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BOOK 1 of Feminized for Luxury 

Danielle’s Sissy Escort Life

By S(issy) Joey


Disclaimer:

This story is intended for mature audiences only and involves consensual adult characters, all over the age of 18. Feminized for Luxury contains themes of gradual feminization, sissification, domination, and submission. Other kinks explored in this story include chastity, lingerie fetish, old/young dynamics, and group play. Please be aware that the story also delves into power exchange relationships, with elements of erotic humiliation and control.

If these themes are not your cup of tea, please proceed with caution. Otherwise, get comfortable and enjoy the ride!

~

Checkout my other works here; at this link

.

Sign up for my weekly newsletter to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!

…


Author's Note:

Hi there, lovely reader! Thank you so much for starting this journey with Feminized for Luxury. This is the first part of my longer work, a slow and sensual feminization story where the transformation unfolds gradually. With each chapter, you’ll experience the sweet, tantalizing moments that build up the steamy excitement as Danielle steps deeper into her new world of Sissy Escorting.

This story is designed to take its time, making every step of the way deliciously enjoyable, and I truly hope you feel that with each page. It’s meant to be a slow burn that wraps you in its warmth and keeps you wanting more.

If you’re enjoying it, I would be so grateful if you could leave a little rating or review. Your thoughts and feedback mean so much to me, and it helps me continue sharing more of Danielle’s journey.

I hope you love this spicy, steamy feminization erotica as much as I loved writing it for you. Enjoy, and let’s make this adventure unforgettable together!

With love and cuddles,
Sissy Joey


Dan fidgeted in the plush waiting area, eyes repeatedly drifting to the office assistant, Crystal. She wasn’t just tall—her figure was practically sculpted to be ogled. Her long blonde curls cascaded down her shoulders, the snug light purple knit dress hugging every inch of her curves. The 5-inch black stilettos she wore clicked against the floor as she moved, her toned legs endlessly long. Dan’s gaze kept flickering over her, taking in the way her hips swayed, and how the dress accentuated her ass, which seemed to curve perfectly into that teasing, upside-down heart shape.

What the hell am I doing here? He thought, sinking deeper into the couch.

"You’re broke, and you need to get your life together," Dan muttered under his breath. His stomach churned with nerves.

Crystal’s voice snapped him from his thoughts. "She's ready for you now," she purred, her voice as smooth as silk. Her hips swayed in a tantalizing rhythm as she turned, beckoning him to follow her down the hallway.

Dan stood up too quickly, only to realize his pants were betraying him with an uncomfortable, very obvious bulge. He shifted awkwardly, his eyes glued to Crystal’s ass as she led the way. The tight dress clung to her body like a second skin, each step making her ass sway hypnotically. By the time they reached the office, Dan was sweating bullets, his crotch still tense and throbbing.

"Have a seat," Crystal smiled, gesturing toward a plain wooden chair in front of the desk. "She’ll be with you soon."

Dan hesitated. He awkwardly brushed past Crystal, his arm grazing against her ample chest. Her breasts felt soft and warm. Was that a wink she gave him? His dick sure thought so.

Inside the office, he sat on the low chair, legs pressed tightly together as his erection stubbornly refused to fade. The room was intimidating—a large desk, a leather couch, and an imposing black chair behind the desk. It felt more like a principal’s office than anything else, the kind that made you want to bolt for the door.

On the other side of the wall, Sam observed Dan on a hidden camera. Her blue eyes sparkled with amusement as she read over his file. His application had given her all the information she needed, but what really sealed the deal was the secret spyware embedded in the form—access to his browsing history, files, everything. It was all laid bare in front of her. Dan had no idea he was picked because he fit her twisted fantasies so perfectly. A man who secretly desired to be dressed, feminized, and controlled.

She smirked, adjusting the tight blonde curls framing her face. Today, she wore a sleek cream-colored blouse unbuttoned just enough to reveal a hint of her cleavage and a navy pencil skirt that clung to her hips like a lover. The black seamed stockings running up her legs completed the look, along with a pair of towering 5-inch heels that clicked with every step she took.

"Hello, darling!" Sam greeted Dan, gliding into the room, her heels echoing across the hardwood floor. Her voice was sultry, commanding—this was a woman who knew exactly what she wanted, and she was about to make Dan hers.

Dan stammered, trying to rise, but the ache in his pants forced him to sit back down, hiding his bulging erection as best as he could.

"No need for formalities," Sam chuckled, her eyes locking onto his. "I’m not that strict to start."

She was barely over five feet tall, but her presence filled the room. Dan’s heart raced as she approached, her gaze dragging down his body. She perched on the edge of her desk, legs crossed in a way that made her skirt hike just a bit higher, revealing the tops of her stockings. The glint in her eyes told Dan that she knew exactly the effect she was having on him.

"I think you’re going to fit in here just perfectly," she said, smirking. Then, slowly and deliberately, she turned her back to him, bending over the desk in a move that seemed straight out of a porno. The slit in her skirt parted, revealing the sheer black stockings that clung to her firm ass like a second skin. For a brief moment, Dan forgot how to breathe. Sam’s arched back, the way her foot pointed as she reached for his file—it was all deliberate, meant to make him sweat.

When she straightened up, Dan’s eyes were glued to her legs, his cock straining against his pants. Sam smirked again, leaning back on the desk, her legs rubbing together seductively.

"Would you like something to drink?" she asked, her voice dripping with sweetness.

Dan’s throat was bone dry. "Yes… please."

As Sam leaned forward to press the intercom, Dan couldn’t help but glance at her legs again. The way the stockings clung to her flesh—it was enough to make any man weak. When Crystal swayed back into the room, bringing in two glasses of water, Dan could barely hold it together. Between Sam’s dominating presence and Crystal’s teasing walk, his mind was scrambled, and his cock ached for release.

Dan felt like he was right at crotch height with the way Crystal was leaning over, her legs encased in those deliciously sheer black stockings. It was almost unbearable—the scent of their perfumes mixing in the air, the soft click of heels echoing in his ears. Every glance at their bodies sent a fresh wave of arousal through him. The soft, silky fabric of Crystal’s light lavender dress, the curve of her hips—it all felt like it was designed to torment him. And torment him, it did. His cock throbbed, pulsing with need, straining painfully against his pants.

As Crystal walked out of the room seductively, Dan thought to himself that there was no way he could focus in a place like this.

And, of course, Sam knew exactly why. She had peeked into his secret world. Thanks to the spyware she had installed, she knew that Dan didn’t just admire lingerie—he worshiped it. Stockings, heels, corsets—he had a small but carefully curated collection of women’s undergarments, and the pictures on his hard drive told her just how much he loved to wear them. His drawer held things that made him feel sexy: delicate lace bras in soft blush pink, shimmering silk panties in shades of lilac, and garter belts in deep, sensuous reds that hugged his hips just right.

Sam knew every detail. Dan frequented the raunchiest fetish sites, indulging in stories of crossdressing and sissy fantasies, always pushing his boundaries in private. He loved the feel of sheer stockings running up his legs, of lacy thongs hugging his cock in the most deliciously tight way.

He was the perfect target, and the whole meeting had been designed to make him squirm. The beauty of it all? He didn’t even realize he was the prey of this wicked game.

"I think you’ll fit in perfectly here," Sam said with a wicked grin as she slipped off the desk and sauntered back behind it, her heels clicking with each step. Her gaze never left Dan, drinking in his flushed, embarrassed face.

Dan blinked, shaking off the daze that seemed to envelop him the moment Sam stepped back. "Really? That’s... great!" He sounded more uncertain than enthusiastic, but his body wasn’t exactly giving him the clarity of thought he needed.

Sam’s smile curled at the edges as she leaned forward on the desk, her blouse shifting ever so slightly, giving him just a peek more of that creamy skin beneath. "Before you get too excited," she teased, "don’t you want to know what your job will be?"

Dan’s expression was confused, and Sam’s chuckle filled the room as she leaned in closer, relishing the control she had over him. "Soon, my sweet Crystal is going to move on to another part of the agency," she said, the pride in her voice unmistakable. "And I’ll need a replacement."

Dan frowned, confusion deepening the crease in his forehead. "Wait... you want me to be your secretary?" He had absolutely zero experience with that kind of work, and it showed.

Sam’s smirk widened. "In a sense," she purred, "but that’s where all the girls here start." She let that sink in for a moment, watching his expression shift as the words began to settle. "I run a very specialized companionship agency," she explained, her tone silky smooth. "I provide girls—very special girls—to a select group of elite clients. Both long-term and short-term." Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper. "But all of them... start by working for me."

Dan’s head spun. He didn’t understand what was happening. Sam watched him carefully, knowing that poor men like him could only use one head at a time. And right now, it was clear that all the blood was trapped below his belt.

"Here’s the thing, darling," Sam’s tone turned matter-of-fact like she was laying down the cold hard truth. "I’ve done my research on you. Fifteen others applied for this position, but you? You stood out because of your physical characteristics... and your carnal interests."

"What?" Dan’s eyes widened in shock, his face flushing red as the blood rushed to his cheeks—and not just his face.

Sam’s lips curled into a grin that could only be described as predatory. "Last night," she purred, leaning back in her chair, "you spent quite some time reading about a crossdressing husband being slutted out by his wife." Her eyes pierced through him, seemingly looking right into his soul. "And you did it wearing a sexy little blue lace nightie and matching black panties, didn’t you?"

Dan’s heart stopped. How could she know? "I did not!" he blurted out, his voice cracking.

Sam’s grin widened, now resembling that of a Cheshire cat. "Oh, you did," she said confidently, her voice dripping with amusement. "And I’m sure those panties were soaked by the end of the night, weren’t they?" Her eyes flicked down to his pants, and Dan felt like he’d been caught in the act.

Dan leaped to his feet, his cock still rigid, throbbing painfully beneath his pants. He had to get out of here, had to run. But before he could even move, Sam’s voice cut through the room like a blade.

"Sit down!"

The command hit him like a physical force, and without even thinking, Dan obeyed. He slumped back into the low chair, feeling even smaller than before. His heart raced in his chest. How did she know all of this? What else did she know?

The answer came all too quickly as Sam clicked a remote, and the massive screen behind her flickered to life. Dan’s stomach dropped when he saw the first picture of himself—wearing deep purple satin panties, a tight black lace corset, and sheer stockings that hugged his thighs. The garter straps held them perfectly in place, framing his ass in a way that always made him feel like the slut he craved to be. He watched in horror as Sam clicked through the photos, each more humiliating than the last. There he was, smeared with bright red lipstick, licking a dildo while wearing pale pink lace lingerie. His favorite picture—one that made him feel deliciously slutty—was now his worst nightmare.

Sam finally stopped on that picture, the one with him wearing that soft lace pink bra, his tongue gliding along the length of the dildo, lips slicked with crimson. Dan hated how hard his cock still was, throbbing with the shame that filled him.

"What do you want from me?" he whispered, his voice barely audible, his humiliation complete.

Sam’s laugh was soft, almost amused. "Oh, silly girl," she cooed, pausing just long enough to see if he would react to being called a girl. "I don’t want anything from you." She chuckled, rising to her feet, her heels clicking as she walked around the desk. "You’re practically destitute!" Her laughter echoed through the room, and Dan felt himself shrinking even further. "You can barely cover your rent, and I doubt you’re eating anything other than ramen noodles before your pitiful paycheck rolls in."

She was now towering over him, arms crossed, looking down with a smug smirk on her face. "What I’m offering you," she purred, "is an opportunity."

Dan’s eyes lifted slightly, hope creeping into his expression despite his fear. An opportunity? What kind of opportunity?

"Next Friday," Sam said, her voice smooth and steady, "Crystal will be going on a date. That evening, not including what I expect to be a very generous gratuity, she will earn enough to cover your rent and utilities for four months."

"FOUR months?" Dan gasped, his eyes wide with disbelief.

"Not including gratuity," Sam repeated with emphasis, "and my clients are always very giving." She leaned back against the desk, arms still crossed, confidence radiating from her. She had him right where she wanted him. "And all you have to do, darling, is live out your fantasy."

Dan’s heart pounded in his chest. "What... what do you mean?"

Sam’s smirk grew even wider. "What I mean is, Crystal was born a boy."

Dan’s stomach flipped. He blinked, his mind struggling to process what she had just said. If he hadn’t been sitting, he would have fallen over.

"And just like you," Sam whispered as she circled him slowly, dragging her fingers lightly over his slumped shoulders, "she has a taste for cross-dressing. Stockings, lingerie, the works." She chuckled softly. "Crystal has been working for me for ten months now, and she’s finally ready for her first client. And without that extra... addition, she’s already earning more than you’ve ever had in these twenty years of your life, sweetie."

Sam casually walked over to her desk, pressing the call button with a confident air. "Crystal, join us again, please," she ordered without missing a beat. Then, with a devilish grin, she continued to pour information into Dan’s overwhelmed mind. "Aside from her salary, Crystal enjoys a generous clothing allowance, along with compensation for all sorts of... sundries." As Crystal re-entered the room, Sam gestured her forward. "Crystal, be a doll and hike up that skirt, show Dan what he’s been drooling over all morning."

"Yes, ma'am," Crystal replied without hesitation, already reaching for the hem of her dress, pulling it up inch by tantalizing inch.

Dan watched, mesmerized as the pale purple silk of her dress slid up those endless legs, revealing the smooth curve of her thighs. Sam’s voice broke through his trance. "Go on, Dan, you’ve spent enough time staring at her ass today. Now, you get a full view."

He didn’t want to look—at least, that’s what his mind told him—but his body had other ideas. His head turned almost involuntarily, and his eyes locked onto Crystal’s crotch as she pushed down her satin ivory panties. His breath hitched in his throat. Crystal’s closely shaved mound was revealed, the skin smooth and inviting. But then, shock rippled through him. A clear plastic cage encased Crystal’s cock, nestled tightly beneath the delicate satin. The very same kind of chastity cage Dan kept hidden away at home.

He couldn’t tear his eyes away, especially as the subtle musk of Crystal’s arousal filled his nostrils. His cock twitched uncontrollably.

"Thank you, Crystal," Sam said softly, her tone dripping with seduction. "That will be all for now."

Crystal gave a soft nod, adjusting her panties and smoothing her dress back down before exiting the room. Dan was still in a daze, his mind reeling from the revelation. The stunning blonde he’d been lusting after was actually a guy. And the worst part? He couldn’t stop imagining himself in the same position.

Swallowing hard, he turned his attention back to Sam, who had casually perched herself on the edge of her desk again, legs crossed elegantly.

"Recognize the cage she had on?" Sam asked with a smirk, her finger tapping the remote as she brought up the picture of Dan wearing his own chastity cage. "It’s the same one you bought for yourself a couple of months ago, isn’t it?"

Dan’s throat was dry, his mouth unable to form words. How did she know? His pulse quickened as Sam rose from the desk and pulled him to his feet with surprising strength. "I don’t need an answer from you today," she said, her voice soft but firm. "Go home. Think about it." She slid her arm through his, her grip possessive, as she guided him down the hallway, past Crystal’s desk, and toward the foyer.

"If you want to stop worrying about money and live out your fantasies instead, show up here tomorrow at 9. Sharp."

Dan didn’t fully snap out of his trance until Sam deposited him in front of the elevator. She had taken on the more dominant, masculine role, walking him as though he was her arm candy. Standing beside her, Dan felt small and awkward. In her heels, Sam was a couple of inches taller than him, radiating confidence and beauty in a way that made Dan feel even more disheveled in his wrinkled dress pants and shirt. He looked like a mess next to her, and a wild thought crossed his mind: What would he look like in Sam’s outfit? He could almost feel the snugness of that pencil skirt hugging his hips.

Just as the elevator doors opened, Sam leaned in with a final instruction, her voice low and commanding. "Tomorrow at 9," she repeated, stepping back. "No need to dress up. We’ll handle that. But do bring that cage of yours."

As the doors closed, Dan collapsed against the back wall of the elevator, his knees buckling beneath him. His head was spinning, the room tilting as his thoughts raced out of control. He felt dizzy and disoriented, and the only part of him still seemingly functional was his throbbing erection. Slipping his hand into his pocket, Dan tried to adjust his cock, which was painfully hard and straining against his pants. He hadn’t been this uncontrollably turned on since high school.

The train ride home was a blur. He couldn’t remember how he got there or how he made it back to his apartment. But the second he walked through the door, it was like a floodgate of lust broke loose. Dan ripped off his clothes, stumbling to the bathroom as visions of Crystal’s caged cock and smooth, shaved skin filled his mind. He barely had time to grab his cock before he was furiously stroking himself, images of Crystal flashing before his eyes—the soft pink of her panties, the glistening cage, the intoxicating smell of her arousal.

"Ohhh fuck!" Dan groaned, eyes fluttering as he shot thick ropes of cum all over his chest and abdomen.

Panting, his breath ragged, Dan leaned back on the toilet, still slowly stroking his cock as the last remnants of his orgasm faded. It had been the hardest orgasm he’d had in months, maybe years. His chest was a mess of drying cum, but even as his breathing slowed, his mind raced with what he’d just done.

Stepping into the shower, Dan tried to wash away the shame. His hands slid over his body, and as he stared down at his hairy legs and chest, a sense of disgust welled up in him. Was he really considering what he thought he was? The idea gnawed at him. The way Sam had spoken, the way she had looked at him like she already knew what he wanted... it had awakened something deep inside.

"Fuck it," he muttered under his breath, leaning out from behind the shower curtain to grab his razor.

It took longer than expected, and he nicked himself more than once, but by the time Dan stepped out of the shower, he was nearly hairless from the neck down. His skin felt impossibly smooth, especially as the air moved across his freshly shaved legs. Instead of copying Crystal’s landing strip, Dan opted for a small V just above his cock, which was still stiff despite the earlier orgasm.

But this time, he was going to savor it. His first round had been rushed, animalistic. Now, he wanted to feel every inch of the silky clothing against his smooth skin. Racing to the bedroom, Dan grabbed his favorite set—black satin bikinis, a matching corset that cinched his waist perfectly, and a pair of 4-inch heels.

"Ohhhh myyy!" Dan moaned, his voice breathy as he slid the stockings up his legs, feeling the way they glided effortlessly against his newly shaved skin. "This feels... fucking incredible."

The sensation was even better now. The tightness of the corset against his smooth, hairless flesh made him feel sexier than ever. Lying back in the center of his bed, his legs spread, heels digging into the sheets, Dan fought to keep from cumming too quickly. His mind raced with images of Crystal on top of him, her shaved skin rubbing against his, the feeling of her caged cock brushing against his thighs. The need to release built up inside him with unbearable intensity.

"Oh my GOD!" he gasped as the orgasm ripped through him, barely managing to catch his cum in his hand before it sprayed across the bed.

Dan masturbated again after dinner, and by the time he fell asleep, he was still wrapped in his lingerie, his body spent but his mind alive with fantasies. He dreamed of being like Crystal—sexy, desired, walking in heels with the eyes of men and women alike trailing after him, admiring him. When he woke, the black panties he wore were soaked through, a large wet spot marking the sheets beneath him.

The decision was obvious. He had two hours to make it to his new place of employment.

Dan took a quick shower, doing his best to resist the temptation to jerk off one last time. After all, it might not be wise to show up for his first day with a sore, spent cock. As the water ran over his freshly shaved skin, he thought about the day ahead, his stomach a mix of nerves and excitement. He decided to call in sick to his dreadful job, just in case, and by 8:45, he was walking through the door to the office.

"Someone's eager to start!" Crystal’s teasing voice rang out from behind her desk, making Dan glance down at his crotch reflexively. "I was talking about you being an early, silly girl!" Crystal smirked as she stood up, her heels clicking on the floor as she moved toward him.

"Oh!" Dan flushed with embarrassment, his face heating up as he watched her approach.

"I'm so glad you decided to join us," Crystal said, pulling Dan into a warm, tight hug, her voice sultry in his ear. Dan wasn’t sure where to put his hands, feeling awkward and unsure, but he eventually wrapped his arms around her, feeling her soft, warm body pressed up against his. The heat of her breasts against his chest made his cock twitch. She moaned softly into his ear, and he couldn’t help but notice how real her breasts felt. Thinking about them only made his cock harder.

Today, Crystal was dressed in a tasteful pink number, the fabric clinging to her curves. The dress had 3/4 sleeves and hugged her body, falling just below mid-thigh. Her legs were covered in sexy black stockings, and the heels, trimmed with pink piping, made her even more imposing as she towered over him.

"You know," Crystal said, taking his hand and leading him down the hall toward Samantha’s office, "after my interview, I couldn’t stop touching myself. Practically rubbed myself raw." Her voice dropped to a whisper, and Dan almost choked on his own breath at her boldness.

"You too, huh?" she teased as they reached Samantha’s door, knocking lightly. "Trust me, it doesn’t get better. You just get used to being horny all the time."

"Come in!" Samantha’s voice called from the other side of the door.

Dan hesitated, his mind racing with doubts about what he was getting into. When he stepped into the office, Samantha was sitting behind her desk, dressed in a sharp navy blue women’s suit. Her plunging white blouse gave just a peek of the pink lace camisole beneath. She looked even more professional today, but still just as stunning, oozing control and confidence.

"I’m so glad you’ve decided to join us," Samantha smiled warmly, her eyes locking onto his. "As a little welcome gift, I took the liberty of depositing $5,000 into your account this morning as a signing bonus. You’ll get the other half once you finish your initial training."

Dan’s mind was reeling. "Um, thank you," he stammered, barely able to comprehend the fact that he was soon going to be $10,000 richer.

"From now on, you will only refer to me as Ms. Samantha," she said as she stood, stepping toward him. She reached out, lightly touching his cheek, her fingers cool and commanding. "And from now on," she continued, her hand slipping down to his crotch, gripping his hard cock through his pants with a firm squeeze, "your orgasms are going to be strictly controlled. Understand?"

Dan swallowed hard, his breath catching in his throat. "Yes," he managed to whisper, then quickly corrected himself. "Yes, Ms. Samantha."

"Good girl," she purred, giving his cock a final, firmer squeeze that left him gasping.

Before he could fully process what was happening, Crystal was leading him through a side door out of the office. The narrow hallway was dimly lit, with light peeking through the doorways they passed. Crystal led him to the first doorway, pausing before opening it to whisper in his ear.

"She can see and hear everything," Crystal warned softly. "Be on your best behavior and just go with it."

Once they stepped inside, Crystal turned to him with a mischievous grin. "Alright, sweetie, time to take off your ugly boy costume," she said, gesturing toward a privacy screen. "Just leave everything on the stool over there."

Dan didn’t hesitate. Crystal’s words from earlier rang in his ears, and he wasn’t about to mess up his first day. Quickly stripping off his clothes, he stood behind the screen in nothing but the pair of pink panties he had picked out specifically for today. The silky fabric clung to his cock, which was still hard from Samantha’s earlier teasing. He stood there awkwardly until Crystal handed him a short peach satin bathrobe. The material felt incredible against his freshly shaved skin, gliding over him like a lover’s caress.

Over the next hour, Crystal guided him through the process of transforming his appearance. His eyebrows were shaped, his nails manicured and polished, and he was given another thorough shave. By the time they were done, Crystal handed him a tub of body butter and watched as Dan rubbed it into his smooth skin. It was embarrassing to be nearly naked in front of her, but the way her hands had felt on him during the process explained everything—her skin was just as soft and smooth, and now he knew why.

"Crystal," Dan all but whispered, feeling a bit hesitant, "I’m starving. What does a girl have to do to get some lunch?"

"We’re about to eat soon," Crystal replied, beaming with pride at the fact that Dan had referred to himself as a girl. "We just need to finish getting you dressed."

"Okay," Dan muttered, blushing furiously at his slip-up. He had called himself a girl without even thinking!

Unfortunately for Dan, getting dressed also meant locking himself into a chastity cage. His cock had been hard for three straight hours, and now he had to wrestle it into submission while Crystal stood there watching. The embarrassment burned hot, but so did the excitement. He couldn’t deny the thrill coursing through him. After a few well-placed swats to his swollen balls, Dan finally managed to calm his erection enough to fit himself into the cage.

Once that was dealt with, Crystal handed him the most luxurious lingerie he had ever felt. A pale pink lace bra, a matching garter belt adorned with delicate white bows, an exquisite pair of smooth silk sheer tan stockings, and a thong that hugged his ass perfectly. The material was so soft, so decadent, it felt like the lingerie had been custom-made for him. Every inch of it seemed to mold to his body, the silky fabric caressing his skin with every movement.

"Crystal," Dan whispered, his cock straining painfully within the cage, "what do I do about the bra?"

"Oh, hold on!" Crystal chirped, handing him a set of fake breasts to fill the cups. Dan’s disappointment was evident, but Crystal smiled reassuringly. "Don’t worry," she said, her tone sweet and knowing. "You’ll get the most amazing breast forms soon enough. You just need to earn them."

"Uh, okay," Dan muttered, tucking the fake boobs into his bra, still feeling a bit disappointed.

"They’ll be just like mine," Crystal teased, pulling Dan’s hands to her chest, encouraging him to feel. "Saline-filled, and so real they’ll feel like they’re a part of you." Dan couldn’t help but squeeze, feeling how soft and full her breasts were beneath the fabric of her dress. She was right—they felt incredibly real to him.

"Okay, let’s not get carried away!" Crystal giggled, pulling back as Dan sheepishly withdrew his hands.

By the time they finally sat down for lunch in the small breakroom near the foyer, it was just after one. Barely 24 hours earlier, Dan had left the office with his head spinning, and now it was spinning again—but for entirely different reasons. He hadn’t yet seen the full transformation, but the way the clothes felt on him, the soft caress of the lingerie, and the snugness of the dress, he could feel the shift happening. He was becoming someone else.

Lunch was grilled chicken and salad with a light dressing. Dan chuckled to himself, realizing that even his meals were now part of the transformation—eating like a girl was clearly required. He was too hungry to complain but did his best to mimic Crystal, sitting up straight, crossing his legs, and taking delicate, ladylike bites. With every little motion, he felt more and more feminine.

After lunch, the big reveal finally came. Crystal took him by the hand, leading him back down the hallway. Walking in the 3 1/2-inch heels proved more difficult than Dan had anticipated. Crystal had referred to them as "training wheels," but even with that, Dan found himself stumbling. He rarely wore heels around his apartment, so this was a massive change. By the time they reached Ms. Samantha’s office, Dan was gripping Crystal’s hand tightly, grateful for the support.

"Oh, now that is much better!" Ms. Samantha exclaimed the moment they stepped inside. "Very nicely done, Crystal!"

Dan hadn’t yet seen his reflection, but hearing Ms. Samantha’s approval made him swell with pride. To the side of her desk stood a full-length mirror, and it took all of Dan’s willpower not to rush over to it.

"Bring her to the mirror," Ms. Samantha instructed with a wave of her hand. "Let her see herself."

Dan barely registered the fact that Ms. Samantha had referred to him as a girl three times in a single sentence. Once he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror, he understood why. Standing before him was a reasonably tall brunette, dressed in a flowing pale pink dress that hugged her body just right. The dress swayed softly around his legs, paired with open-toe slingback heels. The sight of his body, so transformed, almost made him forget about the aching cage that was holding his cock in check. The dress fit perfectly, accentuating his legs, and the false breasts gave him the illusion of a truly feminine chest.

"What do you think?" Ms. Samantha asked, watching him closely.

"I can’t believe that’s me!" Dan blurted, his voice filled with wonder.

"Can’t believe it’s you what, darling?" Ms. Samantha’s voice turned steely.

"Me in the mirror," Dan answered, oblivious to the slip he had just made.

Ms. Samantha’s eyes darkened as she stepped between him and the mirror, her gaze boring into his. Whatever his cock had been doing inside the tight cage was quickly reversing, shrinking back in fear as she loomed over him.

"I’m so sorry, Ms. Samantha!" Dan stammered, suddenly realizing his mistake. "I was just so distracted, I’m sorry, Ma'am!"

"Relax, honeybun," Ms. Samantha’s voice softened slightly as she guided him away from the mirror and toward her desk. "A simple reminder will help you for the future."

"Reminder, Ms. Samantha?" Dan asked, his voice filled with confusion.

"Yes, baby girl," she said firmly. "Now lean forward until I say stop."

Dan did as he was told, leaning forward over her desk. When she didn’t stop him, he placed his hands on the desktop, then his elbows.

"That’s good," Ms. Samantha said, still with a hint of sternness. "Now, stay still and don’t move until I say."

"Yes, Ma'am!" Dan replied, his heart racing.

A sudden rush of cool air over his exposed thighs and ass made him almost jump upright, but he caught himself just in time. Glancing to his right, Dan saw Crystal watching him with a reassuring smile, but it did little to calm his nerves. His lace thong and matching garter belt did nothing to protect his bare bottom from the exposure.

A sharp sting suddenly exploded on his right butt cheek, causing him to yelp and almost stand again.

"I said don’t move!" Ms. Samantha hissed, her voice sharp.

"Yes, Ma'am! I’m sorry, Ms. Samantha!" Dan blurted, tears pricking his eyes.

Five hard swats to each cheek left Dan’s skin burning, the sharp pain bringing tears to his eyes. Despite her small size, Ms. Samantha packed a surprising amount of power into each smack. His cheeks throbbed as she pulled his dress back down into place, the fabric brushing against his tender skin.

"One steadfast rule I have, sissy," Ms. Samantha’s voice was calm now, "once a punishment is over, it’s over. You learn, and you move on. Understood?"

"Yes, Ms. Samantha," Dan replied, grateful for the finality of the rule.

"Now let’s have a seat over at the table," Ms. Samantha said, moving in that direction already, her voice smooth and commanding. "Crystal, coffee and contracts, please."

"Yes, Ma'am!" Crystal responded cheerfully, already making her way to fulfill the request.

Coffee and contracts? Dan’s mind buzzed with confusion. Contracts? Was he really going to sign some kind of employment agreement? He wasn’t a lawyer—how was he supposed to handle this? His thoughts spiraled, imagining what his old college friend Rob would think if he received a contract like this. How could he possibly send this over, detailing his new role as a blossoming female receptionist or executive assistant? Would the contract include dates like the ones Crystal was about to go on next week? Dan couldn’t send this to anyone he knew—it would be too humiliating. He realized he was on his own for this one.

"Just relax, sweetie," Ms. Samantha said, setting up a video camera. "It’s all very routine. But if I’m going to give you a $10,000 signing bonus, I’m going to have certain expectations of your performance."

"Yes, Ms. Samantha," Dan replied, his stomach tightening at the thought of being recorded.

"This will help remove the legalese that might be confusing for you," she added, her tone polite but laced with condescension like she knew he was in way over his head.

Crystal returned with the coffee, placing it carefully on the table. Needing a distraction, Dan quickly fixed himself a cup, his hands trembling slightly as he poured. Crystal, ever the perfect assistant, made a cup for Ms. Samantha, who sat back, her posture immaculate.

Dan tried his best to sit properly, crossing his legs the way he’d seen Crystal do, the hem of his dress falling just above his knee. His back was straight as he carefully reviewed the two-page contract, the long nails that Crystal had applied earlier making it harder to flip through the pages.

"In short, to cut through all the crap," Ms. Samantha said matter-of-factly, "paragraph one requires you to wear appropriate women’s clothing while employed here. I have no male employees, after all." Crystal giggled softly at that. "Paragraph two lays out performance bonuses, which include monetary penalties if you violate certain rules."

"Violate rules, Ms. Samantha?" Dan asked, glancing over at the section she mentioned.

"Yes. If you remove your cage, for instance, there’s a $500 fine for the first offense," she explained coolly. "The fine increases by $500 for each subsequent offense." She waited for Dan to nod in acknowledgment before continuing. "Masturbation carries a $1,000 fine, which also doubles for each additional offense."

"What happens if I don’t have enough money in my account to cover the fines?" Dan asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

"That’s covered in the final paragraph," Ms. Samantha replied between sips of her coffee. "It falls under grounds for termination."

Dan nodded slowly, continuing to read through the document.

"Paragraph three outlines what’s expected when you meet clients," Ms. Samantha said, setting her coffee down and locking eyes with him. "I’ll never put you in a position you’re not ready for, or in a situation where you could embarrass yourself—or me."

"Thank you, Ma'am," Dan replied, feeling a small wave of relief at her reassurance.

"Paragraph four is standard boilerplate about the length of client contracts," she said, her voice less intense now. "Some girls are on short contracts—dinner dates or weekends away—while others are on longer-term assignments. Two girls are currently on month-long assignments, one’s in Paris and another in the Caribbean on a very expensive yacht."

"Wow!" Dan gasped, wondering how much it cost to ‘rent’ someone for a whole month, and also how amazing would it be to get paid to be in those places.

"After six months, you’ll have the option to leave the agency," Ms. Samantha continued, pride evident in her voice. "Although none of the girls have ever left right at six months. But it’s an option. Should you leave amicably, you’ll receive no less than two letters of recommendation from different CEOs who are clients apart from my own, you’ll get to keep your entire wardrobe, and you’ll receive a severance package based on the length of your employment."

"Sounds very generous, Ms. Samantha," Dan replied, still trying to process everything.

"It is," she said with a knowing smile. "I believe in treating my people well." She handed Dan a pen before continuing. "This afternoon, you’ll have several boxes delivered to your apartment containing your new wardrobe—that is, as soon as you sign the contract."

"New wardrobe, Ms. Samantha?" Dan asked, his voice tinged with nervous excitement.

"Yes. Like most workplaces, you’re expected to arrive dressed for work," she explained smoothly. "That means no more men’s clothing. You’ll leave here today dressed as you are."

Dan felt his stomach drop. "I have to leave here dressed like this, Ms. Samantha?" he asked, fear evident in his voice.

"Yes," she said curtly. "You’re my soon-to-be executive assistant, and I don’t employ men. This morning was the last time you’ll enter this building in men’s clothing."

"Yes, Ma'am," Dan replied, nearly spilling his coffee as his hands trembled.

"Go take a look at yourself in the mirror," Ms. Samantha instructed. "Tell me, does anyone you know look at you and see anything but a woman?"

Dan reluctantly complied, standing in front of the mirror. The reflection staring back at him was of a curvy, feminine figure, with a flowing peach dress that clung in all the right places. He could barely recognize himself.

"You don’t have friends in the building where you live," Ms. Samantha said, stepping closer to him. "No family nearby to just drop in, and no girlfriend or regular visitors." She was right, of course. Dan realized just how isolated he was, but the thought still scared him.

"It’ll get easier with time," she reassured him, gently touching his waist. "And by the time you’re ready to meet clients, you won’t be taking public transportation anymore."

"Okay, Ms. Samantha," Dan replied, remembering the incentives that came with staying for six months. Losing the 5K bonus would be a hard pill to swallow, and he wasn’t ready to give up that kind of money.

"I just hope I don’t fall on my way home!" Dan added, his voice shaky.

"Crystal will make sure you have plenty of practice before you leave," Ms. Samantha said, handing him the pen. "Having you end up in the ER because you broke a leg would be terribly embarrassing for you."

Dan’s face turned pale at the thought. The idea of having to hand over his ID and insurance information while dressed in his new work attire made his stomach churn. Would the nurses laugh behind his back? The thought made him cringe as he signed the contract, his new false nails making it more difficult than he expected.

Looking up at the clock, Dan realized he had just over two hours to master walking in heels. He was grateful Crystal had started him with the 3 1/2-inch ‘training’ heels, but seeing the heels both Ms. Samantha and Crystal wore made him yearn to reach that level of confidence.

"Why don’t you go with Crystal now, honeybun?" Ms. Samantha said with a confident smile. "Make sure you exchange phone numbers and contact details. She’s going to be your lifeline for the time being."

"Thank you, Ms. Samantha," Dan replied, rising slowly to his feet, his stockinged legs still shaky beneath him.

Following Crystal out of the office, Dan’s mind raced. Had he thanked Ms. Samantha properly for everything—the opportunity, the job, the contract, or the concern she’d shown him? Or was it for the clothes she was gifting him, or perhaps all of it? He wasn’t sure, but his gratitude was real.

Dan was learning fast that there were so many little things he now had to be aware of while wearing heels. Stepping into the elevator, something he’d done hundreds of times before, suddenly became a challenge. The small gap between the elevator and the floor now looked like a gaping chasm, and Dan was hyper-aware of the fact that one wrong move could trap his heel. Stepping into the elevator with Crystal, his focus on the gap consumed him—until he realized where she was leading him. The front door. The exit. The outside world.

"Oh my God," Dan pleaded, freezing in his tracks, his heart pounding. "I can’t go out there like this!"

"Look over in that mirror to your right," Crystal’s voice was soft and soothing, her hand gently resting on his shoulder. "What do you see? Who do you see?"

Dan stared at the reflection of the brunette woman in the mirror. "I see a woman," he admitted, hearing his own voice coming from the feminine image.

"A beautiful woman, right?" Crystal pressed, and Dan blushed, his gaze dropping. "How many people noticed you this morning when you were dressed like a man?" She continued, not waiting for his answer. "Barely anyone! It’ll be the same today." She guided him toward the door, her grip firm. "Watch, we’ll stand outside, and no one will give us a second glance."

Dan’s knees felt weak as they stepped onto the bustling sidewalk. Crystal guided him to the side of the door, holding his hand tightly. Dan clung to her like a lifeline, his grip desperate, his pulse racing. This was the most terrifying thing he’d ever done. Leaning back against the building, hoping he could just melt into it, Dan’s heart pounded in his chest. Minutes ticked by. No one pointed, no one laughed, no one even seemed to notice him. It was as if he didn’t exist. Slowly, his heart rate began to calm.

"See?" Crystal smiled, bumping her shoulder against his. "Told you!"

"I guess you’re right," Dan whispered, suddenly hyper-aware of his masculine voice.

"We’ll work on that next," Crystal said, slipping her arm through his. "Come on, let’s go get a coffee."

Dan hesitated, but the warmth of Crystal’s arm and the confidence she exuded pulled him along. As they walked, Dan couldn’t help but notice how effortlessly Crystal moved, how elegantly she carried herself. Men and women alike smiled as they passed, and Dan’s anxiety slowly melted away with each step. No one was looking at him with disgust or disdain. Instead, he was passing. For the first time in his life, Dan was walking down a busy street, passing as a woman—and an attractive one at that. He loosened his grip on Crystal’s arm, feeling his confidence grow with each step.

When they reached the local coffee shop, a man on his way out held the door open for them, stepping aside as they entered. Dan blushed, feeling the attention of his gaze on him, and Crystal thanked the man with a perfect smile.

"Crystal!" a voice called from behind the counter. "I’ve missed you!"

"Oh, you know how things are!" Crystal replied, leading Dan to the counter with that same effortless grace. "Busy as ever!"

"The usual?" the girl behind the counter asked, smiling brightly.

"Yes, please," Crystal replied, her voice flawless, "and one for my friend too."

"Of course!" the girl winked at Dan before turning to make their drinks.

"For now, you’ve got a sore throat," Crystal whispered in Dan’s ear, her breath warm. "And a touch of laryngitis." Dan nodded, grateful for the excuse.

"Two soy caramel mocha lattes for you ladies!" the girl chirped, placing the cups on the counter with a smile.

"Thank you, Emma!" Crystal said, grabbing the cups and leading Dan to a window-side table.

"Here?" Dan whispered nervously, his voice shaky.

"Yes," Crystal replied with a bit of playful scolding. "Right here." She pulled out a high stool for Dan to sit on. "You’re out already—too late to hide now!"

Sitting at the table, facing the window, Dan crossed his legs and tried his best to look relaxed. Just like outside the office, barely anyone paid attention to them. When someone did glance their way, Dan noticed how their eyes lingered on his legs, then quickly looked away, embarrassed to be caught staring. Slowly, his self-consciousness faded, replaced by something else. Confidence. Not only was Dan passing as a woman, but he was passing as an attractive woman.

"You’ve noticed, haven’t you?" Crystal giggled, elbowing Dan playfully.

"Noticed what?" he whispered, trying to play it cool.

"Noticed that this is the best seat in the house if you want your confidence built up!" she teased.

"You noticed, huh?"

"How could I not?" Crystal said with pride. "You look amazing!" she added loudly, drawing more attention to them than Dan wanted. "Even Emma didn’t question you!" Dan blushed, noticing for the first time the lipstick stain on his coffee cup.

"It’s just a lot to get used to," Dan whispered, feeling overwhelmed by how fast things were changing.

"To help you out tomorrow," Crystal said, pulling out her phone, "give me your number. You can text me if you run into any issues tonight or in the morning."

Dan nodded, then suddenly blanched as reality hit him. "I have to get myself like this in the morning?"

"Relax, sweetie," Crystal said calmly, her tone soothing. "You can call me, and we’ll go over everything together in the morning. You’ve got this."

"Okay," Dan muttered, still unsure but trusting Crystal.

"Let’s go," Crystal said, sliding out of her chair. "Ms. Samantha will be looking for us soon."

Dan stumbled slightly as he rose from his seat, his legs still a little shaky from walking in heels.

"Okay," Crystal said softly, "you go ahead, I’ll be right behind you."

Dan’s eyes must have conveyed the panic he felt. "Don’t worry, you’ve got this, girlfriend!"

Being called “girlfriend” didn’t do much to reassure him—it was just another confirmation of the role he was now playing. Taking a deep breath, Dan rolled his shoulders back and started walking toward the office. Every step was a conscious effort. He had to remember to take smaller steps, keep his head up, avoid obstacles that could trip him, and stay aware of who was watching—all while trying not to make eye contact. By the time he reached the office building, his heart was racing again.

"Here, let me get that for you!" a handsome man said, holding the door open for Dan.

Dan exaggerated a cough, clearing his throat before hoarsely whispering, "Thanks."

"Sounds like a nasty cold," the man said, stepping inside with Dan. "Hope you’re taking something for it."

Dan could only nod politely, praying the conversation would end quickly. Where was Crystal? As the elevator door opened, the man ushered Dan inside with a gesture. Standing in the elevator, Dan spied Crystal outside, smiling at him from a distance. His eyes widened with panic. He wanted to scream at her, but that would certainly blow his cover. Instead, he pressed the button for the fourth floor and hoped the man would get off before then.

"Are you new in the building?" the man asked, pressing the button for the sixth floor. Dan nodded. "I tell you, that office has some of the most stunning women coming in and out." Dan’s face flushed; had he just been referred to as “stunning”? "I’m Jay, by the way."

Clearing his throat again, Dan panicked. He didn’t have a girl’s name ready! "Da..." he stammered, before blurting, "Danielle." His voice was a gravelly whisper.

"Nice to meet you, Danielle," Jay said with a warm smile as the elevator doors finally opened.

Dan wanted to bolt out of the elevator and run straight into the office. Where the hell was Crystal? She must’ve been downstairs laughing her ass off, that bitch!

"Thanks," Dan said just as the doors were closing. Without thinking, he gave Jay a quick wink, which made the man smile.

"What the fuck was that?" Dan hissed under his breath as he hurried toward the office door. "I can’t believe I just winked at a guy!"

"You winked at a guy?" Ms. Samantha’s voice rang out as Dan entered the room. "Seems like someone’s quite the flirt! Tell me everything!"

Blushing deeply, Dan recounted the whole story—from Jay holding the door for him to Crystal’s disappearance. His face felt like it was on fire the entire time.

"Well then, two things are clear," Ms. Samantha said as Crystal entered the office, beaming. "You’re passable enough to get hit on in an elevator, and your name is now Danielle."

"Ohhhh, Danielle!" Crystal squealed with delight, pulling Dan into a tight hug. The sensation of their fake breasts pressing together made it all feel even more surreal.

"I’m glad you girls are getting along," Ms. Samantha said with a proud smile. "But we’re going to have to work on Danielle’s voice. She can only have a cold for so long!"

"Yes, Ms. Samantha!" they said in unison.

"Danielle," Ms. Samantha’s eyes ran over her new girl with satisfaction. "Don’t go stripping out of all your new clothing the moment you get home tonight. You’ll be receiving a delivery this evening, and you’ll need to sign for it in person."

"Yes, Ms. Samantha," Dan replied, still unsure of what was happening, though the excitement buzzed beneath the surface.

"Oh, you’re going to feel like a kid in a candy store tonight!" Crystal squealed with delight as soon as Ms. Samantha left the room. "You’re getting all kinds of new clothing delivered to you tonight!"

"Really?" Dan asked, still puzzled at how fast everything was happening.

"Oh, you don’t know the half of it!" Crystal pulled Dan over to the couch in the seating area, her eyes twinkling with excitement. "It’s everything a new girl needs—nighties, lingerie, robes, workout clothes, sneakers, heels, makeup, and at least a dozen sexy work outfits!" She squeezed Dan’s hands, practically bouncing with excitement. "Tomorrow morning, you’re going to have so many options, you won’t know what to wear!"

"That much?" Dan could hardly believe it.

"Sweetie," Crystal’s tone turned serious as she leaned in closer, "the contract was serious. From today on, you’re Danielle, 24 hours a day, 7 days a week. No more Dan. Unless your parents or a sibling show up unexpectedly, you are always Danielle."

Dan swallowed hard. The weight of that reality hit him squarely. He remembered the section of the contract that outlined fines and penalties. Was there a penalty for lounging at home in his old ratty sweats? Or for running out to grab a coffee in a baseball cap and his beaten-up sneakers?

"It’s okay, I know what you’re thinking." Crystal’s voice turned soothing again, her hand rubbing his arm gently. "You don’t have to get all glammed up just to grab breakfast, but you will be doing it in yoga pants, a cute sweatshirt, and a ponytail. Got it?"

"I guess," Dan muttered, still trying to wrap his head around it all.

"You’ve got this, Danielle!" Crystal gave him another reassuring hug, her body pressing against his in a way that should have been awkward, but felt oddly comforting.

Despite everything, Dan felt comforted by Crystal. In the back of his mind, he knew he was hugging a guy, but Crystal didn’t feel like a guy at all. She felt more like a sister—a sister who was guiding him through this bewildering transformation. For the next half hour, they worked on Dan’s voice, practicing a more feminine pitch. Crystal joked that Danielle sounded more like the husky-voiced Scarlett Johansson, but all Dan could hear was his own voice struggling to pass as a girl.

"It’s quitting time," Crystal said with a sigh, clearly disappointed the day had come to an end. "I took the liberty of moving your stuff from those hideous pants into this purse." She handed him a soft peach-colored purse that matched his outfit perfectly.

"Thanks," Dan said, accepting the purse. "It does match nicely." He wasn’t entirely sincere, but Crystal beamed at his response, thrilled with his approval.

Crystal grabbed her own purse and took Dan’s arm, walking him to the elevator. Once downstairs, she gave him one last hug, holding him close.

"You’ve got this, sweetie," Crystal said confidently. "No one will suspect a thing. And you have to call me when you get your new wardrobe tonight!"

"Okay," Dan replied, trying his best to hide the nervous tremble in his voice.

As Crystal sauntered off with her usual ease, Dan watched her, wondering how long it had taken her to master that level of confidence. He took a deep breath, steeling himself as he turned toward the train station. His first step was shaky.

"Shit!" Dan hissed as he stumbled, nearly falling over. "Shit again," he muttered, cursing himself for not using his female voice.

Stepping aside, Dan took several deep breaths, trying to compose himself. His life had always been one of online gaming, binge-watching movies, and reading porn. This was the first time he’d ever spent this long in heels, the first time he’d ever worn so much femme clothing, and the first time he’d ever gone out in public dressed like this. It felt like a nightmare—like he was going to pass out from fear. The terror of being caught fed his anxiety, and it was all he could do to stop himself from hyperventilating.

After a few more calming breaths, Dan finally managed to walk again, his steps careful and deliberate. The journey home was unlike any other. Each step in heels felt like a victory, even if it was exhausting. He was grateful for the ‘training’ heels he’d been given—any taller and he might not have made it. But even so, he felt a swell of pride. He’d survived the panic outside the office, and now, on the subway, he was blending into the crowd. No one seemed to notice him. He was passing.

Stepping onto the train, a task he used to do mindlessly, was now another hurdle. The small gap between the platform and the train looked huge, and the swaying motion of the car was a constant battle for balance. Visions of him falling, exposing his caged cock for all to see, filled his mind, making him stumble. He was so focused on staying upright that he missed his stop and had to circle back around. By the time he approached his apartment building, the terror hit him again. What if someone recognized him?

"I don’t need to work out any time soon," Dan whispered to himself, his voice shaky. "I’ve been doing cardio for an hour just trying to get home."

By some miracle, the elevator was empty all the way to his apartment. When he finally got inside, he collapsed against the door, panting heavily.

"And that was just day one," he muttered, his chest heaving. "What the fuck have I gotten myself into?"

In the safety of his apartment, Dan all but collapsed onto his couch, kicking off his heels with a sigh of relief. His feet throbbed from the pressure. "No wonder women always take these things off," he grumbled, rubbing his sore feet, his eyes catching on his neatly painted toenails through the sheer stockings.

Everything felt like an effort now. As he flopped onto the couch, his long brown hair fell into his face, and his discarded heels were now in his way. To make things worse, he had to pee. Hiking up his dress, Dan stepped into the cramped bathroom, grumbling as he pushed down his peach thong and sat.

"Okay, now what?" he asked himself, sighing as his bladder finally emptied.

Thumbing through his phone, Dan checked his bank account. Sure enough, he was $5,000 richer. Considering he hadn’t even had a tenth of that the day before, it was a welcome sight. He quickly caught up on his credit card payments, paid next month’s rent, and settled a few other bills. He still had money left over. For the first time in years, Dan felt flush. Finishing up in the bathroom, he made sure to smooth out his dress, recalling the embarrassing story of a girl from high school who had walked out with her dress tucked into her panties.

"Better get good at this now," Dan muttered, rolling his eyes.

One more task remained. Dan dialed his now-old boss’s number. "Time to jump, Danielle," he whispered to himself as the phone rang.

In the span of fifteen minutes, Dan had left his old life behind. He quit his old job, paid his bills, and felt better than he ever thought possible. To celebrate, he ordered his favorite pizza from the shop down the street. Twenty minutes later, the buzzer rang.

"Come on up!" Dan said gleefully into the intercom, not bothering to ask who it was.

He opened the door, expecting pizza, but instead, two men appeared, each with a dolly stacked with boxes.

"Yeah, uh," the first guy said, his eyes quickly scanning Dan from head to toe. "Delivery for Danielle."

"That’s... me," Dan stammered, clearing his throat, remembering what he’d practiced with Crystal.

"Where do you want these, Ms.?" the man asked politely, his eyes lingering on Dan’s form.

"Right in the main room, by the couch, please," Danielle responded, stepping out of the way.

"Whoa!" another voice said from behind the delivery guys. "You’re not who I was expecting!"

Turning, Dan found himself face-to-face with the pizza delivery guy. He gave Dan a strange smile, clearly checking him out. "Just moving in?" he asked, his eyes roaming up and down Danielle’s body.

"Uh, yes," Dan replied, his voice betraying his nerves.

"Nice," the pizza guy said, barely hiding his gaze as he openly stared at Danielle’s legs. "That’ll be fifteen bucks."

"Let me just grab my purse," Danielle said, suddenly fumbling as she reached into her bag for the money. Meanwhile, the first delivery guy produced paperwork for Dan to sign.

"Take your time," the pizza guy said with a tone that sent a shiver down Dan’s spine.

"Thank you for bringing this over," Dan said, scribbling on the paperwork, trying to ignore the creepy attention he was receiving.

"Our pleasure, Ms.," the delivery guy responded with a smile that lingered a bit too long.

As Dan looked up, he noticed the first guy’s eyes lingering on his chest, clearly checking out his cleavage. Their eyes met briefly, and the sheepish look on the guy’s face confirmed it. He’d been caught! Dan led them to the door, the pizza guy still standing there, watching him closely.

"Here’s a twenty," Danielle said, handing him a crumpled bill. "Keep the change."

"Not only are you way better looking than the last guy who lived here," the pizza guy said, handing over the pizza, "but you’re more generous, too."

"Thanks, I guess," Dan replied, unsure whether to feel flattered or creeped out.

Double-locking the door behind them, Dan leaned against it and started giggling. The encounter with Jay in the elevator had been awkward, but now, with the delivery guys, it hit him: they hadn’t seen Dan under the wig and makeup, they only saw Danielle. He was passable! Completely passable. He could hardly believe it. Suddenly, his phone rang. It was a video call from Crystal. He had to share this moment with her!

"Hi!" Dan practically beamed as he answered the call.

"So, did you get your delivery yet?" Crystal asked excitement in her voice.

"That and more!" Dan proudly exclaimed.

"You slut!" Crystal teased, her tone playful.

"Not like that, silly!" Although as Dan said the words, she remembered how all three men—especially the pizza guy—had been checking her out.

Dan excitedly recounted the whole pizza delivery story to Crystal, including how none of them recognized him and how they’d all checked her out. Crystal laughed, clearly enjoying the story, and pointed out what Dan already knew: Danielle was a very attractive woman. As she nibbled on her pizza, Crystal made Dan promise not to eat more than two slices. In between bites, Dan showed off his new haul of clothing. It was the most fun Dan had had with anyone in over a year, maybe longer. He had always been introverted, unlucky with women, and had very few close friends. But with Crystal, he felt more sisterly than ever.

"Can I make a suggestion?" Crystal asked as Dan sorted through his new wardrobe.

"Please!" Dan responded, eager for advice.

"You need to put your old life—and the old you—behind you." Crystal’s tone turned serious. "Get rid of Dan here and now, and embrace living as Danielle." Dan lowered his head slightly, knowing deep down that she was right. "Look at yourself, look at how happy you are," Crystal’s voice softened, warm and encouraging. "When was the last time you felt this way?"

"It’s been a long time," Dan admitted, his voice quiet.

"From now on, you’re Danielle in every way," Crystal pressed gently. "So be Danielle."

"That makes sense," Dan replied, pulling out a soft, silky outfit for the evening. "One quick question, though—I should’ve asked before I left work. Where’s the key?"

"The key?" Crystal asked, raising an eyebrow.

"You know," Dan said, glancing down at the cage beneath his panties, "THE key."

"Ohhhh, you don’t want that key, Danielle," Crystal said with a knowing smile. "Tonight might be tough, but it would be much tougher if you had the key."

"I have to sleep with the cage on?"

"Sweetie, it’s $500 if you remove that cage," Crystal’s voice took on a more serious tone, "and $1,000 if you... get off. You know damn well that if you had the key, you’d be dreaming about that pizza guy and racking up a bill you can’t pay. You’d wake up with no job, no wardrobe, and no money!" Dan knew she was right. "There are only three ways that lock comes off," Crystal continued, her voice softening a little. "Either a client requests it, Ms. Samantha decides, or you quit."

"Okay," Dan sighed, feeling the weight of his lack of control settle in.

"Donate your old clothes to charity or something," Crystal suggested. "And be Danielle."

"Well, I got them from a secondhand store, so I doubt they’d want them back now!" Dan chuckled.

"Oh my! No, probably not!" Crystal laughed. "No more secondhand clothes for you, girlie!" Dan blushed and nodded in agreement. "Okay, I’ll see you in the morning. Give me a call when you’re getting ready, and I’ll help you." Crystal smiled warmly, her voice full of care. "The first few days are the hardest, but it gets easier. Love you!"

"Love you too," Dan responded instinctively.

As the call disconnected, Dan realized that he meant it. Crystal was his lifeline like Ms. Samantha had said; she was now his best friend, far better than anyone he’d had in his life. Stripping down to just the peach lace thong that hugged his hips, Dan pulled on a pair of white spandex short shorts, the material hugging his ass tightly. He matched them with a snug sports bra, tucking his foam breasts into the cups. Over that, he slipped into a soft, oversized baby pink sweatshirt that nearly covered the shorts entirely. Finding a pair of matching pink ankle socks, he pulled them on and scrunched them around his ankles, just like a girlfriend from years ago used to do.

Then, he got to work. Among the boxes were four large trash bags, which he filled with the last remnants of his old life. It didn’t take long. He tossed most of his old male clothing into the bags, though he kept a pair of his best jeans and two shirts, burying them deep in the back of his closet—just in case. His wardrobe was transformed. Where his thrift store suit and two pairs of dress pants had once hung, there were now four gorgeous dresses, three skirts, and five silky blouses, all in luxurious fabrics. His old, rather sparse underwear drawer had been replaced with a drawer filled with stockings, socks, and all sorts of hosiery, while the next drawer down was bursting with lingerie—no less than fourteen sets, each sexier than the last. Bustiers, corsets, workout gear, casual wear, jeans, sneakers, and heels in every color and height imaginable filled his space. He realized he could easily go two weeks, wearing two outfits a day, without repeating anything. The only thing he didn’t have multiple options for was nightwear, but that was hardly a concern.

Dragging the trash bags to the apartment door, Dan was relieved to find the garbage chute wasn’t far away. Taking the first bag into the hallway, he looked both ways before stepping out into the open.

"Who knew crap could be so heavy?" he hissed to himself as he tossed the first bag into the chute.

The second bag was heavier, and Dan struggled with the weight as he fought to keep the spring-loaded door open.

"Need a hand there, sweetheart?" a voice said from behind him.

Dan turned and found himself face-to-face with the building super. Normally, the guy would scold him for trying to shove such large bags into the chute, complaining that they’d get stuck or cause a problem. But today, something felt different. Dan could feel the man’s eyes scanning him, lingering on his legs before slowly moving upward.

Dan blushed, his heart racing as he caught the man’s gaze. He felt the way the spandex shorts clung to his hips, the way the soft sweatshirt hung just long enough to be teasingly modest. And beneath it all, the tight lace thong pressed against him, reminding him of just how feminine he looked.

"Here, let me help you with that," Bill said, stepping forward to grab the bag effortlessly, tossing it into the chute with ease. His eyes lingered a little too long as he smiled. "You must be new here," he said, his voice laced with an odd mix of friendliness and curiosity. "I’m the building super, Bill."

"Hi, Bill," Dan—now Danielle—replied, avoiding direct eye contact, trying to keep the encounter brief. "I’m Danielle."

"Which apartment are you in, Danielle?" Bill asked, his broad figure subtly blocking her way down the hallway, his stance casual but imposing.

"4B," she replied, trying to maintain her composure as she felt Bill’s gaze trace her up and down.

"Ah, that slouch Dan finally moved out, huh?!" Bill chuckled, stepping aside just enough for Danielle to slip past him. "I know it’s been a while, but I bet those walls could use a fresh coat of paint."

Danielle’s blood boiled. She’d been after Bill for over a year to paint her apartment as Dan, and here he was offering it at the first sight of Danielle in her tight spandex shorts and oversized pink sweatshirt. She wanted to rip off the wig and tell him off, but that would only complicate things. Instead, she batted her lashes at Bill, her voice sweet.

"I’ll keep that in mind," she said, her lips curling into a coy smile, thinking she could finally get more than just a fresh coat of paint out of him. "I think the kitchen sink backs up a bit, too. I’ll let you know."

"I’d gladly snake that drain for you, darlin’," Bill replied with a wide grin, his innuendo painfully obvious.

"I’ll be sure to let you know," Danielle said, her tone laced with playful sarcasm, though she couldn’t help but wonder how far she could push this new dynamic.

"Oh, sweet!" Another voice interrupted from behind. It was the pizza guy from earlier, adjusting himself as he walked toward them, his eyes locked onto Danielle’s legs. "I forgot to drop this off earlier!" He thrust a fistful of coupons forward. "A couple are expired, but if you ask for me to deliver, I’ll honor them."

"Thanks," Danielle replied, taking the coupons, her mind racing. She couldn’t recall ever getting coupons from this guy before—yet now, suddenly, he was more than happy to oblige. "I hope you both have a good night."

Quickly backing into her apartment, Danielle locked the door behind her, peeking through the peephole as the two men lingered in the hallway.

"Legs for days on that one!" Bill’s voice echoed as he walked off.

"You got that right!" the pizza guy chimed in with a chuckle.

"Jerks!" Danielle muttered to herself, but then a sly smile crossed her face. "Although...," she thought, plopping down onto the couch, crossing her legs as she flicked on the TV. "I play my cards right, I might get free pizza and my whole apartment redone." She smirked, shaking her head. "Maybe being Danielle won’t be all that bad."

The restless night that followed, however, made her reconsider. The cage between her legs felt even more constricting while she tried to sleep, and the discomfort gnawed at her, keeping her thoughts spinning in circles. By the time morning came, she was groggy and a little less enthusiastic about her new life. Crystal was a huge help, guiding her through her makeup and picking out an outfit for the day, but now Danielle had to handle the entire grooming ritual on her own.

Standing in her small bathroom, Danielle cursed the shower—it had always been fine for Dan, but shaving her legs in the cramped space was a nightmare. The poor lighting didn’t help, making her struggle with her makeup as well. It took nearly an hour before she finally felt ready to leave.

Danielle’s confidence grew a little more each day as she left the apartment. Bill’s incessant flirting wasn’t welcome, but it was, at least, confirmation that she was passable as a woman. The commute was becoming easier, too. Men often offered their seats so she didn’t have to risk standing in heels as the train swayed. She appreciated it, even if their eyes wandered to her legs more than once.

Work, however, was a different challenge. Learning how to do the job while navigating life as a woman was tougher than she expected. Her nails constantly got in the way of typing, and she often struggled to grip her coffee cup without accidentally smudging her lipstick. Her voice was still a problem, too—more than once, she’d answered the phone as Dan, only catching herself mid-sentence. Walking in heels was a constant struggle, every step reminding her of the threat of termination, which loomed like a dark cloud over her head. Losing this job wouldn’t just mean being unemployed—it would mean losing everything.

As the days went by, Danielle ventured out more on her own. She made a quick stop at the local market on her way home one night and even attempted a run. Unfortunately, her foam breasts nearly flew out of her sports bra, cutting her run short. Despite these hiccups, by Friday morning, Danielle was feeling more comfortable in her skin. She had mastered her morning routine and even managed to commute in heels without tripping over herself.

Yet, as she made her way to work that morning, she couldn’t help but feel a sense of dread creeping in. The weekend was approaching, and she knew she would miss Crystal and the daily ritual of getting dressed up for work. Despite the growing comfort, she wasn’t ready to face the weekend alone as Danielle. But she pushed the thought aside, determined not to let it ruin her mood.

"A present came in for you today!" Crystal squealed as Danielle returned from her coffee run, practically bouncing with excitement.

"Ohhh?" Danielle set the coffees down on the desk, her curiosity piqued as she eyed the nondescript box Crystal held. "What is it?"

"Your boobs are in!" Crystal’s face lit up with delight. "Quick, grab Ms. Samantha’s coffee and come with me!"

Danielle’s heart raced at the thought. She hated to admit it, but she’d been looking forward to getting something more realistic on her chest. The foam breasts she’d been using didn’t move naturally, and trying to work out or go for a run had been a nightmare. They felt stiff and awkward, and she couldn’t help but feel self-conscious. Sleeping with them had been a disaster—she’d woken up with one under her neck and the other on the floor. She’d even worried she’d flattened one beyond repair. Crystal’s breasts, on the other hand, were adhered to her chest, moving naturally, feeling and looking entirely real.

"Come in, girls," Ms. Samantha called from her office before Crystal could even knock. "Crystal squealing like a teenager can only mean one thing—it’s new chest day for Danielle!"

"It is, Ms. Samantha!" Crystal replied, her cheeks flushing with excitement.

"I’m not sure who’s more excited about your new chest, Danielle," Ms. Samantha teased, her voice dripping with amusement. "You or Crystal!"

"Crystal’s always very encouraging, Ms. Samantha," Danielle said sincerely. "She’s been a big help."

"I’m glad to hear that," Ms. Samantha replied with a smile. "Now go ahead and take off your blouse, bra, and those foam breasts."

Danielle’s fingers moved quickly, unbuttoning her cream V-neck sweater and sliding it off, followed by her nude demi bra that had been holding the foam breast forms in place. Standing bare-chested in front of Ms. Samantha and Crystal felt... strange. For the first time in days, Danielle realized she felt vulnerable being bare-chested like she was exposed in a way she hadn’t been before. It was a far cry from when she had been Dan, walking around shirtless without a second thought.

"Alcohol wipes are in the bathroom, Crystal," Ms. Samantha said, instructing her assistant.

"Yes, Ma’am!" Crystal responded, darting off to grab the supplies.

The cold air kissed Danielle’s skin, and she shivered slightly. It felt oddly intimate to stand there without the pretense of her false chest. Crystal’s return was a welcome distraction, even if the alcohol wipes were icy against her skin.

"This is spirit gum," Crystal explained as she dabbed a thin layer around the inside of the prosthetic breast. "You’ll apply it in a thin coat like this." Danielle watched intently as Crystal worked. "Then you line up the breast with your own, matching up the nipples." The spirit gum was cool as Crystal applied it to Danielle’s chest.

"Now, hold this in place," Crystal said, guiding Danielle’s hand to the prosthetic. "It needs a minute to dry."

Danielle pressed the breast to her skin, feeling a bit strange holding the realistic form against her chest, but there was an undeniable thrill to it. It felt... right.

"Now you do the other one!" Crystal handed her the second breast and a small brush.

Danielle carefully brushed the adhesive onto the second form, focusing intently on getting an even layer before pressing it to her chest. Holding both breasts in place, she couldn’t help but feel a little sexy. The realistic weight, the softness, it was all so different from the foam she’d been wearing. For a brief moment, she felt like one of those women in photos who posed with their hands over their breasts, exuding confidence and allure.

"I think you’ve fondled yourself enough, Danielle," Ms. Samantha smirked, her eyes gleaming with amusement. "How do they feel?"

Danielle lowered her hands, turning her torso side to side, watching as the breasts moved naturally with her body. "Wow... heavy, but a good heavy, Ms. Samantha."

"A nice C-cup suits your frame," Ms. Samantha remarked, stepping closer to lift Danielle’s new breasts slightly. "Big enough to be noticed, but not too big for you."

"Thank you, Ma’am!" Danielle couldn’t wait to see how they looked in a mirror.

Glancing down, Danielle squeezed her arms together, delighted to see how the breasts squished and pushed up just like real ones would. Her bra fit perfectly now, and there was no longer the fear of a foam breast popping out when she bent over. To say she was obsessed with her new chest for the rest of the day would be an understatement. These new breasts were far more noticeable, both physically and visually, and felt more natural than the foam forms ever had.

"What are your plans for tomorrow, sweetie?" Crystal asked, noticing how distracted Danielle was by her new chest. "Going to spend the day playing with your boobs?"

Danielle blushed but giggled, "Definitely tonight, I’ve got nothing lined up for tomorrow, what did you have in mind?"

"I was thinking we could go out tomorrow—do some shopping, maybe dinner and drinks after. You know, just us girls." Crystal’s voice held a nervous edge as if she were asking for a favor.

"That sounds amazing!" Danielle’s heart swelled with excitement. It was the first time in months that she had weekend plans. "I’ve never done a girls’ night out!" she added, giggling at the thought. "But I have no idea what to wear!"

"Typical sissy girl," Crystal teased with a grin. "A closet full of new clothes and no idea what to wear!" Danielle blushed at the playful jab. "Tell you what, I’ll come over around 2 tomorrow, and we’ll figure it out together."

"That sounds perfect," Danielle replied, grateful to have Crystal by her side.

As they left the office, Danielle hugged Crystal tightly, savoring the feel of her new breasts pressing against her friend’s chest. It added a new dynamic to her walk and her train ride home—every step, every shift in movement, she could feel the gentle bounce of her breasts, and it was an oddly erotic sensation. Her cage felt tighter than ever as her panties strained against the arousal building inside her.

Once home, Danielle hustled about her apartment, trying to clean up. It was the first time in over a year that she’d had company, and she couldn’t bear the thought of Crystal seeing the place in its current state. It wasn’t filthy, but it certainly wasn’t ready for guests. And it still looked like a guy lived there. As if on cue, the kitchen sink backed up while she did the dishes, reminding her that she needed to ask Bill to fix it. At least he seemed more than willing to help out now that Danielle had arrived.

"That’s about all I can do here," Danielle sighed, collapsing onto the couch.

After a light dinner, Danielle slipped into a long pink satin nightgown. The cool, silky fabric glided over her body as she curled up in the corner of the couch. She logged into her favorite online game, but as her character appeared on the screen, Danielle realized something had changed. The character didn’t represent her anymore. It hadn’t before—Dan wasn’t over six feet tall and built like a linebacker—but now, it felt even more disconnected.

"Let’s see what my options are," Danielle muttered to herself, scrolling through avatars, body styles, and outfits. After a few minutes, she settled on a new look—one that felt more like who she was now. Lingerie-clad, high-heeled boots, swaying breasts, and long brown hair. A few online friends teased her about the change, but she didn’t care.

Reclining on the couch, her smooth legs and painted toes peeking out from under her pink satin nightgown, Danielle had never felt more like herself. The week had been an incredible adventure, but she knew it was only just beginning. She signed off the game and slipped into bed, her heart racing with anticipation for the next day. Tomorrow, her adventure continued.

From her text message, Danielle knew Crystal would be over around 2, so she spent the morning savoring the feeling of her satin nightgown against her legs. The smooth fabric glided over her skin as she lounged, enjoying the lazy start to her day. But as the time crept closer, anxiety started to bubble up—what was she supposed to wear? Should she greet Crystal in a dress? She had never gone out shopping like this before, especially not with a girlfriend. How did girls do this together? Did they plan matching outfits, or was it more casual? And the whole thing about girls going to the bathroom together—what did they even talk about in there? The idea of navigating that world was terrifying.

Danielle finally decided casual was best, opting for a soft rose-colored sundress that hugged her waist just enough to feel feminine without being over the top. Beneath it, she slipped into a set of delicate white lace lingerie, the panties perfectly cupping her curves. She paired it with a matching white lace bra that gave her new breasts just the right lift. A pair of white heels sat by the door, ready to slip on when Crystal arrived.

"Come on up!" Danielle squealed into the buzzer as it rang.

She opened her apartment door, hearing Crystal’s familiar voice approaching, but there was another voice, too. Who was she talking to?

"Oh, you do say the sweetest things, don’t you?" Crystal’s voice was playful and giddy. "Thank you for showing me to her place," she smirked as she turned the corner, her eyes meeting Danielle’s. "You know how confusing these buildings can be!"

"You’re very welcome!" Bill, the building super, exclaimed proudly, puffing up his chest as if finding one of three apartments on the fifth floor was a Herculean task. "Anything for a pretty lady!"

He wasn’t wrong there—Crystal looked incredible. She had squeezed herself into a pair of skinny jeans that showed off her curves in all the right places. Her light yellow sweater was just long enough to cast a teasing shadow over her crotch, but tight enough to let Bill’s eyes feast on the shape of her ass as she hugged Danielle at the doorway.

"You look amazing," Crystal whispered into Danielle’s ear as they embraced. "Is pervy checking out my ass?"

"Yes," Danielle giggled, glancing back to see Bill’s gaze glued to Crystal as they broke apart. Danielle, feeling emboldened, smiled sweetly and said, "Bill, do you think you could take a look at the kitchen drain for me? It’s been backing up."

"Oh, yeah, uh," Bill stammered, caught off guard but eager to please. "I’ll be right back with my tools."

"What a handyman!" Crystal cooed, winking at Bill before stepping into Danielle’s apartment.

Danielle gave Bill a polite smile, noting how his eyes lingered on Crystal’s retreating figure as she followed her friend inside. The click of Crystal’s tan patent knee-high boots echoed against the floor, emphasizing her confident saunter. No wonder Bill couldn’t keep his eyes off her.

"Geez, this place is a dump!" Crystal exclaimed once they were inside, her nose wrinkling. "Good thing you won’t be here for long!"

"What do you mean?" Danielle asked, blinking at Crystal’s sudden judgment.

"Payday is Thursday for you," Crystal explained, "and in another week, you’ll be able to afford a way nicer place than this!" Danielle realized, with a start, that she had no idea how much she was making. How much was she even earning at this job?

"You think I’ll be able to afford a nicer place?" Danielle asked, still a little dazed.

"Actually!" Crystal said excitedly, her eyes lighting up. "You can take over my lease next week! I only have seven months left, and it’s perfect timing."

"Really?" Danielle wasn’t sure what to make of the offer. Crystal’s condo was beautiful—could she afford it?

"Trust me," Crystal replied knowingly, "you’ll be able to afford it."

Bill returned to fix the drain, clearly trying to make himself useful and linger as long as possible. Crystal, always the flirt, kept him engaged, bending over just enough to offer Bill a teasing view every time he glanced her way. It was a masterclass on how to keep control over a man, and Danielle watched with a mix of admiration and awe. In her former life as Dan, maybe she’d been too reserved, too cautious. Maybe that’s why things never worked out the way she wanted. By the time they left with Crystal, Bill was already putting a fresh coat of paint in the main room.

"I’ve been asking him to do that for two years!" Danielle exclaimed as they stepped into the elevator.

"You just didn’t know how to use your best assets!" Crystal giggled, giving Danielle a wink.

"I guess I didn’t," Danielle blushed, wondering if she’d ever be as forward and confident as Crystal. "You seem to have it down to a science!"

"Before becoming Crystal," she said as they walked out into the street, "I was an introvert. I rarely had a girlfriend, and when I did, they treated me terribly." Danielle linked her arm with Crystal’s, sensing the vulnerability in her voice. "I made a decent living, and they knew it. I’d try to buy their affection, and they let me." Straightening her back, Crystal squeezed Danielle’s arm. "Now, I use everything they taught me, and I’ve become quite the extrovert as Crystal."

"I’ve noticed," Danielle smiled, admiring Crystal’s transformation.

The trip to the mall was a whirlwind of fun. Clothes shopping, something Dan had once dreaded, was exhilarating with Crystal by her side. They flitted from store to store, trying on outfit after outfit, and for the first time in a long time, Danielle felt truly alive. Shopping as a girl, and with a girlfriend, was a completely different experience. By the time they stopped for an early dinner, Danielle was exhausted but exhilarated, her arms filled with bags of new purchases.

"Oh my God, Crystal!" Danielle gasped as they entered her condo later that evening. "This place is amazing!"

"My next place will be even better," Crystal replied with a grin, "but this will be a nice upgrade from where you are now."

"That’s definitely true," Danielle agreed, looking around at the spacious, beautifully decorated apartment. "I'd feel bad about making Bill do all that work, but I'm not going to!"

"Oh, I wouldn't either," Crystal replied, "that guy's a pig!"

"That’s true," Danielle giggled. "He really is."

"Okay, girlie," Crystal said, grabbing the bags they’d hauled in. "Time to get ready for tonight!"

"Where are we going?" Danielle asked, feeling a flutter of nerves in her stomach.

"Oh, you’re going to love it," Crystal replied with a mischievous smile, pulling Danielle toward the bedroom. "Trust me."

Danielle’s heart raced with excitement and a bit of apprehension. Whatever Crystal had planned, she knew tonight would be an adventure.

It took several tries before Danielle finally settled on a dress, even though she still wasn’t sure she could actually wear it out in public. The sapphire blue mini-dress clung to her body, draping sensually in the front. The sides looped over her shoulders in a mock turtleneck style, while leaving the entire length of her back exposed, making her feel both sexy and vulnerable. The top of the dress had a loose, teasing fit, but from the waist down, it hugged her curves tightly, the hem barely brushing the tops of her thighs. Beneath it, she could only wear the powder blue  "power thong" that Crystal had insisted on, the thin blue lace ensuring her caged cock stayed snug against her, concealing any trace of a bulge while preventing even a hint of panty lines from showing.

"Crystal, I don’t know if I can wear this out," Danielle said, her voice trembling as she slipped her feet into black patent heels that gleamed under the dim apartment lighting. "And these heels—they’re going to kill me just walking to the subway, let alone anywhere else."

"Oh, sweetheart, they’re not even five inches!" Crystal called from the other room, her voice light and teasing. "You’ll be just fine!" she said as she strutted into the room.

Danielle’s breath caught in her throat as she saw Crystal. "Wow..." Her voice dropped out of the feminine tone she had been practicing, momentarily forgetting herself. "I look like a nun next to you!"

Crystal looked absolutely devastating. She wore a skintight leather pencil skirt that hugged her hips, ending just above her knees. The material was glossy, catching the light and emphasizing every curve. The top she wore was made entirely of black lace, the floral pattern just barely covering her nipples, teasing the eyes with glimpses of the flesh underneath. Her midriff was bare, showing off smooth skin, and—Danielle’s eyes widened—a heart-shaped belly button piercing, dangling from a short chain, the jewel glistening as it caught the light.

"You... you have a belly button piercing?" Danielle’s voice nearly squeaked, her eyes glued to the dancing heart as Crystal swayed her hips, making the little charm twirl and catch the light.

"Yup!" Crystal grinned, clearly enjoying Danielle’s reaction. "Want one for yourself, sweetie?" she asked, her hips still moving in a slow, hypnotic rhythm.

Danielle bit her lip, feeling an odd mixture of desire and hesitation rise inside her. "Ummm, it’s only been a week," she stammered, her face flushing. "I’m not sure if I’m ready for that yet..."

"It’s okay," Crystal said, stepping close and brushing her fingers against Danielle’s arm. Her touch sent a shiver through Danielle’s body. "All good things in time. Let’s go."

Danielle sighed with relief when Crystal let her borrow a jacket. The thought of stepping outside in just this dress, with so little to cover her, was terrifying. As they stepped out onto the street, Crystal easily hailed a cab, slipping inside as if she owned the night. Danielle, on the other hand, fumbled with her dress as she got into the cab, trying not to flash everyone within a mile radius. Her legs felt exposed, her ass barely covered by the hem of the dress as she sat, but Crystal simply took her hand in the backseat, squeezing it reassuringly.

Crystal, of course, exited the cab with grace and confidence, while Danielle struggled to find her footing on the sidewalk, her dress riding up, her heels unsteady. She felt a strong hand grip hers, pulling her upright, and when she looked up, she was met with the sight of a man who towered over her, at least 6’6”, his broad chest stretching the fabric of his shirt. He was built like a wall of muscle, the kind of man that made her feel smaller, more feminine in every possible way.

"Let me help you there," the man drawled, his voice thick with a southern accent, his smile both charming and intimidating.

"Th-thank you," Danielle managed to stammer, her voice timid.

"Enjoy your evening, ma’am," he said, his hand resting on her back for a moment, guiding her toward the entrance.

Danielle glanced back at him as they walked into the nightclub, her pulse racing. "Jesus, Crystal, that guy was massive!" she whispered.

"And not just what you see outside his clothes," Crystal replied with a wicked grin and a wink. "Sometimes you just need to see and taste for yourself!"

Danielle’s stomach flipped. What would have disgusted her before now sent a strange, electric thrill up her spine. Her thoughts spiraled out of control—how big was he? How did he taste? She shook her head, trying to push the thoughts away. She’d played around with a dildo at home before, but this was different. This was real. And yet, she couldn’t help but wonder, would she ever do something like that for real? She’d never imagined herself in a nightclub, wearing a dress like this, feeling these desires. But here she was.

Crystal found them a table along the wall, and Danielle perched awkwardly on a high stool, tugging at the hem of her dress, which barely covered her thighs. She crossed her legs, feeling exposed under the dim lights, knowing that anyone who looked her way could see everything from the waist down. The feeling made her squirm, heat rising in her cheeks.

"Can’t we sit over there?" Danielle asked nervously, glancing at the tables farther from the center of the room.

"But we get the best views from here!" Crystal replied with a playful wave across the room.

"Yeah, but we can be seen too!" Danielle’s voice quivered with anxiety.

"You say that like it’s a bad thing," Crystal quipped, reaching across the small table to take Danielle’s hand. "You’re a hot girl out for the night with your friend. Enjoy it! You’re going to love it, trust me."

Before Danielle could respond, a waitress appeared with two glasses, setting them on the table with a flirtatious smile. The drinks were dark, a deep burgundy color with slices of orange floating on top, and the alcohol scent hit Danielle’s nose immediately. The waitress kissed Crystal on the cheek before disappearing into the crowd, clearly familiar with her. Danielle stared at the drinks, recognizing them vaguely as a negroni, but she had never tried one before.

"Here goes nothing," she muttered, taking a sip. The bitterness of the gin hit her first, followed by the smooth sweetness of vermouth and a hint of orange. It was strong but surprisingly good.

"That’s delicious!" Danielle said, setting the glass down.

"You looked like a negroni girl to me," a voice purred. Danielle looked up to see the waitress smiling at her. "I’m Maddie." She extended her hand.

"I’m... Danielle." The words felt strange, but not unwelcome. In fact, for the first time, saying her name felt right.

"Are you a virgin, Danielle?" Maddie teased, her voice dripping with innuendo.

Danielle’s face flushed bright red. "I—uh—" she stammered before Maddie laughed and interrupted.

"I mean, is this your first time here?"

"Oh!" Danielle laughed awkwardly. "Yes, it is."

"Well, if you need anything, just ask." Maddie’s fingers lightly brushed against Danielle’s thigh as she turned to leave.

"Careful with that negroni," Crystal warned, taking a sip of her own. "It’s basically all alcohol!"

"I take it you come here often?" Danielle asked, feeling the warmth of the drink spreading through her.

"This is the best club around," Crystal leaned in close, her lips brushing Danielle’s ear as she spoke. "And no one here cares that you’re not a real girl." It was only then that Danielle realized—every person in the nightclub was a guy.

Her heart raced as she scanned the room. "Relax," Crystal squeezed her hand. "You’re safer here than anywhere else."

"If you say so," Danielle murmured, feeling the heat rise in her cheeks again as she took another long sip of her drink.

Leaving wasn’t an option. Danielle’s stuff—including her apartment keys—were at Crystal’s place, and there was no way she felt safe enough to navigate the streets dressed like she was. So, she made up her mind to make the best of it. The attention she was getting was like nothing she’d ever experienced before. Dan wouldn’t have even been considered a wallflower, having never dared to step foot inside a nightclub. But now, Danielle found herself the center of attention, the drinks flowing freely, mostly paid for by others. She was buzzing from the alcohol and the intoxicating feeling of being desired.

"Do you want to dance?" A rich, masculine voice whispered in her ear, the smell of cologne mixing with the warm press of his breath against her neck.

"I, uh..." Danielle stammered, feeling her nerves tighten.

"Sure she does!" Crystal’s voice chimed in from the other side of the table, her excitement palpable. "Go have fun!"

Before she could protest, Danielle found herself pulled from her seat and whisked toward the dancefloor, her heels clicking against the ground as she tried to keep up. The music pounded through her, and Danielle realized, to her horror, that it was a fast song. Dan had hated dancing, especially to fast songs, and she wasn’t sure how to move in a dress this short or in heels this high. She could barely walk in them, let alone try to move her hips the way this guy was.

"Relax," he encouraged, his voice barely audible over the thumping bass. "No one as hot as you should spend the night sitting on a stool!" His hands moved to her hips, and he slid forward, his thigh slipping between her legs as he pulled her closer. "You’re pure perfection." His voice was low and sultry, and Danielle blushed, her hands gripping his strong arms for balance as he moved her hips in time with the music.

Danielle felt a flood of warmth spread through her as she let herself relax. Maybe it was the three negronis, or maybe it was the way his hands felt on her body, but for the first time that night, she stopped caring about how she looked or if anyone was staring. She felt... free.

As the music pulsed through her, Danielle saw Crystal join them on the dance floor with a partner of her own. It hit her then—Dan had always been an introvert, but that didn’t mean Danielle had to be. She was here, she was dressed to kill, and she was going to enjoy herself. And so she did.

Danielle and Crystal danced the night away, returning to their table only to down more drinks before heading back to the dance floor. The only real issue was when Danielle had to use the bathroom, trying to shove her very swollen balls back into the restrictive thong after each visit.

On her way back to the table after one such trip, a hand shot out from the crowded dance floor and pulled her into him. His right hand slipped under the back of her dress, resting just below her ribs, while his left found her hip, gripping it tightly. His body was pressed up against hers, and she could feel the hard bulge of his cock pressing into her ass.

"Holy shit!" Danielle gasped, feeling him grind against her. The heat from his body and the hardness against her made her pulse race.

"You’re by far the hottest one in here," he growled into her ear, his voice thick with lust.

Danielle bit her lip, her heart pounding as she grabbed his left hand and pressed her ass harder into him. "Something’s got you all hot and bothered, baby," she teased, arching her back and pushing herself against him.

"Yeah," he groaned, his breath hot on her neck, "YOU." His hands gripped her tighter, and she could feel the raw need in the way he held her.

For a fleeting moment, Danielle considered running, but the power she felt at that moment was intoxicating. He was hard—because of her. This towering, strong man was rock-hard and ready, because of her. Dan had never felt this kind of sexual empowerment. If anything, he’d always felt repressed or desperate. But now? Now she had this man wrapped around her finger, and the idea of taking him somewhere to "rock her world" was more than tempting. When the song ended and his grip loosened, she almost felt disappointed.

She turned to face him, her breath catching. As she’d suspected, he was tall, built, and devastatingly handsome. His eyes raked over her body, lingering on her lips before he spoke.

"Thank you for the dance," Danielle said, barely able to meet his eyes.

"No, thank you," he replied, slipping a small piece of paper into her hand. "Call me sometime."

"Thanks... I will," she replied, the words coming automatically as she slipped the napkin into her purse.

As she made her way back to the table, the lights in the club began to brighten—it was closing time. Danielle stared at the napkin in her hand, the number written in bold black ink. Would she really call him? Her response had been automatic, but the idea gnawed at her. Would she? Was she really considering it? Would she actually call a guy and go on a date with him?

Her mind spun in confusion. What the hell was she thinking? She felt the fog of sexual confusion closing in, her thoughts a chaotic mess as she followed Crystal to the taxi. By the time they made it back to Crystal’s place, Danielle’s mind was still reeling.

Sure, she’d played with a butt plug before, and she had her share of fun with her dildo at home, but this... this was different. This wasn’t fantasy. This was real, and it was throwing her for a loop. Had she really enjoyed the idea of grinding up against that man? Did she actually want to call him? Her stomach twisted into knots, and it wasn’t from the drinks.

"Are you okay?" Crystal asked as they stepped into the apartment. "You look like you’re about to be sick."

"I just... I don’t know." Danielle collapsed onto the couch, kicking off her heels. "My head’s spinning, and not from the drinks," she admitted, tears welling up in her eyes. "I’m just so... confused."

Crystal sat down next to her, close but not too close, her voice soft and caring. "Can I ask you something? Did you have fun tonight?"

Danielle smiled weakly and nodded. "I did. Never in a million years did I think I’d go out like this and dance all night."

"And that concerns you?" Crystal asked gently.

"Yeah," Danielle admitted, her voice barely a whisper. "I just... it felt so natural."

Crystal smiled knowingly. "And are you ashamed that you had one of the best nights of your life wearing a hot dress and heels?"

Danielle hesitated, her voice cracking as she answered. "Yes... yes, I am."

"But why?" Crystal leaned in closer, her eyes soft but serious. "Why should you be ashamed of enjoying yourself? Why can’t you look like an amazingly hot girl and have the time of your life, getting attention from guys who want you?"

"I don’t know," Danielle whispered. Crystal’s words made sense, but there was still a part of her that felt conflicted. Would it really be okay to enjoy this? To go out, dressed like this, and revel in the attention?

"But what?" Crystal pressed. "You’re an adult. You get to decide what makes you happy. Fuck anyone who tells you differently." Crystal pulled Danielle into a tight hug. "By the way, that guy wanted you BAD."

"Oh MY GOD, did he ever!" Danielle squealed, her cheeks flushing. "He was hard as a rock!"

"Slut!" Crystal teased with a playful giggle.

"Not yet!" Danielle blushed even harder at her own response, making Crystal laugh.

"Come on," Crystal said sweetly, pulling Danielle to her feet. "It’s bedtime."

"Um, I don’t know, Crystal..." Danielle hesitated, her feet feeling like they were stuck to the floor.

Crystal smiled knowingly. "Sweetie, what are two caged sissies going to do? Get each other hornier than we already are?" She laughed softly, tugging Danielle toward the bedroom. "We’re both exhausted. Let’s just call it a night."

"Okay," Danielle replied, sheepishly following her friend.

When they'd been out shopping, Danielle had wondered why Crystal insisted she buy a new nightie. Now she knew why. Crystal’s bedroom looked exactly like something out of a teenage girl's fantasy—pale pink walls with matching bedding and curtains, soft and luxurious, a stark contrast to Danielle’s dingy apartment with its thrift-store blanket and worn-out comforter. It felt surreal stepping out of the bathroom without her wig or makeup, her short hair exposed, her face bare. In Danielle's mind, she was just a guy in a snug, red lace nightie—a very sexy, snug nightie, but still just a guy.

"No one cares what you look like when their eyes are closed, silly!" Crystal called from the bed, her tone playful and affectionate. "Now be a good girl and get in bed!"

Doing as she was told, Danielle slipped beneath the covers, sighing at the sensation. The sheets were luxurious, soft against her skin, smoother than anything she’d felt before. It was as if everything—cosmos, the week, the dancing—finally caught up to her all at once. Within minutes, Danielle was out cold, falling into the deepest, most peaceful sleep she’d had in months.

Morning came slowly, the warmth of the bed and the weight of the blanket cocooning Danielle. She stretched, blinking her eyes open to the soft light filtering through the curtains. That’s when she realized something—someone—was pressed against her back, their arm wrapped tightly around her waist. Her body stiffened momentarily, but then the familiar warmth of Crystal’s soft skin against hers set in, and Danielle relaxed, feeling... safe.

She wiggled slightly, pressing herself back into Crystal, feeling her friend's body molding into hers. Crystal’s arm tightened around Danielle’s middle, pulling her even closer, spooning her with a gentle intimacy that made Danielle’s heart race. She’d never been held like this, so close, so warmly. So few women in Dan’s life had ever enjoyed being cuddled, or maybe they hadn’t liked him holding them. But this? This felt different. This felt like comfort, like acceptance, and she welcomed it.

The contents of Danielle’s cage stirred, pressing uncomfortably against the fabric of her red lace panties as her thoughts drifted to last night—the way the men had looked at her, the way one had ground himself against her on the dance floor. Her thighs clenched at the memory, her heart pounding faster.

"I have to get up," Danielle mumbled groggily, her voice still thick with sleep.

"The bathroom is straight through there, sweetie," Crystal replied, her voice soft but teasing, brushing her lips gently against Danielle’s ear as she spoke. There was something almost sultry in her tone, sending a shiver down Danielle’s spine.

Danielle groaned, sliding out of bed and making her way to the bathroom. She sat down on the toilet, her head in her hands as the weight of the past week came crashing down on her. What was happening to her? Last night, she had been out dancing, dressed as a woman, receiving—no, wanting—the attention of men. Men who knew she wasn’t a real woman. Men who would have... Her thoughts spiraled as she remembered the guy on the dance floor, pressing his hard cock against her ass, his hands gripping her hips. The memory sent a jolt of excitement through her, and the cage stirred again. Was she really getting turned on by this? She couldn’t blame the alcohol this time.

"When you’re all set in there," Crystal called through the door, snapping Danielle out of her thoughts, "grab a robe and come out to the kitchen!"

"Okay," Danielle replied weakly, her voice trembling.

"And stop obsessing about last night!" Crystal teased from the other side of the door. "It’ll take a bit before what society says isn’t normal starts to feel normal."

Danielle sighed, pulling her red lace panties back up and adjusting the nightie before looking around the bathroom. Crystal’s space was so different from hers—feminine, organized, and scented with expensive perfumes that Danielle recognized from the gifts she used to give women who barely stuck around. Crystal had three wigs on display, a makeup table cluttered with products, and fluffy towels that matched the rug by the sink. It was a stark reminder of how far removed she felt from her own old life.

Looking at herself in the mirror, she kept her gaze from the neck down, focusing only on her face. She actually liked what she saw.

"Not too bad," Danielle whispered, standing on her toes and turning slightly to get a better look. "Not bad for my first week as a girl."

The breasts attached to her chest moved naturally as she adjusted her posture, and Danielle couldn’t help but admire the way they gave her body a feminine shape she’d never had before. Her stomach wasn’t perfect, but a bit of shapewear could fix that. Smirking at herself, she arched her back and tugged the hem of the nightie up just enough to reveal the bottom of her ass.

"I need an ass," she giggled, twirling in place and smoothing the nightie back down. "And a tan!"

Feeling a bit more confident, Danielle stepped out of the bathroom and found Crystal’s bed empty, a long satin red robe laid out across the covers with a pair of heeled slippers neatly placed on the floor. Rolling her eyes at the shoes, Danielle slipped them on, marveling at how the two-inch heels made her legs look more toned. Pulling the robe around her shoulders, she let the cool, silky fabric cascade down her body, brushing softly against her legs as she tied the sash.

She caught her reflection in the full-length mirror beside the bed and paused, letting her gaze trail down her own body. The satin hugged her curves, the hem floating just above her ankles, the thin fabric caressing her skin. It felt... amazing.

"I need to shave my legs," Danielle muttered, running her hands over the robe and savoring the feel of the soft material against her thighs. Feeling more confident than she had in days, she finally stepped out of the bedroom.

"What do girls do on a Sunday?" Danielle mused to herself as she walked into the living room, the rich aroma of fresh coffee filling the air. "Coffee, definitely," she chuckled softly, savoring the warmth of the satin robe brushing against her thighs. "But then what?"

The scent of freshly brewed coffee was almost as intoxicating as the night before, leading her to the kitchen where Crystal was already waiting, looking effortlessly gorgeous in a form-fitting tank top and tight yoga pants that showcased every perfect curve. The sight made Danielle’s heart flutter a little as she realized how different she felt now, more aware of every sensation, every look.

"You’re finally up!" Crystal smiled, handing her a steaming mug of coffee. "How are you feeling, darling?"

"Like everything I’ve ever known has been turned upside down," Danielle admitted, her voice soft as she took a sip of the coffee, her eyes flicking over Crystal’s body, lingering on the way her hips swayed slightly as she moved.

"Good," Crystal said with a smirk, her gaze locking with Danielle’s, that mischievous sparkle in her eyes. "That’s exactly how you should feel right now. Trust me, sweetheart, everything’s about to change even more. Next week..." she paused, taking a slow, deliberate sip of her own coffee, "is going to be intense."

Danielle’s heart skipped a beat, the warmth from the coffee doing little to settle the nerves suddenly twisting inside her. "What do you mean by intense?" she asked, trying to keep her voice steady, but the excitement—and fear—was hard to hide.

Crystal leaned against the counter, eyes twinkling with delight as she toyed with her mug. "You’ve gotten a taste of what it feels like to be desired, to be seen as the woman you’re becoming," she said, her voice dripping with a mixture of playfulness and seduction. "But next week, darling..." she leaned in closer, her breath warm against Danielle’s ear, "next week we start getting you ready for your clients."

Danielle’s breath hitched at the word "clients." The thought sent a surge of electricity through her, a mixture of dread and anticipation swirling in her chest. She had imagined what it might be like to meet these clients, to be someone they desired. But she hadn’t realized how close that moment was getting.

"I’m... I’m not ready," Danielle stammered, the words tumbling out before she could stop them.

"Oh, I know you’re not," Crystal teased, brushing a hand lightly down Danielle’s arm, her fingers lingering on the smooth satin of her robe. "You’ve still got a lot of work to do before you’re ready for the clients. We won’t throw you to the wolves just yet." Crystal’s lips curled into a wicked grin. "But next week, Ms.Samantha is going to accelerate things. You’ll be trained, shaped... molded into exactly what they want. The second week is fucking amazing, I still remember mine"

Danielle shivered, her mind racing at the thought of what that training might entail. Crystal’s words lingered, filling her with a strange blend of anxiety and desire.

"You’ve already started to enjoy being Danielle, haven’t you?" Crystal asked, her voice soft but insistent. She stepped closer, her body just inches away from Danielle’s. "You loved the way those men looked at you last night, didn’t you? And just imagine... the way your clients will look at you when your transformation is complete."

Danielle’s cheeks flushed, her body betraying her thoughts as the memories of last night played in her mind—the hands on her hips, the hard cock pressing against her, the way she had felt so powerful and desired. The tightness in her cage reminded her of the new sensations she was still learning to navigate.

"You won’t be seeing any clients until your transformation is fully complete," Crystal continued, her voice a soothing purr, "but by the end of next week, you’re going to be so much closer to being the woman they want." Crystal’s hand slid down Danielle’s arm again, sending a fresh wave of heat through her. "And I can already tell sweetie... you’re going to love every step of it, I did."

Danielle’s breath quickened her pulse racing at the possibilities that lay ahead. She felt both nervous and eager, her body trembling slightly under Crystal’s teasing words. The thought of the clients, of being wanted, and used by powerful men, sent a shiver down her spine. Could she handle it? Did she even want to?  Whatever came next, Danielle knew she wouldn’t be able to stop it, and deep down... she didn’t want to.

Next week wasn’t just going to be about training. It was going to be about surrender—about letting go of who she had been and embracing the person she was becoming. And as Crystal leaned in, her lips brushing just barely against Danielle’s ear, she whispered:

"By the time Ms.Samantha is done with you... there won’t be a trace of Dan left. Only Danielle."

Danielle’s body shuddered at the words, her cage straining with arousal, her mind already spinning with thoughts of what the next week would bring. She wasn’t just transforming... she was becoming.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Ready to go to lunch, Danielle?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now give me your left hand.”

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

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

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

“Open wide, sweetie.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Oh?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Danielle Emerson?" he called again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Eventually, there was a quick knock on the door.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Any questions?" Kendra asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Danielle gulped, feeling a tingle race through her body.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Pay day!" Crystal squealed once more.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, Cooper,” Danielle responded cautiously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You need to call him!”

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

“Why the hell not?”

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

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

Danielle couldn’t answer.

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

“True,” Danielle admitted.

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

“Yes.”

“So, what changed?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.”

“Promise me!” Crystal insisted.

“I promise.”

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

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

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

“Thanks.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"No time like the present!" Danielle said, unconsciously licking her lips before plunging her mouth onto the smooth purple shaft.
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Thursday morning on the train, Danielle’s mind was completely in the gutter. After last night’s oral practice—going way beyond the 20 minutes Ms. Samantha had asked for—she’d repeated the same thing again this morning, deep-throating her dildo and trying to perfect every little trick from the videos Ms. Samantha had sent. Her throat still tingled from how much she’d worked it, and the plug snug in her ass buzzed lightly as the train rocked. She’d also managed to take the fatter plug this morning after some effort, and now it felt like her body had finally adjusted. But, oh, her balls… They ached, swollen, and heavy with all the built-up cum she hadn’t been allowed to release.

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

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

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

“Well, good morning, Danielle, right?”

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

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

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

“You look fantastic.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sore?” Danielle asked, her curiosity piqued.

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

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

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

Danielle bit her lip, hanging onto every word.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That sounds like fun,” Danielle smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I understand, Ms.," Danielle answered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Thank you, Ms."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"CUM NOW!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And she wouldn’t have it any other way.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It takes time.”

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

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

“Love you!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Kinky, right?"

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

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

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

“Latex stockings,” Crystal grinned.

Danielle raised her eyebrows. “Definitely kinky!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Love you,” Crystal murmured.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Absolutely!" Crystal replied confidently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Are you okay, Sweetie?" Crystal asked.

"Just lost in thought." Danielle sheepishly replied.

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

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

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

"Are you sure?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"For me, silly!"

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

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

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

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

"I’m aiming for a C," Crystal said, smirking at Danielle’s focused attention. "Most of my lingerie is a C, so I’d hate to have to replace everything!"

"Sounds like a good plan," Danielle nodded. "When did you start?"

They spent the entire dinner talking about breast augmentation, and by the end, Danielle had decided she would bring it up with Ms. Samantha the next morning. Having her own breasts would open up a whole new world of wardrobe options, making her feel more confident wearing low-cut tops without worrying about her false breasts showing. The idea of feeling the real weight of her breasts straining against her bra made her heart race. Maybe a large C cup, she thought to herself, imagining her breasts spilling just slightly over the tops of her bras. The thought sent another pulse of excitement through her caged cock, tightening it even more.

As the evening grew late, Danielle felt reluctant to leave. She loved spending time with Crystal outside of work, where she could speak openly without worrying about Ms. Samantha overhearing or interrupting them.

"Will I see you at the office tomorrow?" Danielle asked, hoping Crystal would be there.

"I’ll be in later in the morning," Crystal replied, holding Danielle’s hand as they walked to the door. "But I’ve got an appointment first."

"Oh? For what?"

"Plastic surgeon," Crystal said, wiggling her chest. "Time to get these a little bigger!"

Both reached for the door handle at the same time, their fingers brushing against each other in a way that sent a jolt through them both. Their eyes met, and before Danielle could think twice, she was leaning in. Her hand found its way to Crystal’s hip, pulling her closer as their lips met in a slow, deliberate kiss. Crystal responded immediately, her fingers tracing the edge of Danielle’s jaw before sliding into her hair. The kiss deepened, tongues dancing together as Danielle’s hands roamed, one slipping under Crystal’s robe to grab her ass, the other palming her small breast through the satin.

A soft moan escaped both their mouths as they finally pulled back, breathing heavily. Danielle stared wide-eyed at Crystal, panic and confusion flashing across her face.

"I... I have to go," she stammered, grabbing her bag and rushing for the door.

"See you tomorrow?" Crystal called after her, wondering what had just happened.

Danielle didn’t respond. She practically sprinted to the stairwell, not even waiting for the elevator, and took the steps down as fast as her wedge heels would allow. By the time she reached the lobby, she was out of breath, her heart pounding. She leaned against the wall, desperately trying to calm herself, pulling out a compact from her purse to fix her smeared lipstick.

"What the hell just happened?" she whispered, glaring down at her caged manhood, which was straining so hard it hurt. "The song doesn’t go, ‘I kissed a dude and got horny!’"

Shaking her head, she stepped into the foyer and asked the doorman to hail her a cab, doing her best to stay calm even as her mind raced. She had kissed Crystal. Really kissed her. And it hadn’t been Crystal who initiated it. It had been all Danielle. She couldn’t explain why, but something about the moment had just felt right, their lips too irresistible to ignore.

"Are you okay, Ms.?" the doorman asked, noticing her flustered expression.

"Yes, I’m fine," Danielle replied, her face flushed from more than just embarrassment. "I just... feel a little warm. Thank you for asking."

"Your cab’s here," he said, opening the door for her.

"Thanks," Danielle muttered, sliding into the back seat, her mind still in turmoil.

The ride home was agony. She couldn’t stop thinking about the kiss. The way Crystal’s body had felt pressed against hers. How natural it had all seemed, despite the fact that Crystal was, technically, still a boy. But Danielle had never seen Crystal as anything but a girl. From the very first day, even when Crystal had flashed her caged manhood in Ms. Samantha’s office, she had always thought of her as a girl. Now, her own body didn’t seem to care about technicalities, her cock straining against the cage, desperate for release.

"What's a girl to do?" Danielle muttered under her breath, trying to distract herself.

"Excuse me, sir," she said, leaning forward and feeling the pressure between her legs as she adjusted. "Can you drop me around the corner from that address?"

"Anything you want, Ms.!"

A few minutes later, the cab pulled up on a busy street, giving Danielle a moment to steady herself before stepping out into the cool air. Her mind still whirled from everything that had just happened.

"Here you go," Danielle said with a flirty smirk, thrusting a wad of cash at the driver. "Keep the change!"

"Thanks!" the driver replied, a little too enthusiastically at the hefty tip.

Taking a deep breath, Danielle stepped onto the curb, her heels clicking against the rough pavement outside the grimy adult store she’d been eyeing for weeks. She looked at the dingy sign, feeling a nervous excitement bubbling in her chest. Exhaling slowly, she pushed forward, walking through the drab door. The faint smell of old cigarettes and something else she couldn’t quite place hit her as she entered the dimly lit interior. Her eyes darted around, taking in the rows of explicit magazines and toys, the men loitering near the back where the small video booths were. One man walked out zipping up his fly, and she felt her stomach flip for a second.

"This is probably not the best floor to walk on in open-toe shoes," she muttered under her breath. But she wasn’t turning back now.

She forced herself to the counter, trying to keep her cool. The young guy behind the register looked up, his eyebrows shooting up in surprise at the sight of her.

"Um, can I help you, Ms.?" he asked, his voice betraying his nervousness.

"Yes!" Danielle blurted, trying to project confidence. Her eyes darted to the display behind him, landing on what she needed. "Two of those!" she said, pointing to the shelf, where two 7-inch realistic, veiny, and bulbous suction-cup dildos stood proudly on display.

"Uh… wow. Okay," the clerk stammered, clearly surprised by her bold request.

Danielle reached into her purse, but as she dug around, her stomach sank. She realized she’d given most of her cash to the cab driver. But then she remembered—Ms. Samantha had given her a company credit card for "essentials," and right now, this felt pretty damn essential.

"Here you are!" she said confidently, handing the card to the clerk with a playful smirk.

"Uh… do you have ID?" he asked cautiously.

Danielle froze. Her ID still showed Dan’s picture—the pasty-faced, unmistakably male version of herself. She felt her confidence falter for a moment, but she wasn’t about to let this ruin her mood. She straightened her posture, locked eyes with the nervous clerk, and leaned forward, letting her breasts press against the counter just a bit.

"I forgot my license," she said, her voice lowering to a sultry purr. "But I’m sure the card will be fine all by itself," she added, biting her lower lip seductively. "Unless you want me to wait to use those…?"

The clerk’s face flushed bright red, and he looked like he was about to combust. "Uh, yeah, that’ll be fine," he stammered, avoiding her gaze as he quickly processed the transaction.

Danielle giggled to herself as she signed the receipt, her confidence returning with full force. She grabbed the bag containing her new toys and strutted out of the store, feeling a rush of excitement. Her apartment was just a block and a half away, and the anticipation was almost unbearable.

"First things first!" she said to herself as she hurried into the kitchen. Filling the sink with hot water and antibacterial soap, she dropped the two dildos in to soak. "You two just sit there and get nice and clean," she grinned, turning to head into her bedroom. "I need to get dressed for our little date!"

Danielle quickly shed her sundress and sandals, standing in just her lacy white bra and panties as she rummaged through her lingerie drawer. She picked out a trio of matching hot-red lace—a skimpy thong, a waist-cinching garter belt, and a pair of sheer tan stockings - so silky and so smooth. She finished the look with a pair of 4-inch Red Stilletos - the perfect cum-fuck-me shoes for this delicious look she went for. Her hands trembled slightly as she dressed, struggling to clasp the garters onto her stockings, her excitement growing with every touch.

"Oh my God," she whispered as she slipped into a pair of towering red stiletto heels, the spiked black soles making her legs look even longer. "Why didn’t I think of this before?"

Grinning mischievously, she opened her top drawer and pulled out a thin black leather collar with a gold leash attached. "Perfect," she cooed, clasping the collar around her neck and sweeping her hair to the side. "Now for the main event."

She retrieved the now-clean dildos from the kitchen, drying them off with a towel before heading back to her bedroom. On impulse, she grabbed her cell phone from the bedside table.

"Why the fuck not?" she said out loud, her heart racing as she set up her phone in selfie mode, propping it up against the base of the toilet.

Licking the base of one dildo after covering it with a generous amount of lube, she stuck it to the frame of the bathroom door, making sure it was positioned perfectly. She held the other in her hand, then reached back to lube up her own hole quite liberally. She was no stranger to plugs, but tonight was different. Tonight, she was going to be fucked.

With her breath coming in short gasps, she slowly lowered herself onto her knees, positioning herself between the two toys. Her body trembled with anticipation as she angled the first dildo toward her slick, quivering hole.

"Deep breaths," she coached herself, pressing the tip of the dildo against her tight entrance. "Nice and slow…"

The well-lubed phallus slid in easier than she’d expected, but the stretch was still delicious. She groaned loudly as the first ridge popped past her sphincter, her eyes rolling back in her head.

"Ohhhh fuck!" she gasped, feeling herself sink deeper onto the shaft.

She glanced over at her phone’s screen, watching herself in real-time—a slutty, horny mess on her knees, her back arched, her collar and leash hanging loosely around her neck. Her red heels made her calves look stunning, and the sight of her own submissiveness, her body filled with lust, sent a surge of pleasure straight to her core.

Danielle rocked her hips, pushing the dildo deeper into her ass as she picked up the leash, looping it around the second dildo hanging from the door frame. She was the obedient pet, ready to serve.

"Come to me, Daddy," she moaned, her lips brushing against the tip of the second dildo. "Please…"

Lowering herself even further, she took the second toy into her mouth, sucking it eagerly as she began to ride the cock buried deep in her ass. The sensation of being filled at both ends was overwhelming, and she quickly lost herself to the rhythm, thrusting her hips back and forth as she fucked herself harder.

"Maybe I should’ve bought the bigger size," she panted between thrusts, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Her body slammed against the door frame with every movement, her tight hole stretching around the dildo as she moaned loudly.

Her thoughts became jumbled, nothing but raw, animalistic desire driving her actions now. She took the second cock deeper into her throat, her lips brushing against the realistic balls at the base.

"Ohhhhh fuck me!" she squealed, her voice muffled by the toy in her mouth.

Panic set in. Impaled on two phalluses, Danielle's mind went blank on how to free herself. Thoughts of being discovered, or having to be rescued in such an embarrassing position flashed through her mind. Feeling lightheaded not only from sexual excitement but lack of oxygen, Danielle finally realized she could simply push her right hand to remove the dildo from her mouth. Danielle's upper body collapsed forward, her head resting on her left forearm, ass still high in the air yet no longer full, she tried to compose herself. 

"I think I came." Danielle panted knowing of no other way to explain the rushing wave of sexual pleasure that had overcome her. While it seemed like minutes, Danielle had rested for less than one before slowly crawling to shut off her cell phone's video, and then pulling herself up to lean against the bathroom vanity. Her hand reached down to pull her thong aside, revealing her caged cock. Her eyes widened as she saw the condom covering her cage was filled with her cum.

"Holy shit," she breathed. "I did cum… a lot."

Giggling to herself, Danielle pressed a finger against the condom, turning it inside out before pushing the tip into her mouth. The taste of her own cum filled her senses, and her body quivered again as she sucked the condom clean. It was the ultimate act of submission, reinforcing everything she had felt tonight—she was a slut, a sissy, and she loved it.

Slowly pulling the condom out of her mouth, Danielle tossed it into the wastebasket before finally standing. She caught sight of herself in the mirror—her hair a mess, lipstick smeared, eyes still red from the tears of pleasure.

"Aren’t you a sight," she muttered to herself, her body still shaking with the remnants of her orgasm.

Slipping out of her lingerie, Danielle tossed the two dildos into the sink and turned on the hot water. She staggered into her bedroom, collapsing onto the bed with a yelp as the soreness in her ass made itself known.

"Ohhh, that’s not comfortable," she groaned, adjusting her position.

She giggled again, blushing at the memory of how hard she had fucked herself. "I doubt Ms. Samantha will be any gentler," she whispered, her body shivering with excitement at the thought.

Being already completely undressed, she decided that a shower would have to wait. She pulled on a short silk kimono before collapsing once again back onto the bed, her body still humming from the intensity of what she'd just experienced. The soft satin sheets coupled with the silk kimono were cool against her flushed skin, and as she settled into the soft comfort of her bed, her thoughts began to drift.

Tomorrow would be another day at the office, but more importantly, tomorrow she was going to bring up the idea of breast augmentation with Ms. Samantha. The thought alone made her heart race again, excitement coursing through her veins. She could already imagine herself with her own breasts, something more than just the false ones she wore now—real, soft, and perfectly shaped. She pictured how they would fill out her bras, spilling just enough over the top to give her that cleavage she craved.

Her mind wandered to what Ms. Samantha would say. Would she approve? Danielle hoped so. But more than that, her thoughts became even more vivid. She imagined Ms. Samantha behind her, not with just words of approval, but with actions, wearing a strapon, taking her in ways Danielle had only started to crave recently. The image was crystal clear—Ms. Samantha, powerful and commanding, taking control while Danielle submitted completely.

Her body shivered again at the thought, her fingers absentmindedly tracing the edge of her cage. Her caged cock was still sensitive and wanting more, a reminder of the submission she had embraced tonight. The soreness in her ass only seemed to amplify the pleasure she felt thinking about what was to come. Tomorrow, she would bring it all up to Ms. Samantha—the breast augmentation, the next steps in her training, and maybe even a little more.

With a contented sigh, Danielle pulled the sheets up over her body, curling up in the softness of the bed. Sleep came easily, her dreams filled with fantasies of her boss taking her in every possible way, her office no longer just a place of work but a place of raw, uninhibited pleasure. Ms. Samantha’s firm voice echoed in her dreams, calling her a "good little slut" as she eagerly obeyed.

Waking slowly, her right arm pinned under her body, Danielle reached out groggily for her phone. The screen remained dark. A sense of panic crept up her spine. Sitting up quickly, she scanned the room for any sign of time before rushing into the kitchen. She looked at the kitchen clock.

"SHIT!" she hissed, realizing she had overslept by twenty minutes.

Without missing a beat, Danielle bolted into the bathroom for a quick shower. She needed to calm down, though. Her morning wasn’t going to plan, but it didn’t mean the day had to fall apart. After all, she had plans for this day—big ones, and she needed her legs and the rest of her body looking perfect. Showered, shaved, and properly moisturized, she wrapped a towel around her body, securing it just under her armpits as she began her makeup routine in front of the mirror. It was only then that she realized she hadn't even picked an outfit for the day.

"Dammit, Danielle," she growled at herself, shaking her head. Her eyes caught a glimpse of the two dildos still sitting in the bathroom sink from last night’s escapades. "I blame the two of you," she muttered, smirking slightly. "You two definitely scrambled my brain last night."

Thankfully, her makeup routine had gotten quicker over the last few weeks, and she went for a neutral, lighter lip gloss. "Something subtle will do the trick today," she said as she leaned forward to inspect her work.

Stepping back into the bedroom, Danielle’s gaze fell on the discarded pile of red lingerie at the foot of her bed. A tingle rippled through her, a vivid memory of last night playing on repeat in her mind. Her body still felt the aftermath of what she'd done, but surprisingly, her ass wasn't sore at all. Smiling to herself, she decided she could take it up a notch. Back to the bathroom she went, rummaging through the drawer of her small vanity, Danielle removed the large plug she'd been wearing almost daily for the past week. Lubing it with her left hand, Danielle rubbed lube against her tight opening, with her right feeling a twinge of tenderness as she did. Not surprisingly, the thick plug slid fairly easily into place. Retrieving a panty liner, Danielle attached that to the tip of her cage before walking back into the bedroom.

"Oh yeah," she whispered to herself, a naughty grin spreading across her lips as she adjusted to the familiar fullness. Grabbing a panty liner from the drawer, she slid it into her thong and attached it to the tip of her cage. "Condoms are seriously multi-purpose," she chuckled, giving herself one final look in the mirror before turning to her closet.

After a few moments of rummaging, her hand landed on the perfect outfit—a bold-colored, figure-hugging asymmetric patterned dress that accentuated her curves in all the right ways. "Perfect!" she exclaimed, sliding the dress off the hanger.

By the time Danielle was ready, she realized her rushed morning had paid off. She'd managed to get out of the house only a few minutes behind schedule. Stepping out of the elevator, her suspicions were confirmed—Bill was right where he usually was, waiting in the lobby like a faithful admirer. His eyes instantly locked onto her body, shamelessly leering at her, but she was used to it by now. The dress had been Crystal’s suggestion, but it might have been a bit tighter than necessary. The way it clung to her waist and hips, lined with satin that felt heavenly against her skin, made it a sensual delight to wear. Under the dress, Danielle's lingerie consisted of a translucent pink bra and French cut bikinis with delicate white lace and a matching six-strap garter belt attached to classic slik tan stockings and a tan pair of 4-inch heels. "Business on the outside," Danielle whispered to herself as she stepped through the door to the outside world, "slut on the inside!"

On her way to work, Danielle stopped at a café to grab a coffee and an English muffin, and much to her delight, a handsome man in line paid for her order after some playful banter. With a satisfied smirk, she headed into the office, plugging in her phone to charge before attempting to settle into her workday. The thought of Ms. Samantha arriving soon dominated her thoughts, her stomach fluttering with anticipation. She glanced nervously at the door every few minutes, the seconds stretching into what felt like hours.

When the door finally opened, Danielle practically jumped out of her seat.

"Good morning, Ms. Samantha," she greeted nervously, her voice trembling slightly.

"Good morning, sweetheart," Ms. Samantha’s eyes roved over Danielle’s body, clearly approving of her attire. "How was your weekend?"

"It was fun," Danielle stammered, her cheeks flushing as she remembered the intimate moments she had shared with Crystal. "I spent most of it with Crystal."

"And did my girls enjoy their weekend together?" Ms. Samantha asked, her tone laced with curiosity and amusement. She raised an eyebrow. "I believe you two share a bed when you spend the night, don’t you?"

Danielle shifted uneasily, her cage tightening inside her already snug panties. "Yes, Ms.," she replied, swallowing hard. Her nerves were getting the better of her. She needed to bring up her request now before she lost her nerve. "Ms. Samantha, may I ask for something, please?"

"Of course, you may, baby girl," Ms. Samantha smiled knowingly, as though she could already guess what Danielle was going to ask. "Why don’t you come into my office?"

"Thank you, Ms.!" Danielle followed her Boss eagerly, her heart racing.

As they entered Ms. Samantha’s office, she gestured toward the door. "Go ahead and hang your dress on the back of the door, sweetie, then take a seat."

Danielle’s stomach dropped. Her lingerie choice suddenly felt like a bad decision—far too revealing for this moment. But she wasn’t about to disobey Ms. Samantha’s command. Reluctantly, she unzipped her dress, slipping it off her body and hanging it on the back of the door before turning to face Ms. Samantha.

"Now that is what I call a statement ensemble," Ms. Samantha said gleefully, her eyes raking over Danielle’s scantily clad body. "I can’t wait to hear what kind of questions follow an outfit like that." She walked to the front of her desk, sitting down gracefully and crossing her legs. The pose was almost identical to their first meeting. "But before you ask, I have a question for you. What exactly did you buy at the Sex Enclave last night?"

Danielle’s face went white. She hadn’t considered that using the company card would alert Ms. Samantha to her purchase. Her throat went dry as she shifted uneasily in her seat. "I… um… I bought a dildo," she stammered, her voice barely a whisper.

"One dildo?" Ms. Samantha’s eyebrow arched higher.

"Well… two," Danielle confessed, her face heating up. Her heart pounded in her chest, her body betraying her as her cage tightened further.

Ms. Samantha smirked, clearly enjoying Danielle’s discomfort. "Two dildos?" She repeated loudly. "Tell Me, baby girl, what exactly did you do with two dildos?"

Danielle’s body trembled with humiliation, her cage throbbing as the memory of her lewd tryst with the dildos played in her mind. She shifted in her chair, feeling the cold sweat trickle down her back. Her heart raced as she prepared to confess.

"Well… after Crystal and I kissed goodbye…"

Ms. Samantha interrupted, her eyes gleaming with interest. "Back up, sweetheart. You and Crystal kissed?"

"More like… made out, Ms. Samantha," Danielle admitted, barely able to meet her Boss’s gaze.

"With tongue, I assume?" Ms. Samantha pressed, clearly savoring Danielle’s embarrassment. "Start from the beginning, baby girl, and tell me everything."

And so, Danielle did—her voice trembling as she recounted every detail. She told Ms. Samantha about her weekend with Crystal, their shared bed, her internal conflict over the bathroom situation, and their apartment shopping adventure. Then, she explained the kiss, her voice faltering as she recalled how it had felt to kiss Crystal—a boy, but not a boy—and the turmoil it had caused inside her.

Ms. Samantha listened intently, her expression softening just a little as Danielle spoke. "Oh, sweetie," she said finally, her voice reassuring. "You need to let go of those old ways of thinking. Did you enjoy kissing Crystal?"

"Yes, Ma’am," Danielle replied, her voice honest but small.

"Then don’t question it. Just enjoy it."

"Yes, Ms.," Danielle echoed, feeling a slight weight lift off her shoulders.

But the story didn’t end there. Danielle continued, recounting the rest of her night—the way she’d pleasured herself with both dildos, the intense orgasm she’d experienced, and the overwhelming pleasure she’d felt. To her surprise, Ms. Samantha expressed nothing but pride, commending Danielle for exploring her desires and even marveling at the fact that she had managed to cum without touching herself.

"I’m truly impressed, sweetheart," Ms. Samantha said, a slow, wicked smile spreading across her lips. "You’ve come a long way, haven’t you?"

Danielle felt a rush of warmth spread through her body at Ms. Samantha’s words. It was true—she had come a long way, and she was ready to go even further.

“So, what were those questions, sweetie?” Ms. Samantha finally asked, her voice dripping with playful authority.

“I... I was wondering, Ms.,” Danielle hesitated, her throat tightening despite having rehearsed this moment so many times. “If it would be possible to start breast augmentation like Crystal has started?” Just saying the words out loud felt like a weight off her chest, but she knew the next question was going to be even harder.

“That’s perfectly fine, sweet girl.” Ms. Samantha’s lips curled into a satisfied smile. “I can set up an appointment with the doctor for you.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle said with a shaky breath. But her relief was short-lived. Now came the real question, the one that had been burning inside her. “I was also wondering if, well... if...”

“Spit it out, sissy girl,” Ms. Samantha teased with a playful glint in her eyes. “You’ve just asked for tits, and last night you admitted to fucking yourself with two dildos. What could possibly be so tough to ask after that?”

Danielle’s face flushed a deep red as she blurted it out, finally releasing the words she’d been holding back. “I was wondering if You would fuck me, Ms., with Your strapon?”

“So, my newest sissy wants a good, hard fucking, huh?” Ms. Samantha leaned back in her chair, casually shifting her legs and watching with amusement as Danielle’s body trembled at the thought. “Bent over the desk, right in front of all these windows?” Her voice oozed with seductive authority, testing how far Danielle would go.

“Yes, Ms.” Danielle's voice was soft, trembling, as she finally made eye contact. “Please.”

“You’re just precious,” Ms. Samantha stood up slowly, her figure commanding every inch of the room as she moved to the back of her desk. “I see you thought your heels and sexy little outfit would sway me into giving you exactly what you want?”

Danielle’s heart raced—had she gone too far? Ms. Samantha’s silence as she sat behind her computer and started typing filled the room with a tense, almost unbearable pressure. This was not how Danielle had imagined it. The rapid clacking of keys was the only sound, and it made her squirm.

“I just wanted to wear something that made me feel sexy, Ms.,” Danielle finally managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Well, I did say you’d eventually beg for my strapon,” Ms. Samantha smirked, her eyes sparkling with control, “but today isn’t going to be the day.”

Danielle’s stomach dropped at her words. “There’s a fine line I need to keep you on, sweet thing,” Ms. Samantha continued, clicking away at the keyboard, “and while I appreciate the enthusiasm, I get to decide when I strap you up and fuck you, not you.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle replied, her lip quivering in disappointment. “I’m sorry for assuming.”

“But I’d hate to see such a lovely outfit go to waste,” Ms. Samantha’s voice softened but held a teasing edge. “Come stand over at the edge of my desk, honeybun.”

Danielle’s heart skipped. Maybe Ms. Samantha had changed her mind. She quickly moved to the desk, anticipation building in her chest.

“Legs spread nice and wide in those ankle-breaking heels,” Ms. Samantha still hadn’t moved from her chair, her eyes dancing with control, “and press that pretty little chest right onto the desktop.”

“Yes, Ms.!” Danielle eagerly followed the command, crossing her wrists behind her back, feeling her pulse quicken.

“And heels off the floor too.” Ms. Samantha’s gaze remained fixed, her authority unshaken.

Danielle’s calf muscles tensed as she lifted her heels, standing only on her toes. The sheer fabric of her French-cut panties did nothing to cover her exposed ass, vulnerable to anyone who might glance through the office windows.

“Now, while what you did isn’t quite ‘topping from the bottom,’ it’s close enough,” Ms. Samantha finally moved, standing at Danielle’s left side in one fluid motion. “Do you know what that means, sissy?”

“No, Ms.,” Danielle’s voice quivered with nervousness.

“It’s when a submissive tries to take control of how they’re dominated,” Ms. Samantha explained, placing a firm hand on Danielle’s lower back. “And while begging to be fucked is endearing, trying to dictate when it happens is not. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ms.!” Danielle’s heart pounded, her cheeks flushing even deeper.

“This will help remind you,” Ms. Samantha said coolly as her hand swatted Danielle’s right cheek with a sharp, deliberate slap. “Oh, and don’t forget to count.”

“One, Ms.!” Danielle yelped, her voice cracking as another sharp smack landed. “Two, Ms.!”

By the third swat, Danielle’s ass burned pink under Ms. Samantha’s hand, and just as quickly, her fingers moved to soothe the tender skin. But then, another smack came this time on her left cheek, making Danielle jump.

Danielle’s ass was on fire by the fifth slap, her entire body trembling under Ms. Samantha’s control. As she stood back, her hand tugged the back of Danielle’s panties sharply, pushing the material tightly against the base of Danielle’s plug. The friction sent a shiver through her body.

“Now, I do have good news for you,” Ms. Samantha said as she settled back into her seat, resting her feet up on the desk, inches from Danielle’s face. “And no, it’s not that you get to spend the next few minutes licking the bottom of my shoes.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle said eagerly, her tongue already extending to taste the sole of the black heels Ms. Samantha wore.

“I’ve scheduled your appointment with the doctor for today,” Ms. Samantha continued, watching as Danielle licked her shoe with devotion, “to talk about your new breasts. It’s in thirty minutes, so make sure to be quick but thorough.”

“Yes, Ms.!” Danielle’s excitement was almost unbearable as her tongue slid along the sole of Ms. Samantha’s heel.

As she licked her Boss' heels Danielle came to the stark realization that her cage was straining at the pressure of her rebellious appendage. Was it being spanked that had turned her on so much? The fact she was subserviently licking Her shoes? Or that she would be seeing a Dr. in the outfit she'd worn to the office today? Her head was spinning at all these thoughts. It was almost too much to take in at once.

“That’s enough for now,” Ms. Samantha said dismissively, removing her feet from the desk. “When you stand, make sure you leave those adorable panties exactly where they are.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle said, though she wasn’t sure why Ms. Samantha would want her panties to stay in place. But when she stood up, she realized the real reason. The fabric of her panties was wedged tightly between her reddened cheeks, giving her a massive, humiliating wedgie. The feeling of the silky material rubbing against her bare skin was both embarrassing and incredibly arousing.

“You’ve got about fifteen minutes to clean up and get dressed,” Ms. Samantha said coolly, returning her attention to the computer. “Your appointment is two floors up, and remember—take the stairs. No dawdling.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle said, dutifully collecting her dress and heading for the bathroom, her heart still racing from the intense encounter.

It only took Danielle a few moments to fix her long brunette wig and refresh her makeup, ensuring she looked just as perfect as when she’d walked into the office earlier. Stepping into her tight, form-fitting dress, she admired the way it hugged her body, accentuating every curve. In less than ten minutes, she was ready, her nerves barely under control as she headed two floors up for her appointment. The heels she wore were an absolute killer on her legs during the climb up the stairs, but the way they made her calves look was undeniably worth it. Plus, they completed her sexy ensemble.

“Oh, I just love that dress!” a bubbly voice exclaimed as soon as Danielle entered the office.

Danielle blinked, slightly flustered. “Oh, um, thank you,” she managed to reply, feeling heat creep into her cheeks.

“You must be Danielle,” the woman finally emerged from behind the reception desk, revealing herself with a wide smile, “am I right?”

“Yes,” Danielle replied, now face to face with a stunning woman whose beauty was impossible to ignore.

The receptionist was striking—her dark blonde hair perfectly framing her face, her bright green eyes dancing with energy. Even in her dark blue scrubs, which seemed designed to hide rather than flatter, the woman was radiantly attractive. Her warm smile made Danielle feel both welcome and intensely self-conscious at the same time.

“I just need your insurance card and ID, please,” the receptionist said, her voice smooth and inviting.

Without hesitation, Danielle handed over her driver’s license and insurance card, trying not to focus on how her photo on the ID was still very much Dan, a relic of her old self.

“Thank you; Danielle,” the receptionist said with another beaming smile as she glanced at the license. “Why don’t you follow me to the exam room, and we’ll get you all set up.” She handed the items back before motioning towards the hallway.

Danielle’s face felt as red as her ass had been earlier after Ms. Samantha’s ‘reminder.’ The warmth of embarrassment clung to her as she followed the receptionist.

“I’m Nicole, by the way,” the woman introduced herself, holding the door open for Danielle to enter the office area.

“Nice to meet you, Nicole,” Danielle replied, stopping herself just in time from awkwardly introducing herself again.

“Right in here,” Nicole said, gesturing towards the exam room. “You can hang your dress on the back of the door, and there’s a robe for you to put on.” She smiled knowingly, “Oh, and we ran out of those little grippy socks, so you can leave your heels on. I’m sure you wouldn’t mind that, would you?” Nicole winked, the gesture both playful and a little too suggestive.

Danielle’s mind raced—had Nicole just winked at her? Was she flirting or just being friendly? Surely Nicole had seen the name on the license and realized that ‘Danielle’ wasn’t her birth name. The thought of Nicole knowing her secret sent a fresh wave of nervousness through her. Was this woman actually flirting with her? The possibility seemed absurd.

Shaking her head, Danielle quickly undressed, slipping out of her clingy dress and putting on the pale pink robe. She couldn’t help but feel a pang of unease—her lingerie was definitely not the kind of thing most people wore to a doctor’s office. As she sat down on the exam table, crossing her legs, the robe slipped open slightly, revealing her stocking tops and a teasing glimpse of her panties. Hastily pulling it closed again, Danielle heard a knock at the door.

“I’m all set,” she called out, though her voice trembled slightly.

Nicole stepped in, her eyes sparkling as she looked at Danielle. “That’s a great color on you,” she said, as she glanced at the exposed edges of Danielle’s lingerie.

Danielle tried to ignore the compliment as Nicole took her blood pressure and vitals. In spite of her best efforts, Danielle couldn’t keep the robe from gaping open at the bottom while Nicole worked. With one hand occupied by the oxygen sensor and Nicole holding the other arm for the blood pressure cuff, Danielle felt utterly exposed. She could only hope Nicole wasn’t looking down at her barely-there panties. But there was no denying the way Nicole’s kind eyes met hers—there was something more behind that knowing smile.

“The doctor will be in shortly,” Nicole said softly, placing a gentle hand on Danielle’s stocking-clad leg. The touch was electric, and Danielle felt her heart race.

“Thank you, Nicole,” Danielle whispered, her throat suddenly dry as she tried to steady her voice.

The moment Nicole left, Danielle’s mind spiraled. Had she seen it? Surely she had seen the translucent panties Danielle wore, and possibly even the pink cage hidden beneath. It was beyond mortifying, yet her cock throbbed rebelliously against the cage.

“You’re such a freak,” Danielle muttered to herself, glaring down at her crotch. “I want to die of embarrassment, and all you can do is get hard about it!”

A soft knock at the door interrupted her thoughts.

“Good morning,” a deep voice said as a handsomely aged male doctor entered the room, looking down at his clipboard. “Danielle, how are you today?”

“I’m... I’m fine, thank you,” Danielle stammered, her nerves getting the best of her.

Thankfully, the doctor started with simple yes-or-no questions, giving Danielle time to gather herself. But then, the question she had been dreading came: “I’ll need you to lower your robe so I can examine your chest.”

Nicole, who had been preoccupied with taking notes, suddenly looked up at Danielle, giving her a reassuring nod. That small gesture was all it took for Danielle to relax, just enough to let the robe slip down her arms. Her hands shook as she fumbled with her bra and breast forms, removing them and baring her chest to the room. Sitting there, exposed, her anxiety was barely under control as the doctor continued his examination.

“We’ll need to gradually stretch the skin,” he said, pressing against her chest. “We’ll do this over time with saline injections. How big are you hoping to go?”

“Um... I think a C cup would be nice,” Danielle said, her head still spinning. Was this really happening?

“That will suit your frame well,” the doctor nodded. “We can start with your first injection today. I’ll also give you an ointment to help with the skin and prevent stretch marks.”

“Okay,” Danielle mumbled, feeling slightly out of her depth.

“Great! We’ll also take a chest x-ray to be safe,” the doctor added, standing up. “Nicole will handle your shot once we’re done.”

Before she could respond, the doctor was already out of the room. Danielle quickly pulled the robe closed, her head spinning from the flurry of information. Her panic only subsided when Nicole’s soft hand touched her thigh once again.

“Are you okay?” Nicole asked, her voice soothing as her fingers gently grazed Danielle’s stocking-covered leg.

“Yeah, I think so,” Danielle said, meeting Nicole’s gaze. “Thank you.”

“He can be a bit abrupt,” Nicole chuckled, her fingers lightly tracing circles on Danielle’s skin. “But he’s great at what he does.”

Was Nicole being forward, or just kind? Danielle couldn’t tell, her brain too fogged by the strange mix of anxiety and arousal coursing through her. Could Nicole actually be interested in her?

“Why don’t we get that x-ray done?” Nicole suggested, standing up.

As Danielle slid off the exam table, the sides of her robe slipped open, fully exposing her light pink-colored translucent panties—and the pink cage beneath. Nicole’s eyes locked onto the sight for a moment, and instead of looking shocked or disgusted, she winked at Danielle again. That simple gesture was more confusing than the entire exam had been!

Walking down the hall to the x-ray room, Danielle could hardly focus. Her mind raced with a million thoughts. The way Nicole’s hand lingered on her back as she positioned Danielle for the X-ray made her pulse quicken. Was that hand lingering? Or was it all in Danielle’s head?

“Hold still for me,” Nicole whispered softly, her breath warm against Danielle’s neck.

Once the x-rays were done, Nicole led her back to the exam room. Danielle’s eyes couldn’t help but follow the sway of Nicole’s hips in those snug scrubs. Sitting in front of the mirror, Danielle opened her robe, wondering what exactly Nicole had seen.

“Pretty unmistakable,” she whispered to herself. There was no way Nicole hadn’t noticed.

Another knock snapped Danielle back to the moment. She quickly returned to the exam table as the doctor and Nicole re-entered, the latter carrying a tray covered by a small white towel. The doctor explained the amount of saline he would inject, but Danielle barely registered the words. She felt the prick of the needle on her chest and the gradual sensation of her skin stretching as the saline-filled her.

When the procedure was done, Danielle looked down at her small, newly formed A-cup breasts. It wasn’t much, but it was a start.

“Nicole will help with the cream,” the doctor said as he left. “She’ll also set up your follow-ups.”

“This is a bit cool at first,” Nicole said, squeezing some of the cream into her hand. “But it helps, or so I’ve been told.”

“So you’ve been told?” Danielle asked, her curiosity piqued.

“You’re not the first girl to come up from downstairs,” Nicole explained, as she gently rubbed the cream onto Danielle’s bare left breast, her touch delicate but firm, causing Danielle to shiver. “There’s been quite a few, actually.”

Nicole’s hands worked skillfully, massaging the cream into Danielle’s skin, each movement slow and deliberate. The cool sensation of the cream sent chills down Danielle’s spine, but the heat of Nicole’s touch felt almost electric. It was hard for Danielle to think straight, especially with Nicole’s fingers so close, her touch both clinical and undeniably sensual.

“So, you’ve met Crystal?” Danielle asked, her voice barely a whisper as Nicole’s fingers moved to her other breast.

“I have,” Nicole replied, as she began working the cream into Danielle’s right breast, the sensation making Danielle’s breath catch in her throat. “You’ll have appointments on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, just like her.” She caught the curious expression on Danielle’s face and smiled. “The saline gets absorbed into the body over time, so we top it off every other day. It doesn’t have any negative effects, other than making you need to relieve yourself a bit more often.”

“Oh, that makes sense,” Danielle said softly, trying to focus on Nicole’s words, though her mind was still spinning from the intimate touch and the flood of emotions running through her. The thought of seeing Nicole three times a week wasn’t exactly unpleasant, though it added a new layer of complexity to her already pretty chaotic feelings.

Nicole finished rubbing in the cream, stepping back as if admiring her work. “Let that dry for a bit,” she said, her eyes lingering on Danielle’s chest for a moment longer than necessary. “Once it’s set, come meet me back at the counter and we’ll schedule your follow-ups.”

Danielle nodded, watching Nicole leave the room, her head still buzzing with the surrealness of the entire experience. She glanced down at her burgeoning chest, cupping her small breasts and giving them a gentle squeeze. It was strange but also exhilarating—finally seeing the physical changes she had dreamed about for so long. They were small, sure, but it was a start, and that was enough for now.

With the cream dry, Danielle hurriedly put her bra and breast forms back in place, feeling the weight of her transformed chest against the snug fabric. She then slipped her dress back on, adjusting it until it fit perfectly once more. Feeling more composed, she exited the exam room and went in search of Nicole.

Nicole was waiting at the counter, a warm smile on her face as Danielle approached. “I hope you’re a bit of an early riser,” she said, her voice light and teasing. “The only time I can consistently fit you in is at 8:45 in the morning.”

“I can do that,” Danielle replied, her nerves calming slightly under Nicole’s friendly gaze.

“That’s great!” Nicole’s smile widened, “I’m usually here around 8:30, so if you get here early, we can get started a little sooner.” She reached out, lightly touching Danielle’s arm, sending a jolt through her body. “Next time, we’ll measure your chest and track your progress.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Danielle said, her voice barely steady as she looked into Nicole’s bright green eyes.

Nicole’s cheeks flushed slightly, her smile becoming a bit more bashful. “And hey, if you end up coming early... bring coffee,” she added with a wink.

Danielle’s heart raced. Was Nicole actually interested in her? It felt impossible, yet the signals seemed undeniable. With a nervous but hopeful smile, Danielle nodded. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

As she left the office, the entire experience replayed in her head. From the embarrassment of the exam to the strange yet thrilling connection she felt with Nicole, it was almost too much to process. But one thing was certain—this was only the beginning.

Danielle nearly stumbled out of the office door, her legs still shaky and her mind racing. That had been flirting, right? It had to be. But she couldn’t wrap her head around it. Nicole was stunning, way out of Danielle’s league, even as Danielle. And Nicole had seen the cage. How did that not put her off? She even knew Danielle worked for Ms. Samantha. Too many questions circled Danielle’s thoughts, ones she didn’t have answers for.

“Hi, sweetie!” Crystal’s bright smile greeted her the moment she entered the front office.

“Oh, I’m so glad to see you,” Danielle replied, barely able to contain the wave of emotions. “I have so many questions.” She felt like her legs would give out any moment as she approached Crystal. “I just got my first injection. Do you know Nicole?”

“Yeah, I don’t think she likes me much,” Crystal responded with a shrug. “She barely talks to me.”

“Really?” Danielle was floored. She had been sure there was something more going on.

“Why? What’s up?” Crystal asked, picking up on Danielle’s confusion.

“I think she was flirting with me,” Danielle confessed, causing Crystal to chuckle in surprise. “She scheduled my follow-ups for 8:45 and told me to bring coffee and come early!”

“Seriously?” Crystal’s eyes widened, now the one who was shocked.

“She even saw my cage,” Danielle admitted, blushing at the memory. “And she knows I work here. She has to know, right?”

Crystal smirked, stepping closer to Danielle with a teasing look in her eye. She reached up, gently touching Danielle’s face, her fingertips brushing the edge of her jaw. Leaning in slowly, Danielle mirrored her movement, their lips brushing together softly at first before Crystal’s tongue flicked teasingly against Danielle’s lips. When Danielle opened her mouth, their tongues met in a brief, sensual dance before Crystal pulled back, smiling sweetly.

“Oh, she definitely knows,” Crystal said, her voice light as she took Danielle’s hand gently. “Nicole’s been around for a while—she knows all about your ‘career path.’”

Danielle chuckled at that. “Career path, huh? I guess that’s one way to put it.”

With a soft laugh, she took a seat behind the desk, letting out a breath of relief. “Speaking of which, when’s your next date?”

“Wednesday night,” Crystal replied, her fingers tracing a light pattern over Danielle’s hand. 

“It’s nothing crazy like this weekend, thank god.” She shuddered slightly at the memory. “But it should be fun.” Crystal reluctantly let go of Danielle’s hand, continuing, “Oh, and I made an offer on that place we saw yesterday.”

“That’s exciting news!” Danielle smiled, thrilled for her friend.

“It’ll take a bit before I can close on it,” Crystal said, her eyes traveling down, admiring how well Danielle’s dress fit her. “But that means you can get out of that dump you’re living in soon, too!” Bending closer, Crystal inspected Danielle’s shoes and whispered with a teasing grin, “Well, no wonder Nicole was into you, dressed all slutty like this in the office.”

Danielle smirked. “I learned from the best!”

Their playful banter was interrupted by a page for Danielle to report to Ms. Samantha’s office. Confirming with Crystal that Ms. Samantha was alone, Danielle stood, unzipping her dress as she walked down the hallway. By the time she entered the office, her dress slipped off her body effortlessly, and she hung it neatly on the door hook. Ms. Samantha sat behind her desk, watching Danielle with a satisfied smile as she motioned for her to take a seat.

Danielle’s eyes fell on the chair—familiar leather cuffs and small brass padlocks awaited her. Without needing to be told, she started securing herself, locking the cuffs around her wrists and ankles, fastening each one in place with the small locks.

“How did your appointment go?” Ms. Samantha asked, her eyes following every movement as Danielle restrained herself.

“It went very well, Ms.,” Danielle responded, locking her second ankle cuff. “I have follow-ups scheduled at 8:45, three days a week.”

“You must be the first appointment of the day,” Ms. Samantha smiled, clearly pleased with the arrangement. “And how’s your bottom doing?”

“My panties are right where You want them, Ms.,” Danielle said, turning her body to give Ms. Samantha a good view. “The sting is gone.”

“I’m sure it was quite the experience wearing that slutty lingerie to see the doctor,” Ms. Samantha teased, her voice playful but firm. “And with the short robe that Nicole always manages to give my girls, I bet she got an eyeful of those slutty panties of yours.”

“She did, Ms.,” Danielle admitted, her face flushing deeply.

Ms. Samantha’s eyes gleamed with amusement. “I’m sure that was slightly embarrassing for you, but it seems you’ve recovered well enough.” She pointed to the desk, her tone shifting into a command. “Go ahead, get to the end of the desk and lock those pretty heels to the cables.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle responded instantly, moving to the desk, and bending forward to attach her heels to the chains. Once secured, she leaned forward, her chest resting on the desk, positioning herself just as Ms. Samantha liked. The pressure against her newly enhanced chest felt different, more pronounced. It made her feel more aware of the changes to her body.

Ms. Samantha stood up and walked behind her, a slow, purposeful motion that made Danielle’s breath catch in anticipation. She felt the cuffs around her wrists being manipulated, the metallic clinks finalizing her complete helplessness. The small tugs of her panties being pulled down sent a shiver through her as they slid just below her stocking tops, leaving her bare.

“I thought this was the fat plug you had in,” Ms. Samantha commented, her hand lightly grasping the base of the plug. “You know what to do, sissy.”

Danielle took a deep breath, holding it for a moment before exhaling as Ms. Samantha slowly removed the plug.

“You’ve been doing quite well training your bottom,” Ms. Samantha praised, giving Danielle a sense of pride. “It came out so nicely.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle whispered, feeling the emptiness left behind by the large plug.

Ms. Samantha didn’t waste any time. Something smooth and firm slid across Danielle’s recently vacated hole. The sensation made her gasp—it was unmistakable. Ms. Samantha had donned her harness. “I believe my slutty little sissy wanted to go for a ride this morning, didn’t she?” Ms. Samantha teased, the smooth head of her strapon rubbing gently over Danielle’s aching entrance. “What did I say you needed to do for that to happen?”

“You said I needed to beg, Ms.,” Danielle replied, her voice trembling with anticipation as the shaft continued to glide over her sensitive, sore hole.

“Then pick your head up and start begging, sissy!” Ms. Samantha’s voice was sharp, and commanding.

Danielle lifted her head, flicking her hair to the side, and found herself staring at the tablet screen on Ms. Samantha’s desk. Her own reflection stared back, her face flushed with desperation. Over her shoulder, Ms. Samantha’s smirking face loomed in the frame. A timer in the corner of the screen showed the video was recording.

“Hurry up, sissy,” Ms. Samantha warned, pressing the head of the strapon slightly against Danielle’s hole. “Or I’ll call your kissy friend in here and let you watch while she shows you how to beg properly!”

“Ohhh, please, Ms.!” Danielle’s voice broke with desperation. “Please, I need to please You so badly!” Her eyes welled up with tears, her body straining for more contact. “I need your strapon inside me! Please, Ms.! I’ll do anything you ask!”

Ms. Samantha’s grin widened. It was the moment she had been waiting for. All of her girls eventually broke—some took longer, trying to cling to the remnants of their masculinity. But not Danielle. She had willingly embraced her new life, eagerly slipping into submission, and now she was begging for the next step. With a slow, deliberate motion, the bulbous head of the strapon pressed into Danielle’s tight hole, stretching her open.

“Annnnything, sissy?” Ms. Samantha asked, her voice low and taunting.

“YES!” Danielle squealed, her body trying to suck the cock deeper inside her.

Ms. Samantha held her position, hands firmly gripping Danielle’s wiggling hips. “So, if I had Crystal come in here and remove her cage, would you suck her cock like the good little sissy you are?”

“YES, Ms.!” Danielle’s answer was immediate. “I’d suck every inch of her!”

The reward was instant. Another inch of the strapon slid into Danielle’s eager hole, the defined ridge of the dildo scraping against her sensitive canal. Her groan was deep and guttural, the tension in her body easing with each inch.

“You really are a slutty little sissy,” Ms. Samantha teased, moving Her hips in a slow circle, making Danielle squirm. “Do you think you’re ready to be a cock sucker already?”

“Yes!” Danielle moaned, her voice strained with need. “I’m YOUR slut, Ms.! Please, fuck me like your slut should be fucked!” Another inch slid inside Danielle’s trembling body, and as lightheaded as she felt, the realization hit her hard—the more I beg, the more I get. The truth of it only made her want more. “Please, Ms.,” she cried louder, her voice dripping with desperation, “fuck me until I scream!”

Ms. Samantha’s keen eyes stayed on Danielle’s face, reading her every expression as she pressed forward. Inch by inch, the strapon filled Danielle’s ass, and with every movement, the tension and resistance in Danielle’s body melted away. When Ms. Samantha’s hips finally met Danielle’s quivering cheeks, she let out a satisfied groan. Danielle’s arms and legs shook from the stretch, but her mind was already spiraling into pleasure.

With her hands gripping Danielle’s hips tightly, Ms. Samantha leaned in close, her breath hot against Danielle’s ear. “Well, look at you—mouth open, eyes rolling back like a little cock whore,” she teased. “But I get nervous when those eyes roll so far back in your head.”

“Sorry, Ms.,” Danielle cooed weakly, still reeling from the sensation of being completely filled.

Ms. Samantha straightened, her voice soft yet commanding. “Tell me, slut—what is it you want now?”

Danielle lifted her head just enough to stare at the screen, meeting Ms. Samantha’s eyes through the video feed. “Please, Ms.,” she whispered, her voice strained, “please fuck me like You own me.”

Ms. Samantha’s lips curled into a wicked grin. “Oh, but I do own you.” Without warning, she pulled the strapon halfway out before slamming it back inside Danielle’s stretched hole, making her gasp. “Don’t I?”

“Ohhhhhh, YES, Ms.!” Danielle cried out, her voice echoing in the room.

Ms. Samantha started slow, her hands gripping Danielle’s hips firmly as she varied the pace and depth of each thrust. Danielle’s body responded to every movement, moaning and trembling with each powerful push inside her. Ms. Samantha was meticulous, observing every reaction, taking mental notes of what made Danielle’s body twitch, groan, and beg for more. This was more than just domination; it was a calculated effort to ensure Danielle would crave this again and again. Ms. Samantha knew that after today, Danielle would be hooked, her body forever yearning for more no matter how sore she was when she was finally untied.

“Ohhh, Ms.!” Danielle’s voice cracked, her body tensing. “I think I’m going to cum!”

Ms. Samantha chuckled, her hips still moving in rhythmic thrusts. “My little girl just loves to cum, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, Ms.!” Danielle whimpered, the intensity building as she felt herself teetering on the edge. Just then, Ms. Samantha delivered a firm spank to Danielle’s ass, amplifying the sensation.

“Ohhh YES, Ms.!” Danielle screamed. “Again, please!”

With a smirk, Ms. Samantha obliged, spanking Danielle’s reddened cheeks again and again, each slap synchronized with the thrust of her hips. The room was filled with the sound of Danielle’s whimpers and moans, her body vibrating with pleasure as Ms. Samantha’s strapon pushed deeper inside her.

Danielle’s muscles quivered, her legs barely able to support her anymore as Ms. Samantha gave her one last firm spank before gripping her hips tightly, her nails digging into Danielle’s tender flesh. The final push sent Danielle over the edge, her body convulsing with the force of her orgasm. She screamed Ms. Samantha’s name, her entire being consumed by the intense waves of pleasure that ripped through her.

“Well, that was intense,” Ms. Samantha said proudly as she slowly pulled out of Danielle, the shaft slipping out of her ass with a slick sound. Danielle whimpered softly at the emptiness, her body limp on the desk. “Rest there for a moment,” Ms. Samantha commanded, her voice softening as she noted how spent Danielle was. “I doubt you’re in any shape to walk just yet.”

Danielle weakly nodded, her mind foggy and her body drained. The orgasm she’d had the night before was nothing compared to this—this was something deeper, more powerful, leaving her utterly exhausted. Lifting her head seemed impossible; even opening her eyes felt like too much effort. All she could do was lie there, her cheek pressed against the desk, lost in the afterglow of what had just happened.

She felt something cool and moist touch her sore opening, and for a moment, she was too spent to even question it. Eventually, the fog in her mind cleared just enough to realize Ms. Samantha was cleaning her up with a baby wipe, the cool sensation soothing the heat in her abused skin. A smaller plug was slipped inside her, filling her once again, and her silky panties were pulled back into place. Danielle’s wrists were then freed from the cuffs, her limbs feeling heavy and sluggish.

“Let’s stand you up,” Ms. Samantha said softly as she and another pair of hands—Crystal’s—gently lifted Danielle to her feet. The room swayed slightly as Danielle struggled to keep her balance, but Ms. Samantha and Crystal held her steady. Slowly, they guided her to the nearby couch, laying her down with care. Crystal placed a pillow under Danielle’s head before stepping back to Ms. Samantha’s desk.

Danielle’s eyes fluttered shut almost instantly, her body sinking into the couch. She could hear the faint sounds of Crystal and Ms. Samantha talking in the background, but it was muffled, distant. She barely had time to process what had happened before sleep took her, the overwhelming exhaustion pulling her under.

As Danielle lay resting, her body utterly drained from the intense session, Ms. Samantha stood over her, watching the gentle rise and fall of her chest. A satisfied smile curled at the corners of Ms. Samantha’s lips. Danielle had come so far, but the path ahead would only grow more demanding.

Ms. Samantha turned to Crystal, who had quietly returned to the desk. “She’s progressing well, but there’s still much to be done,” she remarked softly, her eyes never leaving Danielle’s sleeping form.

Crystal nodded, a knowing look passing between them. Danielle’s transformation wasn’t just about appearance—it was about reshaping her mind, her desires, her identity. Ms. Samantha was molding her into something delicate yet powerful, a perfect sissy who would embrace her submission with every fiber of her being.

“When she wakes,” Ms. Samantha murmured, almost to herself, “the next stage begins.”

In the coming days, Danielle would face new challenges. The subtle changes to her body—the growing curves, the enhanced femininity—would be heightened with more injections and more training. Each session would push her further into her role, teaching her not only how to look and act the part of the perfect sissy but to feel it deep inside.

Her wardrobe would grow more daring. Tight skirts, plunging necklines, stockings that accentuated every line of her legs. Ms. Samantha had already decided on the next phase: Danielle would spend her days in a state of constant temptation, her body carefully corseted, her outfits making her hyper-aware of her evolving form. Every glance in the mirror would remind her of the sissy she was becoming, and Ms. Samantha would ensure that Danielle learned to love every moment of it.

The psychological training would intensify as well. Ms. Samantha had always been a master of control, and now she would lead Danielle deeper into submission. There would be no more hesitation, no more lingering doubts. Danielle’s mind would become as soft and pliable as her appearance. Each command would feel like an instinct, each desire shaped by her need to serve and obey.

Crystal watched in silence, knowing how far she herself had come under Ms. Samantha’s guidance. She saw in Danielle the same potential—a sissy waiting to be fully unleashed. And soon, under Ms. Samantha’s firm hand, Danielle would reach that peak.

“Her body will change, but so will her mind,” Ms. Samantha continued, running a finger lightly along Danielle’s cheek. “By the time I’m done with her, she won’t just look like the sissy she’s meant to be. She’ll think like one. She’ll crave it.”

Crystal’s lips curled into a soft smile. She remembered her own journey, how Ms. Samantha had guided her step by step into her new reality. Danielle was on that same path now, each day pulling her deeper into a world where she would not just accept her femininity but thrive in it.

“The next week will be a turning point,” Ms. Samantha added, Her tone almost gleeful. “She’ll need to be prepared for what’s coming. There’s no turning back now.”

Even in her sleep, Danielle could feel the pull of her transformation. Deep inside, she craved it—every injection, every piece of lingerie, every teasing glance that reminded her of her growing femininity. It wasn’t just about pleasing Ms. Samantha; Danielle wanted this for herself. She could hardly wait to see how far she would go, how deeply she would submit, how much more she would become. The thought of her new body, her new life, filled her dreams with excitement and longing. Soon, she would be everything she’d ever fantasized about—and she could hardly wait for the next step.
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Danielle stirred, unsure how long she’d been asleep. Slowly sitting up on the couch, she tried to piece together how she’d ended up there in the first place. Her body felt sore, her muscles still weak from the earlier session, and her opening, still tender, reminded her of the intense fucking she'd endured. She instinctively reached behind herself, feeling the plug nestled in her sore hole. Thankfully, it wasn’t the larger one she had started the day with, but the reminder of her earlier stretching still lingered. Even though the overwhelming arousal had subsided slightly, the heat remained—a constant, dull ache of horniness she couldn’t quite shake.

“How are you feeling, sweetie?” Ms. Samantha’s voice broke through the fog from across the room, Her tone soft yet commanding. She sat behind her desk, watching Danielle intently. “Crystal left you a glass of water.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle murmured, taking the glass gratefully and sipping deeply. “I’m okay,” she added after another long sip. She could still feel the flush in her cheeks. “That was... pretty intense.”

Ms. Samantha smirked knowingly. “It was. You seemed to have quite the orgasm.”

Danielle’s blush deepened. Ms. Samantha referred to it as an orgasm, not cumming, a subtle but intentional reminder of her emasculation. Not that Danielle needed much help feeling that way—every inch of her body, from the lingerie clinging to her soft curves to the tender soreness between her legs, reminded her exactly of who she was becoming.

“I, uh... I do need to use the bathroom,” Danielle stammered, almost asking permission as she tried to rise from the low couch. Her knees were still shaky, making it difficult to balance on her tall heels. Slowly standing, she instinctively reached behind her, fearing the plug might slip out.

“Don’t worry,” Ms. Samantha said, stifling a chuckle. “It’s a weighted plug. It’ll help tighten your little sissy pussy back up after being fucked.”

“Okay, Ms.” Danielle’s face turned a deep shade of red at Ms. Samantha’s blunt words, feeling both embarrassed and strangely aroused by the crude language. She carefully made her way to the bathroom, each step reminding her of the thorough stretching she’d received earlier.

“When you’re finished, come back and have a seat,” Ms. Samantha instructed, her voice firm.

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle replied softly as she slipped into the bathroom.

Closing the door behind her, Danielle took a moment to look at herself in the mirror. The words freshly fucked would be an understatement. Her hair was a tangled mess, and her mascara had smudged beneath her eyes, giving her the unmistakable look of someone who had been thoroughly ravished. She sighed, not surprised at the sight but still a bit shocked by how intense the session had been. Sitting down to relieve herself, Danielle noticed something odd—her condom panty liner was gone. It had been there earlier, and she distinctly remembered it being filled when she cummed. Orgasmed, she corrected herself. She’d have to ask about it. After finishing, she quickly fixed her hair and makeup, trying to compose herself before reentering Ms. Samantha’s office.

Standing by the chair, still only in her lacy lingerie set and the cuffs, Danielle waited for Ms. Samantha to acknowledge her before sitting.

“How do you feel, honeybun?” Ms. Samantha asked, motioning for Danielle to take a seat.

“A bit foggy,” Danielle admitted, crossing her legs delicately, “but very good otherwise, Ms.”

“That was quite an orgasm you had,” Ms. Samantha noted with a smile, clearly pleased with Danielle’s response. “It’s wonderful that you enjoyed your first time so much.”

“It was... surprising, Ms.” Danielle’s gaze lingered just below Ms. Samantha’s eyes, still struggling to maintain eye contact. “I was wondering, though—where did the panty liner go?”

Ms. Samantha leaned back in her chair, a mischievous grin spreading across her face. “I’m sure you were somewhat aware that I called Crystal in to clean you up after you fell asleep.” She waited for Danielle’s embarrassed nod before continuing. “It seemed like a shame to leave it there like that—fully filled, so I let Crystal take care of it. Consider it a little reward for her.”

“Reward?” Danielle felt her cheeks burn even hotter. She had an idea of what Ms. Samantha meant, but she needed confirmation.

“Oh yes,” Ms. Samantha’s grin widened, resembling that of a Cheshire cat. “She didn’t hesitate to gobble up your condom. Not a drop wasted.” Her words hung in the air, the weight of their meaning pressing down on Danielle. “Don’t worry, sissy. You’ll get a taste of her soon enough.”

Danielle’s heart raced at the thought, unsure whether she was more horrified or excited by the idea of tasting her friend. “Yes, Ms.,” she whispered, her voice shaky.

“Why don’t you remove your cuffs now,” Ms. Samantha said with a casual wave of Her hand, thoroughly enjoying the torment she was inflicting on Danielle’s psyche. “Crystal already removed the locks for you.”

“Thank you, Ms.” Danielle’s throat felt dry as she hurried to remove the cuffs and place them on Ms. Samantha’s desk.

Retrieving her dress from the door, Danielle quickly slipped it back on. Fully dressed once again, she thanked her Ms. for a wonderful session before making her way back to her own desk, wondering if Crystal would be there.

“Hi, sleepyhead!” Crystal’s smirk greeted her as she approached. “Looks like someone got worn out today!”

“I know,” Danielle replied, her voice barely above a whisper compared to Crystal’s playful tone.

“I bet you can’t wait to do it again, huh?” Crystal teased with a knowing smile.

“You’re right about that,” Danielle giggled, her body tingling at the thought. As she approached Crystal’s desk, she glanced at the computer screen. “Surfing dating sites at work?” she teased, her tone light.

“It’s a dating site of sorts,” Crystal replied with a smirk. “Each girl gets a profile page on the company’s website.” As she scrolled through, an image of a voluptuous honey brunette dressed in a latex cat outfit filled the screen. “I have a photo shoot tomorrow to get my page set up, so I’m just looking for ideas.”

Danielle’s jaw dropped. “Holy shit!” she blurted out, quickly covering her mouth in embarrassment. “Is she dressed as a latex cat?”

“Yep!” Crystal’s eyes sparkled as a chill ran up her spine. “But check this one out.” She clicked on another image, and this time a honey brunette was decked out in an elaborate latex blow-up doll costume, her mouth forced into a perfect O shape by a tight latex mask. She looked like the perfect bimbo minus the blonde hair. Danielle could once again start feeling her cage getting tighter below the lace panties.

“Well, that’s one way to get me to stop teasing you!” Danielle quipped, her eyes wide as she studied the details of the costume.

“I think my jaw would cramp if I had to keep my mouth in that position for that long,” Crystal said, laughing as she shook her head.

Danielle leaned in, her eyes glued to the screen. “You could probably file a worker’s comp claim for a jaw injury,” she teased, her voice full of mischief.

“Who’s being bad now?” Crystal giggled, lightly nudging Danielle.

“I’ve had a good mentor,” Danielle shot back with a grin, her heart still racing from everything that had transpired. Despite the embarrassment, the arousal, and the teasing, there was a part of Danielle that couldn’t deny how much she was loving every moment of this journey.

Tuesday had passed in a blur for Danielle, much like Monday. She was grateful she’d chosen a dress that was easy to remove, as Ms. Samantha had summoned her into her office no less than five times throughout the day. Every time she entered, Danielle would slip out of her dress, hanging it neatly on the back of the door. Then, she’d get straight to servicing the dildo that hung above her dress before awaiting further instructions from her boss. Each visit brought something different. Two of the trips were simple conversations between boss and employee, the second one even happening over lunch. Another had Danielle squatting low to deep throat a dildo, while yet another saw her willingly bent over the desk, begging to be fucked. The final trip into the office was spent with Danielle lovingly servicing Ms. Samantha’s strapon, savoring the praise she received for how much her blowjob skills had improved.

By the end of the day, Danielle expected to be “too tired” to entertain any more playtime at home. After all, she had deep-throated a dildo no less than twelve times that day. But a call from Crystal quickly changed her mind.

“Hi, sweetie!” Danielle answered the call, sounding cheerful despite her exhaustion.

“Hello there,” Crystal’s voice was teasing and warm. “What are you wearing?”

“Nothing fun,” Danielle replied, a smirk on her lips.

“Well, I’ve got some pictures to share,” Crystal teased back, “but you might need to put on something a little more fun to really appreciate them!”

“Are they up on the website yet?” Danielle felt a spark of excitement building.

“Nope!” Crystal giggled. “I’m giving you a sneak peek, but I can’t let you be underdressed for this.”

“Oh, you’re really full of yourself tonight, huh?” Danielle quipped.

“And deservedly so,” Crystal chuckled louder. “I spent a couple of hours in a hucow outfit with cowbells on my nipples to make these happen, you know!”

“What!?” Danielle nearly dropped her phone. “You didn’t!”

“There’s more,” Crystal teased, her voice coy. “Call me back when you’re ready to see them.”

“Oh, that bitch,” Danielle muttered, rolling her eyes as she stared at the now-disconnected call. “Fine, I’ll play her game,” Danielle grumbled. “But she’s not going to see what I have on; I’ll just tell her something sexy enough.” No sooner had she said that than her phone beeped. “Fucking bitch!” she blurted as she saw the text from Crystal: Pics needed, no cheating!

Rushing to her closet, Danielle sifted through her wardrobe to find something Crystal would approve of. She quickly settled on a pair of black opaque thigh-highs with chiffon ruffles and white bows, stepping into her highest pair of black patent heels for good measure. To complete the look, she slipped into a black teddy with white lace and ruffles, resembling a naughty maid’s uniform. The teddy came with matching wristlets and a ruffled choker, which Danielle put on as well. After applying dark red lipstick, she propped her phone against the nightstand, angling it to capture her full reflection. Her entire outfit, minus the heels, was visible in the frame.

“This will take some creativity,” she muttered to herself. Rushing back into position, Danielle struck several poses, trying to capture the perfect shot. After a few failed attempts, she finally settled on one where her leg was kicked back, showing off her heels and most of her outfit. “That should do it,” she said with a satisfied smile.

A moment later, her phone rang again.

“Nice ass!” Crystal exclaimed gleefully. “Pull up your tablet—I’ll send you the pictures!”

“Okay, got it,” Danielle replied, sitting on her worn-out couch and opening up her tablet. “I’m ready.”

“While it downloads, you’ve gotta tell me how work went today!” Crystal’s voice oozed with curiosity.

“You know, the usual,” Danielle giggled. “Fucking, sucking, and basically being Ms. Samantha’s little plaything all day.”

“Sooo... typical workday, huh?” Crystal laughed loudly.

“Pretty much,” Danielle agreed with a laugh of her own. “Okay, the file’s open. Where do I start?”

“Just click on the first one,” Crystal said excitedly. “Let’s go through them together.”

As Danielle clicked on the first image, her thighs pressed together. “Look at you!” she whispered. “That’s such a cute outfit.” Crystal was dressed in an expensive designer cocktail dress. It was still classy while being barely there. She looked ravishing. Something, when worn out for a dinner date, would definitely send the message that she was the dessert for the night.

They slowly scrolled through the pictures, and with each one, the outfits became even more risqué.

“Holy crap!” Danielle blurted out. “There’s my little cow!”

“Ha, ha,” Crystal replied with a giggle. “Very funny.”

Crystal was dressed head to toe in a black and white latex hucow outfit, complete with large, swinging cowbells attached to her real nipples now that her tits started becoming bigger with the saline procedures. Her hands were bound in leather cuffs, and she wore thigh-high boots with a black tail hanging behind her. The look was topped off with a latex hood that had cow ears on the top and a latex collar that added to the fantasy. Danielle’s eyes were wide, both scared and incredibly turned on by the sight of her friend in full hucow attire.

“Go to the next group!” Crystal urged, her voice brimming with excitement.

“Holy shit!” Danielle gasped, her jaw dropping. “I mean, holy shit!”

“I know, right?” Crystal laughed.

This time, Crystal was wearing a Barbie pink-toned latex catsuit, but there was one glaring difference—her cock and balls were encased in a bright white sheath that stood out starkly against the rest of the suit. The following picture showed her erection tucked away.

“What was worse,” Danielle teased, her voice playful, “getting your cage off or putting it back on?”

“Definitely putting it back on,” Crystal groaned. “That was not easy!”

“Oh, but the pictures don’t stop there,” Danielle said breathlessly, scrolling through more bondage-themed images. “Was the photographer a guy?”

“He was,” Crystal confirmed.

“How long did he have you tied up like this?” Danielle asked, her voice rising with curiosity as she lingered over an image where Crystal was completely bound, unable to move.

“Only until I ached,” Crystal chuckled sheepishly. “But I may have given the photographer a little tip after we were done.”

Danielle couldn’t hold back her laughter. “Wait, you gave him one? Or did he give you one?”

“Keep scrolling, slut,” Crystal teased back.

Danielle gasped, feeling her heart race. “Ohhh, that’s way more than a tip!” she exclaimed, her eyes widening as she saw Crystal in several compromising positions, being taken by two men. “And he had a friend!? Wow, just wow!”

Setting her tablet aside, Danielle leaned back on the couch, her body thrumming with excitement. One hand began to stroke her aching balls, still sore from the earlier session, while the other scrolled through the images again. Her hips rocked slowly in time with her hand, and she could feel the heat building inside her as she practically humped the air, imagining herself in Crystal’s position.

“Guess what?” Crystal teased, pulling Danielle back to reality. “Those two guys? They’ll be the ones doing your shoot too!”

Danielle gulped, her body tensing at the thought. She realized her mouth was practically watering. “Lunch tomorrow?” she asked, trying to sound casual despite the growing desire coursing through her.

“Sounds good to me,” Crystal replied. “Oh, and don’t forget to dress up for Nicole tomorrow. And enjoy your dreams tonight!”

“No kidding. I’ll be dreaming about this,” Danielle chuckled, her eyes still glued to Crystal’s picture.

A shiver shot up her spine as she imagined herself in Crystal’s position—kneeling in elegant white lingerie with black accents, a satin bustier tightly laced around her waist, wide lace-topped stockings, and a long, curly blonde wig. Behind her, a muscular stud gripped her hip with one hand, his other hand holding her shoulder as he thrust deep inside her ass. In front of her stood another stud, his hand firmly gripping the top of her head as his balls pressed against her chin, her mouth ready to be filled.

“Oh my God,” Danielle huffed, “I need to get fucked like this.”

The words came out before she could stop them, but they felt undeniably true. Just months ago, getting fucked had meant something completely different to Dan. Now, as Danielle, it was what she craved, what her body ached for. The idea of saying no was slipping further and further away.

She rushed to her bedroom, grabbing two large dildos along the way. Within moments, she was on her knees, sandwiched between the two dildos, her body moving with practiced ease. With each thrust of the toys, she imagined herself between the two studs from Crystal’s pictures. Danielle stayed there, riding the wave of pleasure until her need was finally sated enough for sleep. Stepping out of her heels, she collapsed onto her bed, still dressed in her maid outfit, the toys discarded nearby. Stepping out of her heels, she simply climbed into bed still dressed as she'd been almost two hours ago.

Danielle’s alarm clock buzzed earlier than usual the following morning, rousing her from a deep sleep. Slowly waking, she groaned, feeling the dull soreness in her body. “Damn that Crystal,” she muttered to herself, tugging the crotch of her teddy down slightly. “Getting me all worked up before bed.” She rubbed her temples, noting the slight headache, though it was nothing compared to the two other more intimate aches she felt as she sat up. Her eyes fell on the two dildos still hanging lewdly from the door frame. “I blame the two of you again!” she grumbled with a chuckle. “Fuckers!”

Laughing at herself, Danielle slipped off her stockings and peeled off the teddy before making her way past the dangling toys and into the bathroom. After a quick shower, she emerged feeling refreshed, dressed in a pair of orange yoga pants with sheer cut-outs and a matching sports bra. Danielle set up her yoga mat in the small living area of her apartment while her coffee was brewed in the kitchen. Working out had never been Dan’s thing, but as Danielle, she’d found herself actually enjoying the routine. She loved the subtle but noticeable changes that her diet and active lifestyle had brought to her body. Her butt had become rounder and more shapely, her stomach flatter and toned, and her legs were now more defined and feminine. Danielle smiled at her reflection. She may not have been much to look at as Dan, but she was transforming into a hot girl. The results were motivating, pushing her to work even harder to achieve the body she desired.

After finishing her yoga session, Danielle made her way back to the bathroom, carefully balancing her cup of morning coffee on the edge of the tiny vanity. “I need to ask Crystal when I can move in over lunch,” she reminded herself as she stepped into the shower.

At first, her morning routine had felt like a burden. Shaving, exfoliating, moisturizing, and then doing her makeup had seemed like such a hassle compared to Dan’s old routine of rolling out of bed, showering, and throwing on thrift store jeans and an old college t-shirt in under thirty minutes. But as Danielle, her routine had become a ritual she’d grown to love. Now, it took her about an hour to get fully ready, not including her workout. After drying off from her shower, she applied her favorite coconut body butter, loving the scent and the way it made her skin feel impossibly soft.

“If yesterday is any indication,” Danielle mused to herself as she walked back to her closet, “I’m going to need a dress I can easily slip off for Nicole this morning.”

Her eyes lit up as she scanned her closet. She knew exactly what she wanted to wear and which lingerie would pair perfectly with it. Reaching for a dark blue satin and black lace lingerie set, she grinned, loving the way the material felt against her skin. The ensemble was adorned with small bows, and the satin panels were strategically placed on the high-cut panties and the bottoms of the bra cups, giving it a look that was both feminine and elegant. Danielle carefully slipped on her black stockings, fastening them in place, and then added her favorite perfume, adjusting her wig to perfection before grabbing the belted royal blue dress she had chosen.

For a little added security, she placed a small pin in the somewhat plunging neckline of the dress. Her cleavage wasn’t entirely passable up close, so she figured the pin would keep things in place for her commute. The dress fit like a dream, hugging her curves and showing off her hard-earned figure, while still moving with her as she walked. Sliding into a pair of black slingback heels, Danielle gave herself one final look in the mirror before heading for the door, certain that Bill would approve of her outfit today.

As she stepped out into the hallway, a dull voice called out from behind her. “Good morning.”

Danielle turned to see Daisy, the sandy-haired blonde from down the hall. “Good morning, Daisy,” she replied, her voice bright and cheerful, in contrast to Daisy’s more monotone greeting.

“You look nice this morning,” Daisy said, her tone carrying a hint of envy as she looked at Danielle’s perfectly polished appearance. She was clearly not dressed to the same level. “Have you heard anything from your ex?”

Danielle smirked, unable to resist the opportunity. “Oh, you mean Dan?” She chuckled, savoring the irony. “Not since he moved to warmer climates, no.” Danielle relished in the fact that this woman, who had completely shunned Dan, was now asking about him. “Although, he did invite me down to visit.”

“Where is he again?” Daisy’s tone was thick with envy, her curiosity growing as she realized Danielle had connections she hadn’t considered.

"He bought an island owned by some hedge fund guy," Danielle couldn’t believe how catty she was being, but she couldn’t resist the urge to rub it in. "You know, big house on a small, private island, that kind of thing."

"Oh," Daisy replied flatly, clearly disappointed, "sounds nice."

Daisy usually had more pep in her tone, although not when Dan was around. She’d always treated him with disdain or completely ignored him. Danielle felt a small pang of guilt for being so heartless, but then reminded herself that Daisy wouldn’t have given Dan the time of day unless he’d “won the lottery.” Now that Dan was gone, suddenly she was interested.

"I might head down next month," Danielle continued as the elevator doors opened, "just to see what I can do about getting rid of these tan lines." She stepped into the elevator, holding the door for Daisy and remembering the times Daisy had elected to wait for the next one rather than share an elevator with Dan. "White sands and crystal-clear blue water sound good right about now."

"I can imagine," Daisy muttered as the elevator reached the lobby. The doors slid open, and Daisy groaned, "Shit, I'm not in the mood for him."

"I’ve got you covered," Danielle said confidently as she strutted out of the elevator, making a beeline toward Bill, the building manager, who stood in the hallway—no doubt waiting to check her out. "Good morning, Bill!" Danielle felt a rush of power as she approached him, her confidence soaring. She knew Bill was only there to leer at her, but today she had news for him.

"Good news!" Danielle announced, not bothering to wait for him to respond. "I’m moving out at the end of the month. Make sure to let the landlord know."

"What?!" Bill blurted, caught off guard.

"You heard me," Danielle continued, adjusting her path slightly as she took Daisy by the arm and led her toward the door. "And if they ask why, tell them it’s because some creepy asshole sits in the hallway every morning, waiting to leer at us on our way out!"

"Holy shit," Daisy gasped, her voice full of shock. "What did you ever see in that nerd, Dan?"

Danielle stopped, turning to stare directly into Daisy’s eyes. "Ever have an orgasm so hard your stomach muscles cramped?" Daisy’s jaw dropped, leaving the question hanging in the air, unspoken. "Yeah, and that was only part of it."

Feeling even bolder, Danielle leaned in and pressed her lips lightly to Daisy’s, savoring the look of surprise on her face. "Have a great day," she whispered before turning on her heel and walking away without looking back, confident that both Daisy and Bill were left standing in stunned silence.

As Danielle walked down the street, a giggle bubbled up inside her. Leaving that apartment would be easier than she thought. Everything she hadn’t replaced since starting at Ms.Samantha’s agency would go straight into the dumpster—the old furniture, especially. Moving into Crystal’s place was going to be a breeze, and she couldn’t wait to talk to Crystal about it over lunch.

Before she knew it, Danielle was entering the doctor's office, coffee in hand, a full 30 minutes early for her appointment.

"Good morning!" Nicole called from behind the desk, her voice bright and cheerful.

"Good morning to you!" Danielle responded with a wide smile, feeling even more elated after her little elevator stunt.

"Someone’s in a great mood today," Nicole noted as she opened the door to let Danielle inside. "What’s going on?"

"I don’t even know where to start!" Danielle giggled, taking a seat on the exam table while Nicole settled onto the stool nearby.

Over coffee, Danielle filled Nicole in on the details of her morning, sharing the backstories about Daisy and Bill with more detail than she expected. Nicole listened intently, her expressions shifting from surprise to amusement to support as Danielle spoke. It felt oddly comfortable, almost too easy to share these personal moments with her. Time flew by in their conversation, and before Danielle knew it, the doctor could be heard entering the office.

"Oh crap, look at the time!" Nicole jumped up, suddenly panicked. "I need you to get into the robe quickly!" She grabbed the robe from behind the door as Danielle began undoing the small pin holding her cleavage in place.

"Let me help you with that," Nicole offered, stepping in close, her hands swiftly untying the belt of Danielle’s dress. "I got so caught up in your morning I completely lost track of time!" Their eyes met for a moment, and Danielle’s heart skipped a beat.

"Time for what?" Danielle’s head spun as she felt Nicole’s hands deftly working the belt free.

"Never mind," Nicole whispered with a teasing smile as Danielle slipped the dress off her shoulders. "For someone who looks as good as you do, you still think like a boy." Nicole’s fingers moved expertly around Danielle’s back, unclasping her bra in one fluid motion. "Hurry up. He’s almost here."

"Sorry," Danielle muttered, hastily pulling the robe on and letting the bra fall from her arms.

It felt like they were two kids who had just been caught doing something wrong, though the doctor seemed completely oblivious to the tension in the room. Danielle couldn’t stop thinking about Nicole’s comment. What did she mean by ‘thinking like a boy’? Was she flirting with her? And why would Nicole be interested in her when she could easily have someone like Crystal? The thoughts swirled in Danielle’s mind as the doctor began the next round of saline injections. She could feel the subtle stretch in her skin, not enough to be uncomfortable, but her small breasts were definitely growing.

"See you again on Friday," the doctor said, getting up and leaving the room.

Danielle’s thoughts were still spinning when Nicole approached with the cream. "I don’t understand," Danielle said softly, "why you’d even be interested in me."

Nicole smiled warmly as she made eye contact with Danielle. "You do realize I’ve been flirting with you since day one, right?" Nicole’s sincerity was clear in her voice. "Like, really flirting with you."

"I don’t get it, though," Danielle admitted, her voice shaky. "I mean, look at me."

"Do you think I don’t know who you are?" Nicole’s voice softened, but there was no hesitation. "I do know, Danielle. I just find you special."

Danielle blushed deeply. It was the first real compliment she’d received from a woman. "There’s just something about you," Nicole added with a smile.

"My fashion sense?" Danielle teased, trying to lighten the moment.

"Oh, you definitely have that going for you," Nicole chuckled, rubbing the cream on Danielle’s skin with gentle, practiced hands. "And your taste in lingerie is amazing." Danielle blushed even more at the compliment. "But really, I just find myself attracted to you, and I can’t quite put my finger on why. It’s undeniable."

Danielle felt tears welling up. "I don’t know what to say," she whispered. "Other than thank you."

"Say you’ll go to dinner with me tonight," Nicole said suddenly, her eyes bright with excitement.

"Okay," Danielle responded almost too quickly, then immediately second-guessed herself.

"Here’s my number," Nicole said, pulling a yellow post-it note from her scrub pocket. "Text me, and we’ll figure out the details."

Danielle stared at the number, her heart racing. "I will," she promised.

"Put that away before the doctor sees," Nicole whispered sharply, glancing at the door. "Let the cream dry, and then you can get dressed."

"Okay, thanks," Danielle replied, tucking the Post-it away while trying to figure out where to keep it. "I’ll text as soon as I get downstairs."

"I’ll reply as soon as I can," Nicole winked as she walked toward the door. "Somewhere casual so you don’t look better than me, okay?"

Danielle’s face was burning as she nodded. "Okay," she whispered, watching Nicole leave. Once she was alone, she murmured to herself, "I have a date. With a girl." The disbelief was clear in her tone. "As a girl." Her voice turned into a confused mutter. "What the fuck am I getting myself into here?"

In a daze, Danielle descended the stairs on autopilot. Dan had never been asked out by a woman before and certainly wouldn’t have caught the attention of someone like Nicole. Dan had always been the shy, awkward wingman if anything. But Danielle? She was something else entirely—and apparently, it was paying off. Just as she reached her desk, she was paged to Ms. Samantha’s office. With no time to spare, Quickly making her way down the hall, Danielle entered the office, dutifully removing her dress while servicing the dildo behind the door 10 times with her mouth.

“Multi-tasking, I see!” Sam’s voice rang out from behind her desk, a smirk curling at her lips. “That’s my girl.”

“Thank you, Ms. Samantha,” Danielle responded breathlessly, letting the dildo slip from her lips before straightening up. “How are you this morning?”

“I’m very well,” Sam replied, motioning for Danielle to take a seat. “And how was your appointment today?”

“It went well, Ms.,” Danielle said, though she shifted slightly in her chair, still feeling a bit uneasy. “The doctor seemed pleased with the progress, but... something odd happened.”

“Go on,” Sam urged, Her curiosity piqued.

Danielle swallowed, her throat feeling dry as she tried to find the right words. “The nurse, Nicole... well, she kind of, um, asked me out to dinner tonight.”

Sam raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised. “Really?”

“I hope that’s not a problem, Ms. Samantha,” Danielle blurted, panic creeping into her voice. The last thing she wanted was to upset her boss. “I didn’t think—I just said yes when she asked. Please tell me you’re not mad at me.”

“Oh, not at all, honeybun,” Sam said with a warm smile, seeing how flustered her girl was. “Tell me exactly what she said.”

Danielle took a deep breath before recounting the entire situation, starting with the not-so-subtle flirting, the coffee suggestions, and Nicole’s playful comment about not looking better than her in something casual. Sam listened, nodding as Danielle spoke, pondering the situation. Nicole had been at the office for years, and Sam had sent plenty of girls over—yet Nicole had never shown much interest in any of them. What was it about Danielle? Sam had to admit, Danielle was certainly passable as a girl, with her sweet demeanor and newfound confidence, but still, it was unusual.

“I want you to go on the date,” Sam said after a moment of thought.

Danielle blinked, caught off guard. “Really?”

“Yes, baby,” Sam’s tone was gentle yet encouraging. “Do you think my girls don’t have friends or dates outside of work?” Danielle shook her head, feeling a bit silly for worrying. “Nicole clearly knows your limits when it comes to certain intimate moments,” Sam added with a grin, “but I want you to enjoy yourself. You deserve to have fun. Enjoy being a girl to its fullest.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle replied happily, but her face quickly turned to panic again. “But... I don’t know what to wear! What even counts as casual?”

“Oh, don’t worry,” Sam chuckled, standing up from behind her desk. “I’ll help you with that. But first, come here and bend over the desk with your panties off.”

Danielle didn’t need to be told twice. Her panties were off in a flash and delicately laid on the desk as she bent over, exposing her bare ass to the large windows behind her.

“You have a pair of stirrup pants, don’t you?” Sam asked, taking her time as she revealed her strapon, the thick phallus glistening.

“Yesss, Ms.,” Danielle moaned softly, her eyes widening at the sight of the strapon, her body already aching to be filled. “They’re a dark tan color.”

“Perfect,” Sam said, letting her fingers glide teasingly over Danielle’s bare skin as she moved behind her. “Those, with the wedge sandals you bought a few weeks ago.”

Danielle’s body trembled as she felt the lubed head of the strapon rub against her entrance. Her body had become so used to being penetrated that she barely needed to concentrate to relax—it was as if she craved it now, the ache of emptiness begging to be satisfied.

“I know the ones, Ms.,” Danielle groaned as the head slowly entered her, the pressure building as it stretched her. “The ones with the floral print and open toe.”

“Exactly, sweetie,” Sam murmured, her voice full of pride as she slid the thick shaft deeper inside Danielle’s waiting hole. “And that adorable bohemian top with the red crochet at the bottom.”

Danielle’s response was a long, drawn-out moan as the entire length of the strapon filled her in one slow, continuous push. Typically, Sam would give her time to adjust, but not this time. The sensation was overwhelming, making Danielle’s knees wobble as she gripped the edge of the desk for support.

“Very nice, sweetie,” Sam praised, watching as Danielle’s body adjusted to the size. “You took that beautifully.”

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle panted, still trying to regain her balance. “This one feels... bigger.”

“Maybe just a bit,” Sam admitted, pulling back slowly, easing the pressure inside Danielle’s body. “It’s the largest one you’ve taken so far. How does it feel?”

Danielle groaned, her breath catching as Sam thrust forward again, her hips pressing into her bare ass. “It’s definitely rearranging things inside me, Ms.!”

“But you don’t hate it, do you?”

“Nooooo, Ms.!” Danielle gasped as Sam pulled halfway out before slamming back inside her. “It’s fucking amazing!”

“Good girl,” Sam purred, gripping Danielle’s hips firmly as she began to fuck her with steady, deliberate thrusts. “Not everyone takes this one so well the first time.”

“Thank you!” Danielle grunted, her body trembling with pleasure as Sam’s thrusts became more forceful. “Ohhh, fuck, yes!”

Sam increased her pace, pulling Danielle’s body back onto the thick shaft with every thrust. Each movement was calculated and controlled, and Danielle could feel her body responding eagerly. She hadn’t been exaggerating earlier—Danielle’s progress was impressive, and she was already craving more.

“That’s my slutty sissy,” Sam growled, gripping Danielle’s hips tighter. “Tell me what you want.”

“Please, fuck me harder!” Danielle begged, her voice strained as her body shook with each thrust. “You own me!”

Sam pulled Danielle up into an almost standing position without letting her escape the shaft, her breath hot against Danielle’s ear. “Would you like to know a secret, baby girl?”

Danielle nodded, her body too lost in the sensation to speak.

“This is a model of your first date’s actual cock. He’ll make sure you’re fully prepared for clients.”

“Oh, God,” Danielle gasped, feeling lightheaded at the thought as Sam thrust into her several more times, lifting her heels from the floor with each deep stroke.

Sam lowered Danielle’s torso back onto the desk, withdrawing the shaft from her now-gaping hole. Danielle whimpered as the emptiness returned, her body sagging against the desk, too weak to stand. Sam carefully slipped a weighted plug into her before walking to the bathroom, removing her harness, and depositing it in the sink. When She returned, She handed Danielle a glass of water, watching as her sissy slowly recovered.

“Thank you, Ms.,” Danielle whispered, taking a small sip of water. “Is he really that big?”

“Yes, sweetie,” Sam smirked, sitting back at her desk. “But don’t worry—you’re already more than able to handle him.”

Danielle blushed deeply, taking another sip as Sam continued. “The biggest difference, of course, is that when he’s done, you’ll have an ass full of his cum to enjoy.”

Danielle shuddered at the thought, her body already reacting to the image. It was the one thing Sam couldn’t simulate for her—the feeling of a real cock filling her with its load. But by the time that moment came, Danielle would be ready. She was already at the point where just the sight of a dildo made her mouth water, and the thought of a real cock brought a twinge of longing deep into her body. Sam’s careful, calculated training was paying off. By the time Danielle had her first real client, she wouldn’t hesitate for a second.

“That would feel amazing,” Danielle murmured, her voice dreamy as she slowly stood from the desk. “May I go clean up, Ms.?”

“Go ahead,” Sam replied, watching her newest girl with pride.

Danielle carefully balanced herself on her heels as she walked to the bathroom, feeling the slight stretch from the plug still inside her. She cleaned herself up quickly, then turned her attention to the toys left in the sink. Holding the dildo in her hand, she marveled at its size. She couldn’t believe she’d taken something so big so easily. The man this belonged to must be something else entirely.

“I could use two of these instead of dumbbells in the morning!” Danielle joked to herself, pretending to do a bicep curl with the toy. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and giggled. “Oh, what a sight.”

Her hair was a bit of a mess, her lipstick slightly smeared, and her eyes needed a touch-up. Thankfully, the bathroom was well-stocked with everything she needed. As she leaned forward to fix her makeup, she arched her back slightly, catching sight of her reflection in the full-length mirror. For a moment, she admired the way she looked—her posture, her curves, the way her cage was hidden just out of sight. She smiled at the hot girl staring back at her.

“Okay, back to work,” Danielle muttered to herself with a small shake of her head, refocusing on cleaning up the toys. She reentered Ms. Samantha’s office to find her perched casually on the side of her desk, motioning for Danielle to take her usual seat.

“Where would you like these, Ms.?” Danielle asked, holding the harness and the dildo.

“You can put the harness in the top drawer of the cabinet there,” Sam instructed with a warm smile, her gaze following Danielle as she moved. “As for the dildo, you can hold onto it for now.”

“Yes, Ms. Samantha!” Danielle replied.

After placing the harness back in the cabinet, Danielle retrieved her panties, using the edge of the table for support as she stepped back into them. Then came the conundrum—what to do with the large phallus in her hands? Sitting down, she was unsure whether to hold it or place it on her lap. Resting it on her leg felt too suggestive, and holding it felt almost too casual. Finally, Danielle settled on gently resting it across her lap, one hand holding it in place.

“How does your pussy feel, sweetie?” Sam’s voice held a hint of amusement.

“A bit sore and tingly, Ms.,” Danielle admitted, her cheeks flushing with color, “Thank you.”

“It’s obvious you’ve taken your training to heart,” Ms. Samantha continued, her tone full of pride. “It’s made today’s progress that much easier.”

Danielle’s head dipped slightly, unsure of how to respond to such praise. She felt both grateful and humbled.

“I’d say you’re ahead of most of the girls I’ve hired so far,” Sam added, genuinely impressed with how quickly Danielle had embraced her role. “There’s still more to learn, but you’re making excellent progress.”

Danielle couldn’t help but run her fingers lightly over the dildo in her lap, her touch slow and almost loving. It wasn’t overtly sexual, but the gesture conveyed a deeper connection she felt with her training.

“I’ll email you the outfit I want you to wear tomorrow later tonight,” Sam said, watching Danielle’s response.

“Yes, Ms.,” Danielle replied, though her curiosity was piqued. It wasn’t often that Ms. Samantha picked out her outfit so specifically.

“You can head back out to your desk now,” Sam said, returning her focus to the computer screen. “And from what I understand, you’re going to lunch with Crystal today?”

“Yes, Ms. Samantha,” Danielle confirmed, standing to her feet. “I hope that’s okay?”

“Very much so,” Sam’s smile was approving. “I had hoped the two of you would hit it off. It’s always easier when you have a mentor to guide you through this process.”

“She’s been wonderful, Ms. Samantha,” Danielle replied sincerely. “I’d be lost without her.”

“Remember how she’s helped you,” Sam advised, her voice holding a slight edge of authority, “because when it’s your turn to mentor someone, I expect you to be just as supportive.”

“Yes, Ms.!” Danielle’s eyes brightened at the thought of one day mentoring another girl, guiding someone through the same transformation she had undergone.

Danielle worshipped the dildo hanging behind the door with her mouth, just as she had been trained, before slipping her dress back on and heading to her desk. As she walked down the hallway, she couldn’t stop thinking about how to discreetly hide the large phallus. Her bag was large enough, but it was still sitting at her desk across the office.

"It sounded like someone met Little Johnny today!" Crystal’s voice called out from one of the guest chairs as Danielle entered the main area.

"Little Johnny?" Danielle asked, instinctively moving the dildo behind her back in a failed attempt to hide it.

“Yes, sweetie!” Crystal teased, a mischievous grin on her face. “You don’t think I was spared from Little Johnny when I was in your shoes, do you?”

Danielle shook her head, still not quite believing it.

“He’s quite the beast,” Crystal continued, sauntering over to her friend, “but Big Johnny is even better.”

“Big Johnny?” Danielle asked, eyes widening at the implication.

“Oh yes,” Crystal replied, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper. “Big Johnny is the man who sports that beast you’ve got hidden behind your back. He’s the sweetest man you’ll ever meet, but you definitely won’t feel like one when you’re with him.”

Danielle couldn’t help but laugh. "How could I feel manly when I look like this every day?" she asked, gesturing to her dress, heels, makeup, and lingerie.

“You’d be surprised,” Crystal smirked, leaning in close until her chest brushed against Danielle’s. “He’s built like a god, and I’m not just talking about his cock.”

“Wow!” Danielle exclaimed, her grip on the dildo tightening without realizing it. “Like action movie star built?”

“Exactly!” Crystal’s eyes gleamed as she whispered, “But don’t worry, he’s so gentle you won’t ever want him to stop.”

Both girls felt a shiver of excitement run up their spines—Crystal from the memory of her night with Big Johnny, and Danielle from the vivid image her words conjured.

“Okay, let me hide this thing, and we can go to lunch,” Danielle said, stepping away and quickly tucking the dildo into her desk drawer. “I have so much to tell you!”

“Feel free to start now!” Crystal encouraged, following her friend to the door.

“Well, I have a question first,” Danielle said, returning with just her pink wallet in hand. “When do you close on your new place?”

As they walked down the street, Danielle relayed the events of her morning, including her confrontation with Bill and her decision to move out. Crystal was thrilled that Danielle was leaving her “dump” of an apartment, and even more excited about her moving in. Although Crystal still had another month or more left in her current place, her work was getting busier, and she had several trips lined up already.

“So, should I pay rent? Kick in toward utilities?” Danielle asked, curious about the logistics as they strolled down the busy sidewalk.

“Oh, don’t worry your pretty little head about that,” Crystal replied, slipping her arm through Danielle’s. “We’ll figure something out!”

“That sounds ominous!” Danielle laughed.

“Rent is covered for the next two months,” Crystal explained, her tone reassuring. “Most utilities are already included, and I’m not worried about food. Just buy what you like.”

Danielle felt a wave of relief wash over her. “Okay then.”

As they arrived at the restaurant, they were seated quickly, the waitstaff showing them to a cozy booth. After ordering drinks—sweet tea for Danielle and a cosmopolitan for Crystal—Danielle decided to dive into the next topic that had been on her mind.

“So, what’s the deal with you and nurse Nicole?” Danielle asked, taking a long sip of her sweet tea. “I get the feeling she’s not your biggest fan.”

Crystal looked momentarily sheepish. “Probably not,” she admitted. “Okay, so, before I became the gorgeous piece of ass you see in front of you,” she said with a teasing smile, “I was one of those Wall Street bros.”

Danielle blinked, surprised by the revelation. Crystal didn’t seem like the cutthroat business type, but she listened as her friend continued.

Crystal explained that she had been a successful stockbroker, making it big in the high-stakes world of finance. But like so many others, she had gotten overextended and caught up in the chaos of the market. When COVID hit, things took a turn for the worse; Crystal’s world collapsed around her, and she lost everything almost overnight. That was when she applied for a job at Ms. Samantha’s agency. However, adjusting from being a powerful figure in the business world to a submissive girl wasn’t exactly easy.

"I was used to being in control," Crystal confessed, her voice growing softer. "And Nicole... well, she saw me struggling with that. Back then, when I went into the clinic for my initial exams, and let’s just say I was still clinging to my old self, and it didn’t go well."

Danielle could see the pain in Crystal’s eyes, understanding now why Nicole might not have warmed to her.

“It must’ve been so hard,” Danielle said, sympathy lacing her voice.

"It was," Crystal nodded, her smile returning. "But I’ve come a long way since then. And now, well, I’ve embraced this new life, and it’s better than anything I could’ve imagined."

"Well, you’re going to be shocked to know this," Danielle said, wishing she had a cosmopolitan like Crystal, "but I’m going to dinner with her tonight."

"You’re fucking kidding me!" Crystal hissed in disbelief, leaning in closer. "How in the world did you pull that off?"

"Honestly, I didn’t do a thing!" Danielle replied earnestly, shaking her head. "She’s been hitting on me from the beginning!"

"What did Ms. Sam say?" Crystal asked, her eyes wide.

"She actually helped me figure out what to wear," Danielle replied, still amazed by how casually Ms. Samantha had handled the whole situation, "and told me to have fun!"

Crystal squeezed Danielle’s hand, grinning. "Well then, I hope you do have fun!" she said warmly. "I mean that you know, but how would that ever work out?"

Danielle shrugged, chuckling. "I don’t even know."

"I hope your oral game is on point!" Crystal teased, her grin widening.

"Oh, I’ve been working on it," Danielle quipped, "several times a day, to the point my throat is sore."

Crystal burst into laughter. "I don’t think she’s got one of those, silly," she said, still chuckling. "I meant your other oral skills."

"Oh, OH!" Danielle blushed, realizing her mistake. "Well, I doubt that would be a first-date thing with her."

"If she’s the one who suggested it," Crystal leaned forward again, squeezing Danielle’s hand gently, "there’ll definitely be more than one. Just don’t be a jerk."

"That’s easy for me," Danielle giggled in response.

Lunch with Crystal was relaxed and enjoyable. Her soon-to-be roommate seemed just as excited about Danielle moving in as she was about getting out of her current place. Crystal even offered to make space for Danielle’s clothes and essentials, though she jokingly suggested burning everything else in Danielle’s apartment—including the furniture. Danielle laughed it off, saying she’d probably just donate everything instead of going the pyromaniac route.

Back at the office, the rest of the day flew by. While a part of her wished Ms. Samantha would call her back into the office, Danielle was relieved that she didn’t end up bent over the desk again. Tomorrow, though, she had a feeling things would be different.

On the train ride home, there was no sign of that cute finance guy, which was a relief. Danielle was proud of herself for finally getting used to the constant distraction of having a plug inside her while commuting. Though her body remained on edge, bordering on mind-numbingly horny, she had learned to live with that persistent ache over time.

"Okay, where are those stirrups?" Danielle muttered to herself as she stepped out of her heels upon entering her apartment. She padded across the floor in her stockings, rolling her eyes at the memory of how many women she’d seen wearing sneakers on the subway. "No wonder so many of them do that."

Soon, the dress she’d worn all day was lying on the bed, followed quickly by her stockings and garter belt. Digging through her closet, Danielle found the stirrup pants she had folded neatly on the shelf and stepped into them, pulling them into place as she made her way to the bathroom.

"The things I do to look good," she grumbled, stepping onto the side of the tub to see her reflection in the mirror. But the view wasn’t flattering. "Oh, that just won’t do!"

The flat front of the stirrup pants left little to the imagination when it came to hiding her caged bulge. Carefully stepping down from her perch, Danielle walked back to the bedroom, undoing her pants along the way. She pulled off the stirrups and her sexy bikinis, opting for a more slimming undergarment.

"It’s not much to look at," she sighed, pulling up the nude, floral-embossed bottoms, "but they’ll keep you hidden." With the bottoms nearly in place, Danielle tucked her cage and balls inside before pulling them up fully. "Ooooh, these are gonna hurt later," she groaned, exhaling deeply. "Fuck, I should’ve taken that plug out first! Power thong is right!"

Slipping back into the deep blue stirrup pants, Danielle ran her hand down the front, satisfied with how smoothly everything now lay against her body. After swapping out her bra for a nude demi, she selected a white ruffled bohemian top adorned with red crochet flowers along the bottom. The top ended just above her hips, providing some extra concealment. With her outfit complete, she lightened her makeup, opting for a coral lip gloss instead of the darker shade she’d worn earlier at work. She even managed to pull her hair back perfectly on the first try, something she felt deserved a small pat on the back.

Danielle slid her feet into a pair of open-toe wedge sandals with a black background and small red flowers. Grabbing a few delicate silver bracelets and her pink Bvlgari crystal heart pendant, she was just finishing up when her phone beeped.

"Oh, that’s a cute place!" Danielle said to herself, locking her apartment door as she read Nicole’s text.

The trip to the bistro flew by in a blur of excited texting. Danielle had opted for a cab rather than the subway—no way was she braving public transportation in open-toe heels. She arrived a few minutes early and decided to wait outside, lost in conversation with Nicole. With her focus entirely on her phone, she didn’t notice the appreciative glances from passing men, not that she would have felt comfortable with them anyway. If she had seen the looks, she would’ve been more concerned about whether her power thong was doing its job. Unbeknownst to her, it wasn’t the front they were focused on.

"Oh, you look adorable!" Nicole greeted her with a warm hug as she arrived.

"I honestly had no idea what to wear," Danielle said, letting out a relieved breath. "So I asked for help."

"I would’ve gladly helped!" Nicole replied, opening the door and gesturing for Danielle to enter first.

"I’ll text you next time," Danielle promised, suddenly aware of how different the hug felt with her slowly growing breasts. "I swear!"

Inside, they were seated at a tall pub table in the corner of the cozy bistro. Sitting took some effort for Danielle. Between her stirrup pants and the power thong keeping her caged package in place, the pressure on the plug inside her was constant. It took a bit of shifting to find a position that didn’t crush any delicate parts while still keeping everything discreet. But once settled, Danielle lost herself in conversation, learning more about Nicole than she had expected. In turn, she shared some of her pre-Danielle life, though there wasn’t much to tell.

After three large margaritas each, a shared meal, and a decadent dessert, both women were yawning, barely able to suppress their tiredness any longer.

"I can’t believe we’ve been here this long," Nicole smiled warmly at Danielle. "I think our waiter hates us by now."

"We’ll give him a good tip," Danielle replied, smiling back, feeling easily lost in Nicole’s eyes. "It’ll be fine."

"Sounds like a plan," Nicole agreed, sliding off her chair. "Do you need to use the ladies’ room?"

"Um, yeah," Danielle answered, suddenly feeling anxious all over again. "Is it okay if I go in there with you?"

"Of course!" Nicole said, placing a reassuring hand on Danielle’s thigh and giving it a gentle squeeze. "Plus, those two guys at the bar have been checking you out for a while," she added with a sly smile, nodding subtly toward the bar. "If I leave you alone, you’ll probably get hit on."

"Oh, Christ," Danielle hissed, feeling a wave of panic rise. "I’m not ready for that!"

"Don’t worry," Nicole whispered, taking her hand. "Just hold on tight, and we’ll walk right past them."

"Okay," Danielle nodded, feeling a bit more confident with Nicole by her side.

As they made their way toward the restroom, hand in hand, Danielle could feel the tension in her body easing. Nicole’s confidence seemed to flow into her. But as they passed the bar, one of the men made direct eye contact with Danielle, offering her a charming smile. Without thinking, Danielle smiled back... and winked.

"Ohhhhh shit, shit, shit!" Danielle whispered frantically as they entered the bathroom.

"What’s wrong?" Nicole asked, her eyebrows raised in amusement.

"You’d think after years of women ignoring me, I’d be better at it," Danielle said, leaning against the vanity, her stomach in knots.

Nicole placed a gentle hand on Danielle’s back. "Oh boy, what did you do, sweetie?"

"The second guy smiled at me," Danielle explained, taking a deep breath to calm herself. "So I smiled back."

"That’s not so bad," Nicole reassured her, rubbing her back.

"Yeah, but then I winked at him," Danielle admitted, her face burning with embarrassment.

Nicole burst into laughter. "Well, it’s not like that binds you to give him your firstborn," she teased, still giggling. "But it’s probably a good thing you’re in here and not standing at a urinal next door."

"He’d probably piss on my shoes," Danielle muttered, her mood lifting slightly.

"Not in those shoes!" Nicole grinned. "That would be a tragedy."

"Thank you for that," Danielle said, turning to face Nicole. "I’m still very new to all this."

"It’s okay," Nicole replied, pulling Danielle into a tight hug. "But I have to ask you something."

"Go ahead," Danielle said, feeling a little more at ease now.

"What’s the deal with you?" Nicole stepped back, still holding both of Danielle’s hands. "I mean, I’ve been throwing myself at you, trying to get your attention, and you almost blow me off... then you wink at a guy. Are you gay?"

Danielle blinked, suddenly at a loss for words. "I think that’s more of a conversation we should have somewhere besides the ladies’ room," she managed to say, unsure if she even had a clear answer herself.

Nicole nodded, her smile returning. "Fair enough. I’m about to burst, anyway."

"Me too!" Danielle chuckled, relieved to switch topics as they let go of each other’s hands and headed to the stalls.

Danielle cursed under her breath as she fumbled with the waistband of her pants, her fingers catching in the delicate crocheted flowers. Meanwhile, Nicole seemed to have it easy in her cute sundress. "Why didn’t I wear a damn dress?" Danielle muttered to herself.

After a bit of struggle, Danielle finally managed to get everything out of the way and sat down, trying to relax despite the anxiety bubbling up inside her.

"You okay over there?" Nicole’s giggling voice echoed from the next stall.

"Um, no," Danielle admitted, laughing as well. "I’m trying to pretend you’re not right there listening to me pee!"

"Same here!" Nicole giggled louder, causing Danielle to burst into laughter again.

"There’s a lot of constriction going on over here, you know!" Danielle added, trying not to think about the tightness of her power thong as she finally relaxed enough to relieve herself.

The two women erupted into fits of laughter, their giggles filling the small bathroom. It took a while before they managed to compose themselves, and even as they emerged from their stalls, they were still wiping away tears from laughing so much.

"You’ve got to admit," Nicole said, catching her breath, "that was pretty funny."

"It really was," Danielle agreed, shaking her head in disbelief at the whole situation.

Nicole smiled warmly, pulling Danielle into another hug. "Let’s get out of here before those guys think you’re giving them a second chance," she teased, giving Danielle’s hand a playful squeeze.

"Oh, that was a new experience!" Nicole said with a smirk, leaning forward to check her mascara in the restroom mirror.

"Stick with me," Danielle giggled, imitating Nicole’s movements as she touched up her own makeup. "There will surely be plenty more!"

Out of the corner of her eye, Danielle caught Nicole taking a not-so-subtle glance at her butt. When Nicole noticed that Danielle had caught her in the act, she sheepishly looked away, then chuckled awkwardly.

"Were you just checking out my ass?" Danielle asked with a playful grin.

"No! Well... maybe. Okay, yes," Nicole admitted, crossing her arms defiantly before overtly giving Danielle’s ass another once-over. "But can you blame me? It's such a cute ass!"

"Well, thank you," Danielle replied, turning slightly to give Nicole a better view. "I’ve been doing more squats than anyone can count trying to get some shape to it."

"It’s working," Nicole replied, grinning. "And I’m sure the guy you winked at and his buddy checked it out thoroughly as you walked past them!"

"Oh, them," Danielle groaned. "What do I do about that?"

"This time, just follow my lead," Nicole said, taking Danielle’s hand in hers and interlocking their fingers. "And don’t make eye contact."

Before Danielle could respond, Nicole was already ushering her through the restroom door, leading her confidently back into the dining area. Luckily, the men at the bar had already left, sparing Danielle from further embarrassment. Still holding hands, they made their way back to the table, where Danielle casually picked up the check.

The total would have made Dan sweat bullets, but Danielle barely flinched as she grabbed enough cash from her wallet to cover the bill. She rounded up generously, leaving their server with nearly a 35% tip.

"All set!" Danielle said with a smile, leading Nicole out of the restaurant.

"Thank you for dinner," Nicole said, her voice expressing genuine confusion. "But I was the one who invited you out. I should’ve paid, or at least helped."

"You can pay next time," Danielle replied with a wink as they stepped out into the cool night air. "Which way are you headed?"

"East," Nicole answered.

"Perfect! Let’s share a cab," Danielle said, fully aware that she was heading in the opposite direction.

They waved down a cab, and Danielle held the door open as Nicole slid in, her eyes catching the subtle way Nicole maneuvered her mid-thigh dress as she entered the car. Danielle followed, sitting close beside her, and rested her hand on Nicole’s bare knee. The gesture felt both intimate and natural. Nicole placed her hand on top of Danielle’s, and they exchanged a warm glance, the connection between them unmistakable. Maybe it was the margaritas, maybe it was the shared laughter, or maybe they just clicked—but Danielle’s heart was racing so fast, she could barely think straight.

When the cab pulled up to the curb in front of Nicole’s building, Danielle’s stomach flipped anxiously. She slid out of the car, suddenly unsure of herself again.

"Is that your door?" Danielle asked, pointing toward the building, her voice shaking slightly.

"Yeah," Nicole replied, her tone equally soft and unsure.

"I had a great time tonight," Danielle said, taking both of Nicole’s hands in hers. "I can’t thank you enough."

"I did too," Nicole responded, her voice warm and genuine. "Do you think we could do breakfast on Friday morning instead of meeting at the doctor’s office? There's a little coffee shop I love."

"I’d really like that," Danielle replied with a grin.

It took every ounce of courage Danielle had to make her next move. As Dan, she had always misread situations with the opposite sex, second-guessing herself and missing opportunities. But tonight was different. Summoning all her nerves, she leaned in slightly, and to her surprise, Nicole leaned in as well. Their lips met in a brief, tender kiss that felt like magic to Danielle. Nicole’s lips were so soft, the moment so perfect, that Danielle felt as though she were floating.

"Thank you for a great night," Danielle whispered, her heart still racing.

"Thank you, Danielle," Nicole replied softly. "Sweet dreams."

As Nicole disappeared into the building, the door slowly closing behind her, Danielle stood there, dazed, still feeling the warmth of Nicole’s kiss on her lips. It was a feeling she hadn’t experienced in years—if ever. She barely noticed the cabbie honking at her until the sound jolted her back to reality.

Snapped from her trance, Danielle hurriedly climbed back into the cab, giving the driver her address.

"You know that’s in the opposite direction from where I picked you up, right?" the cabbie asked, glancing at her through the rearview mirror.

"After seeing her, can you blame me?" Danielle quipped with a cheeky grin.

"You’ve got a point," the cabbie replied, making a sharp U-turn across several lanes of traffic.

As the cab sped through the city streets, Danielle’s mind raced. She replayed the kiss over and over, comparing it to the passionate encounters she’d had with Crystal. While those had been intense, this kiss felt different—softer, sweeter, and more meaningful. By the time the cab pulled up to her building, Danielle was practically buzzing with excitement.

After glancing at the total, Danielle handed the driver the first bill she pulled from her purse. "Keep the change!" she called as she quickly exited the cab.

"Thanks!" the cabbie shouted after her, clearly surprised by the generous tip.

Even before she reached her apartment door, Danielle was already undoing the top of her stirrup pants. As soon as she stepped inside, she unzipped them completely, letting the pants fall to the floor as she locked the door behind her. But the relief she expected didn’t come. The power thong was still squeezing her caged package tightly, and the plug inside her was making her even more frustrated.

Quickly removing her top, Danielle tossed it aside before slipping her fingers into the waistband of the thong. The fabric peeled away from her skin like a second layer, finally releasing her trapped, aching cock.

"Ohhh, that’s divine," Danielle moaned, doing the most unladylike thing she could think of—squatting in the middle of her apartment to air out her sore, sweaty boy parts. "Next time, wear a fucking skirt," she muttered to herself.

Her eyes drifted to the small table where Little Johnny, the large dildo, lay in wait. "You horny slut," she scolded herself under her breath.

With purpose, Danielle walked across the apartment, picking up a bottle of lube with one hand and removing the weighted plug from her ass with the other. The plug made a satisfying plop as she dropped it into the sink. Without wasting any time, she poured a generous amount of lube onto the dildo’s thick shaft and began stroking it with both hands.

"So fucking horny," Danielle grunted as a line of precum dripped from her caged cock to the floor between her heels. "What are the chances Nicole has a cock?"

Slamming the suction cup base of Little Johnny against the seat of her chair, Danielle mounted it backward, guiding the thick shaft toward her aching, empty ass.

"Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuccckkkk!" Danielle groaned loudly as she lowered herself onto the fat dildo, feeling it stretch her tight hole. "Fucking fat BEAST!"

She rode the massive toy with abandon, not caring how loud she was or how much noise the chair made as it slid across the floor. In the reflection of the window, Danielle could see her own outline—her hair flying wildly as she bounced up and down, riding the cock like her life depended on it. The sight turned her on even more.

Without thinking, Danielle released her grip on the chair’s back and slapped her own ass hard, leaving a stinging red mark. "OHHHHHHHH MY GAWWWD!" she cried out, surprised by the intensity of the spank. "Another one of those, and I’m gonna lose my shit!"

Her eyes darted to the window again, wondering how many people could see her in the darkened apartment. Surely, if anyone was watching, they were enjoying the sight of her bouncing on the dildo like the horny slut she was. The thought of being watched spurred her on, and she smacked her ass again, harder this time.

"OH FUCK!" Danielle’s body shuddered violently as she raised her feet off the floor, using the entire weight of her body to push herself further down onto the fat shaft. "FUUUUCCCCKKKK!"

Her caged cock dribbled cum onto the chair in a thick, sticky pool as she collapsed forward, resting her fake breasts against the chair’s back. Completely spent, Danielle lay there for several moments, her body trembling with aftershocks of pleasure.

As sore as her ass was, she needed a few minutes before she could even think about moving. Eventually, she managed to find her legs and slowly stood up, groaning as she pulled herself free from the phallic tormentor. Grabbing the weighted plug from the sink, Danielle staggered to the bathroom.

Instead of going through her usual bedtime routine, she simply stepped out of her heels, left the plug in the sink, shucked off her bra and fake breasts, and tossed her wig aside before collapsing onto the bed, wearing nothing but her cage.

Waking up, Danielle groggily reached for her phone to see two new text messages waiting for her. The first was from Nicole, thanking her for a fun night and saying how much she was looking forward to breakfast on Friday morning. The second was from Ms. Samantha, outlining exactly what Danielle was required to wear to work today. Additionally, Ms. Samantha mentioned that there would be more instructions once she arrived at the office, sending a familiar chill up Danielle’s spine. Slipping out of bed, Danielle decided to skip her usual morning yoga. Instead, she wrapped herself in a lavender robe, feeling a bit dazed from the night before.

"Well, that’s a bit of a mess," Danielle chuckled to herself as she glanced at the dildo still suction-cupped to the chair and the dried pool of cum beneath it.

She padded into the kitchen, started her morning coffee, and tidied up the remnants of last night’s indulgence, picking up her discarded clothes along the way. After getting things in order, Danielle took a quick look at herself in the small bathroom mirror. Even 24 hours after her saline injections, her budding breasts still had a bit of size, now approaching a solid A-cup. What thrilled her even more was how toned and flat her stomach had become. Gone were the days of her pauper’s diet when she looked sickly thin—now, she was proudly slim, with a healthy, attractive figure.

Danielle stepped into the shower, taking extra care to shave everywhere. She knew Ms. Samantha would keep her busy in the office today, likely in more ways than one.

"Okay, let’s see what we’ve got!" Danielle said to herself, walking into her bedroom with anticipation. "Oh, this will be fun."

Ms. Samantha had selected a daringly sexy lingerie set—one Danielle had admired but hadn’t had the nerve to wear yet. The pink and sheer satin bra, panty, and garter belt combo featured small flowers and delicate lace. The set was mostly sheer, leaving her nipples exposed through the sheer pink cups, the thin floral embroidery only adding to the allure. The garter belt hugged her waist, cinching her figure, and the panties sat low on her hips with a teasing sheer panel that left nothing to the imagination.

"These are definitely not a power thong," Danielle giggled to herself, feeling her cheeks warm at the thought of wearing them all day.

After doing her makeup and fixing her wig, Danielle considered her outerwear for the day. She settled on something equally as sexy as her lingerie—a fitted, deep red bodycon dress that hugged her curves. The dress was sleeveless with a high neckline, but the tight fabric made sure her nipples poked through, still visible despite her efforts to hide them. The dress stopped mid-thigh, giving her legs plenty of exposure. Stepping into a pair of strappy black heels, she admired herself in the mirror. The look was sultry but still sophisticated—just the way Ms. Samantha liked.

Danielle stuffed a pair of backup pink heels into her bag along with her new dildo, weighted plug, and lunch before heading out.

"Good morning, Danielle," a voice called from behind as she stepped into the hallway.

Danielle turned to see Daisy, looking far more polished than she had the day before. "Good morning!" Danielle smiled brightly. "How are you doing?"

"I’m good," Daisy replied as they walked toward the elevator together. "But the real question is, how are you doing this morning?"

Danielle frowned, a little thrown off by the question. "Oh, I’m great! I slept like a baby last night. Why do you ask?"

Daisy gave her a sly smile as the elevator doors opened. "Well, the walls are pretty thin, and you were... a bit loud."

"Oh!" Danielle’s face flushed as the realization hit her—she hadn’t considered just how loud she’d been while riding Little Johnny the night before. But she quickly composed herself, deciding to turn the tables on Daisy. "Well, in my defense," she said with a mischievous smile, "Dan stopped by last night to pick up a few things, and I just couldn’t help myself."

"Dan?" Daisy asked, her shock evident as she stepped into the elevator.

"Yeah, Dan!" Danielle continued, leaning against the back wall with a wicked grin. "Ever had a guy who just possesses your soul when he’s inside you? I swear, all he has to do is look at me, and my clothes fall off."

"You always said he was good in bed, but..." Daisy’s eyes trailed to Danielle’s chest, clearly drawn to her now-erect nipples pressing against the fabric of her tight dress. "I never imagined he was that good. He just seemed so... unimpressive."

Danielle smirked, enjoying Daisy’s discomfort. "You know what they say—you can’t judge a book by its cover." She shifted slightly, letting Daisy’s eyes linger on her chest. "I swear, I passed out during my last orgasm. Hell, even the aftershocks were amazing."

"Wow..." Daisy seemed genuinely taken aback.

For extra effect, Danielle shuddered dramatically, lifting one leg and squeezing her thighs together as she gripped the elevator railing. "He took me every way possible last night. He’s absolutely insatiable."

"Jesus," Daisy muttered, wide-eyed, as the elevator doors opened.

As they stepped into the lobby, Danielle glanced around. "Looks like Bill’s hiding today," she commented with a smirk.

"I think you scared him off yesterday," Daisy chuckled.

"Could be!" Danielle laughed, playfully placing her hand on Daisy’s lower back as they walked through the front doors. "You have a great day!"

"You too," Daisy called after her as Danielle strode confidently down the street, her hips swaying with every step.

Danielle couldn’t quite pinpoint where her newfound confidence came from, but it was undeniable that it was transforming how the world saw her. As Dan, she had been nearly invisible, a forgettable figure who went unnoticed—undersized, sloppily dressed, and far from wealthy. But now, as Danielle, the attractive brunette strutted confidently in heels down the busy sidewalk, her chest swaying in rhythm with every step, she was anything but invisible.

She smiled to herself, feeling a little thrill as she caught sight of a woman elbowing her partner in the ribs for staring at Danielle a little too long. Life as an attractive woman certainly had its perks. When she approached the train, rather than being pushed aside like she would have been as Dan, a man in an expensive suit stepped aside, motioning for her to enter first. He subtly checked her out, and Danielle was sure he gave her another appreciative look as she passed by. She enjoyed the attention.

"Why, thank you," she said sweetly, as another man stood to offer her his seat.

"What a gentleman you are," she purred, returning the favor by letting her hand slide suggestively over his inner thigh as the train lurched forward. "I'd feel terribly guilty if you fell."

"I appreciate that, thank you," the man replied, clearly flustered but smiling.

Danielle relished every second of her commute now. It was as though she had transformed from a nobody into a rock star, basking in the attention and admiration that seemed to follow her everywhere. Real women, she imagined, must get tired of this kind of constant attention. But for Danielle, who had spent her life being overlooked, she savored every second. Walking into her office building was no different. People held doors open for her, men stepped aside in elevators just for the chance to let her in. As for Dan, the only things people ever held for him were looks of disdain or indifference—like Daisy, not too long ago. Maybe that’s why Danielle felt so much bolder with her neighbor these days.

"Let’s see what this says," Danielle muttered to herself, picking up the post-it note on her desk. "Go into my office, there’s a list on the desk for you."

"Oh boy," she whispered, feeling a shiver of excitement run down her spine.

Moving as fast as her heels would allow, Danielle made her way to Ms. Samantha’s office. She knew what was expected of her and made sure to service the dildo hanging behind the door, just in case. After all, this was the woman who had hacked into her computer, downloaded all her private files, and crafted an assessment to push Danielle’s buttons perfectly. The chances were high that Ms. Samantha was watching right now, and Danielle wanted to make sure everything was flawless. Her hands trembled slightly as she scanned the checklist on the desk. Her thighs squeezed together involuntarily, much like they had in the elevator with Daisy, and a soft moan escaped her lips as she read through the instructions again.

Thirty minutes later, Danielle was fully prepared. She was grateful to be allowed to kneel on a soft pillow rather than the thin carpet covering the hard concrete floor. She had swapped her heels for a pair of pink 1/2" platform heels to match her lingerie, and her panties were now delicately hanging from her mouth, the front tucked neatly between her lips. She had cleansed herself with an enema, and now a vibrating inflatable plug filled her ass, pulsing softly. Pink leather cuffs adorned her wrists and ankles, with three of them securely fastened to a small leather and metal X on the floor. The breast forms had been removed, and with the help of some ice, nipple clips connected by a delicate chain had been attached to her sensitive chest. A tall, stiff pink collar held her head perfectly still, and she knelt with her back to the office door, staring at the building across the street. A small white bowl was placed strategically beneath her caged cock to catch any precum that might drip from her swollen, aching member.

Fear and excitement mixed in her gut as she heard the door open behind her, followed by an eerie silence.

"Good morning, my lovely sissy!" Ms. Samantha’s gleeful voice finally cut through the tension as she stepped into view. "It looks like you’ve followed my instructions perfectly."

Ms. Samantha gently removed the panties from Danielle’s mouth, a pleased smile playing across her lips. "How was your date with the lovely Nicole?"

"It was great, Ms.," Danielle replied, her voice a little shaky as she swallowed hard. "We spoke for hours."

"Very nice," Ms. Samantha said as she crossed her legs slowly, sitting on the bench in front of Danielle. "And how did you part?"

"We shared a cab," Danielle began, feeling her face flush with a mix of embarrassment and excitement. "I walked her to the door of her building, and we... we shared a quick kiss."

"Really?" Ms. Samantha’s voice brimmed with curiosity, clearly intrigued by this turn of events. "Do tell."

Danielle’s heart raced. "I wasn’t sure at first, but we held hands a lot and touched each other during dinner. Then, when we were standing outside her building... I leaned in, and she leaned in too."

"And when you got home?" Ms. Samantha asked, rising from her seat and approaching Danielle with slow, deliberate steps.

Danielle’s eyes remained fixed on the floor, her collar preventing her from looking down but keeping her gaze locked below Ms. Samantha’s knees. "I... I took the new dildo and mounted it on one of my kitchen chairs," Danielle admitted, her voice quivering slightly. "My neighbor, Daisy, heard me and asked about it this morning."

"Oh?" Ms. Samantha’s eyes twinkled as she crouched down in front of Danielle, producing a small key. "Were you loud, sweetie?" She teased, gently massaging Danielle’s swollen balls before unlocking her cage.

"Apparently, very loud, Ms.," Danielle moaned as Ms. Samantha freed her cock from the confines of the cage, her erection springing to life immediately. "I passed out right after."

Ms. Samantha walked around behind Danielle, her fingers trailing lightly over her trembling skin. "Did you have any issues getting ready today?" She whispered in Danielle’s ear, her breath hot against Danielle’s neck.

"Not at all, Ms.," Danielle whispered back, her cock twitching as Ms. Samantha’s hands began securing her free wrist to the binder.

"I’m glad to hear that," Ms. Samantha said as she adjusted the plug in Danielle’s ass, increasing the vibrations and inflating it slightly. "I do like it when my girls feel nice and full."

Danielle gasped as the vibrations intensified, and the plug swelled further inside her. Ms. Samantha gave the air bladder a few quick pumps, causing Danielle to moan loudly as the pressure in her ass increased.

"Ohhhh gaaahhh!" Danielle cried out, her body quivering with each pump.

Ms. Samantha gave the plug a few more squeezes before reaching over Danielle’s shoulder to tug lightly on the chain connecting her nipple clips. Danielle’s body jerked at the sharp stimulation, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"Your nipples are coming along nicely too," Ms. Samantha murmured, brushing her lips against Danielle’s ear. "The moisturizer cream I gave you has estrogen in it. It’ll make you even more sensitive."

"I thought so, Ms.," Danielle moaned, struggling against her cuffs as she tried to push her chest forward, craving more of the sensation. "I can’t wait to have my own boobs."

Danielle was far too aroused to be upset about the realization she had been given estrogen. In the back of her mind, she had suspected it wasn’t just an ordinary skin moisturizer. Her nipples had grown more sensitive over the past few weeks, and she’d been acutely aware of them recently, especially when they brushed against fabric or when her lingerie clung to her. The thought of having real, full, voluptuous breasts thrilled her. She often daydreamed about what it would feel like to have them as an actual part of her body, not just an accessory she added every morning.

"I’m excited for you as well," Ms. Samantha said, releasing the chain and walking back in front of Danielle, settling into her chair with a graceful air. "I have both a reward and a surprise for you today."

Danielle swallowed hard, the lingering taste of her precum from earlier still fresh in her mouth. Ms. Samantha’s words hung in the air, heightening Danielle’s arousal as her cock twitched and leaked more precum into the bowl beneath her.

"Today," Ms. Samantha said with a wicked smile, "you’ll be allowed to orgasm as a boy. Well, more or less." Her smile grew as Danielle’s cock visibly strained. "I mean, I doubt when you jerked off in the past, you did so while dressed like this," Ms. Samantha teased, twirling a finger in the air as if Danielle didn’t already know she was kneeling there in lingerie and heels. "Or with an inflatable plug stretching your sissy pussy."

"No, Ms.!" Danielle gasped, her hips involuntarily shifting. The vibrations from the plug had definitely been turned up—she was sure of it now.

"I find it important," Ms. Samantha continued in a thoughtful tone, "to use these moments when an employee is particularly aroused to push their training, expand their boundaries." She paused to let Her words sink in, enjoying the way Danielle squirmed in place. "When you’re this horny, you’ll react instinctively, without second-guessing yourself. Does that make sense?"

"Yes, Ms.!" Danielle blurted out, the intensity of the plug making her whole body tremble.

"I’m glad you understand," Ms. Samantha said, her smile widening. She looked past Danielle and gave a nod. "I’d like to introduce you to my friend, Ms. Penny."

Suddenly, two soft hands rested on Danielle’s shoulders, sending an electric jolt down her spine. In the reflection of the window in front of her, Danielle could only make out the outline of a figure behind her, but it was enough to realize who had been slowly increasing the intensity of the plug. Ms. Penny. Her cock throbbed, and more precum trickled out, almost vibrating on its own from the pressure.

"It’s very nice to meet you, sissy Danielle," a soft voice whispered into Danielle’s ear, the warm breath sending shivers down her neck. Lips brushed lightly against her earlobe, making Danielle moan softly. "Why don’t you hold this between your teeth for now?" Ms. Penny’s voice was low and teasing.

She lifted the chain from Danielle’s nipple clips and offered it to her. Danielle opened her mouth obediently, taking the chain between her teeth. The added tension on her nipples made them even more sensitive, and her moan deepened as the pressure on her chest mixed with the heat between her legs.

"Would you like to feel something interesting?" Ms. Penny asked, gently nibbling on Danielle’s earlobe.

"Yesh Mish!" Danielle groaned through the chain clenched between her teeth.

"Don’t drop the chain now," Ms. Penny instructed, pulling back just enough to produce a lit candle in front of Danielle’s wide eyes.

Danielle’s breathing hitched, watching as the first drop of wax slowly built up on the candle’s tip. She whimpered when it fell, barely missing her.

Ms. Penny pressed her chest against Danielle’s back, repositioning the candle. Another drop of wax began to form, growing larger and larger until it finally fell from the candle’s tip. Danielle winced, eyes tightly shut, as the hot wax splashed onto the base of her cock, tightening quickly as it cooled around her sensitive skin.

"That wasn’t so bad, was it?" Ms. Penny murmured, wrapping her arm around Danielle’s torso, pulling her back slightly while pressing against her.

"No, Mish," Danielle gasped, her ass involuntarily clenching around the plug. It felt like her body was trying to fuck itself.

"Would you like me to do it again?" Ms. Penny asked seductively.

"Yesshh, pleash Mish!" Danielle moaned, her body trembling in anticipation.

Time ceased to exist for Danielle as Ms. Penny coated her cock with wax, layer by layer. Each time, Ms. Penny removed the wax with baby oil, bringing Danielle agonizingly close to orgasm before pulling her back from the edge with a cold, wet towel. The cycle repeated several times, with Ms. Samantha watching from her seat, a smile never leaving her lips.

When Ms. Penny finally released her grip on Danielle, the sissy was given a few minutes to recover. The chain from her nipples fell from her mouth, offering much-needed relief as her chest throbbed. Danielle slumped slightly, grateful for the break, while Ms. Samantha and Ms. Penny spoke quietly out of view.

"Did you enjoy that, sweetie?" Ms. Samantha asked as she returned to sit in front of Danielle.

"I’ve never experienced anything like it, Ms.," Danielle replied breathlessly, her voice a mix of exhaustion and awe. "It was unreal, and I loved it."

"Would you like to thank Ms. Penny?"

"Yes! Please, oh please, Ms.!" Danielle practically begged.

Ms. Penny released Danielle’s wrists, freeing her from the restraints. The plug was mercifully deflated slightly, making it easier for Danielle to move. "Don’t try to stand up—you’ll certainly fall over right now," Ms. Samantha teased. "Instead, lean forward and kiss my friend’s shoes."

Without hesitation, Danielle bent forward, nearly banging her head on the floor in her eagerness. She flipped her long hair to one side, instinctively performing the move with a natural grace that made Ms. Samantha smile in approval. When the shoe was presented before her, Danielle kissed and licked it passionately, as if it were her lover’s lips. She poured her gratitude and desire into every kiss, even daring to lick the stocking-covered foot inside the shoe, working her way up to Ms. Penny’s ankle before her wrists were gently pulled back and secured once more.

"Well, hello darling," Ms. Penny said warmly, smiling down at Danielle. "I had a lot of fun with you today."

Squatting in front of Danielle, Ms. Penny dipped a finger into the bowl of precum beneath Danielle’s cock, then brought it to Danielle’s lips. Without hesitation, Danielle sucked on Ms. Penny’s finger, swirling her tongue around it eagerly, savoring the taste of her own arousal.

"Danielle is quite the cock sucker, isn’t she?" Ms. Penny remarked, glancing over her shoulder at Ms. Samantha. "She’s working my finger like she expects it to cum."

"I agree," Ms. Samantha said proudly, watching the exchange. "She has a very talented mouth."

For the next few minutes, Ms. Penny continued feeding Danielle her precum-coated fingers while she and Ms. Samantha talked. They discussed Danielle as though she were a prized possession, noting how she looked, how well she performed, and which clients she would be best suited for. Danielle listened but was helpless to respond, her cock trembling as it begged for release, her body aching with the need to be touched.

As Ms. Penny finally walked past, she let her fingers trail over Danielle’s lips, then along her jawline and down her neck, sending shivers through Danielle’s already over-stimulated body.

Ms. Samantha soon returned, taking her seat on the bench in front of Danielle. "Do you know why we did that this morning, Danielle?"

"No, Ms.," Danielle replied, still trying to process everything that had just happened.

"This job, this lifestyle, it isn’t about just physical appearances," Ms. Samantha explained, leaning forward. "It’s about the power exchange—the dominance and submission, the bond between a Dominant and their sub."

Danielle nodded slowly, though she still looked a little confused.

"Not every client you meet will be a model from a magazine. Not every man will look like they spend hours at the gym," Ms. Samantha continued. "But, just like Ms. Penny did today, they will be able to take you to incredible heights. They will open you to new experiences, things you’ve never even considered before."

"I understand, Ms. Samantha," Danielle whispered, leaning forward, eyes downcast.

Surely, when Danielle had strutted into work feeling like the most beautiful woman alive, she hadn’t anticipated the lesson she'd receive about not judging others by appearances. The experience had been eye-opening. Without making herself seen, Ms. Penny had managed to shake Danielle to her core, both physically and mentally. As she'd stood in front of Danielle with her head down, Danielle had desperately tried to communicate her devotion to the Domme who had so thoroughly manipulated her body in such a short time. Danielle couldn't help but wonder—would she have been as open to the experience if she’d seen Ms. Penny beforehand? She hoped the answer was no.

"Thank you, Ma'am." Danielle’s voice wavered as her eyes watered, the realization of how life-altering this was crashing down on her.

"The clients I choose are based on their skills and knowledge, not their looks." Ms. Samantha's voice was sharp, wanting to impress this on Danielle. "I can’t have you reacting badly when you meet one of my clients for the first time just because of how they look."

"I will do everything in my power to make you proud, Ma'am," Danielle's voice was filled with pure, earnest sincerity.

"I believe you," Ms. Samantha smiled warmly, sensing her point had been made, "but this won’t be the last time you meet a client under these circumstances."

"Is Ms. Penny one of those clients?" Danielle asked, looking up at her Boss, hope glimmering in her eyes.

"She is. Would you like to see her again?" Ms. Samantha smirked.

"Oh, YESSSS, Ma'am!" Danielle's eyes shined with a pleading look.

"I'll keep that in mind," Ms. Samantha said, rising from the bench and moving behind Danielle. "You’re right-handed, aren't you, sweetie?"

"Yes, Ma'am," Danielle nodded.

"Thought so," Ms. Samantha murmured, releasing Danielle's left hand. "So, when you used to jerk off, you did it with your right hand, yes?"

"Yes, Ma'am." Danielle moved her now free hand to rest nervously on her thigh, unsure of what was about to happen next.

"Good girl. Now, I’m going to use this timer," Ms. Samantha placed a large red timer on the bench where she'd been sitting earlier. "I’m going to give you a specific amount of time to cum, but you'll have to do it with your left hand." Danielle hesitated for a moment before gradually moving her hand towards her aching crotch.

"Not yet, sweetie. I’m not finished explaining." Ms. Samantha’s voice was firm, and Danielle quickly put her hand back behind her.

Ms. Samantha was deliberate with her words, choosing to say “orgasm” rather than “cum” because it was part of the mental shift she wanted Danielle to undergo. Boys “came,” girls “orgasmed.” This was all part of Danielle’s training, reinforcing her feminine transformation. Sam had learned that when she used the word “rub,” her employees would fumble, unsure how to handle it, but when frustration built, it made them more submissive and reliant on her.

"When the timer hits zero, you must stop. If you go past the time, I’ll give you a few taps with this crop to help you pay better attention," Sam said, tracing the end of the crop slowly along the underside of Danielle’s dripping cock for emphasis. "If you don't orgasm in time," she presented the wet tip of the crop to Danielle’s lips, "I'll let you cool off and give you another chance." Danielle’s tongue eagerly lapped at the crop, savoring the taste of her own precum.

"Ready to begin?" Ms. Samantha asked, her voice low and teasing.

"Yes, Ma'am! Please!" Danielle’s voice was strained with anticipation.

The timer beeped, and Danielle saw the bold red numbers light up—one minute and thirty seconds. Her left hand immediately flew to her cock, awkwardly trying to stroke herself to orgasm. But it was clumsy, her rhythm faltering, the timer mercilessly ticking away, second by second. Her desperation grew, but as the timer hit zero, Danielle's hand stilled. Her hips, however, continued to rock forward in need.

"That looked difficult, sweetie. Did you even get close?" Ms. Samantha’s voice was full of mock concern, but the sly smile on her lips showed she knew exactly how things had played out. "Maybe this will help."

Ms. Samantha leaned forward, picking up a small bowl of precum and deliberately pouring some onto her right shoe. "Oh dear, how clumsy of me," she smirked, lifting her foot towards Danielle’s face. "Clean that up for me, would you?"

Without hesitation, Danielle’s tongue darted out, her passion palpable. The fervor she’d shown licking Ms. Penny’s foot earlier paled in comparison to the devotion she poured into worshiping Ms. Samantha’s shoe. Her tongue swept across the leather, gathering precum, grit, and dust, and she continued to lick with abandon, her mind singularly focused on the task. When Ms. Samantha lifted her heel, Danielle pursed her lips around it, sucking and licking it as if it were a cock.

"Ready to try again?" Ms. Samantha asked with a wicked grin.

"Please, Ma'am! Can I use my other hand this time? Please!" Danielle's desperation seeped through her voice.

"Not just yet, sweetie!" Ms. Samantha said teasingly, removing her shoe and resetting the timer.

At the sound of the beep, Danielle’s hand grasped her cock again, stroking it rapidly, though still awkwardly, with her non-dominant hand. Sweat began to bead on her forehead as she worked feverishly, trying to bring herself over the edge. This time, she didn’t even hear the beep when it went off.

"Uh-oh!" Ms. Samantha said in a sing-song voice, laying the crop over Danielle’s hand. "Did you hear the beep?"

"No, Ma'am!" Danielle’s bottom lip trembled as she let go of herself. "I’m sorry, Ma'am! Please, I’m so sorry!"

"It’s okay, darling. This is supposed to be frustrating," Ms. Samantha said gently, though the smile on her lips remained as she lightly tapped the tip of Danielle's cock with the crop, leaving a red mark. "Focus is important."

"Ouch!" Danielle squealed, her eyes brimming with tears. "I’m sorry, Ms.!"

"It’s okay," Ms. Samantha said soothingly, reaching out to cup Danielle’s face before dipping her fingers back into the bowl. "Here, this will help." She pushed her cum-coated finger into Danielle’s mouth.

Danielle responded instantly, her tongue swirling around Ms. Samantha’s finger, sucking with as much devotion as she’d shown earlier. Time blurred as she repeated the motions, licking and savoring every bit Ms. Samantha offered her. Before long, Ms. Samantha produced a dildo, slipping it into her pants and coating it with the precum.

Danielle didn’t hesitate as the dildo approached her lips. Her mouth parted, and she eagerly sucked it, the taste of latex and precum filling her senses. It was all that mattered.

"Would you like to finally orgasm now, sweetie?" Ms. Samantha’s voice was a seductive purr.

"Oh, please, Ms.!" Danielle’s voice was a desperate whimper.

Ms. Samantha lifted the bowl again, this time pouring what was left over Danielle’s crotch, the liquid dripping down her aching balls. Danielle’s left hand immediately began massaging her balls while Ms. Samantha freed her right hand.

The moment it was free, Danielle's hand flew to her cock, jerking it frantically, her knees slamming into the pillow with every hard stroke. And then, suddenly, her ass was filled with the vibrating plug again, sending her spiraling into ecstasy. Ms. Samantha pumped air into the plug repeatedly, the sensation pushing Danielle further into bliss.

"My sweet sissy girl wants a real cock in her ass soon, doesn’t she?"

"OH, FUCKING YES, MA'AM!" Danielle screamed, her entire body trembling.

"Cum for me, sissy. Cum just like you want a real man to cum inside you."

Danielle let out a guttural moan as she exploded, thick ropes of cum spraying into the air, splattering across her chest, shoulders, and neck. The orgasm was overwhelming, and more cum followed, coating her abdomen, garter belt, and hand.

"My sweet little girlie had been so backed up, wasn’t she?" Ms. Samantha teased, her tone light and playful.

As Danielle’s orgasm finally subsided, her body still shuddering, she continued to lazily milk herself. Ms. Samantha scooped a fingerful of cum from Danielle’s shoulder and pressed it into her mouth. Instinctively, Danielle sucked on the finger, eagerly cleaning it.

"You did so well this morning, Danielle. I’m very proud of you."

"Thank you, Ms.," Danielle whispered, her voice hoarse with exhaustion. "I just want to make you proud."

Danielle had been riding a wave of relentless arousal for nearly three hours, not including the time she'd spent preparing herself and waiting for Ms. Samantha to arrive. By the time she finally reached her orgasm, it was nearly lunchtime.

"Clean your hand up, sweetie." Ms. Samantha’s voice was soft but carried an undeniable command. Without hesitation, Danielle obeyed, lifting her cum-covered hand to her lips.

"Yes, Ma'am!"

As Danielle sucked her fingers clean, Ms. Samantha reached down under her sub, massaging the space between Danielle's plugged ass and her now loosely hanging balls, coaxing the last remnants of her sticky sissy juice forward. She released her grip on Danielle’s small breast and stood, walking back around to face her. Grabbing her phone, she snapped a couple of quick pictures of Danielle, who now had smeared lipstick and cum coating her mouth.

"Look at the mess you’ve made of yourself," Ms. Samantha teased with a smirk.

"I'm sorry, Ms.," Danielle blushed, her cheeks turning a deeper red. "I don’t know how I can still be this horny. I just came!"

"No, darling, you orgasmed," Ms. Samantha corrected her, leaning forward to softly brush a hand down Danielle’s arm. "You’re very much a girl now, and girls orgasm."

"Yes, Ma'am," Danielle responded weakly, feeling the weight of her submissiveness settle deeper.

"Now, milk yourself one more time, and then clean out the bowl," Ms. Samantha instructed, her tone making it clear she expected no delay.

Danielle immediately complied, dragging the head of her limp cock around the rim of the bowl, collecting every last bit of her cum, and then lifting it to her mouth. Ms. Samantha watched closely, quite satisfied with the lack of hesitation. There was no sign of a post-orgasm “drop,” an issue that had been a problem with some of her past subs, especially Crystal. She remembered how difficult Crystal had been to break—coming from the high-pressure world of stocks, submission hadn’t come naturally to her. But Danielle was different. She was a natural submissive, always eager to please, shaped by a life that had been less than kind to her. As Danielle drank down the contents of the bowl, Ms. Samantha snapped a few more photos, capturing the moment.

"It’s a good thing you’re going to shower after this," Ms. Samantha teased, watching as white fluid dripped from the corners of Danielle’s mouth. "I can’t have you sitting out in the front office with dried cum on your face, after all."

"Sorry, Ms.," Danielle blushed harder, feeling almost like a child caught in a mess.

"No need to apologize, sweetie," Ms. Samantha smiled, zooming in for a close-up of Danielle’s doe-eyed, cum-streaked face. "This won’t be the last time you’ve got fluids dripping down your chin."

Ms. Samantha moved swiftly, undoing the clips that bound Danielle’s ankles to the red leather X frame behind her. She reached for the valve attached to the inflatable plug in Danielle’s ass, opening it all the way to deflate the plug completely before turning the controller off. Draping the wires over Danielle’s shoulder, she tucked the controller into Danielle’s bra, then took her sub by the elbow, helping her to her feet. Danielle wobbled slightly, both from the physical exhaustion and the fact that she'd been kneeling on her lower legs for hours.

"Go ahead and take a shower," Ms. Samantha instructed. "You’ll need to change your wig too. There’s cum all over this one, and you’re not going to be able to clean that out."

"Yes, Ma'am," Danielle responded dutifully.

"And don’t forget to take your cage with you," Ms. Samantha added as Danielle wobbled toward the bathroom. "You’ll need it back on when you come out. There’s a new outfit and lingerie waiting for you in the closet."

Bracing herself against the furniture for support, Danielle finally made her way to the hallway off Ms. Samantha’s office and into the bathroom. The full-length mirror offered no mercy, reflecting the true extent of her cum-covered mess. There was cum everywhere—on her face, her body, her lingerie, and even her stockings. The plug still hung between her legs, while her cock, despite everything, was slowly hardening again.

"Oh, give it a rest," Danielle muttered to her cock, rolling her eyes at herself.

It took effort—more than she cared to admit—but Danielle managed to strip herself down, removing the plug and her soiled wig before stepping into the shower. The hot water felt heavenly against her sore muscles, and she lingered longer than usual, letting the water wash away the evidence of the morning’s activities. She’d never experienced anything like it, and it felt surreal. When she finally stepped out of the shower, it felt natural to wrap the towel around her upper body, covering her growing breasts. Looking at her reflection, she was surprised to see a hint of real cleavage peeking over the top of the towel. It hit her just how far she had come since her first time in that very shower.

"Holy crap," she chuckled to herself. "Does this count as my first threesome?"

Still debating whether or not to ask Ms. Samantha when she returned, Danielle went through her post-shower routine, thankful the makeup drawers were well stocked. Just as Ms. Samantha had said, in the closet was a new set of coral and white floral lingerie, nude stockings, heels, and a coral and white vertical striped dress with a thin white belt. Danielle dressed in everything but the dress, before moving on to select a new wig. There were a couple of short wigs she liked, but they seemed too dark for her outfit, ultimately, Danielle settled on a shoulder-length straight-haired blonde wig. 

With her freshly laundered dress on a hanger and her soiled clothes stuffed into a bag, Danielle returned to the office where Ms. Samantha was on the phone. She gestured for Danielle to take a seat.

"We’ll have to get together again soon, Penny," Ms. Samantha said as Danielle settled into the chair. "I’m so glad you had fun today. Thanks for helping out." She hung up the phone and smiled warmly at Danielle. "I called to thank her for coming in. She said she had a great time with you and looks forward to seeing you again, Danielle."

"I’d love that, Ma'am," Danielle replied, her excitement clear in her voice.

"Now, I trust you took to heart what I said about physical appearance with my clients?" Ms. Samantha asked pointedly. "I know you were a bit distracted during our session."

"I can’t say how I’d react initially if I wasn’t physically attracted to someone, Ms.," Danielle admitted, shifting slightly in her chair, "but when Ms. Penny was doing what she did, I didn’t care about anything except how she made me feel."

"Good," Ms. Samantha smiled, clearly pleased with the response. "I have several clients who you may not be immediately attracted to. They might be older or heavier, but I guarantee, if you get past that, you’ll have an experience that will blow your mind."

"I understand, Ms.," Danielle nodded earnestly, meeting Ms. Samantha’s gaze. "When Ms. Penny was behind me, it could have been anyone. It could have been Crystal, a man—it didn’t matter. All that mattered was what she was doing to me." Danielle swallowed nervously before continuing. "I might not have reacted the same way if I had seen her first, but I’ll never make that mistake again."

"I trust you will keep your word, Danielle," Ms. Samantha said with pride. She’d had to let two girls go over similar issues, but Danielle not only sounded sincere, she looked it. "And speaking of good news, you’re due for a bonus today." She turned to her computer screen. "Also, I had my attorney expedite your name change. As of today, you are officially Danielle."

"Wow! No more worrying about people checking my ID! Thank you, Ms.,!" Danielle’s excitement was palpable.

"By tonight, you’ll have all the paperwork you need to update your information," Ms. Samantha said, her tone warm. "And when your time here is done, it’ll be just as easy to change it back if you ever choose to."

"I can’t thank you enough for everything, Ms.," Danielle whispered, tears of gratitude welling in her eyes.

"You’re welcome, sweetie," Ms. Samantha smiled fondly. "Now, go on and get back to work. I think Nicole texted you earlier and is probably waiting for your response."

"Yes, Ms.!" Danielle stood quickly, adjusting her new dress. She grabbed the bag with her soiled lingerie and headed back to her desk.

As she sat down and checked her phone, she saw several texts from Nicole. Danielle felt awful for leaving her waiting so long.

"Lunch outside?" Danielle typed quickly, her fingers dancing with anticipation.

"Sure! 15 mins?"

"Come get me!" Danielle responded, her excitement bubbling up.

"Okayyy xoxo."

Danielle hurriedly tidied the outer office, emptying her trash bin and stashing away her discarded clothes. With only minutes to spare, she perched herself elegantly at her desk, crossing her legs in a way that made her feel effortlessly feminine. The tall, thin desk left her almost fully on display for when Nicole walked in.

"Oh, I love your new hair!" Nicole said as she leaned into the office doorway, her eyes scanning Danielle with approval. "Is that really all you have for a desk?"

"Thanks! Yeah, it’s all I’ve got—no hiding behind this thing!" Danielle chuckled a little nervously, smoothing down her dress.

"Well, with legs like yours, why would you want to hide them?" Nicole said playfully, her cheeks turning pink as the words left her lips. Both of them blushed at the boldness of Nicole’s comment.

"I saw yours last night, you've got nothing to complain about either," Danielle replied with a wink as she slid out from behind the small desk. "Did you bring lunch, or are you picking something up?"

"I was going to grab something. What about you?" Nicole asked, watching as Danielle picked up her small purse.

"You know it’s okay to come in, right?" Danielle teased gently, glancing at Nicole's hesitation. "No one here is going to bite you."

"Well, I don’t know... It just feels kind of strange being here after seeing..." Nicole trailed off, her voice softening.

"The patients that come up from here?" Danielle asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Yeah, like I’m not really supposed to be here," Nicole admitted, stepping tentatively across the threshold as if expecting something to happen.

"Look at that! You didn’t melt or anything!" Danielle teased, reaching for Nicole’s arm and pulling her towards the elevator. "I had so much fun last night," Danielle said as they waited for the elevator to arrive. "I’m sorry if I was a little too forward at the end of the night."

Nicole rubbed Danielle’s arm affectionately. "I kissed you back, silly!" she said with a playful smile.

"Yes, you did!" Danielle beamed with pride just as the elevator doors slid open. She stepped inside, making sure to stay close to Nicole—or maybe it was Nicole who stayed close to her. Either way, they ended up pressed together as they rode the elevator down with the lunchtime crowd.

They exited the building and walked to a nearby food stand, opting for something quick and simple before finding a bench by the fountain across the street. They settled down, their conversation flowing as easily as ever.

"How do you manage to wear those heels all day?" Nicole asked, glancing down at Danielle’s four-inch heels. "I’m exhausted by the end of the day wearing just my sneakers!"

"I’m not on my feet as much as you are," Danielle replied with a grin. "I do a lot of sitting." She stifled a giggle, thinking about all the kneeling she did too but decided against mentioning it. "You’re always running around your office."

"That’s true," Nicole admitted. Then, setting her soda aside, she turned to face Danielle more fully. "Okay, you knew this question was coming," she said with a knowing smile. "What was the deal with you winking at that guy last night?"

Danielle had been expecting the question, but it still caught her off guard. She choked slightly on her drink, coughing a few times before she could answer. "I’m not sure," she said honestly. "I’ve been thinking about it, and I guess... I didn’t get much attention before becoming Danielle. Now, I get so much of it, and it’s hard not to react." She turned to face Nicole, her voice sincere. "I’m sure someone as gorgeous as you never had that problem."

Nicole blushed, her gaze dropping to the ground. "Thanks for the compliment," she said softly. "But it wasn’t always like that. I was kind of nerdy in school; I didn’t go out much in college. I’m more of an introvert."

"Yet you asked me out," Danielle said, smiling.

"There’s something different about you," Nicole replied, and the two of them giggled at her words. "I mean, aside from the obvious wardrobe changes—you just have kind eyes."

"Thanks," Danielle said, her smile growing. They sat in comfortable silence for a moment before Danielle spoke again, her voice gentle. "So, you know what happens in my office, more or less... Why did you flirt with me so hard?"

"I don’t know," Nicole admitted, tilting her head as she thought about it. "Maybe because I know you’re a safe date?"

"It’s not like I’m going to take advantage of you with ‘caged beast’ down there," Danielle teased, giggling at her own joke.

"Caged beast? Is that what you call him?" Nicole burst out laughing, her face lighting up with amusement.

"No, I just made that up on the spot," Danielle said sheepishly, her cheeks turning red. "But seriously, why are you interested in me? It’s not like we can do much romantically."

"I know, but that’s part of what makes it safe, right?" Nicole replied thoughtfully. "There’s no pressure. I don’t care what other people think."

"But what if your friends see us kissing and think you’re into girls?" Danielle asked, a bit hesitant.

"I don’t care what they think!" Nicole said firmly, leaning in to kiss Danielle on the cheek. "I’m glad you don’t either."

Danielle smiled, her heart fluttering at the contact. "Speaking of friends," Nicole said between bites of her lunch, "one of my friends is having a bachelorette party next weekend. Want to come?"

"Seriously?" Danielle asked, completely shocked.

"Yeah, why not?"

Danielle felt both nervous and excited at the prospect. "What are you guys doing?"

"There’s a party bus, so no one has to drive. We’ll hit a few dance clubs... and see some strippers," Nicole said with a mischievous smile.

"Guys?" Danielle asked, immediately feeling silly for even asking.

"Of course, silly!" Nicole nudged Danielle’s shoulder playfully. "The bride-to-be is straight."

Danielle’s heart raced at the thought. "I’ve never been out with a group of women before. Ever."

"You’ll be fine! I’ll be there with you the whole time," Nicole reassured her. "We can practice by going out to dinner again. How about next week?"

"How about sooner?" Danielle asked, suddenly feeling bold. "This weekend?"

"You don’t think you’ll get tired of me, seeing me that often?" Nicole teased, her eyes twinkling.

"I like the idea of seeing a lot of you!" Danielle responded, her voice dripping with playful intent.

"Ohhhh! And here I thought you were supposed to be the ‘safe’ one!" Nicole laughed, leaning into Danielle again, her shoulder brushing against hers.

"I mean seeing you a lot!" Danielle blushed, realizing how her words had come out.

"You’re just too cute," Nicole said, resting her head on Danielle’s shoulder. "I don’t know why, but I feel so comfortable with you."

"I’m really comfortable with you too," Danielle replied, leaning her head back against Nicole’s. "I’ve never been this comfortable around any woman."

"I feel honored you feel that way," Nicole said, her voice soft as she smiled.

They finished their lunch in a contented silence, and as Danielle took Nicole’s trash and threw it away, they walked back to the office hand-in-hand. When they reached the building, Nicole glanced at the stairs and suggested, "Let’s take the stairs. I have to go up four floors, and you only have to do two!"

"Yeah, but I’m doing two in heels, so that’s like doing four!" Danielle groaned, reluctantly following Nicole up the stairs.

"Oh, come on!" Nicole teased, leading the way up the first few flights before glancing back at Danielle. "Did you let me go first so you could check out my butt?"

"Call it my incentive!" Danielle laughed, feeling bold.

"And here I thought your incentive would be me kissing you goodbye," Nicole said with a playful wink. "Can’t do that in a crowded elevator, can we?"

"Wait, what?" Danielle almost tripped trying to catch up, her mind spinning.

"For that," Nicole said, standing with her hands on her hips, trying to sound stern, "you get to go first up the next flight!"

Danielle raised an eyebrow and smiled cheekily. "How are you going to check out my butt in this flowy dress?"

"Who said I was going to look?" Nicole’s response was playful, but with a sudden mischievous grin, she quickly lifted the back of Danielle’s dress, exposing her lace-topped stockings and cheeky coral boyshorts. "Okay, seriously? Do your panties match your dress perfectly? Who does that?"

"It’s a long story," Danielle replied, laughing as she made no move to lower her dress.

"I can’t wait to hear that one!" Nicole dropped the dress, shaking her head with a grin.

On the next landing, they stood face-to-face. Nicole wrapped her arms around Danielle’s waist. "Thanks for going to lunch with me," she said softly, "and for letting me check out your cute ass."

"Hopefully that means I’ll get to check yours out soon!" Danielle teased, her voice full of playful flirtation.

"Maybe," Nicole replied, pressing herself against Danielle as she leaned up to kiss her. This time, their kiss wasn’t brief. Their lips met, and then again, and then again, until their tongues brushed lightly, teasing each other before finally pressing together in one last, lingering kiss.

"That was nice," Danielle whispered, her heart racing.

"I agree," Nicole said with a shy smile, stepping back reluctantly. "Tomorrow at 7 at the coffee shop?"

"I wouldn’t miss it for the world."

As they parted ways, Danielle couldn’t help but feel giddy, her mind racing with thoughts of Nicole and their growing connection. By the time she arrived back at her desk, she couldn’t stop smiling. She pulled out her phone and texted Crystal about her day, but she found herself also messaging Nicole, unable to resist staying in touch.

On her commute home, Danielle's phone buzzed again, and she smiled at the sight of Nicole’s message: Had so much fun today! Can't wait for tomorrow

Danielle quickly typed back: Me too! I'm already looking forward to seeing you.

But amid all her excitement, Danielle realized she had a small problem—moving in with Crystal was scheduled for the same day as Nicole’s friend’s bachelorette party. Juggling the two events was going to be tricky, but Danielle was determined to make it work. And there was another question that lingered at the back of her mind: were she and Nicole dating? It felt like they were, but she wasn’t sure how to label what was happening between them. Maybe tomorrow she’d find the right moment to ask.

Later that evening, as Danielle got ready for bed, she carefully laid out her lingerie and dress for the following day. Her fingers trailed over the delicate fabric of her panties, a matching peach set with lace accents that would look perfect under her new dress. She couldn’t help but smile at the thought of Nicole catching another glimpse, just like she had earlier on the stairs. And now, with Nicole lifting her dress unexpectedly on her mind, Danielle wanted to be extra prepared for anything that might happen the next day.

Danielle slipped into a silky white satin nightie, the cool fabric brushing against her skin as she settled into bed. Her thoughts drifted to Ms. Samantha’s office and her duties there, wondering if she’d be called in tomorrow. And then, of course, her mind turned to Nicole. She wondered what tomorrow would bring—lunch, more kisses, and maybe even an answer to the question that had been swirling in her head all day: what exactly was she to Nicole?

With those thoughts circling her mind, Danielle drifted off to sleep, excitement, and nervousness swirling in her chest as she dreamt of what the next day had in store for her.

***
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