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This installment is a bit shorter, but it’s filled with all the sissy, feminization elements you’ve come to love! After reading, I’d be so grateful if you left a rating—your feedback makes a huge difference and helps others discover Danielle’s story.

Thank you again, and enjoy the next steamy chapter with Danielle!

~ Xoxo Sissy Joey.



Danielle stirred awake, feeling a rush of disorientation mixed with a relentless tension in her body. She hadn’t exactly enjoyed a peaceful sleep, though she was lying comfortably in the trundle bed in Ms. Samantha's bedroom. Bound and restrained, she felt every clasp and connection of the cuffs securing her wrists to her ankles, linked by a long chain that limited her movements. It was both thrilling and frustrating, especially with the persistent vibration from the plug in her ass—a low, steady hum that never let her fully drift off. Ms. Samantha had been gracious enough to free her from her chastity cage before bed, yet now, freed but exposed, Danielle was left aching, and hard all night long, the slightest movements only worsening her excitement. The skimpy, hot pink nightie barely covered her crotch, leaving her throbbing member plainly visible, pulsing in response to every shift.

“Good morning, baby girl!” Ms. Samantha's voice echoed from somewhere nearby, cheerful yet teasing. Danielle could only manage a muffled reply through the cock gag filling her mouth, both restraining and arousing her even further. “I take it you didn’t sleep so easily?” Ms. Samantha added, a knowing smile in her tone. Danielle responded with a quiet, muffled sound of agreement, straining slightly against her bonds.

Ms. Samantha leaned down, unclipping the chain that connected Danielle’s ankles to her wrists. “I’m sure you need to relieve yourself,” she said, taking control of the chain attached to Danielle’s wrists. “Come along; I'll guide you to the bathroom.”

Danielle carefully stood, feeling the cool fabric of her nightie shift against her skin. The nightie slid up with every step, doing nothing to hide her rigid state. Blushing, Danielle tried in vain to adjust the flimsy fabric to cover herself, but Ms. Samantha, ever in control, tugged the chain, leading her toward the bathroom, leaving her no choice but to follow in her current state. It was a mix of thrilling and embarrassing, her exposed cock undeniable, making her feel even more vulnerable.

“I’ll leave you to handle your… situation,” Ms. Samantha smirked, clearly relishing Danielle's predicament. “There are slippers by the bed. Come meet me downstairs for coffee once you're ready.” Danielle nodded, her cheeks hot with embarrassment, as she waited for Ms. Samantha to step out.

Left alone, she sat down quickly, the need to relieve herself becoming urgent. She wrestled with her predicament, pressing her hardness under the rim of the toilet, all while feeling the unrelenting vibrations of the plug still teasing her from behind. It took a moment to finally relax enough to relieve herself, and when she did, the sensation of release came with a sigh of relief, the intense pressure easing just slightly.

The memories of the previous night lingered vividly. After the guests had left, Ms. Samantha had led her upstairs, directing her to strip out of the dress Crystal had chosen for her earlier. It had taken mere seconds for her to shed it, standing completely exposed before Ms. Samantha, who observed her with an air of calm authority. One by one, Ms. Samantha had readied Danielle for bed, starting with the delicate nightie she was still wearing, followed by the cuffs around her wrists and ankles, each connection reducing her independence, binding her tighter to Ms. Samantha’s control. Once bound, Ms. Samantha had slid the cock gag between her lips, coating it with Danielle’s own precum before securing it in place, the taste lingering, adding another layer of surrender.

Then came the plug. Ms. Samantha inserted it slowly, the vibrations beginning even before it was fully inside, a constant hum that seemed to pulse in rhythm with Danielle’s racing heartbeat. Finally, Ms. Samantha had released her from the chastity cage, allowing her raging, leaking cock its freedom, only to deny her any satisfaction. Unable to touch herself, Danielle was left throbbing through the night, every shift in the bed sending a fresh wave of tension through her. The trundle bed had offered little solace as she lay there, chained, bound, and helpless, her mind and body both captivated by Ms. Samantha’s unyielding control.

Back in the present, Danielle quickly finished, adjusting herself as best as she could before making her way back to the bedroom. Ms. Samantha’s voice drifted to her once more, “There are heels for you to wear before coming downstairs. You can unchain the ankle cuffs, but leave them on for now.”

Danielle exhaled in slight relief; she wouldn’t need to navigate the stairs with a short chain binding her ankles this time. She released the cuffs with the key, freeing her legs enough to slip into the pair of 3-inch pink mules Ms. Samantha had left out. Taking a shaky breath, she stood tall, trying unsuccessfully to will down her arousal as she wobbled toward the stairs, her plug still buzzing in her. Each step was a reminder of her situation, the vibrations keeping her in a state of heightened need.

"Come out here, baby girl!” Ms. Samantha called from the patio. Danielle stepped outside, blinking as she took in the crisp morning air and the sight of Ms. Samantha lounging comfortably, coffee in hand. "Oh dear, is that plug still buzzing away?” Ms. Samantha smirked, pulling out her phone. With a few taps, the vibrations in Danielle’s ass ceased, leaving her with a mixture of relief and frustration as her body adjusted to the sudden silence.

“Take a seat,” Ms. Samantha gestured to a nearby chair, “coffee first, and then we can continue.”

Danielle lowered herself gingerly onto the cushioned chair, her bare bottom pressing against the soft fabric, her nightie barely covering her. She attempted to fold her legs, hoping to conceal her persistent hardness beneath the flimsy fabric, yet the exposure felt unavoidable. Ms. Samantha watched her closely, clearly savoring Danielle’s discomfort and the obvious pleasure she took in exerting such control.

Ms. Samantha reached out and removed the gag from Danielle's mouth, finally allowing her to speak and drink her coffee. As she took a sip, Danielle glanced down, feeling the weight of her own breasts pushing against the thin fabric of the nightie, the sheer material offering little to no coverage. She felt undeniably exposed, even though they were alone, the awareness of her vulnerability pressing in from all sides.

"Just relax, baby girl," Ms. Samantha murmured with a soft but firm tone. "No one can see you here but me, and I’ve certainly seen every inch of you more than once.”

"Yes, Ms.," Danielle replied softly, struggling to contain the pulsing need that still coursed through her. She crossed her legs, each movement a reminder of the thrill and submission Ms. Samantha had instilled in her, her desire simmering just beneath the surface, awaiting whatever Ms. Samantha had planned next.

Danielle enjoyed a quiet breakfast with Ms. Samantha, savoring the rare moment of calm in her otherwise rigorous training. Her boss looked satisfied, though Ms. Samantha's words hinted that this week would be far from ordinary. While Ms. Samantha mentioned that Danielle’s schedule was about to get much busier, she kept the specifics to herself. Danielle was keenly aware that Ms. Samantha had plans, not just for her but possibly for Nicole as well, depending on Nicole's upcoming assessment. Ms. Samantha was on the lookout for someone to replace Danielle in the near future, though the task had proven challenging. While Ms. Samantha’s praise had been understated, it was clear that Danielle's performance had left an impression. Danielle would soon be moving out of her position, and there was a line forming—Yasmin, Benjamin, and several others already clamoring for their turn with Danielle. The new candidate that attended the interview hadn’t panned out, and none of the other applicants seemed suitable to Ms. Samantha’s high standards.

“All set, baby girl?” Ms. Samantha asked, her voice smooth and commanding.

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle responded, giving her a polite nod.

“Good. I need you to clean up here and the kitchen,” Ms. Samantha instructed, her tone firm. “By the time you’re done, I’ll be back to collect you.”

“Yes, Ms. Samantha,” Danielle replied, a slight blush rising on her cheeks.

“One more thing,” Ms. Samantha smirked as she paused by the staircase, giving Danielle a pointed look. “Remove the plug and clean that first.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle answered, her voice a bit sheepish as she felt her cheeks redden.

With a sly smile, Ms. Samantha turned and headed upstairs, her heels clicking decisively against the floor. Today might not be a full day, but Ms. Samantha had made it clear that it would be memorable—a day to cement Danielle's submissiveness. Ms. Samantha had high expectations for Danielle, and she intended to see them met. Nicole’s recent progress was another source of pride; her training had gone exceptionally well. Johnny had even reported back, describing Danielle as a “house cat in heat,” and Thomas had praised her willingness to please, both signs that Danielle was nearing readiness. By tomorrow, Danielle would be selecting new clothing, followed by a photo shoot on Wednesday, and by Friday, she would be spending the weekend on Benjamin’s yacht—feeling even more exposed and horny than she did now while balancing on 3-inch heels and uncaged in her skimpy nightie.

Returning to the kitchen, Danielle got to work, her hard cock bouncing with every step as she began clearing the table. Each trip from the patio to the sink brought another delicious brush against the counter, sending a jolt through her body. She couldn’t ignore how her cock seemed to pulse each time it made contact, the sensation growing increasingly pleasurable. Despite her efforts to stay focused, her thoughts drifted to what Ms. Samantha might have planned. The promise of new experiences and deepening submission occupied her mind, even as she tried to keep her attention on the task at hand.

The sound of Ms. Samantha’s heels tapping on the floor pulled Danielle from her reverie, her heart racing as she quickly finished up. “All done, honeybun?” Ms. Samantha’s voice rang out from the doorway, amusement evident as she leaned against the frame, observing Danielle with a knowing smile.

“Yes, I am, Ms.,” Danielle replied, turning to face her Boss—and immediately felt her breath hitch.

Standing confidently, Ms. Samantha looked every inch the powerful Mistress she was, her outfit chosen with Nicole’s preferences in mind but clearly designed to make an impact on Danielle as well. She wore a black satin and lace corset that clung to her form, accentuating every curve. The corset had a delicate lace skirt that draped just enough to tease the bare skin beneath, and a tiny black lace thong barely concealed her. Her long black leather gloves added a touch of elegance, paired with Cuban-heel stockings that ran up her legs, each detail drawing Danielle’s gaze from one sensual element to the next. Ms. Samantha’s heels glinted in the light, their patent leather surface gleaming as she shifted her stance, crossing one leg over the other as she took in Danielle’s reaction.

“It seems you’re excited by my little outfit,” Ms. Samantha noted with a grin, her eyes flicking down to Danielle’s twitching, dripping cock.

“Uh, yes, it’s… quite, uh, stunning, Ms.,” Danielle stammered, struggling to keep her gaze steady and not too obvious in her admiration.

“Let’s get you ready,” Ms. Samantha murmured, striding forward with that same smooth elegance. Without warning, she reached down and wrapped her gloved hand around Danielle’s throbbing cock, gripping it firmly as she led her out of the kitchen. Danielle’s cheeks flushed hotly, the sensation of Ms. Samantha’s gloved hand around her cock as she was led through the house sending jolts of excitement up her spine. Danielle couldn't remember the last time a woman had grabbed her hard-on and led her somewhere.

Ms. Samantha released her grip only briefly as they descended the stairs, her hand reasserting its control the moment they reached the bottom. Danielle’s heart pounded as Ms. Samantha guided her down a hallway and into a sleek, step-in shower. She turned, finally facing Danielle fully, her gloved fingers tightening around Danielle’s cock, giving it a deliberate squeeze that made her shudder. Her fingers drifted down, gently tracing over Danielle’s aching balls, sending a surge of pleasure radiating from her sensitive skin.

“Take off your nightie, honeybun,” Ms. Samantha instructed, her voice soft but commanding, her eyes fixed on Danielle’s cock as she felt it pulse in her hand. “And step out of your heels.”

Danielle managed a nod, hastily slipping out of the nightie and stepping out of her heels, feeling even more exposed under Ms. Samantha’s steady gaze.

“Here,” Ms. Samantha held up a small key in front of Danielle’s face, her expression both challenging and teasing. “Unlock the cuffs.”

Reluctantly, Danielle took the key, bending slightly to release the cuffs from her wrists, her cock bobbing in front of her as she completed the task. The release was bittersweet, as Ms. Samantha let go of her aching length, but she quickly turned her attention to the shower, stepping inside and turning on the warm water.

Under Ms. Samantha’s watchful gaze, Danielle began her routine, feeling the hot water cascade over her body as she washed herself. She went through her usual skincare regimen, feeling her Boss’s eyes following her every movement. Once she’d finished, she quickly dried off, her skin tingling as she stood before Ms. Samantha, awaiting her next instructions.

“There’s an outfit over there I want you to wear for our playtime,” Ms. Samantha instructed, gesturing toward a small bag nearby. “And put your hair up in pigtails. I left hair ties for you.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle replied, her voice barely a whisper as she walked over to the bag, a mix of excitement and nervousness building within her.

With a roll of her eyes, Danielle glanced inside. The options weren’t exactly practical—or modest. She knew she could either follow Ms. Samantha’s instructions or stand there naked, so she reached in, pulling out a pair of panties first. They were white satin with pink ruffles along the edges, and the front had a satin sleeve designed to accommodate her stiff, needy cock, while the back was open, leaving her bubble butt fully accentuated and exposed. She slipped them on, the satin feeling cool and snug against her skin as her cock pressed firmly into the front sleeve, pulsing with excitement.

Next, she pulled out a matching bra—a front-closure shelf bra in white satin with pink accents that barely covered her breasts, leaving them practically spilling out. She slipped it on, adjusting it to emphasize her cleavage, feeling Ms. Samantha’s approving gaze on her.

Sitting down, Danielle slid her legs into a pair of white opaque stockings, each adorned with a large pink satin bow at the top. She felt the smooth fabric hugging her skin as she rolled them up her legs, adding to her sense of vulnerability and submissiveness. Finally, she stepped into a pair of platform heels, white with delicate pink bows at the backs. She balanced herself, realizing the heels were close to six inches tall, forcing her to walk delicately, almost on her toes.

“Don’t forget the hair, honeybun!” Ms. Samantha reminded, her smile widening as she watched Danielle follow her every instruction.

Danielle moved over to the mirror, pulling out a brush and fluffing her hair before securing each pigtail with the soft pink bows Ms. Samantha had provided. The look was unmistakably feminine—like a lifesize Barbie doll, every detail meticulously selected to transform her completely. As she finished, Danielle glanced at her reflection, her cheeks flushed, feeling both aroused and wholly submissive under Ms. Samantha’s careful orchestration.

“Don’t you just look adorable!” Ms. Samantha purred, her eyes glimmering with satisfaction as she looked Danielle up and down, clearly savoring every detail. The sight of Danielle, clad in white satin panties with pink ruffles, her cock visibly pressing against the front sleeve, paired with a delicate shelf bra that left her breasts practically spilling out, was exactly what Ms. Samantha had in mind. The white opaque stockings with large pink bows at the top added a playful, submissive touch to her look, while the towering white heels with pink bows forced Danielle to balance delicately, heightening her sense of vulnerability.

Ms. Samantha, meanwhile, looked every inch the seductive dominatrix, her black satin corset hugging her figure in all the right places. The corset’s lace accents drew attention to her waist and hips, and the barely-there lace skirt that covered just enough left Danielle craving to see more. Ms. Samantha’s long black leather gloves glided over her curves with ease, adding a sleek touch that only enhanced her commanding aura. Sheer Cuban heel stockings ran up her legs, disappearing beneath the corset, while her patent black heels glinted in the light with each step, lending her a poised yet sultry stance. Every element of her outfit screamed power, control, and raw sexuality, and Danielle couldn’t help but admire her in awe.

“If you’re a very good girl today…” Ms. Samantha whispered as she closed the distance between them, her gloved hand sliding smoothly over Danielle’s satin-covered balls, giving them a slow, teasing squeeze, “…I might even let you worship My pussy with that eager tongue of yours.” Danielle shuddered, her entire body tightening with desire, her cock throbbing visibly in response to Ms. Samantha’s words.

“Thank you, Ms. Samantha,” Danielle gasped, her breath hitching with anticipation.

“Now, put those cuffs on, and we can continue.” Ms. Samantha’s voice held an unmistakable authority that Danielle knew she was expected to obey without hesitation. With a final squeeze, Ms. Samantha let go, watching intently as Danielle reached for the white leather cuffs with their soft pink lining. She slid them onto her wrists and ankles, securing each with a heart-shaped pink lock, the metal gleaming under the light—a constant reminder of her submission to Ms. Samantha’s every whim.

Once Danielle was fully cuffed, Ms. Samantha stepped behind her, securing her wrists together, and immobilizing her hands. Without missing a beat, Ms. Samantha reached down, her fingers wrapping around Danielle’s straining lace and satin covered cock, leading her over to an unusual-looking stool. Danielle felt her cheeks flush as Ms. Samantha guided her down to her knees, binding her ankles to her wrists with small leather straps, rendering her helpless.

“Let’s back you up just a little,” Ms. Samantha murmured, her gloved hands gripping Danielle’s hips firmly as she adjusted her position. Danielle’s cheeks burned as she felt the familiar pressure against her exposed ass, the cool tip of a dildo pressing against her entrance. With the lingering sensation from the plug she’d worn all night, the head of the dildo slid in with a smooth, easy motion.

“Now that’s not such an unfamiliar feeling for you, is it?” Ms. Samantha chuckled, slowly pressing the toy further inside. Danielle let out a small moan, feeling the curve of the dildo press against her walls, the angle designed to hit her most sensitive spot. Ms. Samantha adjusted it carefully, giving Danielle the full effect. “Relax, honeybun,” she cooed, one hand pressing down on Danielle’s lower back as she continued to work the toy in and out. “It’s not nearly as big as the last cock you had in there.”

Danielle moaned louder, her breathing quickening as the dildo brushed against her prostate, her cock twitching and leaking with each thrust. She hadn’t realized she was holding her breath until the dildo backed out momentarily, and she inhaled sharply. Ms. Samantha secured a wide strap around her legs to keep her in place before placing a bowl directly under her throbbing cock.

“We wouldn’t want you wasting a single drop, would we?” Ms. Samantha whispered close to Danielle’s ear, her warm breath sending a shiver down Danielle’s spine.

“No, Ms.,” Danielle responded, her voice a soft coo of submission.

“Stay right there,” Ms. Samantha instructed, standing up slowly. The click of her heels on the floor was deliberate, each step designed to draw Danielle’s attention as she passed in front of her, hips swaying with a teasing elegance. She knew her lace skirt flared just enough with each movement to reveal the curve of her butt, leaving Danielle longing for more. As Sam moved the curtain in front of Danielle two things came into view, a large gold-framed mirror angled perfectly so Danielle could see her reflection and a large screen TV above it. Sam smirked as she caught Danielle staring at her legs and butt.

“Can you see okay, sweetie?” Ms. Samantha asked, her gaze meeting Danielle’s in the mirror.

“Yes, Ms.!” Danielle cooed, her eyes locked on the image of herself bound and vulnerable, utterly at Ms. Samantha’s mercy.

“I thought you might enjoy watching,” Ms. Samantha said as she glided back around seductively, her gloved fingers trailing over Danielle’s shoulders as she passed. “You do have a bit of a voyeuristic side, don’t you?” Danielle moaned, unable to tear her gaze from her own reflection, her cock twitching as Ms. Samantha moved behind her.

Ms. Samantha straddled the stool Danielle was bound to, positioning herself so her breasts lightly pressed into Danielle’s back. She picked up a remote, and a large screen above the mirror flickered to life. The video began to play, showing a large-breasted T-girl dropping to her knees in front of a muscular man with an impressive, thick cock. Danielle’s mouth went dry as she watched, her own cock leaking in response as the woman on screen took the man deep, her face filled with lust. Danielle couldn’t help but lick her lips, her cock twitching and dripping with excitement, her gaze locked on the scene.

Ms. Samantha, enjoying every second, lowered herself fully behind Danielle, her hands gripping Danielle’s hips, her breasts pressing firmly into Danielle’s back, her warm breath fanning across her ear. The sensations were overwhelming: the tight satin hugging her body, the restraint of the cuffs, Sam’s nails digging into her skin, and the sight of the woman on screen now eagerly taking the man’s cock deeper, her face a mask of raw pleasure.

“Don’t you just love how your breasts bounce with each thrust, honeybun?” Ms. Samantha whispered, her voice sending another wave of arousal through Danielle’s bound body.

“Y-yes, Ms.,” Danielle moaned, her voice breathy, every nerve in her body on edge.

“Would you like me to play with them?” Ms. Samantha’s fingers reached for the straps of Danielle’s bra, tugging them down slowly, revealing more of her flushed, sensitive skin.

“Oh, please, Ms.!” Danielle’s voice was desperate, her desire for Ms. Samantha’s touch evident.

“Did you enjoy watching your breasts bounce when Johnny fucked you?” Ms. Samantha asked, her gloved hands slipping around to cup Danielle’s breasts, the leather cool against her warm skin as she folded the bra cups down with her thumbs, exposing Danielle’s beautiful new breasts fully.

“It was wonderful, Ms.!” Danielle panted, her eyes glued to the screen "Like nothing I'd ever felt before!" she said as the man’s cock on the video began to pulse, spurting thick ropes of cum into the T-girl’s mouth and across her face.

“You’re going to feel that more and more, Danielle,” Ms. Samantha murmured, pinching Danielle’s hardened nipples between her fingers, rolling and tugging them with a teasing rhythm. “Are you looking forward to it?”

“Yessss, Ms.!” Danielle groaned, her body writhing under Ms. Samantha’s expert touch, her nipples and cock both pulsing with need as Ms. Samantha’s hands continued to explore her body.

Sam watched Danielle’s reaction with satisfaction, knowing exactly what the next video would do to her. As Danielle remained fixated on the T-girl on-screen scooping up the cum that had dribbled onto her breasts, Sam slyly turned up the controller, making the dildo in Danielle’s ass push in and out faster. Danielle’s mouth fell open, her breathing turning into shallow pants, her eyes widening with excitement as the next image appeared on the screen.

The footage transitioned to a scene shot inside a limo, showing Johnny holding Danielle by the hair as she eagerly took his thick, veiny cock down her throat. A soft moan escaped Danielle’s lips as she watched herself, lips wrapped tightly around her first real cock, her mouth working eagerly as she learned to please a man for the first time.

“Did you enjoy yourself that night?” Sam murmured, pressing close, her lips brushing against Danielle’s ear. “Did you enjoy the taste of him?”

“Yessss… so much, Ms.!” Danielle gasped, her hips starting to rock helplessly within the confines of the strap, her body responding instinctively to the memory. “He felt so good! He made me feel so…”

“He made you feel what, honeybun?” Sam pressed, her tone laced with amusement. “Made you feel like what?”

“Like… like a girl,” Danielle admitted, her cheeks flushed with excitement.

“What kind of girl, sweetie?” Sam urged her voice a slow, teasing drawl that heightened Danielle’s anticipation.

“A real girl…” Danielle breathed, her voice barely audible.

“Come on, honeybun, you can do better than that,” Sam prodded, pushing her to the edge. “What kind of real girl?”

“A slutty real girl!” Danielle finally exclaimed, her voice breathy with realization.

“That’s right, baby girl,” Sam said, pride clear in her tone. “You gave yourself to a real man who’d barely bought you dinner, and you let him use you however he wanted.” She punctuated her words by pinching Danielle’s nipples sharply, making her gasp. “And if he were here right now, what would you say if he wanted to fuck you again?”

“I’d beg him!” Danielle’s eyes were locked on the screen, where Johnny’s cock throbbed, shooting a thick load into her mouth. The image of herself swallowing every drop left her mouth watering with desire.

“Tell me, my slutty sissy Danielle,” Sam’s voice lowered to a husky whisper as she licked the back of Danielle’s ear, pressing her own breasts more firmly against Danielle’s back, “is it better to be Danielle or Dan?”

“Danielle!” Danielle blurted out, her voice filled with conviction. “It’s so much better to be Danielle!”

“I’m glad to hear it,” Sam replied, a contented smile spreading across her face. Not only did she take pleasure in Danielle’s admission, but the sight of her employee surrendering so fully was a thrill all its own. “It seems you’re quite popular as Danielle, after all, doesn’t it?”

The video on the screen shifted, now showing Danielle sprawled in the backseat of the limo as Thomas thrust his cock into her open mouth. Danielle’s gaze grew more intent as she watched herself respond to Thomas’s thick shaft, her body writhing in need, taking him deeper as his balls pressed against her nose. She gasped as she relived the feeling of him finishing over her chest, her body quivering as if the scene were happening all over again. On-screen, she watched herself sit up in the limo, her breasts fully exposed, Thomas’s seed drying on her skin as she rode over every bump in the road, her chest bouncing with each movement, the hardening globs of cum clinging to her skin.

“You are such a slutty girl,” Sam murmured approvingly, her voice low and seductive. “Sitting in the back of the limo with your tits hanging out, a strange man’s cum drying on you for all to see.” She felt Danielle’s body tremble against her own, and a wicked smile curved her lips as she leaned in to nibble Danielle’s ear. “Tell me, do you even know Thomas’s last name?”

Sam watched as a look of desperation and confusion crossed Danielle’s face, her cheeks flushing deeper as she realized she had no idea. The truth was, if Sam hadn’t hired him, she wouldn’t know either. Thomas was a convenient friend of Johnny’s, one who could keep secrets and drive without issue. And, of course, he had a weakness for blowjobs, which had proven useful more than once.

“It’s okay that you don’t know, sweetie,” Sam teased, turning up the controller slightly. “All that matters is that you enjoyed taking two cocks in one night, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Ms.!” Danielle moaned, her cock throbbing as the dildo in her ass worked her faster. “I need to cum so badly…”

“Oh, don’t worry, you will,” Sam replied with a sly grin, her gaze meeting Danielle’s in the reflection as she released her grip on Danielle’s breasts, letting them fall back into the lace of her shelf bra. “I’m sure when I finally let you, you’re going to cum so hard it’ll hurt.” Danielle moaned even louder, her body desperate for release. “Remember that question you asked last night?” Sam leaned down to pick up the bowl of precum that had been collecting between Danielle’s legs. “About that little term you were curious about?”

“Y-yes, Ms.,” Danielle stammered, her eyes wide with anticipation.

“Keep your eyes on the screen,” Sam instructed, her voice dropping to a whisper. “This is what they want to do to you.”

On the screen, six men surrounded a kneeling T-girl, their cocks hard and ready as she worked two with her hands and another with her mouth, her expression one of pure, submissive joy. Sam picked up a small paper cup and ran it through the bowl of Danielle’s precum, collecting the slick liquid before placing the bowl back between Danielle’s trembling thighs. Danielle watched, enraptured, her body covered in a light sheen of sweat, goosebumps forming on her arms as the scene on the screen escalated. As Sam shut off the controller, the dildo came to a halt, buried deep inside Danielle’s ass, pressing hard against her prostate as the first man on screen released his load across the T-girl’s face, splattering her cheek and dripping into her hair.

“Ohhh, God!” Danielle cried out, her body pressing desperately against the unmoving dildo, her eyes glued to the screen as she watched the next man add his own release to the scene, covering the T-girl’s nose and cheek with another thick stream.

Sam smirked as she gathered Danielle’s pigtails in one hand, pulling them gently but firmly to keep her in place, then leaned forward, holding the small cup just above Danielle’s forehead. Danielle felt the warmth trickling down from her hairline as Sam tipped the cup, letting the precum slowly ooze over her skin, sliding down toward her brows. The sensation made her gasp, her mouth open and waiting, her tongue darting out to catch whatever she could. Sam let a steady stream trickle down, guiding it over Danielle’s nose and down her cheek, while on the screen, another man deposited his load across the T-girl’s lips, which parted in pure satisfaction.

“Do you want that to be you?” Sam murmured, her voice a low purr as she held Danielle’s pigtails firmly, pressing her body close enough that Danielle could feel the heat radiating from her.

“Yes!” Danielle’s voice was a loud, eager mewl as she strained forward, her tongue seeking more, her need etched into every line of her face.

“It will be, soon enough,” Sam replied, her smirk widening as Danielle’s eyes finally left the screen to meet hers. “And more than likely, it’ll happen more than once.”

Danielle could feel the warm trails of precum that had dribbled down her face now tracing their way down her neck, finally dripping off her chin and onto her bare, heaving breasts. Each drop added to the sticky sheen that covered her, a testament to her mounting arousal. Behind her, the dildo was slowly drawn out, leaving just the tip resting inside, enough to tease her aching hole but not enough to satisfy her need. If it was even possible, she felt hornier than she ever remembered. Her gaze locked on her own reflection, her mouth slightly parted, eyes wild with desperation, her hips grinding back instinctively as she tried to push the toy deeper.

Ms. Samantha stood behind her, a look of smug triumph as she held Danielle’s pigtails, watching her squirm and struggle. “Tell you what, sweetie,” Sam murmured, settling herself closer, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “You’re quite a mess, aren’t you?” Danielle could only moan, her body trembling under Ms. Samantha’s possessive gaze. “These titties look so hot, covered in cum like that, don’t they?” Danielle’s eyes fluttered as Ms. Samantha’s hands cupped her breasts, squeezing and kneading the slick, cum-drenched flesh, each touch igniting fresh sparks of pleasure. Ms. Samantha lifted a finger, sticky with Danielle’s precum, and brought it to Danielle’s lips.

“Wrap those lovely cock-sucking lips around my finger and suck it clean, honeybun,” Sam whispered, her tone low and commanding.

Danielle’s world narrowed to that single finger. She parted her lips, taking it eagerly into her mouth, her tongue swirling around it, tasting herself as she sucked, savoring the salty, musky flavor. Her mind was flooded with pleasure as Ms. Samantha’s other hand continued to knead her breast, teasing the hardened nipple as she slowly slid her finger in and out of Danielle’s mouth, feeding Danielle’s desperation.

Sam finally withdrew her finger, smirking as Danielle whimpered in protest. She reached for the controller, her thumb adjusting the settings as she began to work the dildo back inside Danielle, stopping just shy of her throbbing prostate. Danielle let out a long, frustrated groan, her hips bucking as the teasing continued, the depth perfect for keeping her need at an unbearable high.

“Look at the screen, honeybun,” Sam whispered in her ear, her breath hot against Danielle’s flushed skin. “That could be you and Crystal up there.”

Danielle’s eyes shifted to the large TV, her breath catching as she took in the scene. On-screen, two T-girls in revealing lingerie were in the throes of passion. The T-girl in red and black lingerie stood behind the other, slamming her hard cock into her partner’s ass, each thrust lifting the other girl onto her tiptoes, her heels leaving the floor with every deep, punishing thrust. The one in front, dressed in a purple corset that accentuated her curves, moaned and grunted from each thrust, her face a perfect picture of depraved pleasure. Danielle’s eyes were glued to the screen, her own lips parted as she started to drool, lost in the fantasy, her hips trying to ride the dildo lodged inside her.

“Now tell me which one do you want to be, girlie?” Sam’s hands traveled up to Danielle’s nipples, pinching and teasing with practiced skill.

“The one in purple!” Danielle blurted out, her voice a breathless plea. “Please, the one in purple!”

“Such a slutty little girl,” Sam chided with a dark grin, “desperate to be fucked, aren’t you?!”

“YESSS!” Danielle’s voice was thick with need, almost on the verge of tears.

“Don’t worry, my slutty little sissy,” Sam cooed in her ear, a smug satisfaction in her tone. “You’ll get fucked to your heart’s content soon enough.” Slowly, she stood, tightening her grip on Danielle’s pigtails as she moved around in front of her bound submissive. “What a sight you are,” she purred, pulling out her phone and snapping pictures, capturing the raw, desperate need written all over Danielle’s face. “The look on your face says it all.”

Tucking her phone back into the lace of her lingerie, Sam tightened her hold on Danielle’s pigtails, tilting her head back to an almost impossible angle, her gaze filled with dominance and lust. “Now, be a good little girl,” she commanded, taking a step forward until the thin fabric of her panties was pressed against Danielle’s lips. “And show me just how talented that tongue of yours really is.”

Held in place by her pigtails, Danielle didn’t hesitate, pressing her lips to the moist fabric, her tongue darting out to find Ms. Samantha’s clit through the thin barrier. The taste of her Mistress was intoxicating, and Danielle worked her tongue with skill, sucking gently, moving in rhythm as she felt Ms. Samantha tense in response. While her face betrayed nothing, Sam’s body craved the release just as much as Danielle's, the intense need heightening with each flick of Danielle’s tongue.

“Mmmmmm, that’s it, honeybun,” Sam moaned softly, her body giving in to the pleasure as Danielle’s tongue found her most sensitive spot, teasing it with focused precision. “I can feel how badly you want this.”

Sam’s legs trembled as Danielle’s skilled mouth pushed her over the edge, her orgasm rippling through her body in waves. Danielle could feel the warmth of Sam’s release through the thin material, her taste filling Danielle’s mouth as she pressed herself closer, her body taut with pleasure. Only when Ms. Samantha stepped back did Danielle slump in place, her bonds holding her securely, preventing her from following the source of the intoxicating taste that had just filled her mouth.

“Oh, you are talented with that tongue,” Sam panted, her voice full of approval as she recovered. “Are you ready to cum, baby girl?”

“Yes… please!” Danielle’s voice was little more than a desperate whine.

“And I suppose you want it from a good, hard fucking?”

“Yes, Ms.!” Danielle’s wide, pleading eyes said even more than her voice.

Sam circled behind her submissive, taking her seat and reaching for the controller. Slowly, she turned up the settings, watching with satisfaction as the dildo began to slide in and out, each thrust lubricated by a few fresh squirts of lube. The dildo slipped in easily, moving in a steady rhythm that grew faster, each deep thrust pressing perfectly against Danielle’s aching prostate.

“Ohhhh… yes… please…” Danielle’s voice was a mixture of desperation and relief, her body quivering as her orgasm built.

Sam smirked, enjoying the power she held over Danielle’s release. She picked up her phone, recording every second of Danielle’s helpless writhing, the swaying of her breasts, and the ragged rise and fall of her chest as the dildo continued its relentless rhythm. With one last taunting smile, she let her thumb hover over a previously untouched switch on the controller, savoring Danielle’s anticipation.

“Ready to cum?” she taunted, her voice dripping with mockery.

“Yes! Ms.!” Danielle’s voice was frantic, every ounce of her need audible.

“Then tell me, slut,” Sam commanded sharply. “Tell me just how willing of a slut you are, and I’ll let you cum.”

Danielle’s response was instant, a frenzy of desperate, filthy pleas spilling from her lips as she debased herself, swearing her complete submission and begging for any use her Mistress desired. Sam, thoroughly entertained, flicked the final switch, causing the dildo to vibrate deep inside Danielle, the added stimulation pushing her to the brink. The base of the dildo came alive as well, buzzing against Danielle’s swollen, aching balls, sending her over the edge as she let out a raw, primal cry, her body tensing as thick white streams of cum exploded from her cock.

Danielle’s body continued to shake with aftershocks, her voice still pleading as she begged Ms. Samantha to keep going, her confessions and desires spilling from her mouth even as her climax washed over her. Finally, when Danielle’s body slumped in exhaustion, Ms. Samantha turned down the settings, slowly bringing both the thrusting and vibrations to a complete halt, leaving Danielle in a blissful, sated haze.

Slowly rising to her feet, Ms. Samantha first released the clips from the leather straps binding Danielle’s wrists to her ankles. As the restraints came undone, Danielle’s arms fell limply in front of her, too exhausted to hold them up. Holding one shoulder securely, Ms. Samantha carefully undid the strap that held Danielle to the device, steadying her as she gently lowered her onto the floor. Danielle stretched out, her body weak but grateful for the soft surface, and Ms. Samantha slid a small pillow under her head, her touch surprisingly tender.

“Rest up, sweetie,” Ms. Samantha whispered, her voice soft and almost affectionate as she leaned close to Danielle’s ear. “You’ve done well today.”

Danielle’s eyelids grew heavy as she looked at the long stream of cum she’d just released, lying only inches from her face, a testament to her overwhelming need. Managing to lift her right hand, she traced a finger along the sticky line, scooping it up and bringing it to her lips, savoring the salty taste just before her eyes closed, pulling her into an exhausted sleep.

“Falling asleep with a finger full of cum in her mouth,” Ms. Samantha chuckled quietly, snapping a photo of her spent sissy with her phone. “You are quite the trooper, honeybun.”

After about an hour, Danielle began to stir, slowly becoming aware of her surroundings and the events that had led to her nap. The ache in her balls was still present, though dulled, but her ass throbbed with a sore reminder of the dildo’s relentless work. As she blinked her eyes open, she became aware of her cuffs and the heels still strapped to her feet. Blinking against the remaining fog in her mind, Danielle felt a sudden need to relieve herself. Forcing herself up, she spotted a toilet across the room, about fifteen feet away. Every muscle protested, but she managed to push herself upright, staggering her way to the toilet.

Settling down on the seat, Danielle exhaled in relief, her body finally able to relax.

“How are you feeling?” Ms. Samantha’s voice interrupted her quiet moment, making Danielle glance up, caught off guard.

“Oh, um… I’m good, Ms.,” Danielle replied, a hint of nervousness in her tone.

Ms. Samantha gave her an amused smirk. “It’s not like I don’t know you pee, baby girl. Relax; I’ve certainly had you in far more compromising positions than sitting on the toilet.”

“Yes, Ms.” Danielle blushed, trying to stifle her embarrassment.

It was then she noticed Ms. Samantha had changed into a far more casual outfit. The sleek, black domme lingerie had been swapped for tight white yoga shorts that hugged her curves and a cherry red sweatshirt. Ms. Samantha’s hair was pulled back, giving her a relaxed look that contrasted sharply with Danielle’s own attire. Danielle was still dressed in her frilly pink and white lingerie, cuffs, and towering heels, making her feel even more exposed and out of place. Standing up and flushing, Danielle was suddenly reminded of her semi-hard cock wrapped in the pink and white satin sheath of her panties, pointing up embarrassingly from the lace-trimmed front.

“Let’s get you cleaned up,” Ms. Samantha said, clearly amused by Danielle’s flustered state.

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle murmured, following her Boss back upstairs to the bedroom where she’d awakened earlier.

In the bathroom, Ms. Samantha turned on the faucet for the tub, adjusting the temperature until warm steam began to rise. Handing Danielle the keys to her cuffs, she gave her a small nod. Danielle unlocked the little heart-shaped locks, removing the cuffs and setting them neatly on the vanity. With a glance at Ms. Samantha for guidance, she took off her lingerie, placing each piece carefully in the hamper. The tub filled as Danielle stood naked, her skin tingling in the cool air. Ms. Samantha added a generous pour of rose-scented bubble bath, filling the room with its sweet, femme fragrance, then motioned for Danielle to get in.

Sliding into the warm, bubbly water, Danielle sighed as the warmth seeped into her tired muscles. She hadn’t taken a bubble bath in decades, and certainly never one like this. Ms. Samantha stood nearby, seemingly content to let Danielle soak in peace as if rewarding her for her earlier obedience.

After nearly an hour, Danielle carefully eased herself out of the tub, her body feeling luxuriously relaxed. Wrapping herself in a plush pink robe, she walked back to the bedroom, where her clothes had been neatly laid out. Alongside her fresh outfit was her all-too-familiar cage, gleaming in the light as a reminder of her continued submission. Without waiting for further instruction, Danielle reached for the cage, securing herself before slipping on the other pieces of clothing.

The simple dress Ms. Samantha had chosen for her was a deep plum red with floral accents that added a hint of softness. The fabric brushed against her skin, falling to just above her knees, while the keyhole front revealed a teasing glimpse of tasty cleavage. The short, open sleeves allowed for easy movement, while a pair of French-cut deep red panties provided a comfortable yet snug fit beneath. Compared to her previous outfit, Danielle was now wearing considerably more, though still less than she’d worn in her past everyday life. Next to the bed waited for a pair of open-toe, sling-back wedge sandals with a delicate arch, adding a feminine flair as Danielle slipped them on.

Returning to the bathroom, Danielle brushed out her hair, styling it with a simple elegance, before applying a light touch of makeup that complemented her dress. Once finished, she added the jewelry she’d worn the night before, each piece reminding her of Crystal’s careful curation of her appearance. As she descended the stairs, she could feel the soft, brushed cotton of the dress rubbing against her breasts, her nipples hardening in response to the gentle friction.

“Don’t you just look adorable?” Ms. Samantha commented as Danielle entered the living room, her eyes glinting with approval.

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle replied, a little sheepishly.

“You look like the perfect girl next door,” Sam smirked, “instead of the wanton slut you were a few hours ago.” Danielle’s cheeks flushed deeply at the reminder. “It’s alright, honeybun,” Ms. Samantha assured her, stepping closer with a warm, approving smile. “That’s exactly how you should look.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle answered, her voice soft.

“I’m just going to add one final touch before sending you on your way,” Sam said with a mischievous glint. “Now, undo the top of your dress.”

Ms. Samantha’s tone was as casual as ever, with no hint of harshness or command, more like a gentle suggestion—yet Danielle knew better than to hesitate. Reaching up, she unhooked the small clasp at the back of her neck and pulled the zipper down, letting the dress slip from her shoulders. The fabric pooled at her curvy hip, baring her from the waist up, her full breasts exposed to Ms. Samantha’s approving gaze.

Without a word, Ms. Samantha produced a delicate, thin gold necklace and looped it around Danielle’s neck. Two long, slender ends hung down in front, each ending in a small loop. Taking her time, Ms. Samantha reached forward, capturing Danielle’s left nipple in her fingers, rolling and tugging it with an expert touch until it was hard and sensitive. With a practiced motion, she slipped one of the loops over it, tightening it just enough to hold it snugly in place. Danielle’s breath hitched as Ms. Samantha repeated the process with her other nipple, the second loop settling in place.

“There you go,” Sam said triumphantly, her tone soft but unmistakably proud. “Take a look in the mirror before you fix your dress, honeybun.”

Danielle turned to a nearby mirror, her eyes following the delicate necklace from her shoulders, where it split in two between her breasts. From there the two ends looped around, hanging several inches below her breasts, before moving upward to the loops which held her hard nipples. The light pressure sent a tingling sensation through her, enhancing her awareness of her body’s sensitivity. Given the go-ahead, Danielle carefully pulls her dress back in place, finding it impossible not to notice her rock-hard nipples through the thin material of the dress and unable to ignore the sensation of her nipples brushing against the fabric, the chain pulling gently with each movement, a constant reminder of her submission.

As she turned back to Ms. Samantha, the sway of the chain beneath her dress sent subtle tugs through her nipples, making her feel both exposed and intimately connected to the control Ms. Samantha held over her.

“Thomas is out front waiting for you,” Ms. Samantha said with a pleased smile, taking Danielle gently by the arm as she led her toward the door. “Enjoy the rest of your Sunday, and I’ll see you bright and early in the office tomorrow.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle replied, a hint of gratitude in her tone as they approached the front entrance. “And thank you again for last night. It was… unforgettable.”

“You did amazingly well, sweetie,” Sam said with pride, her gaze warm. “We’ll talk more about it tomorrow morning.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle responded, her voice filled with respect and a touch of eagerness.

Ms. Samantha guided her outside, where Thomas waited by the car, his eyes lighting up as they landed on Danielle. She noticed the way his gaze flickered downward, tracking the subtle sway of her breasts under the dress, the hard points of her nipples pressing against the fabric, thanks to the rings Ms. Samantha had secured there. The movement was impossible to ignore, and Danielle felt a thrill at the attention.

Thomas, noticing her approach, smiled and stepped forward, opening the door with a gentlemanly flourish, and extending his hand. “Good afternoon, Danielle,” he said, his eyes meeting hers for just a moment before they dipped back down appreciatively.

Danielle placed her hand in his as she slipped gracefully into the car, the hem of her short skirt riding up slightly, distracting Thomas’s gaze from her breasts to her exposed thigh. “Thank you, Thomas,” she murmured, sending him a soft smile as she settled into the plush seat.

Behind her, Ms. Samantha chuckled, calling out, “It’s a wonder I don’t make you pay me for those looks, Thomas!”

“Well, thankfully you do, Ms.,” Thomas replied with a mischievous grin as he closed the door. “Or else my wife would have my pelt!”

“I don’t think it’s the ogling that would get you in trouble with her,” Ms. Samantha quipped, her tone filled with playful reproach.

“Yes, indeed, Ms.!” he replied, tipping an imaginary hat to her before hustling around to the driver’s seat.

As they pulled away from the curb, Danielle settled back in the spacious back seat, a soft smile lingering on her lips. She realized that the small, nagging voice in her mind, the one that had once questioned her choices and her identity, had gone silent—replaced by a comfortable satisfaction that felt new and thrilling. With a bit of free time ahead, she took out her phone and started texting with Nicole, setting up plans to meet her for dinner later that evening. After sending the final message, Danielle relaxed, arching her back slightly, enjoying the way the movement pressed her chest out, feeling the chain tugging subtly with each breath.

“So, Thomas,” she said in a low, playful voice, “can I thank you for this lovely ride?”

Thomas glanced back, his cheeks flushing at her suggestive tone. “Oh, after watching you walk out here, I’d hoped you’d ask,” he admitted with a shy smile. “But, truth be told, I’ve already given two girls rides today so far, and each one made sure to thank me thoroughly. I’m not sure I’d have the strength to handle another round right now!”

“My word, Thomas!” Danielle laughed, giving him a coy smile. “It sounds like you’re getting more action than I am!”

“Looking the way you do Ms., I find that very hard to believe,” he replied with a wink.

“Oh, you do say the sweetest things, Thomas,” Danielle murmured, her voice dripping with flirtation, sending him a smirk as she sat back, letting herself bask in the playful exchange, knowing that this new chapter in her life was only just beginning.

***
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