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As the morning light filtered through her curtains, Danielle slid out of bed, feeling refreshed and ready for the day. She slipped off her white satin nightie and changed into a pink sports bra and matching leggings, which hugged her curves perfectly. After making her way into her small living room, she unrolled her yoga mat and began her usual morning routine—a rigorous 45-minute yoga session that left her muscles pleasantly sore and her mind clear. She couldn’t help but admire the progress she’d made; her tummy was nearly flat, her flexibility had greatly improved, and she could now bend forward straight-legged until her nose touched her knees. But what thrilled her most was the sensation of her small breasts pressing against her thighs, her hardened nipples visible through the thin, clingy lycra fabric.

"They’re just about big enough now that I’d probably get arrested if I went around topless!" Danielle giggled, using her arms to squeeze them together. "Maybe I can get some of that cream to take home..."

After her yoga, Danielle showered, shaved, and moisturized as usual, taking a little extra care with her routine as she prepared for the day. She had already laid out a matching set of dark purple lingerie that made her feel irresistibly feminine—a satin waist cincher that tied at the front, a matching front-close bra, and hipster panties, all adorned with delicate lilac-colored hearts. She also selected a pair of silk black stockings, dotted with tiny hearts as well.

"And she was so impressed by how well I matched yesterday!" Danielle laughed to herself as she dressed, enjoying the perfectly coordinated look.

As she left her apartment, Danielle felt a surge of confidence, more powerful than anything she’d felt in days. She was genuinely looking forward to seeing Nicole that morning, knowing they’d have time to talk over coffee before heading into work. It dawned on her that there was something exhilarating about having a woman like Nicole show interest in her. Could Nicole be her girlfriend? Did she want that? And would Ms. Samantha be okay with it? A flood of questions swirled in her mind as she arrived at the coffee shop and took a seat at a small table by the window, eagerly awaiting Nicole’s arrival.

"Lost in thought?" Nicole’s voice brought Danielle back to reality as she looked up to see her standing there with a warm smile.

"OH! Yeah, just a little," Danielle replied, standing up quickly and wrapping Nicole in a quick hug. "I already got your coffee," she said, gesturing to the mug on the table, "I hope that’s okay?"

"Not at all," Nicole replied, picking up the mug with a grateful smile. "But one of these mornings, you’re going to have to let me treat you."

"Maybe," Danielle winked, feeling the thrill of flirting back and forth with Nicole.

Nicole leaned forward, resting her elbow on the table and looking Danielle directly in the eyes. "Okay, so I have a question," she said, her tone both curious and teasing. "What’s the deal with the cages on you girls? I mean, it seems like all of you wear them."

Danielle felt her cheeks flush as she tried to find a way to answer without giving away too much about her private time with Ms. Samantha. "Well," she began, trying to sound casual, "the thing is… it’s, um, very arousing, being dressed like this." She paused, feeling her cheeks heat up even more. "Between the shaving, the lingerie, the materials," she said, unconsciously rubbing her legs together, "and... if we were able to, you know, take things into our own hands, we’d probably never stop."

"Hmmm," Nicole raised an eyebrow, a mischievous smirk tugging at her lips. "So, you’d be a chronic masturbator if left to your own devices, is what you’re saying?"

"Probably," Danielle admitted, her face turning an even deeper shade of pink as she realized how much she’d just confessed.

"So, who gets to, uh, let you out?" Nicole asked, her voice filled with a blend of genuine curiosity and playful amusement.

"Well, Samantha does," Danielle replied, feeling a bit awkward referring to her Boss by just her first name, though calling her "Ms." might have raised even more questions.

"Interesting," Nicole murmured as she leaned back in her chair, her gaze playful yet curious. "So, I’m guessing that when she lets you out, it’s sort of like a reward?"

"Yeah, um... yes," Danielle stammered, feeling her cheeks flush.

Nicole’s face broke into a broad smile. "You’re just so cute when you blush!" She leaned back, watching Danielle squirm for a moment. Then, after taking another sip of her coffee, she added, "One more question." She paused, leaving Danielle hanging in suspense. "Do you have a party dress?"

Danielle breathed a sigh of relief that it wasn’t another question about her "rewards" with Ms. Samantha. "Depends," she replied, her curiosity piqued. "What exactly do you mean by a party dress?"

"Like a little black dress," Nicole explained with a glint in her eye. "Something fun, flirty, and perfect for a night of dancing."

"Dancing? Oh, I don’t know if I can even dance—in heels or out of them!" Danielle laughed nervously, realizing how little she knew about that world. "Most of my wardrobe is work-related," she admitted. "I don’t think I own anything flirty, at least not outside of lingerie or nighties."

Nicole’s eyes sparkled with mischief. "You have flirty nighties?"

"The flirtiest ," Danielle replied with a mockingly confident tone.

"Well, maybe I’ll get to see those someday," Nicole teased, winking. "Your lingerie is always quite an adventure, after all." Setting her coffee cup down, she added, "Looks like we need to go dress shopping for next weekend, though."

"Next weekend?" Danielle’s heart began to race.

"Yeah, my friend’s bachelorette party," Nicole reminded her, her eyes dancing with excitement. "We’re going to go dancing that night, too."

"You mean, like, at a nightclub?" Danielle’s voice was tinged with panic. "With... with guys there?"

"That’s where dancing happens, silly," Nicole replied with a perfectly deadpan tone. "Don’t worry—I’ll be right there with you."

Danielle’s anxiety grew. "I don’t know, Nicole," she admitted, imagining herself in a crowded nightclub and feeling exposed. "What if someone... figures it out?"

Nicole reached across the table and gave Danielle’s hand a gentle, reassuring squeeze. "Trust me, okay? You’re going to have a great time. I’ll be by your side the entire night." She flashed Danielle a warm smile, standing up and gently tugging her along. "Come on, we need to get to the office."

As they walked toward work, Nicole held Danielle’s arm tightly, keeping close as if to reassure her. Although they walked in silence, the quiet connection between them helped to calm Danielle’s nerves. She’d gotten used to being out in public dressed like this, but brief glances from strangers on the train or quick looks on the sidewalk were nothing compared to the scrutiny she feared in a club. Maybe she was overthinking it, though. They were early enough to have the elevator to themselves, and as soon as the doors closed, Nicole slipped behind Danielle, wrapping her arms around her waist in a warm embrace. Danielle felt her tension melt away, comforted by Nicole’s closeness.

When the elevator doors opened, neither of them moved for a moment, savoring the private closeness, only breaking apart when the doors began to close again.

"Alright, first things first," Nicole said, pulling out her office keys as they walked down the hallway. "When we’re in there, we have to be professional." Danielle nodded, though she was a bit confused. Nicole leaned in, her eyes serious but teasing. "No goodbye kisses at work," she added, pulling Danielle to face her. "And definitely not while I’m rubbing the cream on your chest!"

Danielle giggled, playfully batting her eyes. "What if I say please ?"

Nicole’s mock sternness softened. "Just kiss me, you goof!"

They met in a quick, playful kiss that deepened as their lips lingered, their mouths parting slightly. Each gentle touch of their tongues sent a spark through Danielle, who felt the strain of her cock inside its cage, paired with the oddly thrilling sensation of their breasts pressing together. When they finally pulled away, they stared at each other for a moment, both giddy and out of breath.

"We’re so late," Nicole whispered, laughing as she grabbed Danielle’s hand and pulled her into the office. "Head down the hall to Exam Room One and get into a robe. I’ll be there soon to get everything ready."

"Got it!" Danielle responded, hurrying down the hallway with a smile. Once in the exam room, she slipped out of her purple dress and hung it on a hook by the door before donning the unflattering robe. She left the exam room door open slightly and peeked out, her curiosity getting the best of her.

"Anything I can do to help?" she called out softly.

Nicole, rushing down the hall, glanced over with a smirk. "You can start by taking off your bra and, you know, the ‘girls’!"

"Oh, right!" Danielle laughed, ducking back into the room. She opened her robe and unhooked her bra just as Nicole entered.

Nicole giggled, her eyes catching sight of the bra in Danielle’s hand. "Are those hearts on your bra too?"

Danielle held up the piece proudly. "I thought it was cute!"

Nicole rolled her eyes, a playful smile on her lips. "You’re definitely cute," she teased. "You girls always seem to have the best-looking lingerie!"

"Tell you what," Danielle suggested, pulling out her breast forms and deliberately leaving her robe open, "You help me find a party dress, and I’ll help you find some fun lingerie!"

"It’s a deal," Nicole replied with a grin, pulling Danielle’s robe closed with a teasing little pat. "But I’m not wearing stockings with hearts on them!" Just then, they heard the Doctor’s voice from the outer office. "But they do look cute on you!" Nicole gave Danielle a quick, sweet peck on the lips before hurrying out of the room.

Moments later, the Doctor entered, greeting Danielle warmly. "Good morning. How are things progressing here?"

Danielle opened her robe, feeling a bit strange baring herself in front of a man, though she was getting used to the routine. "Very nice," he remarked, inspecting her with a professional eye while Nicole hovered in the background. "We should be able to discuss surgery in another couple of weeks."

"Already?" Danielle was genuinely surprised by the timeline.

"Yes, though we won’t be putting in a full implant just yet," the Doctor explained, rolling back slightly in his chair. Danielle reflexively covered her chest as he continued. "But once they’re in place, the saline will last longer, which actually speeds up the process."

"That does make sense," Danielle nodded thoughtfully, wondering what it would feel like to have "real" breasts. The idea was both thrilling and daunting.

The Doctor motioned for her to open her robe again, and she let it slip off her shoulders, clutching it loosely at her waist as she awaited the injection. She flinched slightly when the needle pierced her skin, feeling a faint pull as the liquid entered, her breasts visibly swelling. Though she wasn’t quite a B-cup, the weight of her chest was undeniable, and for the first time, she felt the substantial presence of her own cleavage.

"Nicole," the Doctor called over his shoulder, glancing back at her, "let’s set her up with the half-breast forms from now on."

"Got it," Nicole replied, and she left the room to grab the forms.

"These will fit better in your bra," the doctor explained, adjusting Danielle’s posture slightly to measure her for symmetry, "and they’ll be a lot more comfortable than the full forms you’ve been wearing."

"Oh, thank you," Danielle said, not completely sure what he was talking about while still processing the thought of having breasts that would fit naturally in her bras.

Just like that, the Doctor was out of the room, leaving Danielle feeling momentarily alone and still clutching the edges of her robe. She’d barely started to cover herself when Nicole appeared again, carrying a small box. "First things first," Nicole said, setting the box down with a warm, reassuring smile and picking up the cream they used after every treatment. "Now, be a good girl and behave."

"Okay," Danielle replied obediently, letting her robe fall open a bit more. "Any chance I could get some of that to bring home?"

"The cream?" Nicole asked, her eyebrows raised playfully. "I don’t see why not." She grinned, her tone turning teasing. "Are you enjoying it?"

"Maybe a little," Danielle murmured, a soft moan escaping her lips as Nicole’s thumbs brushed across her nipples, sending a delightful shiver through her. "I thought you said we had to behave!"

"I am behaving," Nicole whispered, leaning in close, her voice a blend of mischief and affection. "You’re the one trying to flash me your panties."

"Aren’t they cute?" Danielle giggled, shrugging the robe completely open to show off her matching heart-patterned set.

Nicole laughed, her eyes alight with amusement. "I seriously can’t believe you have hearts everywhere!" she teased. "You look like you could be a catalog model!"

"Huh, I guess I do!" Danielle laughed, glancing down and admiring the detailed coordination.

"Well then, you’re really going to enjoy the next part," Nicole said, wiping her hands clean before nodding at the jar. "The rest of that cream jar is all yours."

"Thank you!" Danielle replied, her voice gleeful as she hugged the jar to her chest.

"Now, put your bra back on, and I’ll show you how these work." Nicole opened the box, gesturing for Danielle to follow her instructions. "Just leave the front open," she added. Danielle complied quickly, her curiosity growing with every second as she wondered what effect the box’s contents would have.

Nicole took a set of soft, realistic-looking half-breast forms from the box and gently tucked one into each of Danielle’s bra cups. "Now, close your bra," Nicole instructed.

The moment Danielle adjusted her bra clasp, she looked down and gasped. "Holy shit!" she blurted out, eyes wide with amazement. "I have cleavage!" She couldn’t resist wiggling her chest, delighting in the way her new breasts moved, or pressing them together with her upper arms to accentuate her newfound curves. "No more worrying about anyone spotting my falsies!"

"Exactly," Nicole said with a smile, genuinely thrilled at Danielle’s reaction. "You could even wear something strapless now, and no one would suspect a thing!"

"Strapless? Seriously?"

Nicole chuckled, giving Danielle’s cups a slight push to adjust them further. "Yes, seriously. And it’s only going to get better in a couple of weeks when you get your implants."

Danielle’s excitement was tempered by a twinge of nervousness. "That’s… a little scary," she admitted, voicing her fears for the first time.

"The doctor goes in through your belly button, so no one will see any scars; he’s one of the pioneers in this technique," Nicole said reassuringly. "And the final result is shaped to look natural, not like those usual obviously fake round orbs."

Danielle looked at her, feeling warmth flood through her. "I trust you."

Nicole’s hand gently touched Danielle’s leg. "I know you do," she replied softly. "Now, get dressed before we get ourselves in trouble."

"Alright," Danielle said, nodding, though she couldn’t help but sneak another glance at her reflection.

Once alone in the exam room, Danielle couldn’t resist admiring her new chest in the full-length mirror. Her saline-filled breasts looked so real, moving with her body in a way that felt incredible. They felt like hers . She gave a small, experimental hop on her heels and laughed, thrilled to see them bounce lightly with her movements. She slipped back into her dress, tugging it a little on each side to show off her cleavage, then headed out of the exam room, her confidence soaring.

"Lunch today?" she whispered to Nicole in passing as they exchanged a quick smile.

"Absolutely," Nicole whispered back, her eyes shining with excitement. "I even brought something for us!"

"Perfect," Danielle replied, her own excitement bubbling up. "Come get me when you’re ready."

Nicole pursed her lips in a quick, teasing kiss as Danielle walked off, and even the stairs felt different as she made her way back down to her desk. She was used to a slight bounce with the breast forms, but this was something else entirely. Her new breasts moved naturally with each step, a reminder of her transformation that kept her cheeks flushed with excitement. By the time she returned to her desk, she was already feeling the thrill of her next meeting with Ms. Samantha.

Not long after sitting down, she received a call from Ms. Samantha’s office. She stood, adjusting her dress once more, and made her way to the private office. Entering the room, Danielle automatically began her routine, slipping out of her dress and setting it aside. Then, she approached the door, wrapping her lips around the sizable Little Johnny dildo that was mounted there. She took a deep breath, trying to relax her throat as she took it in deeper, each attempt bringing her closer until she could finally press her nose against the door, fully enveloping the large, lifelike phallus.

"Oh, very nicely done, sweetie!" Ms. Samantha’s tone held a genuine note of praise as she observed Danielle’s progress. "I wasn’t sure you’d manage it all the way."

"Thank you, Ms.," Danielle replied, feeling her cheeks warm at being complimented on her deep-throating skills. "It took a little effort, but I didn’t want to disappoint."

"I can see that," Ms. Samantha replied with a smile, waving Danielle over to sit. As Danielle settled into the chair, Ms. Samantha’s eyes dropped to her chest. "I see you’ve got a bit of an upgrade in your boobs too! How do you like them?"

Danielle arched her back slightly, lifting her chin and pulling her shoulders back to highlight her new cleavage. "They feel great," she said, her excitement evident. "I actually have cleavage now!"

"Very nice," Ms. Samantha remarked, clearly amused and pleased by Danielle’s pride in her new look. "So that puts you about two weeks away from surgery, doesn’t it?"

Danielle nodded eagerly, confirming that everything was on track. As they continued, Ms. Samantha’s tone shifted, a bit more curious. "And how are things with Nicole?"

Danielle gave a quick summary of their coffee date that morning, explaining their conversation, including the brief discussion about her cage, their plan to go dress shopping tomorrow, and how supportive Nicole had been. She carefully avoided mentioning the more flirtatious exchanges, like suggesting that she might help Nicole pick out lingerie. Ms. Samantha listened attentively, her expression one of understanding as she considered Danielle’s budding relationship with Nicole.

While Ms. Samantha didn’t fully understand Nicole’s motivations, it was evident that Danielle was excited to have a woman’s interest. It was also clear that Danielle was cautious about oversharing work details, which Ms. Samantha appreciated. After all, her exclusive “agency” walked a fine line as a “specialized dating service,” and while girls were “on their own” to decide if they wanted to have sex with clients, the reality wasn’t always so simple. Ms. Samantha knew that Nicole might be alright with a limited understanding of what went on here, but she might not be comfortable with the full extent. Just this weekend, two girls were heading to a bachelor party, another was set to spend the weekend with a Dominant, Ms. Penny had an all-day engagement with a client, two were booked for latex play with couples, and four had regular dates lined up that were almost certain to end in bed. Ms. Samantha couldn’t help but wonder how Nicole would feel if she knew Danielle might eventually be bedded by a man—or even two, as was often the case at bachelor parties. Still, as long as Danielle’s progress continued, Ms. Samantha had no intention of interfering.

"So, a bachelorette party?" Ms. Samantha asked with a knowing smirk. "That’s not usually a place for boys—unless they’re stripping, of course!"

Danielle chuckled nervously, her unease slipping through. "I’m pretty panicked about it, Ms.," she confessed, "and they’re going dancing afterward... at a real nightclub."

"Oh, you’ll be fine," Ms. Samantha reassured her, her voice soft yet confident. "Girls can be very protective, and after a few drinks, you’ll loosen up just fine."

"If you say so, Ms.," Danielle replied, still uncertain but feeling a bit more at ease.

"Enjoy your lunch today," Ms. Samantha said, a gentle hint that it was time for Danielle to leave the office. "Perhaps I’ll call you back this afternoon."

"Yes, Ms.!" Danielle responded eagerly, feeling a strange hunger in the pit of her stomach. She didn’t fully understand why, but she found herself craving more time in Ms. Samantha’s office. Her ass tingled at the thought, and the idea of another "training session" thrilled her more than she cared to admit. "Thank you."

As she turned to leave, Danielle moved back to the door, resuming her efforts with renewed enthusiasm. She took the entire shaft into her mouth and throat on the fifth thrust, determined to push her limits, and held it there for the remaining strokes. On the last, she pressed forward fully, managing to press the large latex balls against the door with her chin as she swallowed around the dildo.

"Thinking about a male stripper, sweetie?" Ms. Samantha asked, her voice laced with playful amusement as she watched from behind her desk.

"No, Ms.," Danielle replied, her cheeks flushing deeply as she slipped her dress back on, the heat of embarrassment mingling with excitement.

With a final glance over her shoulder, she exited the office, her heart still racing.

Danielle managed to focus on her work for about an hour before lunchtime rolled around, and as expected, Nicole poked her head into the door, giving her a little wave. It felt like they were high school kids sneaking out of study hall together, the thrill of doing something together making Danielle’s heart race. But instead of heading across the hall to the elevator, Nicole led her to the stairs, opening the door with a sly grin. Danielle stepped in close behind, only to have Nicole suddenly turn and stop.

"I hated not doing this when you left the office earlier," Nicole murmured, her hand reaching up to the side of Danielle’s face, guiding her lips down to meet hers. Their kiss was brief but filled with warmth, leaving Danielle momentarily stunned as Nicole began heading down the stairs. "Come on, silly," Nicole said over her shoulder, flashing a smile at Danielle’s dazed expression. "We can’t spend our entire lunch break kissing!"

"And why not?" Danielle giggled, her voice light as she followed Nicole down the stairs, feeling her cheeks warm.

"Because I made us lunch, and it’s delicious!" Nicole replied with a cheeky grin, taking Danielle’s hand and leading her outside.

They made their way to an empty bench in a nearby park, and Danielle watched with admiration as Nicole began unpacking their meal. Nicole seemed to have thought of everything—she set down two small bowls, forks, and an assortment of containers filled with food between them on the bench.

"What have you got here?" Danielle asked, her curiosity piqued.

"Okay, so, I might be a little bit of a freak in the kitchen," Nicole confessed, her eyes twinkling with pride.

"Just the kitchen?" Danielle quipped, raising an eyebrow.

"For now, yes!" Nicole shot back with a playful smirk. "I made the marinade for the chicken and the dressing," she explained, opening a container to reveal lusciously grilled chicken. "Let it all marinate for a couple of days and then put it all together just for us!"

"That’s the absolute sweetest thing ever," Danielle said, feeling a sudden surge of emotion at Nicole’s thoughtfulness. It seemed silly to feel teary over grilled chicken breast, but it was more than just the food—it was the care behind it. "Thank you."

They dug in, sharing easy conversations that drifted across a wide range of topics, from their favorite movies to childhood memories. Danielle felt a deep contentment, wishing their lunch break could last forever. She felt so at ease, laughing and sharing, feeling closer to Nicole with every minute. But eventually, they both knew they had to get back to work. As they packed up the lunch containers, Danielle’s hands brushed Nicole’s a few times, a deliberate yet subtle way of touching her that made her smile.

"So, what time should we go party dress shopping tomorrow?" Danielle asked, seizing the chance to confirm plans with Nicole.

"What about 1 p.m.?" Nicole suggested.

"Sounds perfect," Danielle replied, wishing it could be earlier but grateful to have the afternoon with Nicole. "That’ll give me a chance to move some of my stuff to my new place. Well... my soon-to-be new place."

"Oh? Tell me more!" Nicole replied, her curiosity evident.

"Crystal is in the process of buying a new place," Danielle explained, suddenly wondering if she’d struck a nerve. She didn’t want Nicole to feel uncomfortable about Crystal. "So, I’m going to take over her old place once she moves. It’s far nicer than my current apartment."

"When does she close on it?" Nicole asked. Her tone wasn’t quite as light-hearted, but it wasn’t cold either.

"In a couple of weeks, I think," Danielle replied, sensing a shift and feeling a pang of anxiety. She didn’t want to mess things up with Nicole over Crystal, and she wondered if she’d said too much. "My place is a total dump, and the building manager is… well, a pig."

Nicole touched Danielle’s leg gently, a reassuring gesture that melted her worries. "You don’t have to explain," she said, her voice soft. "Just because I’m not a big fan of Crystal doesn’t mean it’s going to impact things between you and me."

Danielle felt a wave of relief and gratitude, and, without thinking, took Nicole’s hand as they both stood. "Can I ask you a question?"

"Go ahead," Nicole replied, giving Danielle an encouraging smile.

Danielle took a deep breath, feeling as though she’d been holding it in all day. "What are we?" she asked, the weight lifting from her shoulders just by finally getting the question out. "I mean, we’re obviously friends... friends who kiss… but, where are we?"

Nicole paused thoughtfully, then linked her arm through Danielle’s as they began walking back. "I’m not sure," she admitted with a little laugh. "Maybe we’re friends with a benefit—just one benefit, instead of benefits?" She chuckled, her gaze warm as she leaned against Danielle. "I really enjoy your company, Danielle. I’m always so relaxed around you, and I’ve never been this way with anyone else."

"I feel the same way," Danielle admitted. "I’m never this confident with anyone, but somehow I am with you." As they approached the building, Danielle smiled, the words spilling out naturally. "I never would’ve been able to make a comment like asking if you were a freak just in the kitchen, not with anyone else!"

"Well, to answer that question…" Nicole grinned, leaning in close with a twinkle in her eye. "No, not just the kitchen!"

Danielle burst out laughing. "Somehow, that doesn’t surprise me," she said, giving Nicole a playful nudge. "Considering who your lunch date is most days, I’d say that’s more than appropriate!" They laughed together as they entered the building, their laughter echoing in the stairwell as they climbed the steps. "I don’t think they come much freakier than me."

"True!" Nicole laughed, glancing at her with an affectionate smile. "But I still think you’re adorable."

Danielle felt a warm blush spread through her. "And I think you’re beautiful."

Nicole chuckled, brushing a stray strand of hair back from her face. "In scrubs with my hair in a messy ponytail?" She raised an eyebrow, amused. "You really are freaky, aren’t you!"

Both of them headed back into their building, hand-in-hand, like girly besties. Giggling and talking like two teenagers. They stopped on the landing of Danielle’s floor, facing each other with smiles that faded into something deeper as their eyes met. Without a word, they leaned in, their lips meeting in a kiss that quickly intensified. Their mouths parted, and their tongues met in a slow, teasing dance as their hands instinctively tried to pull each other closer. Danielle felt her cock straining inside its cage as their bodies pressed together, her breasts molding against Nicole’s. Her hand slipped to Nicole’s waist and trailed down, landing on Nicole’s firm backside and giving it a gentle squeeze, earning her a quiet, delighted sigh.

"Don’t start something you can’t finish!" Nicole panted, her breathing quickened as their lips parted.

Danielle felt a flush of excitement rush through her. "I’m sure there’s a way I could find to please you," she replied, a mischievous glint in her eye.

Nicole backed up a little, smiling but serious. "Oh, I have no doubt about that," she said, her gaze softening. "But I’m not ready for that, at least not just yet."

"Okay," Danielle replied, her voice gentle, hoping she hadn’t pushed too far.

Nicole’s smile returned as she glanced at her watch. "There’s this great little place on 3rd," she said, changing the topic as she headed up the stairs again. "They’ve got an amazing menu—how about we meet there tomorrow at 12:30?"

"That sounds perfect!" Danielle replied, her heart lifting at the thought of spending more time with Nicole. "I’ll see you there!"

Returning to her desk, Danielle felt a mix of excitement and relief. She was looking forward to tomorrow’s shopping trip with Nicole, but she also felt a hint of nervous anticipation. She hadn’t figured out exactly what she’d wear and desperately wanted to avoid the dreaded power thong—it wasn’t suited for hours of shopping and moving around. There had to be a better way to keep everything in place without feeling so exposed. She’d have to consider jeans or pants sparingly, though they weren’t as flattering as the skirts or dresses she usually wore. Setting her mind to planning, Danielle browsed different sites, eyeing a variety of party dresses to get a sense of what she might want to try on.

"Good afternoon," came a deep, rumbling voice that snapped Danielle out of her online window shopping. She looked up to see a tall, imposing figure standing before her desk. "Is Sam in?"

Danielle’s eyes widened as she took in the man standing in front of her. He had to be at least six and a half feet tall, with a build that looked chiseled from stone. His deep brown eyes, sharp cheekbones, and sleek, close-cropped dark hair gave him a striking appearance. He wore a perfectly tailored suit that hugged his muscular frame, hinting at countless hours spent at the gym. He looked like he could have been a professional athlete or maybe even a wrestler. Danielle felt dwarfed as she stood to greet him, her spiked heels doing little to bridge the height difference. Extending a massive hand, he enveloped her dainty fingers in his.

"I’m John," he introduced himself, his voice a rich, gravelly bass, his handshake both gentle and firm. "It’s a pleasure to meet you."

"Um, Danielle," she stammered, feeling heat rise to her cheeks as he held her hand. "I’m… Danielle."

"It’s a pleasure to meet you, Danielle," John said, shaking her hand with a slight smile. "You said Sam was in?"

"Let me check," Danielle managed to reply, though her fingers lingered in his grip. She fumbled to find the phone and, after a moment of confusion, remembered how to use the intercom. Her voice wavered as she finally spoke, "Um, Ms. Samantha, there’s, um, a gentleman here to see you."

"Have him take a seat," Ms. Samantha’s voice came through, a slight hint of amusement in her tone, likely at Danielle’s obvious fluster. "I’ll be out in a moment."

John released Danielle's hand, turning to sit in one of the office chairs while Danielle struggled to sit at her desk. The small secretary's desk had been kind of fun, obviously designed to show off the girl sitting there, but now Danielle wished she'd had something to hide behind. He had picked up a magazine but was partially facing Danielle, with a quick move of his eyes he was looking her over with no shame. Danielle felt like a piece of meat hanging in a butcher shop, his eyes tracing her form from her legs up to where her dress hugged her waist. With a quick flick of his eyes, he looked over her exposed cleavage, the bra she wore today making it hard not to display a delicious line. Danielle could feel herself getting worked up, heat pooling in her center. Crystal’s words rang in her mind—it was impossible to feel anything remotely masculine around someone like John, especially with little hearts printed on her stockings.

"Would you like something to drink?" she finally managed to ask, trying to steady her voice.

"I’m good, thank you," he replied with a knowing smile, as if fully aware of the effect he was having on her.

There was no mistaking his confidence. He’d clearly been here before, likely seen other girls like her, and Danielle could sense that he was used to being in control. Someday, they would go on a date, and he would have her—all of her. They both knew it, and the realization sent a shiver through her. She was sure he knew that she knew too, and his gaze left little to the imagination. His eyes roamed over her legs and back up, and she could practically feel the weight of his stare.

"Danielle," Ms. Samantha’s voice came over the intercom, jolting her back to her professional demeanor. "Please escort John to My office."

"Yes, Ms.," Danielle replied, her voice trembling with anticipation. She looked over at John, her heart pounding. "If you’ll follow me, please, John."

"With pleasure," he said, standing with an easy grin that exuded confidence. His effect on her was undeniable.

Danielle felt his gaze linger on her back as they walked down the hallway, almost as if he were sizing her up. She knew he had to be watching, analyzing every movement and curve, and it made her heart race even faster. When they reached the door, she knocked softly and then opened it, stepping inside and gesturing for him to follow.

"Right this way," she said softly.

"Well thank you, my little lady," he replied, placing a large hand on her hip as he passed. His hand was so massive that his thumb pressed against her hip bone while his fingers reached around to her backside, sending an electric jolt through her.

"That will be all," Ms. Samantha said as she stood to greet John, her authoritative tone signaling Danielle’s cue to leave. "For now."

"Thank you, Ms.," Danielle murmured, practically stumbling out of the office as she hurried down the hallway, her body buzzing with energy as she reached the safety of her small desk.

Time seemed to drag as Danielle sat there, her body aching with an unexpected hunger. Every nerve seemed to be on edge, her mind unable to shake the idea of being called back into the office, where Little Johnny, the toy she’d come to know intimately, might be waiting for her. She felt a tingling excitement pulse through her, spreading warmth across her skin, and an unfamiliar sensation stirred in her chest. Her nipples had hardened under her bra and breast forms, and she could feel a dampness spreading within her cage. Her arousal wasn’t just emotional—it was intensely physical, and she found herself desperate for something she couldn’t quite name.

"Danielle." Ms. Samantha’s voice over the intercom snapped her back to reality. "You can go for today. Enjoy your weekend."

"Yes, Ms. Samantha," Danielle replied, still flustered, grabbing her purse quickly.

She didn’t stop moving until she’d exited the building, the cool air outside doing little to calm the heat inside her. She could feel an overwhelming frustration welling up, especially since she’d been allowed to orgasm the other day. Today, though, she felt an even deeper need—a craving for release that went beyond the familiar ache in her crotch. She wanted something more forceful, something hard, intense, and deep.

"Jesus, I need a good fucking," Danielle muttered under her breath, her cheeks flushed as she walked down the street toward the subway station.

It didn’t even register immediately that her need was entirely different from what she would have once considered a "normal" desire. Just a few months ago, the idea of needing a good fucking meant something else entirely. Now, as she sat on the train, she became acutely aware of her proximity to the other passengers, who all seemed to be men. In her mind, they weren’t merely men—they were potential cocks, great big hidden cocks ready to fill her. Images flashed through her mind, vivid and lewd, of herself kneeling in front of them, surrounded by...

"What the hell?" she whispered, her voice a mix of disbelief and embarrassment. "Get a grip, Danielle!"

The train ride home was a blur, and by the time she reached her building, her heart was racing. She barely registered her surroundings as she entered her apartment, finally letting out a deep sigh of relief.

As Danielle looked across her small kitchen, her eyes fell on Little Johnny, lying innocently on the table. The familiar tingle in her ass grew stronger, almost vibrating, as she clenched her thighs together, the urge building by the second. She felt a heat rushing through her as she crossed the room, slipping her dress off and tossing it over the back of her couch. Her panties soon followed, sliding down her hips and pooling on the floor as she gave a quick look around to ensure her privacy. Without another thought, she licked the suction cup base of Little Johnny before slamming it firmly onto the refrigerator door. Grabbing the lube from the table, she coated the shaft liberally, then rubbed the excess lube between her cheeks.

"Ohhhhhh, motherffuuuuuuckerrrr!" Danielle moaned, her voice rich with satisfaction, as she slowly backed herself onto the dildo, taking its entire length in one steady, deliberate push.

With her weight pressed against the refrigerator, Danielle let out a shaky breath, her body gradually adjusting to the girth inside her. She took a few shallow breaths, steadying herself as her hands pressed flat against the cold surface. Moving forward an inch, she braced herself, then plunged backward, impaling herself on Little Johnny’s thick shaft with a soft whimper of pleasure. Each thrust sent a spark through her body, and she began to lose herself in the rhythm. Danielle slid further from the door each time, then slammed back into it, her whole body throbbing with every impact. She could hear the refrigerator squeak and shift on the floor, bumping against the wall as her hips collided with it over and over.

"Mmmphhhmph!" she cried out, quickly covering her mouth with both hands to stifle the sound as her knees weakened.

Leaning against the fridge, unable to fully move but still firmly impaled on the dildo, Danielle tried to calm herself, her breaths coming in quick gasps. The weight of her body pressed the dildo further inside her, and she gave an experimental push against it. A sudden rush of pleasure shot through her, the pressure perfectly intense. Even as her toes ached from being pressed against the floor, Danielle’s body craved more. She rocked back against the door, her mouth falling open in a silent scream as the vibrations seemed to pulse through her entire body. A soft, warm trickle began to escape her cage, wetting her hand as she brought it to her trembling thigh.

"Holy… shit," she panted, her voice weak and breathy, staring at the handful of cum that filled her palm. "How am I still this horny?"

Finally managing to pull herself off the dildo, Danielle tugged it free from the refrigerator and tossed it into the sink before staggering over to her couch. She collapsed, breathing hard, before bringing her hand to her mouth, licking the sticky mess from her fingers hungrily. The taste only seemed to fuel her arousal, and she closed her eyes, savoring the sensation. Her phone’s sudden ringing snapped her out of her trance, and, still a bit dazed, she reached for her purse, which thankfully wasn’t too far.

"Oh, what the hell, why not?" she murmured, swiping to answer the video call from Crystal. "Hey, sweetie!"

"Hi!" Crystal’s face lit up on the screen, but her expression quickly turned mischievous. "Oh my, and what have you been up to? Or should I ask who?"

"Is it that obvious?" Danielle giggled, running her hand through her slightly matted hair, trying to smooth it out. "Well, Big Johnny stopped by the office today."

"Oh, I’m sure he did!" Crystal teased, her grin widening.

Danielle rolled her eyes. "Not like that! He just came in for a meeting, and Ms. Samantha sent me home afterward."

"Ah, I see," Crystal replied with a raised eyebrow, clearly not buying Danielle’s innocent act.

"But now I get exactly what you were saying about how he makes you feel," Danielle’s voice softened, almost dreamy as she recounted the encounter. "One thing led to another, and… sometimes you just need a little extra something when you get home, you know?"

"Sweetie, Little Johnny is not a little something extra!" Crystal teased again, laughing. "Are you coming over tomorrow? I have a date in the afternoon, but I’ve cleared some space so you can start bringing your things over."

"I am!" Danielle’s voice was filled with excitement. "I’ll throw a couple of bags together tonight and drop them off before I meet up with Nicole."

"Wait— Nicole? " Crystal looked positively floored. "What’s going on there?"

"We’re going party dress shopping," Danielle explained with a grin. "She invited me to a bachelorette party next weekend."

Crystal’s jaw dropped. "You’re kidding! Holy shit!" She slumped back in her chair, completely stunned.

"She asked me the other night when we went out," Danielle replied, savoring the rare chance to surprise Crystal. "We talked about it at lunch today, actually."

"Hold on a sec—how often are you seeing her?" Crystal asked, her tone both surprised and intrigued.

"Umm, well…" Danielle hesitated, quickly counting the times they’d met that week. "We’ve had lunch together most days, she’s come with me to my appointments, and then there was our date." She paused, then added, "I told Ms. Samantha about it, and she seemed fine with me… well, seeing Nicole."

Crystal raised an eyebrow. "And how much have you two seen of each other?"

"Nothing more than what you’ve seen," Danielle shot back with a smirk, "but we’ve kissed. A lot." Crystal’s mouth fell open, her eyes wide with shock. "With tongue!"

"Holy crap! I mean… HOLY CRAP!" Crystal exclaimed. "You two are making out, and she knows you’re, well… not exactly the man of her dreams?" Danielle laughed at Crystal’s reaction. "I seriously cannot wrap my head around this!"

"It’s just so nice to hang out with her," Danielle admitted. "We have a relaxed conversation, and sometimes we kiss when we say goodbye. But you can’t breathe a word of this to her—promise me!"

"I swear!" Crystal replied, crossing her heart. "I have my augmentation coming up this week, and I don’t want to risk getting lopsided because I pissed off kissy nurse Nicole!"

"Thanks," Danielle said, smiling with relief.

"I’ve got a date tonight, though, so I should get going," Crystal said, glancing off-screen for a moment. "I’ll leave a key with the doorman for you."

"Sounds good! See you tomorrow. Love you!"

"Love you too!"

After the call ended, Danielle cleaned herself up, rinsed Little Johnny, and changed into something more comfortable. Though a small part of her envied Crystal’s date, she was content to spend the evening at home in a cozy pair of yoga pants and an oversized sexy Miu Miu sweatshirt—they were still sexy though; there weren’t dull or boring clothes in her wardrobe anymore, all of them were there to make her look sexy and hot. Curling up on the couch, she started binge-watching her favorite show, letting the excitement of the day finally settle. The quiet evening felt refreshing, giving her time to unwind and process everything.

Eventually, Danielle decided to head to bed early. Tomorrow was going to be a big day, with her move and her shopping date with Nicole. She had a lot to prepare for, not the least of which was figuring out what to wear for their dress-shopping trip. Maybe she’d just text Nicole in the morning and ask for advice. After all, isn’t that what girlfriends are for?

The following morning, Danielle woke up early, stretching her arms above her head before heading into the kitchen to start a fresh pot of coffee. While it brewed, she moved through her usual stretching routine, a practice she’d picked up since starting at The Agency. She could already feel the benefits of her newfound flexibility—she could now stand flat-footed, with her legs perfectly straight, and touch her nose to her knees. Between her yoga sessions, light weightlifting, and dedicated stretches, Danielle felt healthier, stronger, and more balanced. She eased down into a chair with her coffee in hand, sighing contentedly as she enjoyed the warmth of the mug. A slight twinge as her butt met the chair reminded her of last night’s activities.

"Guess I might have been a little over-eager last night," she whispered, chuckling softly as she took a sip. "But it was definitely worth it."

She finished her breakfast, then took out two large suitcases she’d picked up in preparation for her move. Her plan was to settle into her new place the weekend of the bachelorette party, so she only needed enough clothes to last the week. Even so, she was shocked by how much she’d accumulated in such a short time. One entire suitcase was already filled with shoes and lingerie, and there were still more items to pack. After a little sorting, she laid out outfits for the week, carefully selecting what she’d wear for work, workouts, and sleep, then packed everything else neatly. Finally, she couldn’t resist any longer—she grabbed her phone and sent a quick message to Nicole.

"Good morning!"

Danielle waited eagerly for a reply, her fingers drumming lightly on her suitcase as she continued organizing. A few minutes later, her phone buzzed with a response.

"Good morning!"

Danielle grinned, quickly typing her next question.  "I have a silly question. What should I wear today to go shopping?"

She could almost picture Nicole chuckling at the other end of the phone. Danielle’s wardrobe had quickly become more professional, tailored to the needs of her job, with only a few items suited for a casual day out. Even her lingerie, though certainly elegant, was designed more for display than for an afternoon of relaxed shopping. Danielle crossed her fingers, hoping Nicole’s answer wouldn’t be stirrup pants.

"Do you have a sundress or something?" Nicole replied.  "Something casual, comfy, and easy to slip off for trying things on."

"I have a long yellow, floral one that should work, I think," Danielle texted back, nibbling her bottom lip. She hesitated before asking another question.  "Heels?"

Nicole’s answer was immediate and firm.  "SNEAKERS! LOL!"  she wrote. "We’re going to do a lot of walking, so definitely no heels!"

"Okayyyyy, thanks!"  Danielle replied, still uncertain about how it would all come together.

The only sneakers she owned were her workout shoes, which felt a bit sporty for a sundress. She imagined Nicole’s approval depended on more than just practicality; Nicole’s taste was polished and cute, so Danielle worried her gym sneakers might look a little out of place. Deciding she’d figure it out after her shower, Danielle headed to the bathroom, feeling the excited energy of the day ahead.

After a refreshing ninety-minute routine, Danielle was finally ready. She slipped into a pair of lacy yellow floral hipster bikini panties with a matching bra, perfect under the asymmetrical hem sundress she’d chosen. After a quick search of her closet, she found a pair of black flip-flops she’d stashed in the back, though she wasn’t thrilled about wearing them. They’d work for now, and she’d keep an eye out for something cuter while shopping. With her two rolling suitcases in tow, Danielle hailed a cab, ready to drop her things off at Crystal’s before meeting Nicole for lunch.

One of the perks of her new life was that taxi drivers were almost always extra courteous, especially when they saw she had luggage. The cab driver who picked her up wasted no time hopping out to help with her bags, loading them into the trunk with ease. When they reached Crystal’s building, however, the driver and the doorman had a playful tug-of-war over who’d carry her bags inside. Danielle managed to resolve the “tiff” by tipping them both generously, earning two appreciative grins.

"Crystal left a key for me," Danielle said, following the doorman into the building. "I’m taking over her rental."

"Oh, yes, Ms. Jenkins!" he replied warmly, pulling an envelope from his pocket and handing it to her. "Here you are, Ms."

"Danielle is fine if you don’t mind," she replied with a smile, accepting the envelope. "I’m more comfortable with less formalities."

"Of course, Danielle," he replied, smiling back. "I’m Matt."

"Thank you, Matt," Danielle said, and with a final nod, she headed to the elevator.

Upstairs, she placed her bags in the bedroom and immediately made her way to Crystal’s closet, hoping to find something more fitting than the flip-flops. After a quick search, she struck gold—a pair of white sneakers with delicate lace-patterned laces, tucked away in the back of the closet. She even found a pair of thin white ankle socks that would be perfect for the look.

"Oh, so much better!" she exclaimed, slipping on the socks and sneakers. "I’m definitely not a flip-flop kind of girl."

With a bounce in her step, Danielle left the apartment, feeling light and confident. She was genuinely looking forward to her day with Nicole. Spending time with her felt unique—different from how she’d felt hanging out with her friends as Dan or even from spending time with Crystal. As she stepped into the elevator, she leaned back, letting the polished brass doors reflect her image as they closed. She gazed at herself, realizing that the person staring back was completely, unmistakably Danielle. No trace of Dan remained; he was gone, and she felt more like herself now than she ever had. A warm smile spread across her lips as a quiet joy filled her heart. She’d never been as happy with her life as she was now, finding fulfillment in ways she’d never anticipated.

Lunch had gone even better than Danielle had imagined. The conversation was easy, flowing naturally without a single awkward pause, and both of them laughed freely as if they’d known each other for years. To top it off, the food was genuinely good, and the relaxed atmosphere only added to the experience. At one point, when Danielle’s leg had accidentally brushed against Nicole’s, she’d held her breath, worried she’d overstepped. But instead of pulling her leg away, Nicole let it linger, making sure their legs stayed in contact. Danielle felt a rush at the warm skin-on-skin touch of Nicole’s calf against her own, both exposed under Nicole’s capris and Danielle’s sundress. The intimate connection made her heart race, and the constant eye contact they shared only heightened the thrill.

"You know," Nicole leaned forward and lowered her voice, her eyes darting to a man at the far end of the café, "that guy over there can’t seem to keep his eyes off us."

Danielle chuckled softly. "Maybe he thinks I’m on a hot date with a beautiful woman," she replied, giving Nicole a playful wink.

Nicole smirked, her expression amused and a little mischievous. "Or maybe he thinks the same thing about me?" She paused, then added with a knowing smile, "Don’t worry—your secret’s safe with me."

"Thank you for that," Danielle replied with a warm smile. As the waiter dropped off the bill, she reached for it, giving Nicole a mock-serious look. "Okay, you—you need to knock it off! I’m trying to buy you lunch."

Nicole giggled, reaching for Danielle’s hand across the table. "Hey, it’s not like he’s going to see us making out or anything," she teased, her voice soft. "Just… no winking at him this time, okay?"

"I’ll make sure to control myself," Danielle replied, laughing as they stood to leave.

As they walked out together, Nicole slipped her arm through Danielle’s, keeping close as they made their way through the mall. Though it wasn’t crowded, Danielle felt as if all eyes were on them. She couldn’t shake the irrational fear that someone might point at her and scream, "A MAN!" and the thought made her cheeks flush. But she relaxed a little more when Nicole guided her into a trendy boutique.

"Here?" Danielle whispered, a note of panic in her voice as she took in the store’s sleek interior.

"They’ve got the perfect selection of dresses!" Nicole replied confidently, leading Danielle toward the back section. She began browsing the racks with practiced ease, finally selecting a dress and pulling Danielle toward the fitting rooms. "Here," she said, handing Danielle the hanger with a smile, "try this on. I’ll be back in a bit to check on you!"

Before Danielle could say a word, Nicole was already off, leaving her with the dress in hand. She left on the sneakers she’d borrowed, carefully slipping out of her sundress and hanging it neatly before putting on the new dress. It was strapless and snug, fitting her curves closely. The hem fell just a couple of inches below her crotch, which made her cage slightly visible when she stood in certain positions. Danielle twisted and turned, trying different angles to see if there was a way to hide it, but unless she resorted to the dreaded power thong, she was sure it would be an issue. A sudden knock on the dressing room door snapped her out of her thoughts.

"Let me see!" Nicole’s voice sounded excited as she jiggled the knob.

"Hang on," Danielle replied, taking a breath before slowly opening the door.

Nicole took one look at her and shook her head. "Hmm, no, that’s not going to work," she said, her gaze drifting to Danielle’s crotch area. "I thought as much—you need something with a flowy bottom. I’ve got just the thing in mind. Take that one off!"

Danielle nodded, relieved, and removed the dress, hanging it back up as she waited for Nicole’s return. When she knocked again, this time Nicole stepped inside the changing room with her, a move that took Danielle by surprise. Feeling suddenly self-conscious, she covered herself slightly, not entirely sure why she felt exposed but unable to shake the feeling. Nicole noticed the reaction and took a small step back, laughing softly.

"You do realize I massage your bare chest three times a week," Nicole said with a smirk, her tone teasing, "and I’ve seen your bare butt!" She leaned in close, her voice a whisper. "And don’t forget, we’ve even kissed! With tongue!"

"Fair point," Danielle murmured, her embarrassment fading as she accepted the new dress from Nicole.

"I think this will look amazing on you," Nicole said with an excited grin as Danielle slipped the dress over her head, adjusting it to fit. The minidress had several loose layers around her hips that flowed to the hem, providing perfect coverage to keep her secrets hidden. The low-cut back and halter neckline, however, left her feeling exposed.

"Don’t worry," Nicole assured her with a sly smile. "I’ll up your injection on Friday."

Danielle’s eyes widened in surprise, a small gasp escaping her. "You mean…"

Nicole chuckled. "Who do you think fills the syringe?" She adjusted the sides of Danielle’s dress, ensuring a perfect fit around her bra, before smoothing the lace halter strap down to the top of Danielle’s chest. "It’s a good thing I liked you immediately," she continued, standing behind Danielle as they both admired her reflection in the mirror. "Why do you think you’ve caught up to Crystal so quickly?"

"You didn’t!" Danielle turned to Nicole, her expression one of pure shock.

Nicole shrugged, unbothered. "I did, and I don’t feel the least bit bad about it," she replied. "She was arrogant and a complete pain in the ass the first day she walked in! Plus, she hit on me like she was some kind of stud."

"That’s… not great," Danielle said, feeling a bit torn between her two friends. "But she’s changed a lot since then."

"I know, I’ve noticed," Nicole replied, her tone softening. "And you’re going to look absolutely stunning in that next weekend!"

Danielle grinned, her nerves settling. "Okay, but what are you going to wear?" she asked, twirling her hips slightly to see the dress’s flow.

"Oh, I’ve had my eye on something," Nicole replied, reaching for the dressing room door. "You change, and I’ll put it on."

Danielle’s excitement grew at the thought of seeing Nicole all dressed up. Outside of today, she’d only ever seen her in scrubs. Before removing the dress, she turned in front of the mirror a few more times, testing different movements and even sitting on the low stool in the fitting room. The dress seemed perfect, though she noticed that sitting caused her bare butt to brush against the stool! She shrugged, changing back into her original outfit before heading out to wait for Nicole.

A few minutes later, Nicole stepped out of the fitting room, and Danielle’s mouth dropped open. "Oh my god !" Danielle blurted, staring in awe. "That is… wow, holy shit!"

"Stop it!" Nicole blushed, twirling slowly to get a better look in the mirror.

"Where’s the back?" Danielle asked, her eyes wide with disbelief.

Nicole turned, checking her reflection. "You don’t think it’s too much, do you?" she asked, her gaze still on her reflection.

"Are you kidding? I don’t think anything about that outfit could ever be  too much !" Danielle replied, stepping closer. "You look absolutely incredible."

Nicole’s outfit consisted of a backless silver metallic halter top, held up by two thin straps that crisscrossed her bare back and tied around her neck. When she held her arms at her sides, there was almost no visible fabric from behind. She’d paired the top with a high-waisted black satin skirt that was just as short as Danielle’s dress. Seeing Nicole partially dressed up sent a wave of longing through Danielle’s body, her pulse quickening as she took in every detail.

"You’ll need different panties for that skirt, though," Danielle whispered, her hand brushing softly against Nicole’s back.

Nicole sighed with a slight frown. "I figured as much."

"We can go lingerie shopping next!" Danielle suggested eagerly. "My treat!"

Nicole grinned, though she looked a little sheepish. "I hate to admit it, but I’ll probably need a pair of heels too. I haven’t worn any in ages!"

"That’s perfect!" Danielle replied. "I borrowed these sneakers from Crystal, so I was hoping to pick up a pair of my own."

Nicole’s eyes lit up. "Sounds like a fun plan!"

Nicole made her way back to the fitting rooms while Danielle lingered, browsing through the boutique’s racks, her fingers running over the various styles and fabrics. A while later, they headed over to the lingerie store, and this time, Danielle took full charge, confidently sorting through the delicate selections. As she learned, Nicole had attended nursing school, and with the associated bills, she hadn’t had much of a chance to go out dressed up or buy herself anything special. Though she didn’t exactly envy Danielle’s daily wear of heels, she did envy the outfits and elegance that came with Danielle’s look. Scrubs, after all, were the everyday requirement, so her wardrobe had never been a real priority.

"Do you really think I need these?" Nicole asked, slightly skeptical as Danielle dug through a selection of lace and satin.

Danielle held up a matching set she’d just pulled from the pile, a triumphant smile on her face. "Honestly, maybe not need , but I can’t be the only one with amazing lingerie in this… relationship."

Nicole gave Danielle a teasing nudge, grinning. "Oh, we’re in a relationship now, are we?" she whispered playfully. "What kind of relationship would that be, hmm?"

Danielle felt a warm glow in her chest. "I suppose that’s something we need to figure out," she admitted, handing Nicole the lacy pieces with a soft smile. "But I’m kind of hoping it’s a romantic one."

Nicole chuckled, leaning a little closer. "Given how we say goodbye," she said, making a small kissing sound with her lips, "I’d say it already is, wouldn’t you?"

A rush of happiness flooded Danielle, and she couldn’t help the grin that spread across her face. "Yes, I’d definitely say so," she replied. "Now, head to the fitting room," Danielle added, giving Nicole a gentle nudge. "And take these with you."

Nicole raised an eyebrow, amused but half-protesting. "Really?"

"Yes, really," Danielle replied, handing her the pieces, "now go on!"

Watching Nicole walk away, Danielle had to laugh at herself. It had taken becoming a woman to find herself in a truly meaningful, real relationship. How could that even be possible? Was it because she was now presenting as a girl, or had she been that unlucky or clueless in her dating life as Dan? Regardless, she knew she had genuine feelings for Nicole—and she felt those feelings were very much reciprocated. Smiling to herself, she picked up a pair of black lace cheeky boycuts, perfect to go under Nicole’s new skirt, and headed toward the fitting rooms.

"How’s it going in there?" she asked, knocking gently.

Nicole groaned softly from the other side of the door. "I don’t understand how you wear things like this to work every day," she replied. "These things feel like a literal pain in the ass!"

Danielle laughed. "You get used to them eventually," she called back.

The dressing room door cracked open, and Nicole peeked out. "Okay, but I have a question," she said, her expression half-embarrassed, half-amused.

"I can help!" Danielle replied with a big smile, seizing the chance to step inside the changing room with Nicole.

Nicole shot her a look, clearly skeptical. "You can’t just waltz in here!"

"Um, you’ve seen far more of me than I’ve seen of you," Danielle replied, closing the door behind her without hesitation. "Seems fair to me!" Nicole raised an eyebrow but didn’t protest further, letting Danielle stay. "So, what’s the question?"

Nicole gestured at the garters with a slight frown. "These things. Under or over?"

Danielle laughed, glancing down before giving her response. "Personally, I think it looks better over," she began, reaching to adjust one of the garters, "but, if you put them on over your panties, it does make going to the bathroom a bit riskier." With a small smirk, she tucked the first garter strap under Nicole’s bikini bottom, fastening it to the top of her stocking. "And you don’t want them too tight, or they’ll rub your legs as you walk."

Nicole leaned close, her voice a warm whisper against Danielle’s ear. "I think you just wanted an excuse to slide your hand into my panties."

Danielle met her gaze, grinning. "You might be right about that," she replied with a playful wink.

Nicole laughed, nudging Danielle toward the door. "Go find something else to do," she ordered, smirking as she held up the red lace boycut Danielle had picked out. "And I am definitely not modeling these for you!" she added with a teasing grin. "Yet!"

As the door closed, Danielle found herself standing outside, frozen for a moment. Yet. Did that mean Nicole might model them someday? Danielle’s cage grew tighter at the thought, her pulse quickening. Shaking herself out of her daze, she moved over to another rack, selecting a three-piece lingerie set for Nicole and picking up an elegant satin nightgown for herself. Despite Nicole’s repeated protests, Danielle insisted on paying, then took Nicole’s arm, and they walked out of the store together, both giggling softly.

After a short walk, they entered a shoe store, where Nicole carefully tried on a pair of black 3½-inch heels, wobbling slightly. "I still don’t understand how you wear these all day," she said, taking a few cautious steps. "I could never imagine it!"

Danielle chuckled. "Well, you spend way more time on your feet than I do," she admitted. "Honestly, I’m a little jealous sometimes!" She moved over to a display, picking up a pair of white sneakers similar to the ones she’d borrowed from Crystal. "This will be my second pair of women’s sneakers."

Nicole raised an eyebrow as she took another cautious step in the heels. "How many pairs of heels do you own, though?"

"Umm, that’s a good question," Danielle replied, pretending to count on her fingers.

Nicole smirked. "Oh, right—I forgot you have a pair of heels to match each dress and lingerie set you own!"

Danielle shrugged with a playful grin. "If you buy those heels," she replied, "you’ll be right there with me!"

Nicole rolled her eyes, stepping out of the heels and putting them back in the box. She knew Danielle was right, but it was true that her job kept her on her feet, and Danielle’s didn’t. It was probably the biggest difference between their roles. After a successful shopping trip, they took a cab to Nicole’s place. Danielle placed her own purchases in one bag, leaving the other for Nicole.

"Okay, so tell me about next weekend," Danielle said as they settled onto the couch. "Because I’m… well, kind of panicking about it."

Nicole’s face lit up with excitement. "The girls are all awesome—I’ve known them since college," she explained. "We can meet here and help each other get ready."

"That sounds like fun!" Danielle replied, the idea of getting ready together easing her nerves.

"It’s been way too long since I’ve done my makeup, so I’ll need the refresher too," Nicole admitted with a small laugh. "Kind of funny when you think about it."

Danielle beamed, feeling a surge of pride. "Well, considering I already gave you lingerie advice today," she said, "why not makeup advice, too?"

Nicole rolled her eyes, laughing. "I can’t deny that," she replied. "We’ll eat something beforehand, but there’ll be snacks on the bus too. They’ve rented a party bus for the night."

"A bus ?" Danielle’s eyebrows shot up, her nerves kicking in again.

Nicole nodded, clearly amused. "It’s one of those buses that’s more like an oversized limo," she explained. "Trust me, you’ll be with me, and they’ll love you!"

Danielle exhaled, smiling at Nicole’s reassurance. "Okay, I trust you."

"We’ll probably go to a club to dance after that," Nicole continued, her eyes sparkling with excitement, "and then catch a male revue."

"Wait—a male revue? You mean strippers?" Danielle’s eyes widened in surprise.

Nicole chuckled. "Yes, strippers!" she replied. "Relax, it won’t be so bad!" Reaching across, she took Danielle’s hands, her expression growing soft and thoughtful. Her voice took on a hesitant, serious tone. "Hey, I was thinking… if it’s late when we get back," she looked down briefly, "and we don’t want to worry about getting each other home, you could, um, bring a bag and sleep here."

Danielle’s heart leaped at the idea. "I’d love that!" she said, though a wave of questions immediately raced through her mind.

Where would she sleep? On the couch or… in bed? And if it was the bed, would they sleep, or… was something else implied? The questions buzzed around her head, but she decided not to worry about it now and just focus on getting through the week.

"I have to meet the girls tonight," Nicole said, her voice laced with a bit of regret. "It’s one of those times when you can’t come along."

"That’s okay," Danielle replied, giving Nicole’s hand a squeeze. "I have some unpacking to do anyway."

Nicole led her to the door, turning to face Danielle with a shy smile. "I hope you don’t mind, but…" she trailed off, her eyes glancing down the hallway. "I’m not exactly ready to let my neighbors know I’m… into girls."

Danielle’s lips curved into a soft smile. "I understand."

Nicole’s hand went to the side of Danielle’s face, guiding her into a kiss. But unlike yesterday’s gentle goodbye, this kiss deepened quickly, their mouths parting, tongues meeting in a passionate swirl. Danielle’s hands slid to Nicole’s hips, pulling her closer, while Nicole’s hand moved to the back of Danielle’s head, holding her firmly in place. Feeling daring, Danielle’s hand drifted lower, tracing the curve of Nicole’s back, finally cupping her butt and giving it a light squeeze.

Nicole pulled back, raising an eyebrow. "I guess you were an ass man?"

Danielle laughed. "I was grateful for any part a girl let me touch!"

"For that," Nicole replied, slipping her hand down and grabbing Danielle’s bottom with a playful squeeze, "you get one more squeeze yourself."

"Good thing we’re doing this inside your apartment, then, huh?" Danielle teased.

Nicole laughed. "Can you imagine Mrs. Reynolds down the hall seeing us kiss like this?"

"It would probably be even harder to explain that I’m technically not a girl!" Danielle replied with a grin.

Nicole giggled, kissing Danielle softly once more. "I had a really amazing day," she murmured, resting her head on Danielle’s shoulder. "Thank you."

"I did too," Danielle replied, savoring the moment.

Hand in hand, they walked to the elevator. As they reached it, they stole a quick goodbye kiss before Danielle stepped inside. The day had been one of the best Danielle could remember, and as she rode home, she found herself smiling at every memory. Back at her place, Danielle carefully cleaned Crystal’s sneakers before returning them, then decided to make herself a quiet dinner.

Her phone buzzed with a text from Nicole. "You sneaky thing! When did you buy that second set?"

"Who, me?"  Danielle replied, adding a few innocent emojis.

"LOL! Brat! Thank you,"  Nicole texted back, adding several heart emojis.

"You’re welcome!"  Danielle replied, her heart swelling with happiness as she sent back a few hearts of her own.

Sighing happily, she glanced at the phone. "I can’t believe it took becoming a girl to get a serious girlfriend," she said aloud, shaking her head and chuckling.

Shaking her head, Danielle decided that a comfortable evening was exactly what she needed, especially with Crystal out on her own date. From the way Crystal had been talking about this new guy, it seemed possible, even likely, that she wouldn’t be back until morning. So, instead of donning a nightie or anything particularly frilly, Danielle sifted through the pile of clothes Crystal had passed on to her, the result of Crystal’s half-done attempt to clear out closet space and drawers for Danielle. At the bottom of the pile, Danielle found a bright yellow ribbed tank top. She slipped off her bra, deciding to keep on just the tank and her panties for the night.

Armed with a glass of wine and a bowl of popcorn, Danielle settled into the couch, feeling warm and content as she let herself replay the day in her mind. Thoughts of next week flitted in, too, and the big bachelorette party adventure Nicole had invited her to. Danielle had seen plenty of packs of women out at bars before, watching as they danced together, occasionally letting some brave guy join in. The whole scene was still foreign to her, and she couldn’t even imagine what she’d do if a guy asked her to dance. Dancing in heels? It felt impossible! And the male revue Nicole mentioned? Danielle blushed at the idea, deciding not to dwell on that part just yet. Instead, she chuckled to herself, thinking about the thrill she’d felt shopping for lingerie—with another woman.

"That’s a first for the books," she murmured, taking another sip of wine.

Thinking back to the three-piece ensemble she’d picked out for Nicole, she felt a surge of pride. While the scrubs didn’t hide everything, seeing Nicole in lingerie was an eye-opener for Danielle. Nicole’s body was undeniably stunning—tanned, toned, and enhanced by the demi bra that Danielle had purposefully selected. There was no avoiding it: Nicole was HOT. And yet, the familiar question resurfaced in her mind: What could Nicole possibly see in her? A commotion in the hall pulled Danielle from her thoughts, and she instinctively turned the TV volume down, listening to the sounds outside.

"Ugh!" came Crystal’s exasperated voice as she burst into the condo, her heels clicking sharply against the floor. "Thank God you’re here!"

Danielle leaped up from the couch, instantly concerned. "What happened?"

"My date got sick!" Crystal snapped, groaning as she kicked off her shoes and stumbled out of them.

"Oh, no," Danielle replied, reaching to give Crystal a comforting hug. "Is there anything I can do to help?"

Crystal let out an exaggerated sigh. "Not unless you’ve got eight or more throbbing inches of pure manly stamina," she muttered, "and you’re dying to make me your bitch!"

Danielle laughed, shaking her head as she tilted Crystal’s chin so they were eye-to-eye. "Well, I doubt I meet any of those qualifications," she replied with a smirk. "But if I know you at all, you’ve got a pretty impressive collection of toys around here," she added, leaning in to press her lips softly against Crystal’s. "And I’ll even help you clean them when we’re done."

Their kiss deepened immediately, taking on a wild intensity that made her earlier kiss with Nicole feel tame in comparison. Instead of hesitating to cup or squeeze, Danielle’s hands moved instinctively, reaching for the zipper of Crystal’s dress, fumbling a little as she tugged it down. Crystal’s gown slipped off her shoulders and fell to the floor in a soft heap, and, caught up in the passion, they moved together, edging toward the bedroom, their lips locked as they kissed with an almost reckless abandon. Their tongues slid against each other, hungry and insistent, their hands exploring each other’s bodies without restraint. When they finally reached the bedroom, Danielle took control, pushing Crystal back onto the bed.

"Ooh, something’s gotten into my roommate!" Crystal teased, sliding herself further up the bed, her eyes half-lidded with desire. "Lube and toys are on the nightstand," she said, pointing eagerly, her voice breathy and wanting. "I only wish I had a strap-on to make this perfect."

Danielle laughed, pulling open the drawer to find several dildos waiting inside. "Who would’ve thought we’d need these at this point in our lives?" she said, grabbing a bottle of lube and two sizable dildos.

Crystal gave her a devilish grin, reaching for a dildo and pressing it toward Danielle’s hand. "I don’t care—I need this inside me right now!"

"Oh, I’m sure you do," Danielle replied, squeezing a dollop of lube onto her hand and rubbing it between her fingers. "But I’m new to this, so you’re going to have to be patient with me."

Crystal sat up on her elbows, her expression shifting to one of true concern. "Oh geez, I’m sorry!" she said quickly, then gasped as Danielle’s slickened finger gently slid inside her. "Oh, god, yes… just like that… mmm!"

Crystal’s voice trailed off, her breathing quickening as Danielle carefully worked her finger deeper. The heat surprised her, the softness and tightness unlike anything she’d expected. She felt Crystal tense beneath her touch, but her body relaxed quickly, melting into the mattress. Watching her friend’s reaction spurred Danielle on, and she added a second finger, moving slowly, easing into the rhythm as she curled them gently, exploring. When Crystal groaned, Danielle smirked, bending down to press her mouth to the tip of Crystal’s cage, letting her tongue slip out to taste her precum.

"Oh god," Crystal moaned, her voice half a plea, "I can’t take this much longer…"

It was Danielle’s first time tasting another woman’s precum—a surprising first, considering she’d once tried tasting her own just out of curiosity. But this was different, and the salty, faintly sweet taste felt oddly satisfying. Her fingers still inside, Danielle reached blindly for the largest dildo, grabbing it just as Crystal let out another low, urgent moan.

"OH FUCK!" Crystal gasped as Danielle pressed the tip of the dildo into her, working it in with a slow, steady pressure until the full length was buried deep, the latex balls pressed firmly against Crystal’s body. The precum started flowing faster now, almost in a steady stream, and Danielle couldn’t resist, her lips and tongue moving over Crystal’s cage with a hungry urgency, even though she knew her friend couldn’t fully feel it.

"Get up here!" Crystal finally growled, grabbing Danielle’s wrist and pulling her further onto the bed, her eyes blazing. "On your back— now ."

Danielle complied, lying back with a slight shiver as Crystal climbed on top of her, positioning herself so that her body was poised over Danielle’s head. Reaching down, Crystal lifted Danielle’s legs, pulling them up and over her shoulders, positioning her so that Danielle’s caged cock was practically in her face. She could feel Crystal’s warm breath on her thighs, then the slow, exploratory touch of her tongue on her swollen balls.

"Ohhhh," Danielle cooed, her voice barely a whisper as Crystal’s lips closed around her.

Danielle’s mind spun her thoughts a chaotic mix of disbelief and arousal. Here she was, with her friend’s cage in her mouth, their bodies tangled in a way she never could have imagined as Dan. The thought alone made her head spin—if someone had told Dan he’d one day have his mouth around another caged cock, that he’d be lying here beneath Crystal, he would’ve laughed it off as impossible. But right now, it felt undeniably right, even natural. With Crystal’s soft, steady suckling on her balls and the rhythmic push of her finger pressing lube into her ass, Danielle’s body felt electric, alive, every nerve tuned to the sensations building between them.

Practically lost in a haze of lust, she moaned as Crystal’s lips worked over her, her free hand reaching up to grasp Danielle’s thigh, keeping her legs steady as she drew her tongue over every inch. Each touch sent jolts of pleasure up Danielle’s spine, and the realization that she craved this—that she genuinely wanted more—was exhilarating. Her mind reeled, marveling at how she’d gone from kissing Nicole’s soft lips to the rough, almost frantic passion she shared with Crystal now.

And as Danielle’s mind raced, she found herself completely at peace, her only thought a hopeful, burning wish: that by the end, she’d taste every drop of her friend’s cum.

Danielle pressed the dildo into Crystal's ass with a steady rhythm, her movements synchronized to Crystal’s pace as Crystal filled her with another Little Johnny clone. Danielle’s body trembled, each thrust sending shivers through her, and she instinctively wrapped an arm around Crystal’s waist, anchoring her by grabbing hold of one ankle. This grip not only steadied Crystal but allowed Danielle to push her friend’s ass closer, drawing out the moans that escaped Crystal’s lips with every motion. Each woman matched the other's rhythm with fierce dedication, pushing them both to their limits.

“Oh, right there!” Crystal’s voice rose, practically a scream. “Right there, damn it!” Danielle adjusted her thrusts, angling the dildo just the way Crystal desperately wanted, plunging deeper with every stroke. Crystal's voice pitched higher, raw with need. “Ohhhh, yesssss, pleaseeee!” she groaned, each syllable dripping with the weight of her pleasure.

With one last push, Crystal shuddered, her body giving in. A steady, weak stream of cum leaked from her caged member, barely satisfying yet intensely erotic for Danielle, who lay underneath, tasting every drop as it dripped into her mouth. Crystal collapsed above her, breath ragged, and as the warmth coated Danielle's tongue, she found herself savoring it despite the modest flow. Her own body pulsed in response, the dildo inside her pressing against her prostate and drawing out her slow, tantalizing climax.

“Oh...wow…” Danielle gasped, her head dropping back against the mattress as Crystal moved lower, her tongue tracing and lapping up every last drop of Danielle’s release, leaving her shivering under the attention.

As Crystal slowly untangled herself from Danielle’s legs, she leaned down, letting her torso press warmly against Danielle’s, bringing their lips together. The kiss was electrifying, a salty warmth lingering on Crystal’s tongue, an unspoken reminder of their recent shared indulgence. Danielle’s senses sharpened, every taste heightened as she explored Crystal’s mouth, feeling the slight wetness dribble onto her own lips as Crystal hadn’t swallowed it all, savoring the remnants between them. Never before had Danielle tasted herself like this, her mind racing with the thrill as her tongue hungrily sought more. Her past lovers had never dared; they'd always left her with a tissue or napkin instead of tasting her directly.

“Do you know what this makes you now?” Crystal murmured as their lips finally parted, her eyes twinkling mischievously. Danielle shook her head, heart pounding. “A true cock-sucker,” Crystal declared, grinning.

Danielle smirked, a light blush coloring her cheeks. “But does it really count?” she teased, cocking her head. “Maybe there’s an asterisk since you were, you know…caged?”

Crystal rolled her eyes, giving Danielle a playful shove. “Doesn’t matter. My cock was in your mouth, and you were sucking!”

Danielle laughed, face turning a deeper shade of red. “Well… truthfully, you’re not wrong!”

Crystal settled down beside her, laying her head on Danielle’s shoulder, her voice softening. “Thanks for that. I needed it more than I realized.”

Danielle hugged her friend close, feeling an unexpected sense of warmth and comfort lying nearly naked in bed with Crystal. “Hey, I’m here for you. Friends help each other out, right?”

Crystal eventually rolled off, collecting both dildos before heading to the bathroom to clean up. When she reappeared, she wore a short, alluring purple robe with a delicate nightie beneath, giving Danielle a playful wink. Taking the hint, Danielle slipped into the bathroom herself, freshening up and picking out a mid-length nightgown that clung in all the right places before returning to the bedroom. By then, Crystal had drifted into the living room, waiting on the couch with two glasses of wine.

“So,” Crystal grinned as Danielle joined her, settling down with her own glass, “how was your day with that naughty nurse, Nicole?”

Danielle’s cheeks warmed, a bashful smile spreading across her lips. “Oh, it was fun! I picked up this adorable little cocktail dress.” She sipped her wine, hesitating slightly, clearly savoring each detail of the day. “Then we had this really nice lunch… followed by a little lingerie shopping.”

“For you or her?” Crystal’s eyebrow lifted playfully.

“Both, actually!” Danielle admitted, smiling at the memory.

Crystal giggled. “I never would’ve pictured Nicole in lingerie. I mean, considering she’s always in scrubs!”

Danielle chuckled, rolling her eyes. “Well, now she has some—thanks to me.” Her tone was tinged with a hint of defensiveness. “Honestly, I really like her, but I just can’t figure out how this is all supposed to work.”

Crystal leaned in, sensing her friend’s internal struggle. “Is this about work?”

Danielle hesitated, her fingers tracing the rim of her wine glass. “Sort of. We shared this…kiss today. A real one, deep and…well, intense.” Her heart raced just recounting it. “And now here I am, on this couch with you after…whatever that was,” she gestured toward the bedroom with a shy laugh. “And then there’s Big Johnny. I mean, after seeing him, I went home and…well, let’s just say my thighs are sore from riding my biggest dildo.” She bit her lip, glancing down.

Crystal leaned back, smirking. “Who says you can’t have both?”

Danielle looked up, skeptical. “How would that even work? I’m living here, and we’re… well, clearly close. Ms. Samantha is practically guaranteed to have me to herself at least three or four times a week,” she murmured, her tone filled with a strange mix of exasperation and desire. “And let’s be real—what kind of girl would be okay with having a significant other who enjoys… cleaning her boss’s shoes with her tongue?”

Crystal laughed, shrugging. “The best ones, obviously.”

Danielle smiled, a dreamy look in her eyes. “She really is something special. But then… there’s the whole dating issue. How am I supposed to tell her I can’t go to the movies because I have a date with someone who’ll, well, probably wear me out in bed?” Her voice softened as the thought stirred unexpected feelings, a mist of tears filling her eyes.

“Are you dating, though?” Crystal asked gently. “Or just having fun?”

Danielle’s fingers tightened around her glass. “She invited me to sleep over after a bachelorette party.” She bit her lip. “That could mean anything, right?”

Crystal pulled her in closer, wrapping her arm around her shoulders. “Just take it as it comes. She’ll let you know what she wants, eventually.”

Danielle sighed, letting her head rest on Crystal’s shoulder as she felt the comfort of her friend’s touch, grounding her. They stayed close on the couch, talking about everything and nothing until the time drifted away. Eventually, they moved back to the bedroom, following their typical nighttime routine, curling up in bed with Crystal’s warm body spooning Danielle. Danielle closed her eyes, feeling an overwhelming sense of peace. She realized, for perhaps the first time, that she had more than one person who cared for her deeply. Ms. Samantha might be her boss, but she’d always shown a concern that went beyond Danielle’s transformation. Monday would be here soon enough, and she knew she’d have to ask Ms. Samantha for guidance.

Sunday passed in a slow, blissful haze. Danielle and Crystal slept in, filling the day with lazy moments and light-hearted texts from Nicole, which Crystal took every opportunity to tease her about. By Sunday evening, Danielle returned to her own apartment, laying out her wardrobe for the coming week, and sharing her thoughts with Crystal and Nicole over text before finally slipping into bed. Monday would be a busy day, and she drifted off knowing her life was fuller and far more complex than she’d ever imagined.

Danielle woke up the next morning feeling radiant, a fresh, exciting thrill running through her as she thought about Nicole’s upcoming bachelorette party. While the idea of trying to maneuver in high heels or watching a guy in a G-string give her a lap dance wasn’t her main draw, the thought of sharing such an adventurous night with Nicole made her pulse quicken. She could already imagine how the evening might unfold, and that spark of anticipation was more than enough motivation to get her out of bed.

Determined to make a good impression on the dance floor, Danielle spent her morning finding YouTube tutorials on dancing in heels. Dressed in a snug sports bra, spandex boy shorts, and a daring pair of four-inch stilettos, she followed along to the best of her ability, wobbling and sweating as she tried to keep up with the instructors. It turned into far more of a workout than she’d bargained for, her legs burning by the end—but she felt more prepared, more alive, ready to show up and let loose with Nicole.

After a steamy shower, she decided to add a little extra allure to her day’s outfit. Danielle slipped into a three-piece lingerie set—a peachy satin garter belt, bikini, and bra with tiny, multicolored hearts scattered over the fabric. The delicate lace details and small bows made her feel sexy, and subtly rebellious under her tan skirt and sleeveless mock turtleneck that hugged her chest just enough to give her confidence. Sliding her feet into her heels, she headed to the coffee shop to meet Nicole, her heart racing with excitement.

Settling by the window, Danielle kept her eyes trained on the door, her anticipation growing as she finally spotted Nicole walking up. The moment their eyes met, Nicole’s face lit up, and Danielle stood, her excitement spilling over as she went in for a warm, lingering hug.

“You seem extra happy this morning,” Danielle commented, sliding Nicole’s coffee over to her.

Nicole took a sip, her gaze soft. “I don’t know… I just wasn’t sure I’d see you today.”

Danielle tilted her head, genuinely surprised. “What makes you think that?”

Nicole hesitated, looking down at her coffee for a moment. “I mean, we had a great day yesterday, and we texted a lot. But…I thought maybe I was too forward about asking you to stay over after the party. I just didn’t want you to feel any pressure.”

Danielle’s heart swelled, thrilled to see that Nicole was just as uncertain about this new dynamic as she was. “Hey, I loved that you offered,” she reassured her, letting her hand rest on Nicole’s thigh. As her fingers brushed against Nicole’s leg, she felt something intriguing yet familiar beneath the fabric. A playful glint sparked in her eyes. “Wait…are you wearing—?”

Nicole shot her a sly smile, straightening her leg a bit and giving a quick glance around before subtly hiking up her scrub pant leg. Beneath, Danielle caught a glimpse of a soft, silky stocking encasing Nicole’s thigh. She quickly tugged the pant leg back down, but the sight left Danielle giddy with delight.

“Oh my god! I can’t believe you have them on!” Danielle practically squealed, her heart pounding. “How does it feel?”

Nicole blushed, biting her lip. “It feels…kinda sexy,” she admitted, leaning closer, her voice lowering to a murmur. “But I need a little help. The straps keep rubbing on my thighs, and it’s driving me crazy.”

Danielle’s grin widened. “Oh, I can fix that! Do you think we can slip into the office early?”

Nicole’s eyes twinkled as she grabbed her cup. “Let’s go right now.”

In their rush to the door, they gave a quick wave to the barista before heading out, Danielle’s thoughts consumed by the sight of Nicole wearing the lingerie she’d chosen for her. Danielle had tried buying lingerie for someone else once, but that attempt had gone horribly wrong. She’d never forgotten the sting of rejection, the “Are you serious?” look in response to her gift. But now, here was Nicole, proudly wearing what Danielle had picked out, strutting confidently beside her.

As soon as they stepped through the office doors, Nicole took charge, her voice authoritative. “We don’t have time to play around,” she instructed, her tone almost teasing. “Go to the first exam room and get ready. I’ll join you in a minute.”

Danielle obeyed, her pulse racing as she made her way down the hall, slipping her top off and unhooking her bra as she entered the exam room. There, draped across the exam table, was the gown Nicole had thoughtfully laid out for her on Friday. The anticipation thrummed through her, and a moment later, Nicole strode in, her scrub pants already halfway down her hips and her long-sleeve undershirt riding up, exposing a sliver of smooth, warm skin.

“Honestly, I can’t believe I’m doing this,” Nicole laughed, rolling her eyes as she pushed her pants down, the soft, silken stockings gliding into view.

Kneeling down, Danielle took her time to drink in every inch of the scene. Sure, she’d seen Nicole in the lingerie before in the dressing room, but now, with Nicole standing before her, her body bare and inviting, the sight took Danielle’s breath away. Her eyes trailed up, lingering on the delicate, soft material of Nicole’s panties, barely containing the curves beneath.

Nicole snapped her fingers playfully. “Hey! What would your boss do if you got caught in the office with your skirt down, distracted?”

Danielle grinned, her cheeks warming. “Well…” She forced herself to focus. “Here’s the deal: you need to tighten these just a little more and pull the stockings up higher.” She placed her hands gently on Nicole’s leg. “Let your pants fall to your ankles.”

Nicole blinked, momentarily thrown. “Wait—are you serious?”

“Unless you’d rather deal with chafing,” Danielle teased, fingers poised to adjust the garter straps.

With a soft huff, Nicole let her scrub pants drop around her ankles, grumbling softly under her breath. Danielle moved quickly, starting at her friend’s ankle and working the stockings higher, inch by inch. She repeated the same for the other leg, and as she leaned closer, a faint, intoxicating scent reached her—was that her friend’s arousal? Her eyes caught a slight sheen on the white satin panties, and her cheeks flushed at the realization that Nicole might be just as excited by their proximity.

“Okay, turn around,” Danielle directed, her voice low and firm.

Nicole obeyed, turning so that her back was now just inches from Danielle’s face. With her perfect ass on display, Danielle felt her heart race, her cage suddenly feeling uncomfortably tight. For a moment, she froze, transfixed by the curve of Nicole’s body, but Nicole glanced back, raising an eyebrow.

“Stop ogling and finish the job,” she hissed, but there was a playful gleam in her eyes.

“Can you blame me?” Danielle replied, adjusting the straps with careful precision. “It’s the first real girl’s ass I’ve touched since, well…since becoming a girl myself!”

Nicole rolled her eyes, a smirk tugging at her lips. “Thanks, I guess. Are we all set?”

Danielle gave the straps one final tug, then helped Nicole slide her pants back up, catching a final hint of that tantalizing scent as they settled back into place. Satisfied, she nodded, stepping back with a warm smile.

Danielle’s pulse fluttered with excitement. Nicole had to be just as thrilled as she was—whether it was the lingerie, the teasing exposure of being nearly undressed in the office with Danielle, or something else, there was no doubt in Danielle's mind that she’d stirred something in Nicole. Soon after, Danielle’s doctor came in to check on her progress. He was delighted, scheduling her breast augmentation for the following week and adding in a minor shaving of her Adam’s apple, even though it wasn’t very pronounced. It was standard for Ms. Samantha’s girls, a final polish that made all the difference to the keen observer. With the injections done, the doctor stepped out, leaving Danielle to Nicole's gentle hands for the final touch.

“By next week, you won’t need any inserts or padding,” Nicole murmured, her hands moving in slow circles as she worked the cream into Danielle’s chest. Her touch lingered, softer and more lingering than strictly clinical, her gaze tracing Danielle's skin with a subtle hint of fascination.

Danielle felt her heart race at the tenderness in Nicole’s touch. “I’ll still need to come in for appointments, right?” She noticed the care Nicole was taking, her fingers caressing with an intensity that hinted at something more than a routine check-up.

“Absolutely,” Nicole replied, her eyes bright with something unspoken. “After the procedure, you’ll need a couple of follow-ups. You’ll only be a B-cup at first, so we’ll work up to the size you’re aiming for.”

Danielle smiled, feeling the warmth spread through her. “What size do you think would look best?”

Nicole’s cheeks flushed, a shy smile tugging at her lips. “I think a C would look perfect on you,” she whispered, realizing with a start that her hands had lingered on Danielle’s chest longer than necessary. “You’ll almost be a B by Friday.”

Danielle beamed, standing up and letting her gown slip down to her wrists. “Well, as long as I can fill out my dress! And…we’re still doing our lunch dates, right?”

Nicole looked up, her eyes meeting Danielle’s with a depth that made Danielle’s heart skip a beat. “Of course. I don’t want to lose those.”

Without another thought, Danielle stepped forward, giving Nicole a soft, daring peck on the lips before slipping on her bra with a smile.

Nicole’s cheeks turned pink. “You little brat!”

Danielle laughed, giving a nod towards Nicole’s own lingerie. “Make sure to let me know what you think of it all.”

Nicole smiled back, her gaze warm. “I will. It already feels amazing.”

“Great news! See you at lunch,” Danielle replied with a wink.

A short while later, Danielle was in the hallway outside Ms. Samantha’s office. After slipping off her dress, she noticed three Little Johnny dildos hanging on the back of the door. With a mischievous grin, she gave each of them a long, indulgent suck, savoring the warmth and texture on her lips before reporting to Ms. Samantha. Once inside, she gave a quick, detailed recap of her weekend, including the “sissy sixty-nine” experience with Crystal, before working up the nerve to ask for advice.

Ms. Samantha’s voice was soothing, her words holding an unexpected kindness. “What you do on your own time is yours, sweetie. If Nicole wants to be your girlfriend, I think it’s wonderful. Contrary to popular belief, pleasing a woman isn’t only about what’s between her legs.” Ms. Samantha’s eyes sparkled knowingly, and Danielle’s face flushed as she realized how little she knew about satisfying a woman that way. “Have you ever brought a woman to orgasm with your mouth?”

Danielle shook her head, her eyes lowered. “I doubt it, Ms. Samantha. My last try was…awkward, to say the least.”

Ms. Samantha’s expression softened with genuine care. “There’s no need to feel embarrassed. On Thursday, I’ll arrange for you to have a video call with a friend of Mine who can give you some guidance.”

Danielle’s eyes widened. “Really? But why?” She hesitated, searching for the right words. “I mean, you want me to focus on clients, yet you’re helping me learn something for… someone else?”

Ms. Samantha smiled warmly, moving around her desk to sit on its edge, her gaze steady on Danielle. “There are always several reasons for the training I give you. I have Female clients who expect certain… talents. Not every skill involves a dildo. Plus, I see you genuinely care for Nicole, and I want you to be happy.”

The sincerity in Ms. Samantha’s voice touched Danielle deeply. “Thank you so much, Ms. Samantha.” Overcome, Danielle fought the urge to leap up and embrace her.

Ms. Samantha’s lips curled into a playful smile. “Oh my, is that a speck of dust on My shoe?” She extended Her foot.

Without hesitation, Danielle dropped to her knees, her lips meeting the soft leather of Ms. Samantha’s shoe. She pressed her tongue against the surface, crossing her wrists behind her back instinctively, a gesture that made Ms. Samantha’s smile widen with satisfaction. Danielle was progressing beautifully, and in just a couple more weeks, she’d be ready for her first date. Johnny was already looking forward to it, planning a special night for Ms. Samantha’s devoted sissy.

The workweek passed in a thrilling blur for Danielle, each day packed with anticipation. Saturday, a moving company was scheduled to come and take away all the clothes and shoes Danielle had accumulated since joining The Agency. The rest of the furniture in her shabby apartment didn’t matter—she’d already told Bill to rent it out furnished. By Thursday night, Danielle had set aside just enough clothes to last through the weekend. Each day included a lunch with Nicole, followed by a soft, lingering kiss in the stairwell that Danielle looked forward to with every fiber of her being. By Friday night, she was finally able to relax, her chest slightly sore from the recent saline injections but thrilled at the sight of her now-solid A-cup breasts.

“If only you two were just a bit bigger,” she murmured, cupping her breasts and gently squeezing them.

The day before, Danielle had spent nearly two hours on a video call with Ms. Samantha’s friend, a woman with a specialty in oral techniques that Danielle had previously never even considered. By the end of the call, she realized just how little she’d known. As she sat on her couch sipping a glass of wine, she practiced moving her tongue as the woman had demonstrated, imagining how she’d please Nicole if given the chance. Nicole was in for a night she’d never forget—assuming Danielle could make it through the bachelorette party first. Trying not to overthink it, she forced herself to relax, savoring the thought of seeing Nicole soon.

“How are you feeling, sweetie?” Danielle asked as she answered a call from Crystal, already smiling at the sound of her friend’s voice.

“I’m still sore,” Crystal replied, a hint of satisfaction in her tone, “but my chest feels so much fuller, it’s totally worth it!”

“That’s fantastic!” Danielle cheered. “The doctor said today that my surgery’s only about a week or two away.”

Crystal’s voice bubbled with surprise. “I can’t believe how fast you’ve caught up to me!” She sounded almost shocked, and Danielle couldn’t help but grin, knowing Crystal had been working with saline injections for months before she’d even started. “I just don’t get it!”

“Neither do I!” Danielle replied innocently, suppressing a giggle. She knew the real reason—Nicole’s private sessions with her—but she would never betray her friend’s trust. Quickly steering the conversation, she added, “I’m thinking I’ll be over around noon tomorrow, but I can’t stay too long. I have the bachelorette party tomorrow night.”

“Ohhhh! That’s right!” Crystal’s voice shifted to its usual suggestive tone. “And your sleepover after?”

Danielle rolled her eyes, laughing. “You’re incorrigible! I just hope I make it through the night unscathed.”

“Unscathed? What do you mean?” Crystal’s curiosity was instantly piqued.

Danielle sighed, already feeling a flutter of nerves. “A bunch of drunk women in a party bus, male strippers, a crowded dance club full of actual guys...” She took a breath. “And today Ms. Samantha handed me a stack of five-dollar bills for the strippers!”

Crystal laughed, sounding delighted. “Oh, you’re going to be a hit, sweetie! Just think of how popular you’ll be when you start slipping fivers into G-strings!”

Danielle’s cheeks flushed as she shifted on the couch. “I don’t think they’ll go unused…” she murmured, feeling the tingle of anticipation. “And Ms. Samantha made it very clear I earned those fives. I was bound up in the office for hours and told I’d get spanked five times for every bill I bring back on Monday.”

“Devious!” Crystal giggled, clearly enjoying the thought.

“Very true,” Danielle replied, smiling as she wiggled a little on the couch, feeling a hint of the excitement simmering beneath her nerves. “Alright, I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Perfect! Love you!” Crystal’s voice was warm and affectionate.

“Love you, too, Crystal!” Danielle replied, feeling closer to her best friend than ever.

After hanging up, Danielle set about getting ready for bed, brushing her teeth, tending to her wig, and slipping into a sheer black nightie with a matching thong. It was the last night she’d spend in her dingy old apartment, and the thought brought a giddy smile to her face. If she was lucky, the next two nights would be spent in two different beds with two different people—a wild, thrilling fantasy that Dan would never have dreamed possible. She couldn’t help but laugh as she settled into bed, her mind wandering to the tantalizing possibilities waiting for her after the party.

Her thoughts drifted to Nicole, remembering how much closer they’d grown since their shopping trip the previous weekend. Every day when they said goodbye after lunch, Nicole had been noticeably more forward, leaving Danielle with lingering hugs and quick, heated glances. And whenever she massaged the estrogen cream into Danielle’s chest, her hands had started to linger longer than strictly necessary, her gaze fixated on the way Danielle’s nipples reacted under her touch. A delightful warmth spread through Danielle as she imagined what might happen if Nicole’s touch became just a bit bolder. With a smile, she closed her eyes, her dreams quickly filling with the anticipation of what awaited her.

The alarm sounded, pulling Danielle from her dreams, but she’d already decided to skip her usual workout. Instead, she sat in her tiny, rundown kitchen, savoring her morning coffee as the anticipation of the day began to build. By the time the movers arrived, she was dressed in a pair of cherry yoga pants and a loose red sweatshirt that hung down in front, masking her body in just the right ways. The snug fit of her yoga pants hinted at her curves, and the bottom hem of her sweatshirt stopped just above her butt, catching the movers’ appreciative glances as they worked. Relieved to finally hand over her keys to Bill, Danielle practically bounced out of the building, relishing her newfound freedom—and the delightful sensation of her braless breasts shifting lightly against the soft lining of her top.

With everything cleared and ready, Danielle soon found herself in the luxurious, sprawling shower just off Crystal’s bedroom. Jets sprayed at every angle, and she marveled at the extravagant water bill Crystal must have. But then, money was hardly an issue anymore for her either, she thought with a grin, letting herself sink into the decadent experience. She shaved with meticulous care, her mind wandering to thoughts of Nicole, picturing their legs intertwined later that night. Would it really happen? She felt a thrill at the possibility and hoped it would.

Stepping out of the bathroom, Danielle had just finished her makeup—light, yet perfectly polished to enhance her features. Her long blonde wig, styled much like Penny’s from Big Bang Theory, framed her face with a carefree allure. She slipped into a nude strapless bra and matching boyshorts, then chose a white open-shoulder top paired with a light grey skort. The top had a subtle collar at the neck with thin straps that ran to the sides, almost like webbing, leaving her shoulders bare—a look she’d been excited to wear for some time. Finally, she slid on her heeled sandals, grabbed a small suitcase, and headed out the door.

The doorman tipped his imaginary hat as she passed, his eyes following her legs with obvious admiration. She laughed to herself—at least he wasn’t as creepy as Bill had been.

“Hi!” Nicole greeted her with a bright smile as she opened the door. “Come on in!”

Nicole barely stepped back, just enough for Danielle to pull her bag through, leaving them standing chest to chest. Laughing, Nicole threw her arms around Danielle, hugging her close.

“I’ve been so impatient, waiting for you!” Nicole whispered into Danielle’s ear, her excitement palpable.

“Sorry! It was moving day on top of everything else,” Danielle replied, her arms squeezing Nicole a little tighter, her heart racing at the closeness.

“Oh, we are going to have so much fun tonight!” Nicole cooed, her voice a mix of excitement and something else. “I hope you brought something to sleep in. And something for the walk home tomorrow! Can’t have you doing the walk of shame.”

Danielle raised an eyebrow, a laugh bubbling up. “Walk of shame?”

Nicole grinned, leading Danielle further into the apartment. “You know, when you spend the night somewhere and have to head home in the same outfit you wore out the night before.”

“Oh, right…” Danielle’s mind raced, trying to remember if she’d ever had to make such an exit herself. The memory escaped her; Dan had never been lucky enough for that, and certainly not in recent years. “Don’t worry; I came prepared. I don’t think your neighbors will suspect a thing.”

“Some of them are pretty nosey!” Nicole laughed, then clapped her hands. “Let’s get your dress out so we can hang it up!”

Danielle could sense Nicole’s excitement. They hung her dress in the bathroom, then decided to relax for a while, knowing they had plenty of time before getting ready. Danielle sank onto the couch, kicking off her sandals, and was pleasantly surprised when Nicole settled beside her, casually draping her legs over Danielle’s lap. With nowhere else to put her hands, Danielle rested them on Nicole’s thighs, feeling her heart race as her fingers lightly traced along Nicole’s legs. Nicole had dressed down in denim shorts, a loose tank top, and an open button-up shirt, her hair messily gathered into a ponytail. Despite the casual look, she radiated a simple beauty that left Danielle breathless. Nicole picked a movie and leaned into Danielle, sighing contentedly as she nestled into her arm.

“Patience,” Danielle told herself, her fingers lightly stroking Nicole’s thigh. “I’m here all night if I just stay patient.”

The movie passed in a blur—Danielle barely registered a single scene or character, too captivated by Nicole’s presence. When the credits rolled, Nicole slipped off the couch with a smile.

“I’m going to go shower,” she said, a teasing glint in her eye, “then you can help me with my makeup!”

Danielle beamed, thrilled at the thought. “I’d love to!”

As Nicole stepped into the bathroom, Danielle tried to keep herself busy, but her mind kept wandering, picturing Nicole under the warm spray, the water running over her smooth skin as she shaved or soaped herself up. Her imagination was vivid—too vivid, as she quickly realized she was getting lost in her thoughts. She let out a soft groan, thankful she had on a skort, which helped to hide her growing excitement. Before getting ready, she’d definitely need to slip a condom on as a makeshift panty liner. Danielle bit her lip, trying to focus on anything else, but she could hear the water turn off, the gentle sound of the shower curtain sliding back, and could easily picture Nicole stepping out, drying off, her skin freshly moisturized.

“Get it together!” Danielle muttered to herself.

“Everything alright?” Nicole’s voice called out as she stepped out of the bathroom, drying her hair with a towel, wearing a mid-thigh length royal-blue robe that clung to her curves.

“Oh, I’m fine!” Danielle replied, doing her best to sound nonchalant as she scrambled to regain control.

Nicole laughed, flashing a smile as she reached for the tiny red lace boyshorts Danielle had bought for her. “Give me a sec to get my hair started, and then you can work your magic with the makeup.”

“Sounds perfect!” Danielle forced herself to smile, though her cheeks were flushed with excitement.

Seizing the moment, Danielle quickly rummaged through her purse, pulling out a condom and slipping it over the end of her cage for a little extra security. She’d barely managed to settle everything back into place when Nicole reappeared in the doorway, her face fresh, her hair pinned up in rollers. Even with her hair still setting, she looked effortlessly beautiful.

“I’m ready when you are!” Nicole beamed.

“Is there room in there for two?” Danielle teased as she approached the bathroom.

“Yeah, I’ll just hop up on the vanity,” Nicole replied, settling herself on the countertop. “That way, you won’t have to bend over as much.”

Danielle’s breath hitched as she stepped into the bathroom. The royal-blue robe had slipped from Nicole’s legs as she crossed them, the top opening just enough to reveal a tantalizing hint of cleavage. Danielle mentally thanked herself for the extra precaution; she was certain Nicole’s casual beauty would’ve been her undoing otherwise. Standing close, her hands brushed against Nicole’s thighs as she worked, carefully applying each layer with deliberate, delicate strokes, explaining the steps and colors as she went along.

Finally, Danielle chose a dark rose lip gloss, its shade bold enough for the evening’s festivities but subtle enough to complement Nicole’s natural beauty.

“Alright, stand up and close your eyes,” Danielle instructed, beaming with pride as she finished. “I’ll let you know when to look.”

Nicole, visibly excited, complied, the anticipation in her expression making Danielle’s heart race. The thin robe barely concealed the faint outline of Nicole’s nipples, hardened beneath the fabric, adding to Danielle’s delight. Taking a steadying breath, Danielle took a step back.

“Okay, open!”

Nicole’s eyes widened as she looked in the mirror. “Oh my gosh! This is amazing—you did such a fantastic job!”

Danielle smiled, her voice soft. “Thanks. Not that you need much; you’re already stunning.”

Nicole turned, pulling Danielle into a tight hug. “You’re a miracle worker! Now, how are you with hair?”

Danielle chuckled, giving Nicole a playful squeeze. “I’d be happy to help. Those rollers need to set a bit longer anyway if you want perfect waves.”

Nicole was practically gleaming as she stepped out of the bathroom, glancing once more at her reflection to admire the flawless makeup. Seeing Nicole’s delight filled Danielle with pride in her handiwork, but she quickly refocused, pinning her own hair back and applying her makeup with practiced ease. Over the past few months, she’d refined her skills, and tonight, she felt every bit the confident woman she’d longed to be.

With her own makeup done, Danielle stepped out and stopped dead in her tracks. Nicole stood facing away, wearing only tight black pants that hugged every curve, holding her top in front of her chest. Danielle had seen Nicole in lingerie, sure, but something about this casual, tantalizing glimpse was enough to make her cage strain. Nicole glanced over her shoulder, holding her top up with one hand.

“Can you give me a hand?” Nicole asked, flashing a warm smile.

“Of course!” Danielle replied eagerly, hurrying over.

“Not too tight,” Nicole murmured, “just enough so I won’t be popping out without realizing it.”

“Can’t have that,” Danielle giggled, tying the knot snugly at the back of Nicole’s neck, catching another glimpse of her smooth, bare back as she worked.

Nicole finished securing her top, a mischievous glint in her eye as she tapped Danielle’s nose with one finger. “Now, don’t tie the top of your dress just yet. I have a little surprise.”

Danielle watched her walk to the bathroom, mesmerized by the way Nicole’s pants clung to her hips and highlighted every inch of her long, graceful legs. She couldn’t resist imagining Nicole dancing later tonight, moving to the beat in a packed club. Shaking herself back to the moment, Danielle pulled on her own short cocktail dress, pairing it with a baby pink thong, and held the halter top against her chest as she followed Nicole to the bathroom.

“So, what’s this surprise you’ve got planned?” Danielle asked, eyeing Nicole curiously as she pulled the last few rollers from her hair.

“Give me a sec,” Nicole replied with a grin, setting the rollers aside. “But I promise you’ll love it.”

Danielle met Nicole’s gaze in the mirror. “I trust you!”

Nicole winked back. “Good! I trust you too.” She reached for a small cardboard envelope, pulling out what looked like adhesive bra pads. “Alright, lift your left boob and place this under it,” she instructed.

Danielle did as told, raising her breast slightly as Nicole pressed the adhesive bra into place. With a final adjustment, her chest looked more lifted and fuller than ever, creating the perfect push-up effect under her dress. She felt like one of those elegant women from Victorian times, her breasts accentuated and slightly spilling out in a way that left her almost giddy with excitement. She quickly helped Nicole place the other pad, making sure each one was even.

With her dress secured, Danielle turned her focus back to Nicole, who had taken a seat on the vanity. Danielle moved with gentle precision, teasing out curls and waves, shaping and pinning Nicole’s hair until it framed her face in perfect waves.

“Alright, turn around and take a look!” Danielle said, beaming with pride.

Nicole’s mouth dropped open as she examined her reflection. “Oh my god, this is amazing! I had no idea you could make me look this good,” she said, tilting her head to admire the full effect.

Danielle laughed. “I’ve had a crash course recently.”

Nicole raised an eyebrow, smirking. “And what else did you learn?”

“Nothing too wild,” Danielle replied with a teasing grin, trying not to give too much away.

Just then, Nicole’s phone buzzed with a text. “The girls are on their way. They’ll be here in ten minutes!” She glanced over to see the color drain slightly from Danielle’s face. “Hey, you’ll be fine,” she reassured her, squeezing Danielle’s hands in her own. “They’re going to adore you!”

Danielle took a deep breath, her nerves buzzing with excitement and a hint of trepidation. She slipped her new ID, a fresh credit card, and the stack of fives from Ms. Samantha into her clutch, following Nicole to the door. As they stepped into their heels, Danielle couldn’t help but be entranced by the way Nicole’s figure was enhanced—her hips swayed, her legs seeming endless in the fitted pants. Watching her walk was almost too much, and Danielle let out a soft, involuntary moan as she tried to look away.

They stepped outside, the evening air filled with excitement and a hint of adventure. As the party bus pulled up, Danielle’s heart skipped a beat. Standing next to Nicole, she felt a thrill unlike anything she’d experienced before. But as the bus doors opened, a fresh wave of nerves overtook her, causing her to tense, her cage suddenly feeling almost too small as her body responded to her mix of excitement and fear.

The city lights sparkled, and as the party bus approached, Danielle felt a blend of excitement and trepidation. Tonight wasn’t just a celebration; it marked once again a first step into a thrilling, glamorous life as a sissy companion, now for a stunning woman while being an equally hot woman, this sissy identity now felt both daring and inevitable. As the bus doors opened, a fresh wave of nerves overtook her, causing her to tense, her cage suddenly feeling almost too small as her body responded to her mix of excitement and fear.

The music and laughter spilled from the bus, pulling her toward it. Danielle realized with a surge of exhilaration that her life was on the cusp of a profound transformation, each moment bringing her deeper into a world of desire, companionship, and adventure.

As Nicole took her hand and guided her onto the bus, Danielle couldn’t help but think about what awaited her—the nights, the clients, the secrets she’d come to know. She was stepping into a life where every encounter would shape her, each client unveiling new parts of herself she hadn’t yet discovered. And while she could feel the thrill in her bones, she knew there would be more than just glitter and glamor. There would be challenges, passions she couldn’t predict, and maybe even desires she’d yet to name.

With one last look at the city skyline before she boarded, Danielle’s heart pounded in anticipation. This was only the beginning, and she couldn’t wait to see just how far it would take her.
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