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Author’s Note:

Hey there, darling!

I just wanted to take a moment to tell you about something that really  got me going. I recently finished reading a book by a fellow author, the very talented and kinky Maddy Royce, that totally turned me on, and I couldn't help but share it with you all. The book,   link to book , is a hot blend of cuckolding and hotwife erotica, and it definitely lives up to its promise. Trust me, I’ve been enjoying it a lot.

Now, here's a little behind-the-scenes scoop. I’ve known the author Maddy Royce for a few months now, and let me tell you, she’s the real deal. She's a hotwife in real life, and her husband (the lucky cuck) is a super nice and supportive guy. They’ve both been huge fans of my work, and it’s been amazing getting to know them. She’s now started creating her own stories, and I’m so excited for you all to check them out.

We’re also planning to collab on a really spicy series in the near future, and it’s going to be an incredible mix of both of our genres. Trust me, you won’t want to miss it.

So, if you’re into the kind of dirty, naughty fun I specialize in, head over and check out   her book  too . I know you’ll enjoy it as much as I did. And as always, if you love the story (or the one that you’re about to read below now), I’d be super grateful if you could leave a rating. It really helps out authors like us.

Thanks for your support, and stay tuned for more hot content coming your way soon!

Much love and kisses,

Sissy Joey...


Here’s the direct link incase the above ones don’t work. You can copy paste this on your browser to check the book out:

https://mybook.to/3J22Bu  
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Chapter 10:

When Danielle woke up, the first thing she did was grab her phone from the nightstand, her freshly manicured nails tapping the screen as she checked for any messages. Still nothing from Nicole. She exhaled sharply, her frustration bubbling under the surface. Tossing the covers off, she swung her long, smooth legs out of bed and padded barefoot into the living room, her silken nightgown swishing softly against her thighs. Maybe Crystal was already up and could distract her from her spiraling thoughts.

But as Danielle stepped into the main living area, she found it empty. No Crystal lounging on the couch or clattering about in the kitchen. "I swear this is more torturous than a corset!" Danielle muttered under her breath, her voice tinged with annoyance as she made her way to the kitchen to brew a pot of coffee.

The scent of rich coffee filled the air as Danielle moved through her morning routine. By the time Crystal returned, Danielle had showered, dressed, and was seated at the kitchen table with a steaming cup in hand. Crystal swept in with all the audacity of someone who had clearly enjoyed her night, her heels clicking against the floor, her sequined teal cocktail dress glinting even in the morning light. It was the kind of dress designed to command attention at a party, not a walk of shame.

Danielle raised an eyebrow, a playful smirk curling her lips. "I'd ask how your night was," she teased while pouring Crystal a fresh cup of coffee, "but it's kinda written all over you!"

Crystal’s grin was unapologetic as she flopped into a chair, her hair slightly disheveled but her makeup still remarkably intact. "It was a good time," she said, taking the coffee with a grateful nod. "How was your day with Mona?"

"It was okay," Danielle replied, lowering her voice conspiratorially. "But I have a question—does Ms. Samantha employ real women too?"

Crystal blinked, momentarily thrown. "Real women?"

"Yeah, like women who don’t have their manhood locked up under their cocktail dress, silly!" Danielle clarified, her tone laced with mischief despite her genuine curiosity.

Crystal chuckled, shaking her head. "I’ve never known Her to since I’ve been here," she admitted. "But I’ve only been here five or so months before you." She sipped her coffee thoughtfully before adding, "Why do you ask, though?"

Danielle hesitated, her fingers tracing the rim of her mug. "I was supposed to have lunch with Nicole yesterday," she confessed, "but I went to see Mona, and Nicole ended up going to lunch with Ms. Samantha instead. Then last night, they went out again! I’m losing my mind."

Crystal set her cup down, her expression softening. "Relax, sweetie," she said, pulling Danielle into a warm hug. "I’m sure there’s nothing to worry about. I don’t know of any other girls here who were born girls if that helps."

"Yeah, it does a bit," Danielle admitted as she stepped back, though the tension in her shoulders remained. "But Nicole still hasn’t texted me, and that’s not like her."

Crystal leaned against the counter, her lips curling into a sly smile. "Maybe she’s tied up in the dungeon and can’t call because she has a ball gag in her mouth?"

Danielle groaned. "Oh, come on!"

Crystal’s voice turned syrupy, her words dripping with theatrical sultriness. "Standing there in a pair of heels, perspiration glistening on her body, a deep purple waist cincher holding up long black stockings… arms lifted high overhead with big black cuffs, and the remnants of candle wax dripped oh-so-slowly on her nipples."

"Jesus, Crystal!" Danielle snapped, though the flush rising to her cheeks betrayed her. "That’s not an image I need in my head right now!"

"Why not? It’s the image I have in mine!" Crystal teased with a wicked grin.

"You are no help at all," Danielle grumbled, though the sound of her phone buzzing drew her attention. She grabbed it, her heart skipping a beat. "Oh, there she is!" she said, relief washing over her as she read the message. "Well, she’s not tied up in the dungeon," she added with a smirk. "But she’s not feeling well and isn’t coming in today."

"Sure," Crystal deadpanned, sipping her coffee. "Gotta let the whip marks heal."

"You are incorrigible!" Danielle shot back with an exaggerated eye roll.

"Yeah, but you love me that way!" Crystal quipped.

"Yes, I do," Danielle admitted, stepping closer to kiss Crystal softly on the lips. "I’ll miss these conversations when you move out."

"And I’ll miss you too," Crystal replied, her tone playful but tinged with genuine affection. "Sleeping with you is the only time I get to be the bigger spoon!"

"You’re too much," Danielle said with a laugh, giving Crystal’s butt a light smack. "But I have to go to work. One of us still earns her living inside an office instead of on her back!"

"Oh, I was definitely on my front," Crystal countered, her eyes twinkling. "And my knees, and all fours, and a few other positions!"

"You’re such a slut!" Danielle giggled as she grabbed her bag.

"And you want to be one too," Crystal called after her.

"I’m just hoping my girlfriend doesn’t end up having the same thoughts!" Danielle replied with a wry smile before heading out.

For the first time since starting her commute, Danielle barely noticed the usual stares and double-takes. Normally, she basked in the attention, relishing the so-called "man glare" or the envious glances from other women. But today, her mind was elsewhere—filled with intrusive thoughts Crystal had so artfully planted. Could Nicole really stand in heels like that? Could she endure a gag? Danielle shook her head as if to physically dislodge the mental images.

She needed to focus. Work awaited, and the last thing she wanted was to accidentally blurt out any of her musings to Ms. Samantha. As she stepped into the building and rode the elevator to her floor, Danielle couldn’t help but reflect on how much Nicole meant to her. Sure, she wasn’t tricked into her job, but Nicole was different. Danielle only hoped Ms. Samantha hadn’t set her sights on her girlfriend.

After all, Ms. Samantha was a master at getting what she wanted.

"Well, good morning, Danielle," Ms. Samantha’s voice rang out, startling the distracted girl as she stepped off the elevator.

Danielle spun around so quickly that her purse slipped from her hand, almost tumbling to the floor. "Oh! Good morning, Ms. Samantha!" she stammered, fumbling to recover her composure. Her heart was already racing, and now it felt as though it might leap out of her chest. "I wasn’t expecting you in so early."

Ms. Samantha was perched casually on Danielle’s desk, legs elegantly crossed. The long black skirt she wore had slipped up just enough to reveal her thigh-high kidskin boots, the leather hugging her legs like a second skin. The loose-fitting dress she wore might have concealed the boots from most, but from her position on the desk, the curve of her calves, and the shine of the leather were impossible to miss.

Danielle’s eyes betrayed her, drawn helplessly to Ms. Samantha’s legs, her fetish for heels and love of legs quickly overwhelming her usual restraint. The deliberate, almost feline movement of Samantha’s legs as she shifted sent a shiver down Danielle’s spine.

"How was your visit with Mona yesterday?" Ms. Samantha asked, her voice smooth as silk, her eyes locked on Danielle’s as if she already knew the answer.

Danielle forced herself to focus, shaking off her daze as she set her bag down and began to settle in. "She was quite nice," Danielle replied sincerely, unable to stop a small smile from forming. "I enjoyed my time with her."

Ms. Samantha’s lips curved into a knowing smirk. "I understand you got some wonderful outfits as well," she said, slipping off the desk with effortless grace and walking toward Danielle. Her boots clicked softly on the floor, the deliberate rhythm matching the sway of her hips. "I’m sure you’ll look amazing in them."

Danielle’s cheeks flushed her excitement at the mention of the outfits evident despite her best efforts to remain composed.

"Do you know what tomorrow is?" Ms. Samantha asked, stopping just a step away.

"Yes," Danielle gulped, her voice barely a whisper. "My photo shoot."

"And are you looking forward to that as well?" Ms. Samantha’s voice dropped lower, her tone teasing.

"Yes, I am, Ms.," Danielle admitted, her blush deepening as she struggled to hold her gaze steady.

Ms. Samantha closed the remaining distance between them, her fingers lightly brushing the side of Danielle’s face. The soft touch sent a jolt through Danielle’s body, her breath hitching as Samantha’s hand trailed down, gliding over her neck and skimming the curve of her breast.

"And if you think paying Mona for her services was fun," Ms. Samantha murmured, her hand continuing its slow descent, "you’re really going to enjoy paying them for theirs."

Danielle’s body shuddered involuntarily at the words, her nipples stiffening against the satin fabric of her blouse. Her heart pounded so hard she could feel it in her ears, and the quickening of her breath made her blouse rise and fall noticeably.

Samantha leaned in closer, her chest pressing against Danielle’s, the faintest scent of her perfume making Danielle’s head spin. "Why don’t you follow me to my office, baby girl," Ms. Samantha instructed, her voice commanding but tantalizingly soft. Without waiting for a reply, she turned and strode confidently down the hallway.

Danielle hurried after her, her steps faltering slightly as she tried to manage the sudden heat building between her legs. The friction against her cage only heightened the tingling sensation spreading through her body. Her mind raced with anticipation, each step fueling her eagerness and leaving her mouth dry and her body humming.

"Don’t bother disrobing," Ms. Samantha said as she opened the door to her office. "In the bathroom, you’ll find everything you need for today."

"Yes, Ms.," Danielle replied, her voice quivering slightly with excitement as she walked into the hallway leading to the private bathroom.

Inside the luxurious bathroom, Danielle found a long vanity laden with items neatly arranged from left to right. A handwritten note instructed her to begin with the items on the left and work her way through to the right. The first item—a pink bag containing an enema kit—made her breath catch.

Her trembling fingers undid the buttons of her blouse, slipping it off her shoulders and hanging it carefully behind the door. She unclasped her bra, letting it fall away before sliding out of her skirt and stepping out of her heels. Naked, she picked up the kit and walked to the toilet. The process was quick, but Danielle couldn’t deny the rush of excitement that coursed through her as the warm fluid entered her body, leaving her tingling and lightheaded.

"Okay," she whispered to herself, her voice shaky. "Let’s see what we have next."

The next item was a box containing delicate pink lace panties. Pulling them out, Danielle turned them over in her hands, taking a moment to figure out which side was the back. She stepped into them carefully, sliding them up her legs. The lace felt heavenly against her skin, the elastic straps framing her cage like a risqué curtain.

"Crotchless panties?" Danielle murmured, her reflection in the mirror showing a blush spreading across her chest.

She moved on to the matching bralette, the hot pink lace barely covering her breasts. The cups were designed more for display than support, leaving her nipples completely exposed. As she adjusted the straps, her breath quickened, and she noticed a line of precum trailing from her cage to the floor.

Next were the stockings—sheer white lace that clung perfectly to her legs—and satin elbow-length gloves in matching white. Danielle pulled her blonde hair into a high ponytail, securing it with a pink scrunchie, the girlish accessory adding to the surreal arousal building within her.

The next box revealed four pink leather cuffs with gold buckles, each about an inch wide. Danielle locked one onto each wrist and ankle, her fingers trembling as she fastened the small gold padlocks, each shaped like a heart. The final piece was a pink collar with a heart-shaped pendant and a dangling ring at the center. She clasped it around her neck, the weight of it sending a thrill down her spine.

The last box contained a pair of hot pink patent heels with white spiked stilettos. Danielle slipped them on carefully, the towering height forcing her to adjust her stance.

"I almost have to stand with my knees bent in these," she whispered, gripping the counter for balance as she took her first tentative steps.

By the time she was fully dressed, Danielle’s body was vibrating with arousal, her cage aching as it leaked steadily. Her reflection in the mirror was almost unrecognizable—a vision of pink lace, leather, and satin, every detail designed to tease and tantalize. She looked like the perfect Barbie Fuckdoll her clients would be very happy  to see.

"Okay," she said softly, her voice trembling with anticipation. "Time’s almost up."

Danielle stepped out of the bathroom, her movements tentative as she pushed the door open to Ms. Samantha’s office. Despite the minimal fabric covering her body, she felt more exposed than if she’d been fully nude. Every step emphasized the teasing bounce of her nearly bare breasts, the soft bralette doing nothing to hide her hardened nipples, and the tight pull of the crotchless panties leaving her caged member swaying with each motion.

"Well, don’t you look like a little slut!" Ms. Samantha’s voice was sharp, laced with amusement, as her eyes took in the sight before her. "A little slut with an adorable blush!"

"Thank you, Ms. Samantha," Danielle replied, her voice small but eager, the heat rising in her cheeks unmistakable.

Ms. Samantha gestured toward a corner of the office where a small wheeled pedestal with a thick red padded top sat waiting. Danielle’s eyes briefly flicked to the windows that lined both exterior walls, a reminder that anyone could see her if they happened to look up from the street below.

"Go ahead and kneel on the pad," Ms. Samantha instructed, her tone leaving no room for hesitation. "And spread those knees nice and wide."

Danielle lowered herself onto the pad, her knees parting obediently, her body trembling with anticipation as she positioned herself. Ms. Samantha moved behind her, securing Danielle’s ankles to the pedestal with the attached D-rings. The leather straps tightened around her skin, pulling her legs firmly into place.

Her wrists were next, clipped together behind her back before a strap connected them to the base of the pedestal. The tight cinch arched her back slightly, forcing her chest outward and holding her securely. Every movement only emphasized her vulnerability, her exposed body a display of submission and desire.

Ms. Samantha moved to Danielle’s front, taking her time, savoring the view. The small puddle of precum beneath Danielle was evidence of how aroused she already was. Her mouth hung open slightly, her breaths coming in quick, shallow pants.

"Just two more things," Ms. Samantha said, holding up a large pink satin blindfold embroidered with the word "SLUT" in bold silver letters. The smirk on her face grew wider as Danielle’s body visibly shuddered with excitement "Just in case there was any question as to what you truly are."

"Yes, Ms.!" Danielle’s voice was high-pitched, her excitement barely contained as Ms. Samantha approached with the blindfold.

With deliberate care, Ms. Samantha placed the blindfold over Danielle’s eyes, the oversized satin fabric enveloping her face. It extended past her cheeks and temples, plunging Danielle into total darkness.

Danielle heard the soft rustle of movement before feeling the gentle touch of earbuds being placed in her ears. Moments later, white noise filled her head, muffling all other sounds. She could hear Ms. Samantha’s voice faintly but couldn’t make out the words.

"Can you hear me, baby girl?" Ms. Samantha’s voice was clear to her, but Danielle gave no response, her training preventing her from faking or misleading her Boss.

"How about now?" Ms. Samantha leaned closer, speaking slightly louder. Still, Danielle remained motionless.

Satisfied, Ms. Samantha moved behind her once more, undoing the small lock at the top of Danielle’s cage. The device clicked open, and Ms. Samantha removed the two pieces, setting them neatly on her desk. Danielle’s cock sprang free, rigid and pulsing, the skin glistening with precum as it protruded lewdly from her body.

Ms. Samantha smirked at the sight but didn’t linger. With a calm stride, she left the office and walked down the hallway past the bathroom Danielle had used earlier. She stopped at a second door and knocked softly before pushing it open.

"Are you ready for this?" Ms. Samantha asked, her tone soothing yet firm.

"I think so," came the reply, the woman’s voice cracking slightly with nerves. "I feel a bit odd about all of this, though."

"You’ll do just fine," Ms. Samantha reassured her, stepping into the room. Her eyes scanned the woman’s outfit—a tightly fitted black leather corset that cinched her waist sharply, matching garters holding up thigh-high latex stockings, and sleek, towering stiletto heels that forced her posture into an enticing arch.

"I mean, this outfit is definitely not me!" the woman protested, her hands smoothing over the tight fabric of the corset.

"I think you look fantastic," Ms. Samantha replied, her voice calm and encouraging. "And Danielle won’t see what you look like unless you decide to share that with her. Right now, it’s about the experience."

The woman hesitated but nodded. "And she’ll be okay through all of this? She won’t get hurt?"

"She’ll be fine," Ms. Samantha assured her, taking the woman’s hand in hers. "Danielle is a very willing participant. This is exactly what she’s been craving."

The woman let out a shaky breath, squaring her shoulders. "Okay. Let’s do this before I chicken out."

"You’re going to be amazing," Ms. Samantha said, leading her out into the hallway. Her tone turned teasing, a sly smile curling her lips as they approached the office. "And Danielle is going to love the idea of you stepping into the role of Ms. Nicole."

Unseen by Danielle, Ms. Samantha returned to the office with the soon-to-be christened Ms. Nicole, both women dressed in commanding black leather ensembles. Ms. Samantha had shed her long skirt, blouse, and jacket to reveal a strapless leather bustier that clung to her torso, accentuating her curves. Her leather boycut shorts framed her hips, leaving her long legs encased in the thigh-high boots Danielle had admired earlier. Nicole, nervous but undeniably aroused, wore 3 ½-inch black leather heels that forced her steps into a sultry sway. A tight black leather miniskirt barely skimmed the tops of her thighs, while a halter-style leather bustier left her toned shoulders and the curve of her chest exposed.

Nicole hesitated at the sight before her. Danielle, bound and completely vulnerable, was kneeling on the pedestal, her body trembling and slick with a thin sheen of perspiration. The sight stirred something deep in Nicole, and she unconsciously squeezed her thighs together, a wave of heat rushing through her body.

"Maybe it was a bad idea not to wear panties today," Nicole whispered, her voice thick with arousal.

"She is quite a sight, isn’t she?" Ms. Samantha teased, a playful smirk on her lips as she observed Nicole’s growing discomfort.

Nicole’s cheeks flushed crimson. "You promise she cannot hear me, right?"

"Let’s prove it," Ms. Samantha said confidently. She turned toward Danielle and called out, "DANIELLE! Nicole’s here to learn how to be a dominant!" Her voice was sharp, commanding, yet Danielle didn’t so much as flinch.

"If you’re not okay with that," Ms. Samantha continued, "make some kind of movement or say any word at all!"

Nicole tugged at Ms. Samantha’s arm. "Okay, okay! I get it. She can’t hear us," she said, her voice a mix of relief and nervous excitement.

Nicole stepped closer, her heels clicking softly against the floor. Her eyes roamed over Danielle, taking in every detail—the pink lace framing her caged cock, the bralette that left her nipples exposed and hardened, the satin gloves that added an almost delicate touch to her restrained posture.

Nicole’s mind wandered back to the journey that had led her here. After meeting Danielle and feeling an immediate attraction, she’d done hours of online research about The Agency, Ms. Samantha, and everything in between. Her curiosity had deepened after discovering Danielle’s involvement. Yesterday, while Danielle was with Mona, Nicole had gone through the same personality assessment Danielle had once taken. Over lunch, Ms. Samantha had explained the dynamics of dominance and submission, painting a picture that both intrigued and frightened Nicole.

Now, standing before Danielle, bound and vulnerable, Nicole felt an undeniable heat growing beneath her skirt.

"What do you think?" Ms. Samantha asked, observing Nicole’s slow, deliberate movements around Danielle.

Nicole swallowed hard. "You’re absolutely sure she can’t hear us?"

"Watch," Ms. Samantha said, stepping closer to Danielle’s side. Leaning in until her lips were mere inches from Danielle’s ear, she spoke in her usual tone. "Baby girl, your girlfriend is here to learn how to treat you like the slutty submissive sissy you are!"

Nicole gasped, her hand instinctively pressing against the front of her skirt as her thighs clamped together, her left heel lifting off the ground. "Jesus!" she whispered, her voice trembling with both shock and arousal.

"Exciting, isn’t it?" Ms. Samantha asked, her smile warm and pleased by Nicole’s reaction.

"Yes!" Nicole blurted, quickly lowering her foot and attempting to regain her composure.

Ms. Samantha straightened and gestured toward her desk. "The idea is to excite her to the point she almost cums," she explained, her voice steady and instructive, "but not let her cum."

Nicole nodded, her gaze never leaving Danielle. "Okay," she murmured, the flush in her cheeks deepening.

"First, we’ll let her know that there are two of us here," Ms. Samantha said, handing Nicole a long, delicate feather. "Rub this over her nipples for a bit."

Nicole took the feather, her fingers brushing over its soft, silky plume. "Um, how do I—"

"Think about how you’d like to feel it against your own skin," Ms. Samantha said, pulling on a pair of tight latex gloves with an audible snap. "And do that to her. Trust me, she’ll let you know what she likes."

Nicole stepped closer to Danielle, her breath catching as she raised the feather to her chest. She brought it close to Danielle’s left breast, then gently drew it across her hardened nipple, letting the plume trail like a bow gliding over a violin string.

"Ohhhhhhh!" Danielle moaned, her back arching slightly as she strained against her bonds.

"She seems to enjoy that," Ms. Samantha said, her tone amused. "Try both at the same time."

Nicole, emboldened by Danielle’s reaction, moved the feather to the other breast, teasing both nipples simultaneously with light, deliberate strokes.

Danielle gasped again, her body trembling as her head tilted back. Her restrained hands flexed, her legs straining against the straps holding her in place.

"Good," Ms. Samantha said with approval. "Keep going. Let her reactions guide you."

Nicole’s confidence grew as she continued, her movements becoming more intentional, the feather gliding over Danielle’s exposed skin in slow, tantalizing patterns. The sound of Danielle’s muffled moans filled the room, and Nicole couldn’t help but smile, the heat between her legs now unbearable.

"Perfect," Ms. Samantha said, stepping forward with a sly grin.

Nicole followed Ms. Samantha’s instructions, her gaze fixed on Danielle’s exposed and trembling body. With the feather in hand, Nicole began to tease Danielle’s nipples. She dragged the soft plume over the hardened peaks, switching between the top and bottom of each nipple, slowly building Danielle’s sensitivity. As she worked, Danielle’s cock twitched violently, leaking more precum that pooled steadily beneath her.

After several passes, Nicole twisted the feather between her thumb and forefinger, using the edge to lightly tap Danielle’s nipples. The new sensation sent Danielle groaning louder, her body instinctively pulling away and then pressing forward again, desperate for more.

"Now, move to her crotch," Ms. Samantha instructed calmly, watching Nicole closely. "You’ve teased her nipples enough for her to associate your touch. We don’t want her figuring out there’s someone else here yet."

Nicole smirked nervously. "Particularly if it’s me," she joked, earning a chuckle from Ms. Samantha.

"Though it’ll make for an interesting dinner conversation later this week!" Ms. Samantha replied with a sly grin.

"No kidding," Nicole muttered as she knelt down, bringing the feather to Danielle’s crotch. Slowly, she ran the length of the feather under Danielle’s cock, starting at the base and dragging it upward.

Danielle groaned loudly, her hips jerking toward the feather. Nicole watched in fascination as Danielle’s cock twitched violently, dribbling precum in response to every teasing pass of the plume.

When Nicole began to glide the feather back over Danielle’s cock, Ms. Samantha moved behind Danielle, her hands filled with a jar of estrogen cream. Without hesitation, Ms. Samantha began massaging the cream into Danielle’s breasts, her hands firm as they kneaded and tugged at the sensitive mounds.

Danielle gasped. "Oh my God!" she cried out, suddenly overwhelmed. She couldn’t comprehend the conflicting sensations—featherlight teasing on her cock, firm hands rolling her nipples, and the scent of the cream filling her senses.

Her thoughts were scattered, her focus shattered by the waves of pleasure coursing through her body. It didn’t matter to her anymore how many hands were involved or where the touches were coming from. She simply wanted more.

"Flick the end of the feather over the head of her cock," Ms. Samantha instructed Nicole, removing her gloves and stepping back slightly. "Like a tongue, but lighter."

Nicole did as instructed, brushing the feather’s tip delicately over Danielle’s cockhead.

Danielle’s groan deepened, her body trembling violently as the teasing intensified.

While Nicole worked the feather, Ms. Samantha reached for a medium-sized, pre-lubed plug. As Danielle writhed in her bonds, Ms. Samantha pressed the tip of the plug against her ass and eased it in.

Danielle gasped again, the fullness adding a new layer of stimulation. When the base of the plug settled snugly against her skin, Danielle whimpered, her body shivering as the sensations from her nipples, cock, and ass became overwhelming.

"Step back," Ms. Samantha said to Nicole, motioning for her to pause.

Nicole obeyed, her eyes locked on Danielle as the bound girl strained forward, instinctively seeking the feather’s touch again.

"See? A willing participant," Ms. Samantha said, winking at Nicole.

"She’s so horny!" Nicole said in awe, her voice tinged with disbelief.

"Oh, she can get even hornier," Ms. Samantha replied as she picked up a riding crop.

Nicole’s breath caught as Ms. Samantha approached Danielle again.

"Pain is about control," Ms. Samantha explained, running the length of the crop over Danielle’s swollen nipples. "Even when you’re upset, you need to keep yourself in check. Never violate her trust."

Danielle flinched slightly at the rough texture of the crop but let out a moan of pleasure almost immediately.

"By warming the skin first," Ms. Samantha continued, lightly tapping the crop over Danielle’s nipples, "you reduce the risk of bruising and prepare her mentally for what’s coming."

Nicole watched closely, her breathing quickening as Ms. Samantha alternated between gentle rubs and sharp taps of the crop. Danielle’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking back and forth as her body sought release.

"When she can’t see or hear," Ms. Samantha said, pausing to let the silence linger, "time becomes your ally."

Danielle’s skin glistened with sweat, her chest heaving as the intensity of her arousal climbed higher. The precum pooling beneath her knees spread farther as her cock continued to twitch uncontrollably.

Ms. Samantha pressed the leather tongue of the crop under Danielle’s left breast, lifting it slightly before delivering a sharp flick to her nipple.

Danielle jerked, a guttural groan escaping her lips.

"It doesn’t take much force," Ms. Samantha explained, flicking the other nipple. "The length of the crop does most of the work."

Nicole nodded silently, her hand trembling slightly as Ms. Samantha handed her another crop.

"Alternate between rubbing and striking," Ms. Samantha said. "It keeps the pain tolerable while letting the pleasure build."

Nicole stepped forward, mimicking Ms. Samantha’s movements. She dragged the crop’s leather tongue over Danielle’s nipple before flicking her wrist and striking lightly. Danielle cried out, her hips jerking forward as the pleasure-pain mix pushed her closer to the edge.

"Play your cards right," Ms. Samantha said, picking up a small pink vibrator and turning it on to medium. "And you’ll erase the word ‘no’ from her vocabulary."

Nicole nodded wordlessly, still wrapping her mind around what was going on and how her sweet little Danielle was far kinkier than she'd imagined. She dragged the crop over Danielle’s sensitive nipple, then struck it again, her confidence growing with each reaction.

Meanwhile, Ms. Samantha brought the vibrator to Danielle’s cock, pressing the tip against the underside. Danielle gasped loudly, her entire body tensing as the vibrations rippled through her.

"Have some fun with her breasts," Sam instructed as she squatted next to Danielle, "and I'll have fun with this." she said as she dragged the vibrator lower to tease Danielle’s aching balls, the bound girl groaned desperately, her hips trying to escape the overstimulation. Between Nicole’s teasing at her nipples and the relentless buzz of the vibrator, Danielle was a mess of panting, moaning, and trembling.

"She’s close," Ms. Samantha said with a smirk. "Let’s push her just a little further. Rub the handle of the crop over the head of her cock," Ms. Samantha instructed, her voice calm yet filled with authority. "Coat it in her leakings."

"Okay," Nicole replied, doing exactly as she was told. She dragged the smooth handle of the crop across the slick head of Danielle’s cock, collecting the thick, glistening precum that dribbled freely. "It’s covered!" Nicole exclaimed, her voice tinged with amazement as she inspected the now-slicked handle.

"Bring it to her lips with your hand," Ms. Samantha continued, a smirk playing on her lips as she turned the vibrator to its highest setting and pressed it firmly against the base of Danielle’s plug. "She looks thirsty to me!"

The sudden, intense vibrations radiating from the plug caused Danielle’s body to tense and her head to tilt back. Her mouth fell open as a loud, unrestrained moan escaped her lips. When Nicole brought the handle to Danielle’s mouth, the taste of her own precum made Danielle’s tongue dart out instinctively. She coiled it around the handle, pursing her lips and sucking greedily, as though desperate for every drop.

"Wow!" Nicole’s eyes widened as she watched Danielle’s eager display. "I never would’ve guessed she’d act like this."

Unseen by Nicole, Ms. Samantha moved to her desk and picked up a sleek, black dildo. "Rub this in her mess," she said, handing the dildo to Nicole, "then hold it out in front of you."

Nicole obeyed, lowering the dildo into the growing pool of precum beneath Danielle. She turned it slowly, coating it thoroughly in the slick fluid. As she worked, Ms. Samantha removed the vibrator, causing Danielle’s head to lower slightly, her breathing heavy and uneven.

Standing in front of Danielle, Nicole straddled the pedestal, pressing the base of the dildo against her pubic bone. Her skirt hiked up slightly, revealing more of her toned thighs. She hesitated for a moment before stepping closer.

Danielle’s response was immediate. Her lips parted, and she enveloped the dildo in one fluid motion, taking it all the way to its base until her nose pressed against the leather of Nicole’s miniskirt.

"Holy shit!" Nicole gasped, watching in disbelief as Danielle lavished the dildo with her tongue and lips. Her head bobbed rhythmically, her tongue flicking along the shaft, swirling around the tip, and dipping into every crevice.

"I never knew she was so good at this," Nicole muttered, her voice thick with arousal. Her eyes stayed glued to Danielle’s mouth as she worked the dildo with an almost worshipful intensity. "I don’t even put this much effort into a blowjob!"

"Well, you’re not the slut she is," Ms. Samantha teased with a chuckle, clearly amused by Nicole’s reaction.

Nicole shuddered, pulling the dildo from Danielle’s mouth and stepping back. "We keep this up much longer," she said with a nervous laugh, "and I’m going to be so desperate for an orgasm I might get that slutty myself!"

"Oh, don’t worry," Ms. Samantha teased, giving Nicole a playful slap on the butt. "I won’t let you leave here horny."

Nicole blushed deeply, jumping slightly at the swat.

"See that thing at the end of the desk?" Ms. Samantha said, nodding toward an object sitting near the edge. Nicole followed her gaze and nodded. "Go put that on while I get her ready for you."

Nicole placed the dildo on the desk and walked over to inspect the harness. It was unmistakable—a strapon harness with clearly defined leg holes and straps designed to fit snugly around the hips. Though she wouldn’t admit it aloud, Nicole had seen enough videos of Dominatrixes using these to peg submissives to know exactly how it worked.

With her back to Ms. Samantha, Nicole stepped into the harness, pulling it up over her skirt and cinching the straps tightly. The black leather hugged her hips firmly, and the attached dildo jutted out in front of her, standing proudly at seven inches.

As Nicole put on the harness, Sam unclipped the strap holding Danielle's wrists, then used the ring on her collar to move Danielle onto all fours. Moving Danielle's hips back, Sam used a strap to hold her tightly in place by tightening the straps around her thighs to her ankles leaving her ass lifted and exposed.

Satisfied with Danielle’s position, Ms. Samantha rubbed her thumb over the base of the plug, ensuring it remained snug. Looking up, she saw Nicole standing in the center of the room, the harness now perfectly fitted. The eight-inch dildo extended confidently, and Nicole’s expression was a mix of nervous excitement and arousal.

"It takes some practice to find a good rhythm," Ms. Samantha explained, motioning for Nicole to come closer. "But once you do, you’ll be able to climax from it. Not today, though—it’ll probably just frustrate you more."

"I don’t know if I can get more frustrated than I am right now!" Nicole giggled nervously, shifting on her feet.

"You’ll do fine," Ms. Samantha said, picking up a bottle of lube and approaching Nicole. She handed the bottle over. "Just imagine what you’d like if you were on the receiving end, and do that to her."

Nicole nodded, her breath hitching slightly as she took the lube. "Okay," she murmured, her voice filled with anticipation.

Ms. Samantha approached Nicole, holding the bottle of lube in her hand. She poured a generous amount into her right palm and wrapped her hand around the dildo strapped to Nicole’s harness. Slowly and seductively, Sam stroked the slick silicone, her eyes never leaving Nicole’s face. The deliberate motion wasn’t just about preparing the dildo—it was about gauging Nicole’s reaction.

Nicole’s breathing quickened almost immediately, her chest rising and falling faster with each passing second. The flush spreading across her cheeks was unmistakable, and the shallow breaths were audible in the otherwise silent room.

"Are you ready?" Sam whispered, her voice smooth and teasing.

"YES!" Nicole replied, her voice husky and thick with anticipation.

"Good," Sam said with a smirk, releasing the dildo and stepping toward Danielle.

Danielle moaned softly, still writhing in place, desperate for more. Sam placed her hand on the plug nestled in Danielle’s ass, twisting it slightly before pulling it out with deliberate slowness. The wet, squelching sound filled the air, and Danielle let out a deep, guttural groan as her hole clenched reflexively at the sudden emptiness.

"She’s almost ready," Sam said, holding the plug briefly before setting it aside. "Take your time and enjoy yourself," she added, giving Nicole a reassuring nod.

Ms. Samantha moved to her chair, gracefully crossing her legs as Nicole positioned herself behind Danielle. Nicole’s hands were steady on the straps of the harness as she knelt on the padded platform, the head of the dildo poised just outside Danielle’s eager entrance.

Danielle moaned louder, her hips instinctively pressing backward, trying to take the dildo inside her. Nicole smirked nervously, circling the tip of the dildo around Danielle’s exposed, twitching hole, letting the anticipation build.

When Nicole finally pushed forward, the head slid into Danielle’s ass with ease, stretching her open. Danielle’s head snapped back as she let out the deepest, longest moan yet.

"Oh God, Ms.!" Danielle cried out. "Please!"

Nicole tried to establish a rhythm, her hips rocking forward and back. The sensation of the harness rubbing against her own body made her gasp, the pressure against her clit driving her wild. But maintaining a steady motion was harder than she’d anticipated—each thrust threatened to slip out completely, forcing her to focus on alignment.

"This isn’t as easy as it looks on videos!" Nicole grumbled, her frustration evident.

"It’s okay," Sam said calmly, watching from her chair. "Relax. Don’t force it—you’ll get there."

Nicole hesitated. "I don’t know…"

"Push forward and hold your hips against her ass," Sam instructed, her voice patient. "Then wiggle them back and forth a bit. Let her body guide you."

Taking a deep breath, Nicole followed Sam’s guidance. She pressed forward until her hips met Danielle’s ass, holding the position before shifting her hips in small, grinding circles.

Danielle groaned loudly, her body trembling. "Ohhhhhhh yeeessssss!" she moaned. "Please let me cum!"

Nicole pulled back slowly, watching the dildo slide out until only the tip remained inside, then thrust forward again, this time with more confidence.

"Seems you’re doing better than you thought," Sam said, rising gracefully from her chair. She moved behind Nicole and knelt on the pad, pressing her hips against Nicole’s ass.

Placing her hands lightly on Nicole’s hips, Sam guided her movements, helping her establish a quicker, more consistent tempo. "There you go," Sam murmured. "Now, reach up and grab her ponytail."

Nicole did as instructed, her hand wrapping around Danielle’s blonde ponytail and using it for leverage. The added control made her thrusts deeper and more forceful, eliciting louder, more desperate moans from Danielle.

"I’m so close!" Danielle cried, her voice breaking. "Please!"

Ms. Samantha leaned forward, pressing Nicole firmly against Danielle’s ass. Her hands gripped Danielle’s hips, keeping everyone still despite Danielle’s frantic attempts to move.

"Oh no! NO!" Danielle grunted, her voice thick with frustration. "Fuck!"

Nicole froze, her eyes wide with concern. "What’s going on? Am I hurting her?"

"She’s fine," Sam said reassuringly, her tone calm and authoritative. "She’s had an orgasm, just not the one she wanted."

Danielle whimpered, her body still trembling. She had been teetering on the edge of explosive release, but instead of the intense orgasm she craved, only a thin dribble of cum escaped her cock, landing pathetically on the pad below her.

Ms. Samantha smirked, clearly enjoying the sight. Danielle’s breathing was heavy, her thoughts scattered as she tried to piece together the sensations and sounds around her. Was it one person behind her? Two? She couldn’t tell anymore, and her overstimulated mind couldn’t process enough to figure it out.

Nicole, still gripping Danielle’s ponytail, felt her own arousal reaching a fever pitch. Her hands trembled slightly as she released the blonde strands and stepped back. Danielle, still panting, barely registered the movement.

Ms. Samantha leaned forward and dragged a single finger through the cum pooling beneath Danielle. With deliberate care, she brought the slick finger to Danielle’s lips. Without hesitation, Danielle parted her lips and sucked hungrily, coiling her tongue around the finger and pulling it deeper into her mouth.

Sam chuckled softly, watching as Danielle sucked greedily. "Good girl," she murmured, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Nicole stared in stunned silence, her own breathing ragged as she tried to process the scene in front of her.

"Slide your way out of her," Sam instructed Nicole, her tone smooth and authoritative as she continued feeding Danielle her own cum. Danielle’s lips were still wrapped around Sam’s finger, sucking with fervent desperation. "You’ve still got that orgasm to take care of."

Nicole hesitated, her face flushed. "Okay," she replied, her voice shaky. "But… um, I don’t know if…"

"Don’t worry," Sam said softly, her voice carrying a knowing reassurance. "It won’t be my doing. I know you don’t quite swing that way."

Nicole blushed, glancing away. "No, I don’t," she admitted. "This was almost… uncomfortable, to be honest."

"That’s perfectly fine," Sam said with a wink, her expression teasing yet understanding. "Though considering what your girlfriend’s doing right now, you certainly have a kinky side!"

Nicole managed a nervous laugh as she moved away from Danielle, her legs still trembling slightly. She walked past Sam, undoing the straps of the harness as she moved. The soaked pantyhose she wore clung to her thighs, revealing just how aroused she’d become. The harness itself was slick with her juices as she wiggled out of it, placing it back on the desk with unsteady hands.

Momentarily lost in thought, Nicole took a deep breath, her body still tingling with pent-up need. When she turned back, she froze at the sight before her. Sam had repositioned Danielle onto her back. Her legs were bound tightly together, and her hands were pinned securely above her head, emphasizing her utter vulnerability.

"She’s almost ready for you," Sam said, smirking as she ripped open two condom packages. Then, with a shrug, she grabbed a third. "Better make it a three-fer based on how horny she is!"

Nicole watched intently as Sam rolled the first condom down Danielle’s rigid cock, followed by the second and third. The latex stretched tightly over Danielle’s shaft, compressing it slightly but doing nothing to diminish the throbbing intensity.

"I’ll leave you to it," Sam said, standing and smoothing her outfit. "You don’t need an audience for this."

Nicole giggled, glancing toward the floor-to-ceiling windows. "Audience?" she teased, pointing toward the expansive glass panes.

"No one can see through them until nighttime," Sam said with a wink before turning and walking toward the hallway.

As the door closed behind her, Nicole stared at Danielle, who was still squirming and panting softly through her blindfold and earbuds. Nicole’s eyes lingered on her girlfriend’s bound, exposed body. For a moment, she considered removing the blindfold or pulling out the earbuds to let Danielle know she was there.

But Sam’s words echoed in her mind— keep it a secret as long as possible.  Nicole smirked, her arousal rekindling as she decided to honor the request.

"A good hardon is bad to waste, right?" she muttered to herself, climbing onto the platform and positioning herself over Danielle.

Carefully, she gripped Danielle’s latex-covered cock, guiding it to her dripping pussy. The wetness between her legs made the connection seamless, and as she lowered herself onto Danielle, her body shuddered violently.

"Ohhhhhhhhhh FUCK!" Nicole groaned loudly, impaling herself fully on Danielle’s cock.

Danielle moaned in response, her head tilting back against the pad. "Ohhhh myyyy!" she cooed, the warmth and tightness of Nicole’s pussy overwhelming her senses. "Ohhhh please!"

Nicole gasped, feeling every inch of Danielle filling her, the triple-layered condoms doing nothing to diminish the sensation. "This feels so good," Nicole moaned, her hips starting to move instinctively. "So fucking good!"

She thrust her body against Danielle’s, her movements growing faster and more frantic. The sound of their bodies slapping together echoed through the room, the wet, lewd noises only heightening Nicole’s arousal.

"Holy shit!" Nicole panted, grinding her hips down hard enough to lift her knees slightly from the platform. Her orgasm built rapidly, and she let out a loud, guttural cry. "Ohhh I’m CUMMING!"

Her body trembled violently as waves of pleasure ripped through her. Her hips continued to buck reflexively, riding out every pulse of her climax as she slammed her hands down for support.

"Oh, please let me cum!" Danielle whined beneath her, her voice thick with desperation. "You’ve cum so hard. Please let me!"

Nicole reached out, lightly stroking the side of Danielle’s face, her fingers tracing the lines of her jaw. With a shaky breath, Nicole willed herself to pull off Danielle’s cock, her legs barely supporting her weight as she stood.

"Oh, shit!" Nicole gasped, staggering slightly. Her thighs were weak, trembling from the intensity of her release.

"Here, let me help you," Sam said, appearing beside her and extending a steady hand.

"Oh, thank you," Nicole said, gripping Sam’s hand and letting her guide her to balance. "You got here fast."

"Well, it wasn’t hard to tell when you were done," Sam said with a soft laugh.

Nicole flushed even deeper, the color spreading across her cheeks. "That loud, huh?" she asked, half-joking.

"I don’t think the people on the street heard you," Sam teased as she steadied Nicole, "but there’s always next time!"

Nicole shuddered at the thought. "Ohh, don’t say that just yet!"

"Come this way," Sam said, leading Nicole toward the hallway. "You can clean up in here, and I’ll take care of our little slut over there."

"Sounds good," Nicole said, noticing for the first time that Sam was now fully dressed in a fresh outfit.

"Thank you for this, by the way," Nicole added as she stepped into the bathroom.

"I’m glad you had fun," Sam replied with a smile before closing the door behind her.

Ms. Samantha entered her office again, her heels clicking softly against the floor as she approached her still-bound submissive. Danielle was writhing faintly, her panting breaths slowing but her body still betraying how worked up she was. Her cock, though no longer fully erect, twitched occasionally against its restraints, a lingering reminder of her denied pleasure.

Sam pulled up her chair and sat, her gaze fixed on Danielle as the minutes passed. She waited patiently, her presence commanding the room, until Nicole returned.

Nicole walked in, her sneakers scuffing softly against the floor, her jeans and casual top a stark contrast to the sultry outfit she’d worn earlier. She clutched the discarded leather, latex and lace in her hands, her cheeks tinged with a residual blush.

"I wasn’t sure what to do with the clothes you had me wear today," Nicole said, her voice tentative.

"Keep them," Sam replied with a slight smile. "You may find the outfit useful down the road."

"If you say so," Nicole said, glancing down at the naughty, barely-there garments in her hands.

"I’ll give you a bag for them," Sam said as she slid out of her chair. She walked to a cabinet and pulled out a sleek black bag, handing it to Nicole. "Let’s go. I’ll need to let her up soon."

Nicole packed the clothes away, pausing as she zipped the bag. "She’s okay, right?" she asked, her tone tinged with concern. "I didn’t hurt her, did I?"

"She’s perfectly fine," Sam assured her warmly. "Not hurt at all. I promise."

Nicole exhaled in relief. "I still don’t really understand how all of this started," she said as they walked down the hallway toward the outer office. "But I guess I don’t need to, right?"

"It’s a story for another time," Sam said with a knowing smile, opening the door to the hallway. "But you’ll learn it one day."

"Thanks again, Sam," Nicole said, turning to give her a warm hug.

"You’re very welcome," Sam replied, her arms firm yet gentle as she returned the embrace.

As the door clicked shut behind Nicole, Sam locked it before returning to her office. Danielle’s body was still trembling faintly, her cock now mostly soft but still twitching from time to time. Sam allowed a few more moments to pass, savoring the sight, before stepping forward.

"Time to put this back on," she said with mock sympathy as she retrieved Danielle’s cage. Danielle whimpered, her voice heavy with pleading desperation.

"Please, Ms. Samantha, just let me—"

Sam silenced her with a finger pressed firmly to her lips. "Not today, sweetie," she cooed as she secured the cage back onto Danielle’s cock, locking it snugly into place. Danielle squirmed, letting out a low whine as her chance at release slipped further away.

Finally, Sam released Danielle from her restraints, undoing the bindings around her wrists and ankles and removing the blindfold. She helped Danielle sit up, her presence looming over the still-dazed submissive.

"Still horny, sweetie?" Sam teased, her tone light but laced with a dominant edge.

"Yes, Ms.," Danielle replied breathlessly, her legs shaky as Sam helped her to her feet.

"Go clean up and get dressed," Sam instructed, her tone softening. "You have a busy day tomorrow."

"Yes, Ms. Samantha," Danielle murmured, staggering slightly as she made her way to the bathroom.

After showering, Danielle returned to the office wearing only her lingerie from earlier, her dress draped over her arm. She hung it neatly on the door hanger before following Ms. Samantha’s gesture to take a seat.

"Tomorrow is your photoshoot," Sam said, leaning back in her chair. Her gaze lingered on Danielle, watching as her submissive shuddered at the mention of it. "As you know, it’s very important that you do well."

Danielle nodded, her thighs squeezing together instinctively.

"They’ll also have your key," Sam continued, her smirk widening as Danielle squirmed, "and they’ll be able to unlock you if they choose."

Danielle gulped audibly, her mind racing with the possibilities. She remembered Crystal’s photoshoot vividly—the classy, seductive start that had spiraled into a series of raw, explicit images. Men had taken Crystal in every position imaginable, each act captured in intimate detail. Just the thought sent a surge of heat through Danielle’s body, her cage pressing tightly against her slick, soaked panties.

"Can I ask a question, Ms.?" Danielle asked hesitantly, her voice hoarse.

"Go ahead, baby girl," Sam replied, her tone inviting but firm.

"At the end of things today…" Danielle hesitated, swallowing hard. "Well, someone got on top of me and rode me. Was it you, Ms.?"

Sam chuckled, leaning back in her chair and crossing her legs. "It wasn’t me," she said, clearly amused by Danielle’s discomfort. "It was a new woman, a good friend who is in training. That was her."

"Can I ask who it was, Ms.?" Danielle asked, her voice barely above a whisper as she stared down at the desk.

"You can ask," Sam replied with a sly smile, "but I won’t answer. You’ll find out in due time."

"Of course, Ms." Danielle nodded, though the curiosity burned within her.

Sam stood, adjusting her dress as she smoothed out the fabric. "It’s almost lunchtime. I’m sure Nicole will be down soon to see you for lunch. Have fun."

"Thank you, Ms. Samantha," Danielle replied, rising from her seat to dress.

As Danielle dressed, her thoughts spiraled. Tomorrow would bring a day of being photographed—and most likely taken. Today, she had been ridden by an unseen woman who had used her with a strapon. And Friday?! She was scheduled to spend the weekend with Benjamin overseas.

"I’ve never had so much damn sex in my life," Danielle whispered to herself, shaking her head. "Who’d have thought I’d become such a slut as a girl?"

Sitting at her desk, Danielle tried to compose herself, but her mind raced with anticipation. She had no idea Nicole was doing the same thing just outside the door, steadying her breath and gathering her nerve after everything that had happened.

Finally, Nicole opened the door and walked in, her warm smile meeting Danielle’s.

"Ready for lunch?" Nicole asked casually, though her voice held a subtle tremor.

"I am," Danielle replied, her face lighting up as she stood.

"Okay," Nicole said, her grin widening. "Let’s go."

The two walked out together, their connection deeper than either had anticipated, the promise of more unforgettable days lingering in the air.

***
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