard, leaving a stinging red mark. "OHHHHHHHH MY GAWWWD!" she cried out, surprised by the intensity of the spank. "Another one of those, and I’m gonna lose my shit!"

Her eyes darted to the window again, wondering how many people could see her in the darkened apartment. Surely, if anyone was watching, they were enjoying the sight of her bouncing on the dildo like the horny slut she was. The thought of being watched spurred her on, and she smacked her ass again, harder this time.

"OH FUCK!" Danielle’s body shuddered violently as she raised her feet off the floor, using the entire weight of her body to push herself further down onto the fat shaft. "FUUUUCCCCKKKK!"

Her caged cock dribbled cum onto the chair in a thick, sticky pool as she collapsed forward, resting her fake breasts against the chair’s back. Completely spent, Danielle lay there for several moments, her body trembling with aftershocks of pleasure.

As sore as her ass was, she needed a few minutes before she could even think about moving. Eventually, she managed to find her legs and slowly stood up, groaning as she pulled herself free from the phallic tormentor. Grabbing the weighted plug from the sink, Danielle staggered to the bathroom.

Instead of going through her usual bedtime routine, she simply stepped out of her heels, left the plug in the sink, shucked off her bra and fake breasts, and tossed her wig aside before collapsing onto the bed, wearing nothing but her cage.

Waking up, Danielle groggily reached for her phone to see two new text messages waiting for her. The first was from Nicole, thanking her for a fun night and saying how much she was looking forward to breakfast on Friday morning. The second was from Ms. Samantha, outlining exactly what Danielle was required to wear to work today. Additionally, Ms. Samantha mentioned that there would be more instructions once she arrived at the office, sending a familiar chill up Danielle’s spine. Slipping out of bed, Danielle decided to skip her usual morning yoga. Instead, she wrapped herself in a lavender robe, feeling a bit dazed from the night before.

"Well, that’s a bit of a mess," Danielle chuckled to herself as she glanced at the dildo still suction-cupped to the chair and the dried pool of cum beneath it.

She padded into the kitchen, started her morning coffee, and tidied up the remnants of last night’s indulgence, picking up her discarded clothes along the way. After getting things in order, Danielle took a quick look at herself in the small bathroom mirror. Even 24 hours after her saline injections, her budding breasts still had a bit of size, now approaching a solid A-cup. What thrilled her even more was how toned and flat her stomach had become. Gone were the days of her pauper’s diet when she looked sickly thin—now, she was proudly slim, with a healthy, attractive figure.

Danielle stepped into the shower, taking extra care to shave everywhere. She knew Ms. Samantha would keep her busy in the office today, likely in more ways than one.

"Okay, let’s see what we’ve got!" Danielle said to herself, walking into her bedroom with anticipation. "Oh, this will be fun."

Ms. Samantha had selected a daringly sexy lingerie set—one Danielle had admired but hadn’t had the nerve to wear yet. The pink and sheer satin bra, panty, and garter belt combo featured small flowers and delicate lace. The set was mostly sheer, leaving her nipples exposed through the sheer pink cups, the thin floral embroidery only adding to the allure. The garter belt hugged her waist, cinching her figure, and the panties sat low on her hips with a teasing sheer panel that left nothing to the imagination.

"These are definitely not a power thong," Danielle giggled to herself, feeling her cheeks warm at the thought of wearing them all day.

After doing her makeup and fixing her wig, Danielle considered her outerwear for the day. She settled on something equally as sexy as her lingerie—a fitted, deep red bodycon dress that hugged her curves. The dress was sleeveless with a high neckline, but the tight fabric made sure her nipples poked through, still visible despite her efforts to hide them. The dress stopped mid-thigh, giving her legs plenty of exposure. Stepping into a pair of strappy black heels, she admired herself in the mirror. The look was sultry but still sophisticated—just the way Ms. Samantha liked.

Danielle stuffed a pair of backup pink heels into her bag along with her new dildo, weighted plug, and lunch before heading out.

"Good morning, Danielle," a voice called from behind as she stepped into the hallway.

Danielle turned to see Daisy, looking far more polished than she had the day before. "Good morning!" Danielle smiled brightly. "How are you doing?"

"I’m good," Daisy replied as they walked toward the elevator together. "But the real question is, how are you doing this morning?"

Danielle frowned, a little thrown off by the question. "Oh, I’m great! I slept like a baby last night. Why do you ask?"

Daisy gave her a sly smile as the elevator doors opened. "Well, the walls are pretty thin, and you were... a bit loud."

"Oh!" Danielle’s face flushed as the realization hit her—she hadn’t considered just how loud she’d been while riding Little Johnny the night before. But she quickly composed herself, deciding to turn the tables on Daisy. "Well, in my defense," she said with a mischievous smile, "Dan stopped by last night to pick up a few things, and I just couldn’t help myself."

"Dan?" Daisy asked, her shock evident as she stepped into the elevator.

"Yeah, Dan!" Danielle continued, leaning against the back wall with a wicked grin. "Ever had a guy who just possesses your soul when he’s inside you? I swear, all he has to do is look at me, and my clothes fall off."

"You always said he was good in bed, but..." Daisy’s eyes trailed to Danielle’s chest, clearly drawn to her now-erect nipples pressing against the fabric of her tight dress. "I never imagined he was that good. He just seemed so... unimpressive."

Danielle smirked, enjoying Daisy’s discomfort. "You know what they say—you can’t judge a book by its cover." She shifted slightly, letting Daisy’s eyes linger on her chest. "I swear, I passed out during my last orgasm. Hell, even the aftershocks were amazing."

"Wow..." Daisy seemed genuinely taken aback.

For extra effect, Danielle shuddered dramatically, lifting one leg and squeezing her thighs together as she gripped the elevator railing. "He took me every way possible last night. He’s absolutely insatiable."

"Jesus," Daisy muttered, wide-eyed, as the elevator doors opened.

As they stepped into the lobby, Danielle glanced around. "Looks like Bill’s hiding today," she commented with a smirk.

"I think you scared him off yesterday," Daisy chuckled.

"Could be!" Danielle laughed, playfully placing her hand on Daisy’s lower back as they walked through the front doors. "You have a great day!"

"You too," Daisy called after her as Danielle strode confidently down the street, her hips swaying with every step.

Danielle couldn’t quite pinpoint where her newfound confidence came from, but it was undeniable that it was transforming how the world saw her. As Dan, she had been nearly invisible, a forgettable figure who went unnoticed—undersized, sloppily dressed, and far from wealthy. But now, as Danielle, the attractive brunette strutted confidently in heels down the busy sidewalk, her chest swaying in rhythm with every step, she was anything but invisible.

She smiled to herself, feeling a little thrill as she caught sight of a woman elbowing her partner in the ribs for staring at Danielle a little too long. Life as an attractive woman certainly had its perks. When she approached the train, rather than being pushed aside like she would have been as Dan, a man in an expensive suit stepped aside, motioning for her to enter first. He subtly checked her out, and Danielle was sure he gave her another appreciative look as she passed by. She enjoyed the attention.

"Why, thank you," she said sweetly, as another man stood to offer her his seat.

"What a gentleman you are," she purred, returning the favor by letting her hand slide suggestively over his inner thigh as the train lurched forward. "I'd feel terribly guilty if you fell."

"I appreciate that, thank you," the man replied, clearly flustered but smiling.

Danielle relished every second of her commute now. It was as though she had transformed from a nobody into a rock star, basking in the attention and admiration that seemed to follow her everywhere. Real women, she imagined, must get tired of this kind of constant attention. But for Danielle, who had spent her life being overlooked, she savored every second. Walking into her office building was no different. People held doors open for her, men stepped aside in elevators just for the chance to let her in. As for Dan, the only things people ever held for him were looks of disdain or indifference—like Daisy, not too long ago. Maybe that’s why Danielle felt so much bolder with her neighbor these days.

"Let’s see what this says," Danielle muttered to herself, picking up the post-it note on her desk. "Go into my office, there’s a list on the desk for you."

"Oh boy," she whispered, feeling a shiver of excitement run down her spine.

Moving as fast as her heels would allow, Danielle made her way to Ms. Samantha’s office. She knew what was expected of her and made sure to service the dildo hanging behind the door, just in case. After all, this was the woman who had hacked into her computer, downloaded all her private files, and crafted an assessment to push Danielle’s buttons perfectly. The chances were high that Ms. Samantha was watching right now, and Danielle wanted to make sure everything was flawless. Her hands trembled slightly as she scanned the checklist on the desk. Her thighs squeezed together involuntarily, much like they had in the elevator with Daisy, and a soft moan escaped her lips as she read through the instructions again.

Thirty minutes later, Danielle was fully prepared. She was grateful to be allowed to kneel on a soft pillow rather than the thin carpet covering the hard concrete floor. She had swapped her heels for a pair of pink 1/2" platform heels to match her lingerie, and her panties were now delicately hanging from her mouth, the front tucked neatly between her lips. She had cleansed herself with an enema, and now a vibrating inflatable plug filled her ass, pulsing softly. Pink leather cuffs adorned her wrists and ankles, with three of them securely fastened to a small leather and metal X on the floor. The breast forms had been removed, and with the help of some ice, nipple clips connected by a delicate chain had been attached to her sensitive chest. A tall, stiff pink collar held her head perfectly still, and she knelt with her back to the office door, staring at the building across the street. A small white bowl was placed strategically beneath her caged cock to catch any precum that might drip from her swollen, aching member.

Fear and excitement mixed in her gut as she heard the door open behind her, followed by an eerie silence.

"Good morning, my lovely sissy!" Ms. Samantha’s gleeful voice finally cut through the tension as she stepped into view. "It looks like you’ve followed my instructions perfectly."

Ms. Samantha gently removed the panties from Danielle’s mouth, a pleased smile playing across her lips. "How was your date with the lovely Nicole?"

"It was great, Ms.," Danielle replied, her voice a little shaky as she swallowed hard. "We spoke for hours."

"Very nice," Ms. Samantha said as she crossed her legs slowly, sitting on the bench in front of Danielle. "And how did you part?"

"We shared a cab," Danielle began, feeling her face flush with a mix of embarrassment and excitement. "I walked her to the door of her building, and we... we shared a quick kiss."

"Really?" Ms. Samantha’s voice brimmed with curiosity, clearly intrigued by this turn of events. "Do tell."

Danielle’s heart raced. "I wasn’t sure at first, but we held hands a lot and touched each other during dinner. Then, when we were standing outside her building... I leaned in, and she leaned in too."

"And when you got home?" Ms. Samantha asked, rising from her seat and approaching Danielle with slow, deliberate steps.

Danielle’s eyes remained fixed on the floor, her collar preventing her from looking down but keeping her gaze locked below Ms. Samantha’s knees. "I... I took the new dildo and mounted it on one of my kitchen chairs," Danielle admitted, her voice quivering slightly. "My neighbor, Daisy, heard me and asked about it this morning."

"Oh?" Ms. Samantha’s eyes twinkled as she crouched down in front of Danielle, producing a small key. "Were you loud, sweetie?" She teased, gently massaging Danielle’s swollen balls before unlocking her cage.

"Apparently, very loud, Ms.," Danielle moaned as Ms. Samantha freed her cock from the confines of the cage, her erection springing to life immediately. "I passed out right after."

Ms. Samantha walked around behind Danielle, her fingers trailing lightly over her trembling skin. "Did you have any issues getting ready today?" She whispered in Danielle’s ear, her breath hot against Danielle’s neck.

"Not at all, Ms.," Danielle whispered back, her cock twitching as Ms. Samantha’s hands began securing her free wrist to the binder.

"I’m glad to hear that," Ms. Samantha said as she adjusted the plug in Danielle’s ass, increasing the vibrations and inflating it slightly. "I do like it when my girls feel nice and full."

Danielle gasped as the vibrations intensified, and the plug swelled further inside her. Ms. Samantha gave the air bladder a few quick pumps, causing Danielle to moan loudly as the pressure in her ass increased.

"Ohhhh gaaahhh!" Danielle cried out, her body quivering with each pump.

Ms. Samantha gave the plug a few more squeezes before reaching over Danielle’s shoulder to tug lightly on the chain connecting her nipple clips. Danielle’s body jerked at the sharp stimulation, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"Your nipples are coming along nicely too," Ms. Samantha murmured, brushing her lips against Danielle’s ear. "The moisturizer cream I gave you has estrogen in it. It’ll make you even more sensitive."

"I thought so, Ms.," Danielle moaned, struggling against her cuffs as she tried to push her chest forward, craving more of the sensation. "I can’t wait to have my own boobs."

Danielle was far too aroused to be upset about the realization she had been given estrogen. In the back of her mind, she had suspected it wasn’t just an ordinary skin moisturizer. Her nipples had grown more sensitive over the past few weeks, and she’d been acutely aware of them recently, especially when they brushed against fabric or when her lingerie clung to her. The thought of having real, full, voluptuous breasts thrilled her. She often daydreamed about what it would feel like to have them as an actual part of her body, not just an accessory she added every morning.

"I’m excited for you as well," Ms. Samantha said, releasing the chain and walking back in front of Danielle, settling into her chair with a graceful air. "I have both a reward and a surprise for you today."

Danielle swallowed hard, the lingering taste of her precum from earlier still fresh in her mouth. Ms. Samantha’s words hung in the air, heightening Danielle’s arousal as her cock twitched and leaked more precum into the bowl beneath her.

"Today," Ms. Samantha said with a wicked smile, "you’ll be allowed to orgasm as a boy. Well, more or less." Her smile grew as Danielle’s cock visibly strained. "I mean, I doubt when you jerked off in the past, you did so while dressed like this," Ms. Samantha teased, twirling a finger in the air as if Danielle didn’t already know she was kneeling there in lingerie and heels. "Or with an inflatable plug stretching your sissy pussy."

"No, Ms.!" Danielle gasped, her hips involuntarily shifting. The vibrations from the plug had definitely been turned up—she was sure of it now.

"I find it important," Ms. Samantha continued in a thoughtful tone, "to use these moments when an employee is particularly aroused to push their training, expand their boundaries." She paused to let Her words sink in, enjoying the way Danielle squirmed in place. "When you’re this horny, you’ll react instinctively, without second-guessing yourself. Does that make sense?"

"Yes, Ms.!" Danielle blurted out, the intensity of the plug making her whole body tremble.

"I’m glad you understand," Ms. Samantha said, her smile widening. She looked past Danielle and gave a nod. "I’d like to introduce you to my friend, Ms. Penny."

Suddenly, two soft hands rested on Danielle’s shoulders, sending an electric jolt down her spine. In the reflection of the window in front of her, Danielle could only make out the outline of a figure behind her, but it was enough to realize who had been slowly increasing the intensity of the plug. Ms. Penny. Her cock throbbed, and more precum trickled out, almost vibrating on its own from the pressure.

"It’s very nice to meet you, sissy Danielle," a soft voice whispered into Danielle’s ear, the warm breath sending shivers down her neck. Lips brushed lightly against her earlobe, making Danielle moan softly. "Why don’t you hold this between your teeth for now?" Ms. Penny’s voice was low and teasing.

She lifted the chain from Danielle’s nipple clips and offered it to her. Danielle opened her mouth obediently, taking the chain between her teeth. The added tension on her nipples made them even more sensitive, and her moan deepened as the pressure on her chest mixed with the heat between her legs.

"Would you like to feel something interesting?" Ms. Penny asked, gently nibbling on Danielle’s earlobe.

"Yesh Mish!" Danielle groaned through the chain clenched between her teeth.

"Don’t drop the chain now," Ms. Penny instructed, pulling back just enough to produce a lit candle in front of Danielle’s wide eyes.

Danielle’s breathing hitched, watching as the first drop of wax slowly built up on the candle’s tip. She whimpered when it fell, barely missing her.

Ms. Penny pressed her chest against Danielle’s back, repositioning the candle. Another drop of wax began to form, growing larger and larger until it finally fell from the candle’s tip. Danielle winced, eyes tightly shut, as the hot wax splashed onto the base of her cock, tightening quickly as it cooled around her sensitive skin.

"That wasn’t so bad, was it?" Ms. Penny murmured, wrapping her arm around Danielle’s torso, pulling her back slightly while pressing against her.

"No, Mish," Danielle gasped, her ass involuntarily clenching around the plug. It felt like her body was trying to fuck itself.

"Would you like me to do it again?" Ms. Penny asked seductively.

"Yesshh, pleash Mish!" Danielle moaned, her body trembling in anticipation.

Time ceased to exist for Danielle as Ms. Penny coated her cock with wax, layer by layer. Each time, Ms. Penny removed the wax with baby oil, bringing Danielle agonizingly close to orgasm before pulling her back from the edge with a cold, wet towel. The cycle repeated several times, with Ms. Samantha watching from her seat, a smile never leaving her lips.

When Ms. Penny finally released her grip on Danielle, the sissy was given a few minutes to recover. The chain from her nipples fell from her mouth, offering much-needed relief as her chest throbbed. Danielle slumped slightly, grateful for the break, while Ms. Samantha and Ms. Penny spoke quietly out of view.

"Did you enjoy that, sweetie?" Ms. Samantha asked as she returned to sit in front of Danielle.

"I’ve never experienced anything like it, Ms.," Danielle replied breathlessly, her voice a mix of exhaustion and awe. "It was unreal, and I loved it."

"Would you like to thank Ms. Penny?"

"Yes! Please, oh please, Ms.!" Danielle practically begged.

Ms. Penny released Danielle’s wrists, freeing her from the restraints. The plug was mercifully deflated slightly, making it easier for Danielle to move. "Don’t try to stand up—you’ll certainly fall over right now," Ms. Samantha teased. "Instead, lean forward and kiss my friend’s shoes."

Without hesitation, Danielle bent forward, nearly banging her head on the floor in her eagerness. She flipped her long hair to one side, instinctively performing the move with a natural grace that made Ms. Samantha smile in approval. When the shoe was presented before her, Danielle kissed and licked it passionately, as if it were her lover’s lips. She poured her gratitude and desire into every kiss, even daring to lick the stocking-covered foot inside the shoe, working her way up to Ms. Penny’s ankle before her wrists were gently pulled back and secured once more.

"Well, hello darling," Ms. Penny said warmly, smiling down at Danielle. "I had a lot of fun with you today."

Squatting in front of Danielle, Ms. Penny dipped a finger into the bowl of precum beneath Danielle’s cock, then brought it to Danielle’s lips. Without hesitation, Danielle sucked on Ms. Penny’s finger, swirling her tongue around it eagerly, savoring the taste of her own arousal.

"Danielle is quite the cock sucker, isn’t she?" Ms. Penny remarked, glancing over her shoulder at Ms. Samantha. "She’s working my finger like she expects it to cum."

"I agree," Ms. Samantha said proudly, watching the exchange. "She has a very talented mouth."

For the next few minutes, Ms. Penny continued feeding Danielle her precum-coated fingers while she and Ms. Samantha talked. They discussed Danielle as though she were a prized possession, noting how she looked, how well she performed, and which clients she would be best suited for. Danielle listened but was helpless to respond, her cock trembling as it begged for release, her body aching with the need to be touched.

As Ms. Penny finally walked past, she let her fingers trail over Danielle’s lips, then along her jawline and down her neck, sending shivers through Danielle’s already over-stimulated body.

Ms. Samantha soon returned, taking her seat on the bench in front of Danielle. "Do you know why we did that this morning, Danielle?"

"No, Ms.," Danielle replied, still trying to process everything that had just happened.

"This job, this lifestyle, it isn’t about just physical appearances," Ms. Samantha explained, leaning forward. "It’s about the power exchange—the dominance and submission, the bond between a Dominant and their sub."

Danielle nodded slowly, though she still looked a little confused.

"Not every client you meet will be a model from a magazine. Not every man will look like they spend hours at the gym," Ms. Samantha continued. "But, just like Ms. Penny did today, they will be able to take you to incredible heights. They will open you to new experiences, things you’ve never even considered before."

"I understand, Ms. Samantha," Danielle whispered, leaning forward, eyes downcast.

Surely, when Danielle had strutted into work feeling like the most beautiful woman alive, she hadn’t anticipated the lesson she'd receive about not judging others by appearances. The experience had been eye-opening. Without making herself seen, Ms. Penny had managed to shake Danielle to her core, both physically and mentally. As she'd stood in front of Danielle with her head down, Danielle had desperately tried to communicate her devotion to the Domme who had so thoroughly manipulated her body in such a short time. Danielle couldn't help but wonder—would she have been as open to the experience if she’d seen Ms. Penny beforehand? She hoped the answer was no.

"Thank you, Ma'am." Danielle’s voice wavered as her eyes watered, the realization of how life-altering this was crashing down on her.

"The clients I choose are based on their skills and knowledge, not their looks." Ms. Samantha's voice was sharp, wanting to impress this on Danielle. "I can’t have you reacting badly when you meet one of my clients for the first time just because of how they look."

"I will do everything in my power to make you proud, Ma'am," Danielle's voice was filled with pure, earnest sincerity.

"I believe you," Ms. Samantha smiled warmly, sensing her point had been made, "but this won’t be the last time you meet a client under these circumstances."

"Is Ms. Penny one of those clients?" Danielle asked, looking up at her Boss, hope glimmering in her eyes.

"She is. Would you like to see her again?" Ms. Samantha smirked.

"Oh, YESSSS, Ma'am!" Danielle's eyes shined with a pleading look.

"I'll keep that in mind," Ms. Samantha said, rising from the bench and moving behind Danielle. "You’re right-handed, aren't you, sweetie?"

"Yes, Ma'am," Danielle nodded.

"Thought so," Ms. Samantha murmured, releasing Danielle's left hand. "So, when you used to jerk off, you did it with your right hand, yes?"

"Yes, Ma'am." Danielle moved her now free hand to rest nervously on her thigh, unsure of what was about to happen next.

"Good girl. Now, I’m going to use this timer," Ms. Samantha placed a large red timer on the bench where she'd been sitting earlier. "I’m going to give you a specific amount of time to cum, but you'll have to do it with your left hand." Danielle hesitated for a moment before gradually moving her hand towards her aching crotch.

"Not yet, sweetie. I’m not finished explaining." Ms. Samantha’s voice was firm, and Danielle quickly put her hand back behind her.

Ms. Samantha was deliberate with her words, choosing to say “orgasm” rather than “cum” because it was part of the mental shift she wanted Danielle to undergo. Boys “came,” girls “orgasmed.” This was all part of Danielle’s training, reinforcing her feminine transformation. Sam had learned that when she used the word “rub,” her employees would fumble, unsure how to handle it, but when frustration built, it made them more submissive and reliant on her.

"When the timer hits zero, you must stop. If you go past the time, I’ll give you a few taps with this crop to help you pay better attention," Sam said, tracing the end of the crop slowly along the underside of Danielle’s dripping cock for emphasis. "If you don't orgasm in time," she presented the wet tip of the crop to Danielle’s lips, "I'll let you cool off and give you another chance." Danielle’s tongue eagerly lapped at the crop, savoring the taste of her own precum.

"Ready to begin?" Ms. Samantha asked, her voice low and teasing.

"Yes, Ma'am! Please!" Danielle’s voice was strained with anticipation.

The timer beeped, and Danielle saw the bold red numbers light up—one minute and thirty seconds. Her left hand immediately flew to her cock, awkwardly trying to stroke herself to orgasm. But it was clumsy, her rhythm faltering, the timer mercilessly ticking away, second by second. Her desperation grew, but as the timer hit zero, Danielle's hand stilled. Her hips, however, continued to rock forward in need.

"That looked difficult, sweetie. Did you even get close?" Ms. Samantha’s voice was full of mock concern, but the sly smile on her lips showed she knew exactly how things had played out. "Maybe this will help."

Ms. Samantha leaned forward, picking up a small bowl of precum and deliberately pouring some onto her right shoe. "Oh dear, how clumsy of me," she smirked, lifting her foot towards Danielle’s face. "Clean that up for me, would you?"

Without hesitation, Danielle’s tongue darted out, her passion palpable. The fervor she’d shown licking Ms. Penny’s foot earlier paled in comparison to the devotion she poured into worshiping Ms. Samantha’s shoe. Her tongue swept across the leather, gathering precum, grit, and dust, and she continued to lick with abandon, her mind singularly focused on the task. When Ms. Samantha lifted her heel, Danielle pursed her lips around it, sucking and licking it as if it were a cock.

"Ready to try again?" Ms. Samantha asked with a wicked grin.

"Please, Ma'am! Can I use my other hand this time? Please!" Danielle's desperation seeped through her voice.

"Not just yet, sweetie!" Ms. Samantha said teasingly, removing her shoe and resetting the timer.

At the sound of the beep, Danielle’s hand grasped her cock again, stroking it rapidly, though still awkwardly, with her non-dominant hand. Sweat began to bead on her forehead as she worked feverishly, trying to bring herself over the edge. This time, she didn’t even hear the beep when it went off.

"Uh-oh!" Ms. Samantha said in a sing-song voice, laying the crop over Danielle’s hand. "Did you hear the beep?"

"No, Ma'am!" Danielle’s bottom lip trembled as she let go of herself. "I’m sorry, Ma'am! Please, I’m so sorry!"

"It’s okay, darling. This is supposed to be frustrating," Ms. Samantha said gently, though the smile on her lips remained as she lightly tapped the tip of Danielle's cock with the crop, leaving a red mark. "Focus is important."

"Ouch!" Danielle squealed, her eyes brimming with tears. "I’m sorry, Ms.!"

"It’s okay," Ms. Samantha said soothingly, reaching out to cup Danielle’s face before dipping her fingers back into the bowl. "Here, this will help." She pushed her cum-coated finger into Danielle’s mouth.

Danielle responded instantly, her tongue swirling around Ms. Samantha’s finger, sucking with as much devotion as she’d shown earlier. Time blurred as she repeated the motions, licking and savoring every bit Ms. Samantha offered her. Before long, Ms. Samantha produced a dildo, slipping it into her pants and coating it with the precum.

Danielle didn’t hesitate as the dildo approached her lips. Her mouth parted, and she eagerly sucked it, the taste of latex and precum filling her senses. It was all that mattered.

"Would you like to finally orgasm now, sweetie?" Ms. Samantha’s voice was a seductive purr.

"Oh, please, Ms.!" Danielle’s voice was a desperate whimper.

Ms. Samantha lifted the bowl again, this time pouring what was left over Danielle’s crotch, the liquid dripping down her aching balls. Danielle’s left hand immediately began massaging her balls while Ms. Samantha freed her right hand.

The moment it was free, Danielle's hand flew to her cock, jerking it frantically, her knees slamming into the pillow with every hard stroke. And then, suddenly, her ass was filled with the vibrating plug again, sending her spiraling into ecstasy. Ms. Samantha pumped air into the plug repeatedly, the sensation pushing Danielle further into bliss.

"My sweet sissy girl wants a real cock in her ass soon, doesn’t she?"

"OH, FUCKING YES, MA'AM!" Danielle screamed, her entire body trembling.

"Cum for me, sissy. Cum just like you want a real man to cum inside you."

Danielle let out a guttural moan as she exploded, thick ropes of cum spraying into the air, splattering across her chest, shoulders, and neck. The orgasm was overwhelming, and more cum followed, coating her abdomen, garter belt, and hand.

"My sweet little girlie had been so backed up, wasn’t she?" Ms. Samantha teased, her tone light and playful.

As Danielle’s orgasm finally subsided, her body still shuddering, she continued to lazily milk herself. Ms. Samantha scooped a fingerful of cum from Danielle’s shoulder and pressed it into her mouth. Instinctively, Danielle sucked on the finger, eagerly cleaning it.

"You did so well this morning, Danielle. I’m very proud of you."

"Thank you, Ms.," Danielle whispered, her voice hoarse with exhaustion. "I just want to make you proud."

Danielle had been riding a wave of relentless arousal for nearly three hours, not including the time she'd spent preparing herself and waiting for Ms. Samantha to arrive. By the time she finally reached her orgasm, it was nearly lunchtime.

"Clean your hand up, sweetie." Ms. Samantha’s voice was soft but carried an undeniable command. Without hesitation, Danielle obeyed, lifting her cum-covered hand to her lips.

"Yes, Ma'am!"

As Danielle sucked her fingers clean, Ms. Samantha reached down under her sub, massaging the space between Danielle's plugged ass and her now loosely hanging balls, coaxing the last remnants of her sticky sissy juice forward. She released her grip on Danielle’s small breast and stood, walking back around to face her. Grabbing her phone, she snapped a couple of quick pictures of Danielle, who now had smeared lipstick and cum coating her mouth.

"Look at the mess you’ve made of yourself," Ms. Samantha teased with a smirk.

"I'm sorry, Ms.," Danielle blushed, her cheeks turning a deeper red. "I don’t know how I can still be this horny. I just came!"

"No, darling, you orgasmed," Ms. Samantha corrected her, leaning forward to softly brush a hand down Danielle’s arm. "You’re very much a girl now, and girls orgasm."

"Yes, Ma'am," Danielle responded weakly, feeling the weight of her submissiveness settle deeper.

"Now, milk yourself one more time, and then clean out the bowl," Ms. Samantha instructed, her tone making it clear she expected no delay.

Danielle immediately complied, dragging the head of her limp cock around the rim of the bowl, collecting every last bit of her cum, and then lifting it to her mouth. Ms. Samantha watched closely, quite satisfied with the lack of hesitation. There was no sign of a post-orgasm “drop,” an issue that had been a problem with some of her past subs, especially Crystal. She remembered how difficult Crystal had been to break—coming from the high-pressure world of stocks, submission hadn’t come naturally to her. But Danielle was different. She was a natural submissive, always eager to please, shaped by a life that had been less than kind to her. As Danielle drank down the contents of the bowl, Ms. Samantha snapped a few more photos, capturing the moment.

"It’s a good thing you’re going to shower after this," Ms. Samantha teased, watching as white fluid dripped from the corners of Danielle’s mouth. "I can’t have you sitting out in the front office with dried cum on your face, after all."

"Sorry, Ms.," Danielle blushed harder, feeling almost like a child caught in a mess.

"No need to apologize, sweetie," Ms. Samantha smiled, zooming in for a close-up of Danielle’s doe-eyed, cum-streaked face. "This won’t be the last time you’ve got fluids dripping down your chin."

Ms. Samantha moved swiftly, undoing the clips that bound Danielle’s ankles to the red leather X frame behind her. She reached for the valve attached to the inflatable plug in Danielle’s ass, opening it all the way to deflate the plug completely before turning the controller off. Draping the wires over Danielle’s shoulder, she tucked the controller into Danielle’s bra, then took her sub by the elbow, helping her to her feet. Danielle wobbled slightly, both from the physical exhaustion and the fact that she'd been kneeling on her lower legs for hours.

"Go ahead and take a shower," Ms. Samantha instructed. "You’ll need to change your wig too. There’s cum all over this one, and you’re not going to be able to clean that out."

"Yes, Ma'am," Danielle responded dutifully.

"And don’t forget to take your cage with you," Ms. Samantha added as Danielle wobbled toward the bathroom. "You’ll need it back on when you come out. There’s a new outfit and lingerie waiting for you in the closet."

Bracing herself against the furniture for support, Danielle finally made her way to the hallway off Ms. Samantha’s office and into the bathroom. The full-length mirror offered no mercy, reflecting the true extent of her cum-covered mess. There was cum everywhere—on her face, her body, her lingerie, and even her stockings. The plug still hung between her legs, while her cock, despite everything, was slowly hardening again.

"Oh, give it a rest," Danielle muttered to her cock, rolling her eyes at herself.

It took effort—more than she cared to admit—but Danielle managed to strip herself down, removing the plug and her soiled wig before stepping into the shower. The hot water felt heavenly against her sore muscles, and she lingered longer than usual, letting the water wash away the evidence of the morning’s activities. She’d never experienced anything like it, and it felt surreal. When she finally stepped out of the shower, it felt natural to wrap the towel around her upper body, covering her growing breasts. Looking at her reflection, she was surprised to see a hint of real cleavage peeking over the top of the towel. It hit her just how far she had come since her first time in that very shower.

"Holy crap," she chuckled to herself. "Does this count as my first threesome?"

Still debating whether or not to ask Ms. Samantha when she returned, Danielle went through her post-shower routine, thankful the makeup drawers were well stocked. Just as Ms. Samantha had said, in the closet was a new set of coral and white floral lingerie, nude stockings, heels, and a coral and white vertical striped dress with a thin white belt. Danielle dressed in everything but the dress, before moving on to select a new wig. There were a couple of short wigs she liked, but they seemed too dark for her outfit, ultimately, Danielle settled on a shoulder-length straight-haired blonde wig.

With her freshly laundered dress on a hanger and her soiled clothes stuffed into a bag, Danielle returned to the office where Ms. Samantha was on the phone. She gestured for Danielle to take a seat.

"We’ll have to get together again soon, Penny," Ms. Samantha said as Danielle settled into the chair. "I’m so glad you had fun today. Thanks for helping out." She hung up the phone and smiled warmly at Danielle. "I called to thank her for coming in. She said she had a great time with you and looks forward to seeing you again, Danielle."

"I’d love that, Ma'am," Danielle replied, her excitement clear in her voice.

"Now, I trust you took to heart what I said about physical appearance with my clients?" Ms. Samantha asked pointedly. "I know you were a bit distracted during our session."

"I can’t say how I’d react initially if I wasn’t physically attracted to someone, Ms.," Danielle admitted, shifting slightly in her chair, "but when Ms. Penny was doing what she did, I didn’t care about anything except how she made me feel."

"Good," Ms. Samantha smiled, clearly pleased with the response. "I have several clients who you may not be immediately attracted to. They might be older or heavier, but I guarantee, if you get past that, you’ll have an experience that will blow your mind."

"I understand, Ms.," Danielle nodded earnestly, meeting Ms. Samantha’s gaze. "When Ms. Penny was behind me, it could have been anyone. It could have been Crystal, a man—it didn’t matter. All that mattered was what she was doing to me." Danielle swallowed nervously before continuing. "I might not have reacted the same way if I had seen her first, but I’ll never make that mistake again."

"I trust you will keep your word, Danielle," Ms. Samantha said with pride. She’d had to let two girls go over similar issues, but Danielle not only sounded sincere, she looked it. "And speaking of good news, you’re due for a bonus today." She turned to her computer screen. "Also, I had my attorney expedite your name change. As of today, you are officially Danielle."

"Wow! No more worrying about people checking my ID! Thank you, Ms.,!" Danielle’s excitement was palpable.

"By tonight, you’ll have all the paperwork you need to update your information," Ms. Samantha said, her tone warm. "And when your time here is done, it’ll be just as easy to change it back if you ever choose to."

"I can’t thank you enough for everything, Ms.," Danielle whispered, tears of gratitude welling in her eyes.

"You’re welcome, sweetie," Ms. Samantha smiled fondly. "Now, go on and get back to work. I think Nicole texted you earlier and is probably waiting for your response."

"Yes, Ms.!" Danielle stood quickly, adjusting her new dress. She grabbed the bag with her soiled lingerie and headed back to her desk.

As she sat down and checked her phone, she saw several texts from Nicole. Danielle felt awful for leaving her waiting so long.

"Lunch outside?"  Danielle typed quickly, her fingers dancing with anticipation.

"Sure! 15 mins?"

"Come get me!" Danielle responded, her excitement bubbling up.

"Okayyy xoxo."

Danielle hurriedly tidied the outer office, emptying her trash bin and stashing away her discarded clothes. With only minutes to spare, she perched herself elegantly at her desk, crossing her legs in a way that made her feel effortlessly feminine. The tall, thin desk left her almost fully on display for when Nicole walked in.

"Oh, I love your new hair!" Nicole said as she leaned into the office doorway, her eyes scanning Danielle with approval. "Is that really all you have for a desk?"

"Thanks! Yeah, it’s all I’ve got—no hiding behind this thing!" Danielle chuckled a little nervously, smoothing down her dress.

"Well, with legs like yours, why would you want to hide them?" Nicole said playfully, her cheeks turning pink as the words left her lips. Both of them blushed at the boldness of Nicole’s comment.

"I saw yours last night, you've got nothing to complain about either," Danielle replied with a wink as she slid out from behind the small desk. "Did you bring lunch, or are you picking something up?"

"I was going to grab something. What about you?" Nicole asked, watching as Danielle picked up her small purse.

"You know it’s okay to come in, right?" Danielle teased gently, glancing at Nicole's hesitation. "No one here is going to bite you."

"Well, I don’t know... It just feels kind of strange being here after seeing..." Nicole trailed off, her voice softening.

"The patients that come up from here?" Danielle asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Yeah, like I’m not really supposed to be here," Nicole admitted, stepping tentatively across the threshold as if expecting something to happen.

"Look at that! You didn’t melt or anything!" Danielle teased, reaching for Nicole’s arm and pulling her towards the elevator. "I had so much fun last night," Danielle said as they waited for the elevator to arrive. "I’m sorry if I was a little too forward at the end of the night."

Nicole rubbed Danielle’s arm affectionately. "I kissed you back, silly!" she said with a playful smile.

"Yes, you did!" Danielle beamed with pride just as the elevator doors slid open. She stepped inside, making sure to stay close to Nicole—or maybe it was Nicole who stayed close to her. Either way, they ended up pressed together as they rode the elevator down with the lunchtime crowd.

They exited the building and walked to a nearby food stand, opting for something quick and simple before finding a bench by the fountain across the street. They settled down, their conversation flowing as easily as ever.

"How do you manage to wear those heels all day?" Nicole asked, glancing down at Danielle’s four-inch heels. "I’m exhausted by the end of the day wearing just my sneakers!"

"I’m not on my feet as much as you are," Danielle replied with a grin. "I do a lot of sitting." She stifled a giggle, thinking about all the kneeling she did too but decided against mentioning it. "You’re always running around your office."

"That’s true," Nicole admitted. Then, setting her soda aside, she turned to face Danielle more fully. "Okay, you knew this question was coming," she said with a knowing smile. "What was the deal with you winking at that guy last night?"

Danielle had been expecting the question, but it still caught her off guard. She choked slightly on her drink, coughing a few times before she could answer. "I’m not sure," she said honestly. "I’ve been thinking about it, and I guess... I didn’t get much attention before becoming Danielle. Now, I get so much of it, and it’s hard not to react." She turned to face Nicole, her voice sincere. "I’m sure someone as gorgeous as you never had that problem."

Nicole blushed, her gaze dropping to the ground. "Thanks for the compliment," she said softly. "But it wasn’t always like that. I was kind of nerdy in school; I didn’t go out much in college. I’m more of an introvert."

"Yet you asked me out," Danielle said, smiling.

"There’s something different about you," Nicole replied, and the two of them giggled at her words. "I mean, aside from the obvious wardrobe changes—you just have kind eyes."

"Thanks," Danielle said, her smile growing. They sat in comfortable silence for a moment before Danielle spoke again, her voice gentle. "So, you know what happens in my office, more or less... Why did you flirt with me so hard?"

"I don’t know," Nicole admitted, tilting her head as she thought about it. "Maybe because I know you’re a safe date?"

"It’s not like I’m going to take advantage of you with ‘caged beast’ down there," Danielle teased, giggling at her own joke.

" Caged beast?  Is that what you call him?" Nicole burst out laughing, her face lighting up with amusement.

"No, I just made that up on the spot," Danielle said sheepishly, her cheeks turning red. "But seriously, why are you interested in me? It’s not like we can do much romantically."

"I know, but that’s part of what makes it safe, right?" Nicole replied thoughtfully. "There’s no pressure. I don’t care what other people think."

"But what if your friends see us kissing and think you’re into girls?" Danielle asked, a bit hesitant.

"I don’t care what they think!" Nicole said firmly, leaning in to kiss Danielle on the cheek. "I’m glad you don’t either."

Danielle smiled, her heart fluttering at the contact. "Speaking of friends," Nicole said between bites of her lunch, "one of my friends is having a bachelorette party next weekend. Want to come?"

"Seriously?" Danielle asked, completely shocked.

"Yeah, why not?"

Danielle felt both nervous and excited at the prospect. "What are you guys doing?"

"There’s a party bus, so no one has to drive. We’ll hit a few dance clubs... and see some strippers," Nicole said with a mischievous smile.

"Guys?" Danielle asked, immediately feeling silly for even asking.

"Of course, silly!" Nicole nudged Danielle’s shoulder playfully. "The bride-to-be is straight."

Danielle’s heart raced at the thought. "I’ve never been out with a group of women before. Ever."

"You’ll be fine! I’ll be there with you the whole time," Nicole reassured her. "We can practice by going out to dinner again. How about next week?"

"How about sooner?" Danielle asked, suddenly feeling bold. "This weekend?"

"You don’t think you’ll get tired of me, seeing me that often?" Nicole teased, her eyes twinkling.

"I like the idea of seeing a lot of you!" Danielle responded, her voice dripping with playful intent.

"Ohhhh! And here I thought you were supposed to be the ‘safe’ one!" Nicole laughed, leaning into Danielle again, her shoulder brushing against hers.

"I mean seeing you a lot!" Danielle blushed, realizing how her words had come out.

"You’re just too cute," Nicole said, resting her head on Danielle’s shoulder. "I don’t know why, but I feel so comfortable with you."

"I’m really comfortable with you too," Danielle replied, leaning her head back against Nicole’s. "I’ve never been this comfortable around any woman."

"I feel honored you feel that way," Nicole said, her voice soft as she smiled.

They finished their lunch in a contented silence, and as Danielle took Nicole’s trash and threw it away, they walked back to the office hand-in-hand. When they reached the building, Nicole glanced at the stairs and suggested, "Let’s take the stairs. I have to go up four floors, and you only have to do two!"

"Yeah, but I’m doing two in heels, so that’s like doing four!" Danielle groaned, reluctantly following Nicole up the stairs.

"Oh, come on!" Nicole teased, leading the way up the first few flights before glancing back at Danielle. "Did you let me go first so you could check out my butt?"

"Call it my incentive!" Danielle laughed, feeling bold.

"And here I thought your incentive would be me kissing you goodbye," Nicole said with a playful wink. "Can’t do that in a crowded elevator, can we?"

"Wait, what?" Danielle almost tripped trying to catch up, her mind spinning.

"For that," Nicole said, standing with her hands on her hips, trying to sound stern, "you get to go first up the next flight!"

Danielle raised an eyebrow and smiled cheekily. "How are you going to check out my butt in this flowy dress?"

"Who said I was going to look?" Nicole’s response was playful, but with a sudden mischievous grin, she quickly lifted the back of Danielle’s dress, exposing her lace-topped stockings and cheeky coral boyshorts. "Okay, seriously? Do your panties match your dress perfectly? Who does that?"

"It’s a long story," Danielle replied, laughing as she made no move to lower her dress.

"I can’t wait to hear that one!" Nicole dropped the dress, shaking her head with a grin.

On the next landing, they stood face-to-face. Nicole wrapped her arms around Danielle’s waist. "Thanks for going to lunch with me," she said softly, "and for letting me check out your cute ass."

"Hopefully that means I’ll get to check yours out soon!" Danielle teased, her voice full of playful flirtation.

"Maybe," Nicole replied, pressing herself against Danielle as she leaned up to kiss her. This time, their kiss wasn’t brief. Their lips met, and then again, and then again, until their tongues brushed lightly, teasing each other before finally pressing together in one last, lingering kiss.

"That was nice," Danielle whispered, her heart racing.

"I agree," Nicole said with a shy smile, stepping back reluctantly. "Tomorrow at 7 at the coffee shop?"

"I wouldn’t miss it for the world."

As they parted ways, Danielle couldn’t help but feel giddy, her mind racing with thoughts of Nicole and their growing connection. By the time she arrived back at her desk, she couldn’t stop smiling. She pulled out her phone and texted Crystal about her day, but she found herself also messaging Nicole, unable to resist staying in touch.

On her commute home, Danielle's phone buzzed again, and she smiled at the sight of Nicole’s message: Had so much fun today! Can't wait for tomorrow 

Danielle quickly typed back: Me too! I'm already looking forward to seeing you.

But amid all her excitement, Danielle realized she had a small problem—moving in with Crystal was scheduled for the same day as Nicole’s friend’s bachelorette party. Juggling the two events was going to be tricky, but Danielle was determined to make it work. And there was another question that lingered at the back of her mind: were she and Nicole dating ? It felt like they were, but she wasn’t sure how to label what was happening between them. Maybe tomorrow she’d find the right moment to ask.

Later that evening, as Danielle got ready for bed, she carefully laid out her lingerie and dress for the following day. Her fingers trailed over the delicate fabric of her panties, a matching peach set with lace accents that would look perfect under her new dress. She couldn’t help but smile at the thought of Nicole catching another glimpse, just like she had earlier on the stairs. And now, with Nicole lifting her dress unexpectedly on her mind, Danielle wanted to be extra prepared for anything that might happen the next day.

Danielle slipped into a silky white satin nightie, the cool fabric brushing against her skin as she settled into bed. Her thoughts drifted to Ms. Samantha’s office and her duties there, wondering if she’d be called in tomorrow. And then, of course, her mind turned to Nicole. She wondered what tomorrow would bring—lunch, more kisses, and maybe even an answer to the question that had been swirling in her head all day: what exactly was she to Nicole?

With those thoughts circling her mind, Danielle drifted off to sleep, excitement, and nervousness swirling in her chest as she dreamt of what the next day had in store for her.
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