

BOOK 12 of

Feminized for Luxury -

Danielle’s Sissy Escort Life

By S (issy)  Joey


DISCLAIMER:

All the characters involved in this fiction are above the legal age of 18 and the story involves only consenting adults. This story contains the concepts Sissification, Feminization, Gentle Domination, Old/Young Relationships , Swinging, Lingerie Fetish, and Group Play, among other kinks & fetishes associated with the ones listed.

~

Checkout my other works here; in this link

.

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

…


Danielle stirred awake, her body slowly coming to life as she felt the lingering heat of Crystal's soft curves pressed snugly against her back. Crystal's hand, lazy and possessive, rested between Danielle’s breasts, the weight of it a subtle reminder of their intimacy. As Danielle shifted slightly, the soreness in her shoulders and backside made her bite her lip. The ache was a welcome souvenir from the sultry photoshoot the day before, one that had pushed her boundaries and left her flushed with both exhaustion and satisfaction.

Sliding carefully out of bed, Danielle reached for her long red satin robe. The fabric felt luxurious as it brushed over her bare skin, gliding against her thighs as she tied it loosely at her waist. Barefoot, she padded to the kitchen, her nipples peeking through the thin material and hardening slightly in the cool air. Coffee was her first priority, and as the machine sputtered to life, she instinctively grabbed her phone, scrolling for any sign of Nicole. Almost as if summoned by thought alone, a text buzzed onto her screen.

Morning coffee?  Nicole's message popped up, short but brimming with promise.

YES!  Danielle typed back, her fingers moving eagerly.

At the coffee shop, say 8ish?

Sounds great!  Danielle replied, glancing at the clock. Her heart raced—time to get moving.

She gulped down a quick shot of black coffee, letting the caffeine jolt her awake, before darting into the bathroom. A hot shower was non-negotiable. Warm water cascaded over her body as she soaped herself up, the slippery lather caressing every curve. She paid special attention to her legs, shaving them smooth, and let her hands linger over her breasts, teasing her stiff nipples as she shampooed her hair.

Toweled off and glowing, Danielle stepped back into the bedroom to find Crystal gone. Undeterred, she headed straight for her drawer, pulling out the perfect lingerie set to match her mood—a soft green sheer bra and thong embroidered with delicate floral patterns. The bra cupped her breasts beautifully, the embroidered flowers teasingly covering her nipples without hiding them entirely. She slid the thong up her legs, the barely-there fabric settling snugly between her cheeks, the side strings framing her hips like an invitation. Tan lace-topped stockings followed, their texture gliding sensually over her freshly shaved legs.

"Where are you off to so quickly this morning?" Crystal's voice floated in as she reappeared, her own coffee in hand, her flimsy black nightie doing little to hide the curves beneath.

"I'm meeting Nicole for coffee," Danielle replied, fastening the clasp of her bra and giving herself a quick once-over in the mirror. The sight of her body in the delicate, teasing lingerie made her smile.

"So," Crystal teased, taking a sip, "are you going to ask your naughty nurse what she's been doing with Ms. Samantha?"

Danielle paused as she adjusted her stockings, her face heating up. "I wouldn’t even know how to start that conversation. And what if she didn’t want to answer or said she couldn’t?"

Crystal smirked. "What if she did answer?"

Danielle stepped into her closet, pulling out a dress that was just the right shade of green to complement her lingerie. "And what if she tells Ms. Samantha I’m being nosey?" she countered, slipping the slinky fabric over her head. The dress clung to her body like a second skin, the neckline dipping low enough to hint at the lacy bra beneath.

"Hmm," Crystal mused, setting her mug down. "There are worse punishments than a spanking from Ms. Samantha."

Danielle blushed as she stepped into her nude 4-inch heels, their straps wrapping seductively around her ankles. "You’re not wrong," she admitted, adding a pair of dangling earrings and a delicate necklace that nestled perfectly in the hollow of her throat. A quick swipe of gloss on her lips, and she felt undeniably sexy.

Crystal stood, crossing the room to adjust the necklace and smooth the fabric over Danielle's curves. "Barely mastering dressing yourself and already flying solo. You sure you're ready to live alone as a girl?"

Danielle wrapped her arms around her friend, pulling her close. "It’s going to be strange coming home Sunday night and not having you here."

Crystal gave her a mischievous look. "Ah, yes, your little getaway with Benjamin. Lucky girl."

Danielle bit her lip. "Honestly, I’m nervous. I don’t know what to expect."

Crystal chuckled. "Sweetie, Benjamin’s an absolute sweetheart. But you know his thing for tits, right? He’s going to spend half the weekend glued to your cleavage. He’ll look at your face just long enough to move in and bury his head between them. And when he’s not doing that, he’ll be busy reminding you just how much he loves how they look while you have him inside your mouth."

Danielle’s cheeks burned as she let out a nervous laugh. The thought of Benjamin worshipping her tits—and being her fourth cock this week—made her knees weak.

"Go enjoy your naughty nurse," Crystal said, leaning in to kiss Danielle’s cheek before stepping back with a grin. "I’ve got yoga to do."

"Have fun," Danielle called, grabbing her purse and heading out the door, her heels clicking confidently on the floor as she strutted toward another delicious day.

Danielle moved through her morning commute with effortless confidence, her hips swaying in rhythm with her heels clicking against the pavement. Gone were the days of wobbling nervously in stilettos or worrying about tripping on uneven sidewalks. What once seemed like an impossible hurdle was now second nature. Sliding into her seat on the subway, she crossed her legs elegantly, the hem of her dress riding just enough to tease the lace edge of her stockings. She didn’t even think about it anymore—this was who she was now.

By the time she arrived at the coffee shop, her confidence was in full bloom. Danielle smiled warmly at the young barista behind the counter, her silky blonde hair catching the light as she approached. The girl’s face lit up with recognition, already setting Danielle’s usual order on the counter. A heart was scrawled hastily on the side of the cup, a charming little gesture that Danielle couldn’t help but smile at.

"Just one?" Danielle asked playfully, raising an eyebrow.

"Your date is already here," the barista replied, her grin widening. She gestured toward the far corner of the shop. "Navy blue sweater by the window. I like her new look."

Danielle’s gaze followed the direction, her eyes landing on a figure she didn’t immediately recognize. "Thanks," she murmured, curiosity piqued as she made her way over.

"Good morning," Danielle greeted cautiously as she approached the table.

"There you are!" Nicole’s voice rang out, warm and excited as she stood up to wrap Danielle in a tight hug. Her perfume was new—rich and feminine—and Danielle found herself lingering in the embrace a little longer than necessary.

"I feel like I haven’t seen you in forever!" Nicole gushed, pulling back just enough to give Danielle a once-over.

"I didn’t even recognize you!" Danielle admitted, sliding into her seat. Her eyes swept over Nicole’s outfit. "I mean, you look amazing. Are you still working at the doctor’s office?"

Nicole’s face lit up as she reached across the table, placing a manicured hand boldly on Danielle’s thigh. "Oh, you’re so sweet," she purred, her fingers teasingly brushing over Danielle’s stocking-clad leg. "I’m still there, but I’ve been having so  much fun the past few days. Your boss is amazing, you know!"

Danielle’s breath hitched. Ms. Samantha.  Hearing her name from Nicole’s lips sent a jolt through her, making her squirm slightly in her seat. There was no denying it—Nicole had changed. Her usual simple ponytail had been replaced by a chic French braid, complete with soft curls framing her face. Her makeup was flawless: smoky eyeshadow, perfectly arched brows, a soft blush that highlighted her cheekbones, and a glossy, kissable pout. She looked radiant—elevated. But it wasn’t just her face that had transformed.

Danielle’s eyes traveled downward, taking in the snug navy blue sweater that hugged Nicole’s curves. The neckline dipped just enough to hint at the swell of her cleavage, and the tailored dress pants clung to her hips and thighs in a way that left little to the imagination. Heels. Nicole was wearing heels.

"Are you wearing heels?" Danielle blurted, her voice laced with astonishment.

Nicole smirked, clearly enjoying the reaction. She extended one leg under the table, showing off a pair of sleek 3-inch stilettos. "Cute, aren’t they?" she teased, wiggling her foot. "I still don’t know how you manage in those," she added, nodding toward Danielle’s towering heels. "But these? Totally doable."

Danielle couldn’t tear her eyes away. "All I can say is wow," she murmured, her tone awestruck.

Nicole leaned forward conspiratorially, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "Guess what?" she asked, not waiting for an answer. Tugging the V-neck of her sweater aside, she revealed the delicate navy blue strap of a demi bra. The silky material peeked tantalizingly from beneath her clothes. "Even my lingerie matches. What do you think?"

Danielle’s mouth went dry. Her brain scrambled to form a coherent response, but all that came out was, "I, I’m, well..." She swallowed hard, her cheeks flushing. " You look fucking amazing. "

Nicole chuckled, clearly delighted by Danielle’s unfiltered reaction. "I think I liked your first answer better," she teased, letting the fabric fall back into place. "How about dinner tonight?"

"That sounds fun," Danielle managed, still flustered. "You can tell me all about your week."

"And you can tell me all about yours," Nicole replied, her eyes glinting mischievously. Her gaze lingered on Danielle’s lips, and for a moment, the air between them felt electric.

Nicole couldn’t help but notice the way Danielle’s eyes flicked over her outfit, the questions lingering unspoken. She wondered if Danielle had any inkling that just two days ago, Nicole had been in Ms. Samantha’s office while Danielle was blindfolded and bound. The memory alone made her thighs clench involuntarily. The way Ms. Samantha had shown her how to dominate, how to tease, had been exhilarating. Watching Danielle squirm under Samantha’s control, completely unaware that Nicole was even in the room—it had been intoxicating.

Nicole’s hand drifted absentmindedly to her own thigh as she shifted in her seat, the phantom sensations still vivid. No, there was no way Danielle could know. She’d been far too preoccupied, especially with the cage Ms. Samantha had locked her in. Nicole smirked at the thought. She understood the purpose—it kept Danielle obedient, and pliable. But oh, how Nicole had loved her uncaged  that day.

"What’s got you all hot and bothered?" Danielle’s voice cut through Nicole’s daydream, snapping her back to the present.

"Just thinking about how good this morning’s turning out," Nicole replied quickly, her cheeks burning as she hoped Danielle wouldn’t notice. "And part of why I’m dressed up—I’m apartment hunting today. Needed to look a little more professional than scrubs."

"Well, you definitely nailed professional and  sexy," Danielle replied, her gaze trailing over Nicole’s polished look.

Their conversation flowed easily as they walked toward their building. When the elevator proved too crowded, they opted for the stairs, their heels clicking against the concrete. Nicole let Danielle lead the way, her eyes glued to the tantalizing sway of Danielle’s hips and the way her dress hugged her curves.

As they reached Danielle’s floor, Nicole slowed her steps, letting Danielle get a little ahead before her voice took on a playful edge. "What sexy little thing are you hiding under that dress today?" she asked, flipping up the back of Danielle’s skirt without hesitation.

Nicole’s delighted laugh echoed in the stairwell. "Goddamn, girl! Look at that ass. And those panties? So hot!"

Danielle glanced over her shoulder, her cheeks flushed but her lips curled in a small smile. "I knew  you’d lift my dress," she admitted, "so I wanted to make sure you got a good view."

"Mission accomplished," Nicole replied with a grin, letting her hand glide over the curve of Danielle’s lace-covered cheek before landing a sharp smack .

The sound reverberated in the stairwell, making Danielle shiver.

"That’s a sound I could get used to," Nicole teased, delivering another firm spank to the opposite cheek. "Think I’ll spend some time practicing that later. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?"

"Maybe," Danielle managed, her voice breathless as she forced herself to keep climbing without stumbling.

By the time they reached the landing for Nicole’s floor, Danielle felt her heart racing, but Nicole wasn’t done. Without warning, Nicole grabbed her by the hips, backing her into the corner behind the fire door.

Nicole’s hands slid back under Danielle’s skirt, gripping her ass possessively. "God, this ass," she murmured, her voice low and husky. She pressed her body flush against Danielle’s, pinning her firmly in place. "I could spend all day touching you like this."

Danielle opened her mouth to respond, but Nicole wasn’t waiting. She captured Danielle’s lips in a searing kiss, her tongue forcing its way past Danielle’s lips and taking control. One of Danielle’s arms was pinned at her side, leaving her with no choice but to clutch Nicole’s waist with the other, her body trembling under Nicole’s dominance.

Nicole’s hips ground against Danielle’s, the pressure sending waves of heat through her.

"You’re gonna make me lose my damn mind," Danielle panted when Nicole finally pulled back, her lips slick and swollen.

"Good," Nicole whispered, her smirk devilish as her free hand trailed up Danielle’s side. Her fingernails skimmed over her ribs before brushing Danielle’s hair aside, exposing the sensitive skin of her neck.

"Would that be so bad?" Nicole purred, her lips grazing Danielle’s ear before her tongue flicked out to taste her.

Danielle’s head fell back with a soft moan, her body shivering at the wet kisses Nicole planted along her neck.

"Like that, huh?" Nicole asked, her voice dripping with satisfaction. Her hand moved again, sliding over Danielle’s hip and down between her thighs, cupping the front of her panties.

Danielle gasped, her knees threatening to buckle as Nicole’s fingers teased the cage beneath the damp fabric.

"Mm, someone’s dripping," Nicole remarked with a wicked grin, her fingers pressing harder. "Hope you don’t ruin that pretty dress."

"It’ll be fine," Danielle whimpered, her voice trembling as she fought to keep her composure.

"Good," Nicole said, her eyes locked on Danielle’s face as she watched every reaction. Her hand moved in slow, deliberate circles, making Danielle squirm. "How about we meet for lunch too?" Nicole added, her voice almost sweet despite the sinful grin on her lips. "Think you’ll have time for me?"

"Y-Yes!" Danielle stammered, nodding quickly.

"Good girl," Nicole murmured, her voice laced with amusement as she suddenly stepped back, breaking all contact.

Danielle blinked, dazed and still aching for Nicole’s touch.

"Don’t forget to fix yourself before you head to the office," Nicole said with a wink, her tone teasing. "Wouldn’t want anyone guessing what you’ve been up to in the stairwell."

"Yes..." Danielle stopped short of calling her Ms. , catching herself just in time.

"See you later, babygirl," Nicole said as she stepped away, giving Danielle just enough space to smooth out her dress. But before Danielle could fully collect herself, Nicole reached out, giving her ass one final firm squeeze before walking towards her door.

Danielle’s legs felt wobbly as she descended the stairs, her mind spinning. What had come over Nicole? Her polished appearance and newfound assertiveness had been obvious, but this... this was different. Had spending time with Ms. Samantha given her a boost in confidence? Danielle’s thoughts raced as she entered the office, setting her purse aside before ducking into the ladies’ room to touch up her lipstick.

"Good morning, Danielle," Ms. Samantha’s voice rang out cheerfully as Danielle stepped into the office, her heels clicking softly against the tiled floor. "How did yesterday go for you?"

"Good morning, Ms.," Danielle replied, her voice demure and uncertain about how much to share. "Yesterday was... quite the adventure."

"I imagine it was," Ms. Samantha said with a knowing smile, motioning for Danielle to take her usual seat at the reception desk. "They’re very good at what they do—taking great photos and enjoying the... perks  of the job."

Danielle’s cheeks flared red at the implication, the tingling ache in her backside providing a vivid reminder of just how far she’d gone during the photoshoot. Her embarrassment only deepened as Ms. Samantha perched herself gracefully on the edge of Danielle’s desk, her commanding presence impossible to ignore.

"Did you see Nicole this morning?" Ms. Samantha asked casually, her tone light yet curious.

"Yes, Ms., I did," Danielle said quickly, her mind flashing back to Nicole’s polished look. "She looked... quite lovely. I’ve never seen her with that much makeup on before."

"She is  a very attractive woman," Ms. Samantha replied, her gaze slowly raking over Danielle, "but she’s gotten used to downplaying her femininity. She just needed a nudge back in the right direction."

"That does make sense, Ms. Samantha," Danielle agreed softly, her voice almost a whisper as her blush deepened under Ms. Samantha’s steady gaze.

"I think you’ll be able to help her with that," Ms. Samantha continued, her lips curving into a mischievous smile. "After all, you’re certainly not one to downplay your femininity, are you?"

Danielle bit her lip, her cheeks burning. "I suppose not, Ms."

"And that green dress looks absolutely stunning on you today," Ms. Samantha added, her warm tone carrying a teasing edge.

Danielle shifted in her chair, feeling both proud and flustered under Ms. Samantha’s praise. The dress hugged her body in all the right places, the soft fabric skimming over her hips and thighs before flaring slightly at the hem. The neckline dipped low, showcasing the lace trim of her green lingerie just enough to tease.

"Thank you, Ms.," Danielle murmured, her voice barely audible.

"I’ll let you get to work," Ms. Samantha said, slipping off the desk with an elegant motion. Her presence lingered as she began to walk toward her office, her heels clicking purposefully. "By the way," she added, glancing over her shoulder, "we may have a new applicant coming in next week to replace you at the desk."

Danielle perked up at the news. "That will be nice!" she said, excitement evident in her voice.

"I thought you’d feel that way," Ms. Samantha said with a sly smile. "Once I build your profile on the site and upload yesterday’s photos, I suspect your social calendar is going to fill up rather quickly."

Danielle’s breath caught in her throat at the thought. She could already feel the heat rising in her cheeks as vivid memories of the photoshoot flooded her mind. The poses, the outfits—or lack thereof—and the sultry positions she’d been captured in. The thought of people— strangers —viewing those pictures, lusting after her, sent a mix of nerves and arousal coursing through her.

The morning dragged on until a sharp beep from her phone broke her reverie. Assuming it was Nicole, Danielle eagerly checked the message, only to see Crystal’s name pop up.

"Pics are up on the site, slut!"  the message read.

Danielle’s heart raced as she opened the private site, her fingers trembling slightly. Her face paled when her profile picture loaded: a professionally shot headshot of her looking composed and alluring, though she knew exactly what lay behind it.

Quickly clicking into her profile, Danielle scanned the details. Name, age, measurements, height, weight—standard enough at first glance. But then her eyes dropped to the interests section, and her stomach flipped. It wasn’t about hobbies or casual likes. Instead, it boldly listed her sexual preferences and kinks in explicit detail.

"Scroll to the very bottom,"  Crystal texted again. "The number of visitors gets tracked."

Swallowing hard, Danielle scrolled past the folders of photos, her eyes landing on the tracker: 14 visitors . She blinked. Considering the site had just gone live, she found herself oddly pleased with the number.

"Not bad," she muttered before scrolling back up to view the photos.

The first set was tame—glamorous, even. Danielle stared at the screen in disbelief, unable to reconcile the sexy, confident woman in the pictures with herself. Her legs looked impossibly long and shapely, her ass round and inviting, the curve of her breasts enhanced perfectly by her lacy lingerie.

"I’m hotter than Daisy will ever be!"  Danielle said aloud, smirking with pride. "Stuck-up bitch!"

"I hope that wasn’t meant for me," Nicole’s voice interrupted, startling Danielle.

Danielle’s eyes widened in panic as Nicole walked into the office, her heels clicking deliberately against the floor.

"Oh!" Danielle stammered, fumbling to close the browser window. "No, that wasn’t for you. I was just, um..."

It was too late. Nicole was already standing beside her, her eyes fixed on the screen.

The photo displayed showed Danielle in a snug-fitting gown with a daring slit that revealed her toned thigh and lace-topped stocking. The strapless top pushed her breasts up just enough to create a mouthwatering cleavage. Her pose—confident, with one leg cocked outward—exuded sensuality.

"Well, my girl certainly knows how to carry herself," Nicole said, her voice laced with pride. "You look sexy as hell."

"Thank you," Danielle whispered, her face flaming as she hoped Nicole wouldn’t ask to see more.

Nicole leaned in close, her lips almost brushing Danielle’s ear. "Do me a favor," she whispered, her breath hot and commanding. "Download that picture and send it to me. I want it as my phone’s background."

Danielle’s body shivered under Nicole’s breathy tone. "Okay," she replied quickly, right-clicking the photo and saving it. "I can do that!"

"You’re such a good girl," Nicole said, standing upright and letting her fingers trail slowly up Danielle’s arm. Her touch left a tingling warmth in its wake.

"Ready for lunch?" Nicole asked, her tone shifting back to casual.

"Sure," Danielle replied, her heart still racing as she hit send on the image.

"Let’s go," Nicole said, extending her hand to Danielle. "But don’t forget your purse!"

"Oh, I can’t do that," Danielle replied, still flustered as she grabbed her bag and followed Nicole out of the office.

As they approached the outer door to the office, Nicole stepped ahead, her heels clicking authoritatively on the tile as she held the door open for Danielle. With a soft smile, Danielle stepped through, her own stilettos tapping delicately behind. Nicole wasted no time looping her arm through Danielle’s, their bodies brushing against each other as they walked toward the elevator.

Standing before the muted brass elevator doors, Danielle caught their reflection. The image gave her pause, and she found herself staring, almost transfixed. Nicole’s French braid gave her an effortlessly chic look, but it contrasted starkly with Danielle’s carefully styled waves, which framed her face and cascaded over her shoulders. Danielle’s green dress hugged her curves, accentuating her round hips and slender waist, while her heels forced her legs into a sensual curve. The large purse draped over her shoulder was a decidedly feminine touch, while her hand hung loosely from Nicole’s arm.

By comparison, Nicole’s outfit—a fitted sweater and tailored dress pants—had a more subdued, professional air. Her stance was wider, her posture slightly commanding. The juxtaposition struck Danielle deeply. In that fleeting moment, reflected in the polished surface, they looked almost like a traditional couple—except, of course, that the "man" was undeniably all woman and the "woman" carried more than a few secrets under her dress.

A small voice whispered in Danielle’s mind, one she hadn’t heard in a long time: What are you doing?  She shook her head quickly as if to banish the thought.

"Everything okay, Sweetie?" Nicole asked, her tone warm and genuine as she glanced over.

"Yeah," Danielle replied softly as the elevator doors opened. "I’m good."

A gentleman inside held the door for them, his arm outstretched in a subtle gesture of chivalry. As they stepped in, Danielle felt his eyes linger, his smirk betraying his thoughts. The dynamic between her and Nicole was obvious, and it wasn’t lost on him—or on Nicole. Danielle glanced down, avoiding his gaze, but Nicole wore her knowing smile like armor, reveling in the unspoken acknowledgment.

Nicole’s phone chimed just as the doors slid closed. Pulling it from her pocket, she opened the message, her grin widening as Danielle’s picture loaded on the screen.

"You look so hot in that dress," Nicole whispered, her voice low enough that only Danielle and the smirking gentleman could hear.

Danielle’s face burned bright red, and she shifted uncomfortably. "Thanks," she muttered, her embarrassment palpable.

The man’s eyebrows lifted slightly at Nicole’s comment, but he said nothing, his amused smirk lingering. As the elevator reached the ground floor, the doors opened with a soft chime. With an exaggerated flourish, the gentleman held the door, bowing slightly. "Ladies, after you, of course," he said, his voice dripping with charm.

"Thank you," Nicole replied cheerfully, taking Danielle’s arm once more and leading her outside.

Once they were alone on the sidewalk, Nicole turned to Danielle, her tone laced with concern. "Are you okay?"

Danielle hesitated, her gaze dropping to the ground. "Sorry," she began softly. "Sometimes I still battle with... with this."

Nicole stopped walking, gently tugging Danielle’s arm to bring her closer. "With being a girl?" she asked, her voice tender but direct.

"Yeah," Danielle admitted, her eyes downcast.

Nicole squeezed her hand reassuringly. "I think you look amazing," she said earnestly. "I didn’t know you before you started here, but you seem happy  now. Are you happier as Danielle?"

Danielle giggled softly, the corners of her lips curling up. "I’m definitely less of a loser as Danielle."

Nicole laughed warmly. "Well, there you go!" She leaned in slightly, her voice lowering. "For what it’s worth, I think you’re pretty damn hot. And you mean more to me than I can even put into words."

"Thanks," Danielle replied, her voice small but grateful. "It’s just... every so often, there’s this little voice that makes me doubt everything." She sighed, the weight of her confession lifting slightly as she added, "I haven’t told anyone that. Not even Crystal."

"I’m glad you feel comfortable enough to tell me," Nicole said, her tone soft and reassuring.

Nicole led them to a cozy café tucked away in a quiet corner of the city. The dim lighting, plush seating, and soft jazz playing in the background created an intimate atmosphere. Choosing a small booth in the back, Nicole slid in beside Danielle rather than across from her, their thighs brushing under the table.

After placing their orders, the conversation turned more personal. Danielle found herself leaning forward, her hand in Nicole’s, as she spoke openly about her fears. Nicole listened intently, her thumb gently stroking Danielle’s knuckles.

"It’s not just you, you know," Nicole said after a pause, her voice thoughtful. "This isn’t exactly a normal relationship for me either."

Danielle looked up; her curiosity piqued.

"I’ve met at least a couple of dozen other girls from your office before you," Nicole continued, "but you’re the only one I’ve ever felt this way about. I don’t know what it is about you, but I connect with you in a way I’ve never felt before."

Danielle blushed. "With a boy who wears girl’s clothing?" she teased lightly.

"Or a girl with a cock," Nicole retorted, her lips curving into a playful smirk.

The waiter returned, collecting their plates and dropping off the bill. Nicole caught him staring blatantly at Danielle’s cleavage, his eyes darting away quickly when he realized he’d been caught.

"If it’s any consolation," Nicole said as she stood, her voice dripping with amusement, "I don’t think our waiter cares one bit about what’s under your dress, but he’s definitely a boob man."

Danielle laughed, taking Nicole’s arm. "If you weren’t wearing that sweater, he’d be ogling your  girls too!"

"Imagine if he’d seen you in that dress from the picture," Nicole teased as they stepped back into the street.

"If it’s any consolation," Danielle quipped, glancing over her shoulder, "the other waiter seemed like more of an ass man—and only one of us is showing that off."

Nicole giggled, leaning in close. "Don’t worry. I’ll check yours out when we get back. Maybe I should get a nice fat strap-on."

Danielle stumbled at Nicole’s words, her cheeks blazing. " What? " she sputtered, her voice a mix of shock and undeniable lust-filled excitement.

"Do you really want me to say it again?" Nicole teased, her tone dripping with mischief as they strolled down the street after the quick lunch.

"NO!" Danielle blurted, her voice slightly panicked. She tried to compose herself, her cheeks already burning. "But why would you say that?"

Nicole leaned in closer, her breath brushing against Danielle’s ear. "Okay, hear me out," she began, her voice lowering to just above a whisper. "It’s not that I don’t love  your tongue," she added with a noticeable shiver, "and that thing you do with your fingers? God, it sends me into orbit. But... sometimes a girl just needs something else. Something... phallic. "

Danielle nearly tripped over her own feet. She wasn’t sure if she should feel relieved or mortified. "You want me  to wear it?" she asked, her voice cracking slightly. The idea of Nicole pegging her was shocking enough, but the thought of strapping one on herself? It was hard to tell which prospect was more intimidating.

Nicole giggled, her laughter light and almost wicked. "Well, it’s not like I can use yours!" she teased, her voice brimming with playful sarcasm. Danielle’s face flushed deeper as Nicole continued, "We could get a couple of attachments, you know. And," she added with a grin as she opened the door to their building, holding it for Danielle to enter, "I could try it out on you, too."

"I’m not even sure how to respond to that," Danielle stammered, a strange mix of fear and arousal coursing through her.

Nicole stepped into the stairwell behind her, her heels clicking sharply against the tiled floor. "What’s the matter, baby?" Nicole asked, holding the door open for Danielle. Her voice dropped an octave, sultry and commanding. "Don’t you want me to fuck you, too?"

Danielle’s eyes widened in shock. "Oh my GOD!" she exclaimed, her voice echoing in the empty stairwell.

Nicole smirked, clearly enjoying Danielle’s reaction. "Just think about it," she said, stopping Danielle at the base of the stairs. Slowly, deliberately, Nicole slid her hands down the sides of Danielle’s dress, her fingernails dragging sensuously over the silky fabric and then against the lace tops of Danielle’s stockings. Danielle froze, her breath catching as Nicole’s fingers brushed over the bare skin of her upper thighs, following the soft creases where her legs met her hips.

Nicole’s lips curled into a wicked grin as she pulled Danielle’s ass backward, pressing it firmly against her hips. "Doesn’t it sound sexy as hell?" Nicole murmured, her voice low and teasing as she bumped her hips rhythmically against Danielle’s backside. "Some women even get off using one."

Danielle’s mind was racing, a jumble of conflicting thoughts and emotions. Each bump of Nicole’s hips against her ass sent a jolt of heat through her body, and before she realized it, Danielle was instinctively pushing her hips back to meet Nicole’s movements.

Nicole’s right hand snaked around Danielle’s hip, her fingers coiling possessively until they cupped the front of Danielle’s satin panties. The fabric was damp, the outline of her cage pressing taut against it.

"Sweep your hair to the right," Nicole ordered, her voice suddenly firmer. Danielle obeyed without hesitation, her hand trembling slightly as she moved her waves aside, exposing the soft curve of her neck.

"What do you think?" Nicole whispered, her lips brushing against Danielle’s ear before her tongue darted out to leave a lingering lick along the sensitive skin. "Do you want me to get one so I can fuck you, too?" Nicole’s voice was velvet smooth, her tone dripping with sinful intent. "It feels to me like you do."

"Yesssss," Danielle cooed, her voice a breathy moan as Nicole’s fingers deftly massaged her satin-covered balls.

"Mmmm," Nicole purred, clearly pleased with the response. "That’s a good girl." She nipped lightly at Danielle’s earlobe before adding, "I guess I’ll need to go cock shopping later."

Danielle’s knees buckled slightly at the thought, her eyes fluttering closed as she let herself get lost in the sensation.

The sudden sound of a door slamming shut on an upper floor snapped them both out of the moment.

"Okay, that’s it," Danielle said abruptly, reluctantly pulling herself out of Nicole’s grasp. "You need to stop hanging out with Ms. Samantha!"

Nicole’s laughter rang out, echoing in the stairwell. "Are you sure that’s what you really want?" she teased as they started climbing the stairs.

"Oh, I can’t think straight right now," Danielle admitted, flustered and overwhelmed. "All I know is that I desperately want to please you."

Nicole grinned, her hand sliding down to give Danielle’s butt a playful pinch. "Sounds like we’re going to have a fun night then," she quipped.

Danielle rolled her eyes, though her blush betrayed her excitement. "One of us is going to have more fun than the other," she muttered as they passed a woman descending the stairs. "Because now I have to figure out how to keep you happy without you buying one of those things  for yourself!"

Nicole smirked, her voice teasing as she replied, "And here I thought you wanted to please me!"

"Oh, I definitely  do," Danielle shot back, her tone filled with both exasperation and affection.

"I know you do," Nicole said softly as they reached her floor. She paused, turning to face Danielle fully. "And while I’m partly serious about toy shopping, I don’t want you to do anything you’re not comfortable with."

Danielle nodded, her lips curving into a small smile. "I appreciate that," she said sincerely, leaning in to wrap her arms around Nicole in a tight hug.

"But just so you know," Nicole murmured, her hands trailing down to cup Danielle’s ass, "you do have an amazing ass."

"Thank you," Danielle replied with a playful grin, her hands sliding down to return the favor. "I think yours is pretty great, too."

Nicole’s eyes sparkled mischievously. "Then I’ll make sure to wear something to show it off for you tonight," she said, giving Danielle a wink. "And you’d better wear something pretty for me."

"I can do that," Danielle almost gushed, the idea of dressing up for Nicole sending a shiver of excitement through her.

"That’s my girl," Nicole said approvingly before leaning in to kiss Danielle. The kiss was forceful, passionate, and left Danielle breathless as Nicole slowly pulled away, her gaze lingering like a predator sizing up her prey.

"Make sure it’s something sexy and pretty," Nicole added as she opened the stairwell door. Her eyes raked over Danielle’s body one last time. "And something even sexier underneath."

Danielle nodded, her voice caught in her throat as Nicole disappeared into the hallway. Her body buzzed with arousal, her caged cock leaking so much she could feel the wetness soaking into her panties. Making her way back to her floor, Danielle grabbed her purse and bolted for the ladies’ room.

Locking herself in a stall, she lifted her dress and adjusted her panties, biting her lip as her fingers brushed against the damp fabric. Pulling out one of the condoms she always kept tucked away, Danielle chuckled to herself. "And I always wondered why women carried panty liners," she muttered. "Although, I doubt their reason was being this  horny."

She slid the condom on carefully, sighing as it caught the moisture leaking from her cage. Tonight was going to be a long night.

The remainder of the day dragged on endlessly for Danielle, each minute feeling like an eternity. Yet, the silver lining to the slow passage of time was that it allowed her to carefully plan every detail of her outfit for the evening. She wanted to look perfect—no, more than perfect—for Nicole. She wanted to embody everything Nicole had teased about, leaving no room for doubt that she was dressing to fulfill her desires.

The train ride home was unexpectedly entertaining. Danielle found herself teasingly adjusting her skirt, accidentally-on-purpose letting it ride up just enough to expose more of her legs. The two men sitting across from her weren’t subtle about their interest, their eyes darting to her thighs before quickly looking away whenever she caught them.

Danielle couldn’t deny how much she loved the attention. It wasn’t just flattering—it was empowering. Each stolen glance, each shy look, made her feel more confident in her transformation. As her stop approached, she stood slowly, deliberately smoothing her skirt back into place, but not before flashing one of her admirers a quick wink. His face flushed red, and Danielle giggled to herself as she stepped off the train.

By the time she finally arrived home, Danielle was practically buzzing with anticipation. She kicked off her heels at the door, her bare feet sinking into the soft carpet as she made her way to the bedroom. Her dress slid down her body like water as she peeled it off, revealing the faint indentations from her stockings on her thighs. She draped the dress neatly in the closet before heading into the bathroom.

Danielle flicked on her hot rollers, watching them heat up as she took a seat at her makeup table. Her reflection stared back at her, flushed with excitement. She leaned in, picking up her foundation brush, smoothing her skin into a flawless canvas. Tonight called for bold but not overpowering makeup—something sultry to match the intimate lighting Nicole would no doubt choose for their date. She darkened her lips with a deep berry shade, swiping the color carefully across her pout before blotting them, leaving a perfect, kissable sheen. A hint of blush added warmth to her cheeks, and her lashes were layered with mascara until they fanned out seductively.

Her eyes sparkled as she leaned back to admire her work. Her makeup was just provocative enough to turn heads without screaming for attention.

Now came her favorite part: the lingerie. Danielle returned to her walk-in closet, her fingers trailing over the silks and satins until they landed on the set she had been saving for just the right occasion. She carefully unhooked a snug-fitting pink thong from the hanger. The delicate material was whisper-thin, the front plunging so low it barely concealed her cage. The thong’s high-cut sides rose scandalously over her hips, elongating her legs. But the real tease was at the back—a small red rhinestone heart where the straps met, perched suggestively above her pert ass.

Sliding the thong up her legs was a sensual ritual all on its own. The fabric caressed her skin as she tugged it into place, the thin band nestling perfectly between her cheeks. She turned slightly, admiring the way the rhinestone sparkled against her skin.

Next, she reached for the matching pink bra. The convertible straps were adjustable, but tonight she set them to cross over her right shoulder, leaving the other side bare. She ran her hands over the padded cups, the slight push-up giving her cleavage an extra lift that she knew would drive Nicole wild. Danielle slipped her arms through the straps, carefully adjusting the bra until her breasts sat perfectly framed. She leaned forward slightly, ensuring the fit enhanced every curve, the pillows inside the cups pressing her breasts together in a way that made her chest look irresistibly full.

With her lingerie in place, Danielle returned to the bathroom to set her hair. She clipped the hot rollers into her locks, section by section, letting the heat work its magic as she admired her reflection. Even in just her underwear, she felt radiant. No—she felt sexy.

Her next task was to choose the dress. "Now, where is that dress?" she murmured to herself, scanning the hangers until her eyes landed on it. "Oh, there you are."

Danielle pulled out a pale pink satin dress, its material glinting under the light. She stepped into it carefully, pulling it up over her hips before reaching behind to tug the zipper closed. The single strap crossed elegantly over her right shoulder, leaving the left side bare, while the neckline plunged low enough to showcase her enhanced cleavage. A triangular cutout just beneath her right breast offered a tantalizing glimpse of her skin, making the dress appear as though it wrapped around her body like a ribbon. The fabric hugged her figure perfectly, ruching slightly at the back to highlight the roundness of her ass while draping just enough in the front to conceal the cage beneath her thong.

Danielle reached for her shoes, settling on a pair of white satin 4-inch heels with dainty ankle straps. She slipped them on one at a time, the slight incline forcing her legs into a seductive arch. The effect was breathtaking; her legs looked endless, and her calves perfectly toned.

Returning to the bathroom, Danielle removed the hot rollers, letting her curls cascade down her back in soft, voluminous waves. She shaped them carefully, sweeping her hair back on the sides and letting the curls frame her face. The result was glamorous yet effortless, her hair falling several inches below her shoulders and leaving her neck and shoulders bare.

"I never would have imagined it took this long to wear so little," she giggled to herself, running her fingers through the bouncy waves one last time before stepping back into her bedroom.

Her jewelry selection was simple but striking. She chose a rose gold necklace with a small red heart pendant that rested perfectly above her cleavage, drawing attention to her chest. A trio of gold bracelets jingled softly on her wrist, and dangling earrings sparkled as they caught the light.

Standing before the full-length mirror, Danielle turned slowly, admiring her reflection from every angle. The dress clung to her like a second skin, the satin gleaming with every movement. Her heels added just the right amount of height, making her look poised and confident.

"I’d better take a cab tonight," she said aloud, smoothing the dress over her hips. She turned to the side, her gaze lingering on the way the fabric hugged her ass. "The subway is definitely not safe looking like this."

Grabbing a small wristlet, she transferred her ID, cards, and cash into it, adding her lipstick for touch-ups. Locking the door behind her, she made her way to the elevator. The soft hum of her heels on the carpet was punctuated by the faint jingle of her bracelets, each step a reminder of how seductive she felt.

When the elevator doors opened, Danielle stepped inside to join an older couple. The gentleman’s face lit up, his eyes unapologetically trailing over her figure, while his wife shot her a look of disdain. Danielle took both reactions as compliments, smiling warmly as she pressed the lobby button. She stood demurely to the side, letting them exit first when the doors opened. Tempting as it was, she didn’t trust herself not to sway her hips deliberately if she walked in front of them.

"Hi, Johnny!" Danielle called cheerfully to the doorman. Her voice was sweet and melodic, drawing his full attention. "Could you be the wonderful man you are and hail me a cab, please?"

Johnny’s face broke into a wide smile, his eyes widening slightly as they roamed over her. "Anything for you!" he replied, his voice warm with admiration.

Danielle let herself revel in the attention as she waited, knowing tonight was going to be unforgettable.

Danielle waited patiently by the door, her white satin heels clicking softly on the polished floor as she shifted her weight. Johnny, ever the gentleman, signaled when he secured a cab, waving her over. Danielle stepped out into the cool night air, the satin of her dress shimmering under the streetlights and clinging to her every curve. The crisp breeze teased the hem of her dress, revealing a fleeting glimpse of her toned thighs. She was keenly aware of the stares she was drawing, her confidence swelling as more than a couple of men stopped in their tracks, unable to look away.

With a light touch on Johnny’s arm, Danielle leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to his cheek. "Thank you, Johnny," she purred, her voice sweet and laced with charm.

"Anytime, Danielle," he replied, his cheeks flushing as he stepped back, his grin wide.

Danielle slipped into the cab gracefully, the soft rustle of her dress catching the driver’s attention for a split second before she gave him Nicole’s address. Settling into the seat, she pulled out her phone to text Nicole, letting her know she was on the way. The response came almost instantly—three emojis: two kissing faces and a heart. Danielle smiled, shaking her head at Nicole’s playful enthusiasm.

As the cab wove through the streets, Danielle sat back, her legs crossed elegantly. She let her dress slide slightly up her thigh, enjoying the smooth glide of the satin against her skin. She caught the driver’s quick glances in the rearview mirror but pretended not to notice, basking in the power her presence seemed to command.

When they were less than a block from Nicole’s, Danielle texted again, Almost there,  and the reply came just as fast: I see you.

Before the cab even stopped, Danielle spotted Nicole approaching. The sight made her breath hitch. "Holy shit," she muttered to herself, sliding over in her seat to make room.

Nicole stepped into the cab with effortless confidence, her leather jacket catching the light as she moved. "Wow!" she exclaimed, her voice dripping with admiration. "You look hot! "

Danielle blushed, though she couldn’t help but grin. "Thanks. I like your outfit," she replied, her eyes flicking over Nicole’s ensemble before leaning closer. "There’s no doubt who’s wearing the pants in this relationship, is there?"

Nicole smirked, placing her hand firmly on Danielle’s bare thigh. Her touch was warm, possessive, and sent a shiver through Danielle’s body. "You’re not mad about that, are you?" Nicole teased, her fingers lightly stroking Danielle’s smooth skin.

Danielle hesitated, her cheeks flushing deeper. "No, not really," she said, though her tone betrayed a hint of tension. "Let’s just say I’m more... surprised than anything."

Nicole leaned in, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "You know," she said, her lips brushing close to Danielle’s ear, "you’re damn sexy when you’re upset."

Danielle rolled her eyes, though her body betrayed her as heat pooled low in her stomach. "Thanks," she replied dryly, though her tone lacked conviction.

As the cab rolled toward their destination, Danielle let her gaze wander over Nicole’s outfit. The dress pants she wore earlier were still in play, but the turtleneck had been replaced by a dark gray satin blouse. The material shimmered with every move, offering just enough of a hint of the black bra underneath to make Danielle’s mind wander. The short black leather jacket Nicole wore added a casual edge, hitting perfectly between her waist and hips. If it weren’t for the cut of her pants and the subtle shine of her silk blouse, Nicole’s outfit could almost pass for something masculine.

By contrast, Danielle felt utterly exposed in her snug satin dress, the fabric clinging to every curve, leaving little to the imagination. The dichotomy between them was stark. Anyone watching them would instantly peg Nicole as the "man" in the relationship—a fact that only heightened Danielle’s vulnerability.

When the cab stopped outside a bustling restaurant, one of the staff quickly stepped forward to open the door. Nicole handed the driver a bill without hesitation. "Here you go," she said, her tone firm. "Keep it."

The driver nodded appreciatively as Nicole stepped out, turning to extend her hand toward Danielle. "Ready, Sweetie?"

Danielle placed her hand in Nicole’s, her fingers brushing against the cool leather of Nicole’s jacket. "Thanks," she murmured, her voice soft as she stepped out of the cab. The cool air kissed her bare shoulders and legs, and she instinctively pressed closer to Nicole, her heels clicking delicately on the pavement.

Nicole looped Danielle’s arm through her own, leading her to the front door with an air of authority. The staff member holding the door offered Danielle a lingering glance, his smirk faint but unmistakable.

Inside, the restaurant was crowded, with groups of people standing in clusters, clearly waiting for tables. Nicole approached the Maître D’ with the same confidence she exuded all evening. Danielle watched as Nicole shook his hand, her fingers subtly passing him a folded bill.

The Maître D’ gave Danielle a cursory glance before nodding, his expression unreadable. Nicole leaned in, whispering something about Ms. Samantha, which seemed to settle the matter. Within moments, Nicole was leading Danielle through the crowded space, ignoring the subtle murmurs and wandering eyes that followed them.

"Did you slip the maître d’ money when we got here?" Danielle asked in a hushed tone, her voice laced with both curiosity and mild disbelief.

"Yes," Nicole replied with a sly smirk. "Pretty smooth, huh?"

"It definitely caught me by surprise!"

"Good evening, ladies," the waiter interrupted as he arrived at their table, his tone polite and professional. "Here are the menus. Can I interest you in drinks?"

"Yes," Nicole responded smoothly, not even glancing at the menu. "A long island for my friend and a glass of your house chardonnay for me, please."

Danielle hesitated for a moment, surprised by Nicole’s confidence in ordering for her. She considered questioning it but quickly realized there was no need—she probably would have ordered a long island anyway. And, truth be told, she found it oddly comforting, even arousing, to let Nicole take charge.

When the waiter returned with their drinks, Nicole kept up the same assertiveness, ordering their meals with casual ease. Danielle didn’t object—once again, Nicole’s choices aligned perfectly with what she would have picked for herself. She sat back, letting Nicole take the reins, and found herself enjoying the dynamic more than she’d expected.

"So," Nicole began as they enjoyed their meal, her tone playful and probing, "you definitely managed to wear something sexy on the outside. What about underneath?"

Danielle hesitated, glancing around the restaurant to ensure no one was within earshot. "I believe your request was for something... sexier underneath?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"That’s correct," Nicole replied, her smirk widening as she leaned forward slightly.

"Well," Danielle admitted, her cheeks flushing a delicate pink, "I’ve definitely complied with that wish."

"Was it a wish," Nicole mused, her voice dropping to a teasing murmur, "or something more direct?"

Danielle considered the question, her own words catching in her throat. "I guess it could be either," she admitted, her gaze flickering down briefly before returning to Nicole’s. "But I think it would have been more direct if you’d told me what color to wear."

"Maybe I’ll do that next time," Nicole said, her lips curling into a wicked grin. "Or better yet, I’ll just lay out a few things for you to put on."

Danielle’s heart skipped at the thought, her imagination running wild. "That would be interesting," she replied, her tone lighter now, "but it would ruin the mystery of what I have on underneath."

Nicole’s laughter was soft but suggestive, her eyes glinting with mischief. "I suppose we’ll just have to see about that," she said as the waiter returned, skipping dessert and asking for the check.

Fifteen minutes later, they slid into the backseat of a cab. Nicole’s arm draped casually over Danielle’s shoulders as the cab pulled away from the restaurant. Danielle felt a thrill of anticipation when Nicole’s hand slid down to rest on her exposed thigh, the soft skin under her dress trembling slightly under Nicole’s touch.

"While I do love this dress on you," Nicole murmured, leaning close to Danielle’s ear, "I have to admit, I like you in stockings even more."

"Really? Why?" Danielle whispered back, her voice catching slightly.

"I love the way the garter straps frame your sexy ass," Nicole said, her voice huskier now. She let her lips graze Danielle’s earlobe before adding, "And they’re just so damn naughty."

Danielle bit her lip, trying to stifle a moan. "I honestly didn’t think you paid attention to them," she admitted, her cheeks burning.

Nicole chuckled softly, her hand guiding Danielle’s to her own thigh. Danielle’s eyes widened as her fingers brushed over the unmistakable lace top of Nicole’s stockings through her dress pants. "I didn’t at first," Nicole confessed, her tone turning sultry, "but then I got a few pairs of my own."

Danielle’s curiosity spiked, her fingers lingering on Nicole’s thigh. She realized there were no garter straps holding the stockings in place. Her mind raced with questions: What else was Nicole wearing underneath? How would it feel if their stockings rubbed against each other while they kissed? Her caged cock throbbed painfully, straining against the satin fabric of her panties.

"We’re here, ladies!" the cabbie announced cheerfully, stealing a lingering glance at them in the rearview mirror.

"Here you go," Nicole said, stuffing a few bills through the divider. "Keep the change!"

Nicole slid out of the cab quickly, her movements smooth and deliberate as she reached back for Danielle’s hand. This time, her grip was more forceful, pulling Danielle to her feet and practically dragging her toward the building. Danielle had to quicken her pace to keep up with Nicole, whose heels clicked sharply against the stone steps.

Once inside, Nicole stabbed at the elevator button with purpose, then turned to Danielle. Her eyes burned with wanton desire, the intensity of her gaze leaving Danielle breathless. The ding of the elevator’s arrival barely registered before Nicole pulled Danielle inside, slamming her palm against the floor button.

Before Danielle could react, Nicole spun her around, pressing their bodies together. Nicole’s hands roamed freely over Danielle’s torso, her palms brushing over the swell of Danielle’s breasts before gripping her waist possessively. "You look so fucking delicious," Nicole growled as she anchored Danielle’s back against her own body.

Danielle whimpered as Nicole’s hands slid higher, cupping her breasts through the thin fabric of her dress. Her nipples, already hardened, ached under Nicole’s firm grasp.

"You have such perfect tits," Nicole murmured, her breath hot against Danielle’s neck. Her thumbs teased Danielle’s stiff peaks, rolling them through the fabric until Danielle was squirming. "God, I just want to suck on them."

"Ohhhh!" Danielle moaned, her head falling back against Nicole’s shoulder as her body trembled with arousal.

Nicole’s lips found the soft curve of Danielle’s neck, kissing and sucking the sensitive skin while her hands continued their relentless assault on Danielle’s breasts. Her left hand slid lower, finding the cutout in Danielle’s dress and slipping through to press against her abdomen.

"You’re so fucking sexy," Nicole whispered, her voice husky and dripping with lust. "How I wish I could fuck you right now."

"Mmmmme too!" Danielle cooed, her voice breathless as the elevator doors opened with a ding.

As she had in the cab just minutes ago, Nicole quickly grabbed Danielle’s hand, practically dragging her toward the apartment door. Before Danielle could even catch her breath, Nicole pressed her back against the door, her lips hungrily claiming Danielle’s in a passionate kiss. With her left hand, Nicole fumbled for the key, sliding it into the lock, while her right hand wasted no time hiking up Danielle’s already short pink satin dress. The fabric bunched easily, rolling over Danielle’s hips and exposing her high-cut pink thong that clung to her body like a second skin.

As the door swung open, Nicole pushed them inside, her fingers digging into Danielle’s round, soft cheeks. She gave them a firm squeeze, the lace trim of the thong framing Danielle’s curves in a way that made Nicole groan softly against her lips. The door clicked shut behind them, muffling their heavy breathing and the quiet whimpers escaping Danielle’s throat.

"There’s a zipper on the side," Danielle managed between kisses, her voice breathless and trembling.

"You get that," Nicole replied, taking a half step back and pulling off her jacket in one fluid motion, "and I’ll get rid of this."

Nicole tossed the jacket onto a nearby chair, revealing a sleeveless blue satin blouse that shimmered under the soft lighting. She began unbuttoning it but paused mid-motion to smirk at Danielle. "Hey, unzip your dress, silly!"

"Sorry," Danielle blushed furiously, her fingers scrambling to find the tiny zipper. "I got distracted."

"I’m sure you did," Nicole teased, her gaze fixed on Danielle’s heaving chest, the satin fabric of the dress accentuating every curve. As Danielle finally slid the zipper down, the dress loosened, slipping from her shoulders to pool at her feet.

"That’s better," Nicole murmured, stepping forward. Her hands wasted no time, slipping inside Danielle’s dress to trail up her spine. With practiced ease, she unclasped the matching pink bra, the cups sliding free and joining the dress on the floor. Danielle’s bare breasts spilled into Nicole’s waiting hands, her nipples already hard under the cool air and Nicole’s touch.

Nicole began walking Danielle backward toward the couch, their lips meeting again in a frenzy of need. Her hands kneaded Danielle’s soft flesh, thumbs rolling over the sensitive peaks until Danielle whimpered against her mouth. Danielle, eager to keep pace, worked quickly to undo the remaining buttons on Nicole’s blouse. She tugged it free, revealing the black satin and lace demi bra underneath, which pushed Nicole’s full breasts upward, showcasing her cleavage in a way that made Danielle’s caged cock ache painfully.

Nicole stepped back briefly, her lips curling into a seductive grin as she undid her pants. Turning her back to Danielle, she bent slowly, sliding the fitted trousers down her toned legs. The high-cut royal blue lace boyshorts underneath perfectly framed her firm, round ass, the lace pattern teasingly revealing the skin beneath. The lace-topped black stockings clinging to her legs completed the look, her heels accentuating every curve and muscle.

"Ohhhhhhhh fuck," Danielle groaned loudly, her eyes devouring Nicole’s body. The pink thong she wore felt tighter than ever, her caged appendage straining painfully against it.

Nicole turned and straddled Danielle’s lower torso, her boyshorts pressing against Danielle’s exposed stomach. "Did you say something, sweetie?" she asked playfully, her hands finding Danielle’s nipples and teasing them with slow, deliberate pinches.

"You look so fucking hot," Danielle gasped, her voice dripping with desire.

"So do you," Nicole replied, leaning in to kiss her deeply, their tongues tangling as Nicole’s hands continued to tease Danielle’s sensitive peaks. "But I really need you to put that talented tongue of yours to work."

"It’s all yours!" Danielle gasped, wriggling downward as Nicole slid forward, positioning herself.

Tugging her boyshorts to the side with one hand, Nicole lowered herself onto Danielle’s waiting mouth, her pussy wet and glistening. Danielle didn’t hesitate, her tongue darting out to flick against Nicole’s clit before delving into her folds. Nicole groaned loudly, her hand flying to the arm of the couch for support as her body arched in pleasure.

"Ohhhhhh GOD!" Nicole cried out. "I’m cumming already!"

Danielle’s lips latched onto Nicole’s clit, sucking gently as her tongue worked in tandem, circling and flicking the sensitive nub. She felt the warm rush of Nicole’s orgasm coating her tongue, the taste intoxicating as Nicole’s hips bucked against her face.

Gripping Nicole’s hips firmly, Danielle plunged her tongue deep into her pussy, exploring every inch and savoring the way Nicole’s body trembled under her ministrations. Nicole’s cries grew louder, her movements more frantic as another orgasm built quickly.

"Ohhhhhhhhh fuck! You don’t play fair!" Nicole moaned, her thighs quivering as her second climax hit her with full force. "I’m going to cum again!"

Danielle watched in awe, her tongue still working, as Nicole’s body writhed above her. The way Nicole surrendered to the pleasure was mesmerizing, and Danielle couldn’t help but feel a rush of pride knowing she was the one causing it.

"Goddamn," Nicole muttered between gasps. "You’re going to kill me with that tongue."

"I need a minute," Nicole panted, her body trembling as she slumped against Danielle. "I don’t even think I can stand right now."

"That’s a good thing from where I’m sitting," Danielle quipped, her voice tinged with an air of cocky satisfaction as her hands gently roamed over Nicole’s sweat-slicked body.

"Trust me," Nicole cooed, her lips brushing against Danielle’s ear, "it’s a very good thing from where I’m sitting, too." Slowly, she slid her body further down Danielle’s, her face hovering just above Danielle’s. "I should have known you’d be amazing at licking my pussy the first time we kissed."

Danielle opened her mouth to reply, but Nicole gave her no chance. She plunged her tongue into Danielle’s mouth, pressing Danielle’s head into the plush couch cushion. Their kiss was fiery, all tongue and teeth, as Nicole’s hands cupped Danielle’s face, her thumbs brushing over flushed cheeks. Danielle moaned softly, her fingers trailing down Nicole’s back and settling on the curve of her ass, squeezing firmly. The heat between them built quickly, each kiss more desperate than the last.

Suddenly, Nicole pulled back, her breathing ragged. Her eyes locked onto Danielle’s, a glint of mischief flashing as she tilted Danielle’s head slightly to the side, exposing her neck. "Know what?" Nicole whispered, her lips brushing against the sensitive skin of Danielle’s throat. Without waiting for a reply, she began kissing and licking the tender area, her tongue tracing small circles.

Danielle’s soft moans filled the room as her body arched involuntarily, pressing into Nicole. She clung to Nicole’s back, her nails raking lightly over the smooth skin.

"I want to try something," Nicole murmured between kisses, her hand cupping one of Danielle’s breasts. Her thumb flicked over the hardened nipple, drawing a gasp from Danielle. Slowly, Nicole began kissing her way downward, her lips trailing over Danielle’s chest.

"I’m okay with whatever makes you happy," Danielle moaned softly, her body shivering under Nicole’s touch.

"Yeah?" Nicole smirked, her tongue flicking across Danielle’s nipple, causing her to cry out softly. "It might be a bit weird."

Danielle let out a breathy giggle, her hands tangling in Nicole’s hair. "I think we passed weird the first time you massaged my boobs."

Nicole chuckled, the sound vibrating against Danielle’s skin. "Fair point." She placed a kiss on Danielle’s other breast before sitting up slightly, her left foot sliding to the floor. "Promise me one thing," Nicole said as her eyes bore into Danielle’s.

"Anything," Danielle replied, her voice trembling.

"Don’t move an inch until I get back." Nicole’s tone was playful but commanding.

"You have a deal," Danielle answered, watching as Nicole slowly stood. Nicole steadied herself on her heels, a deliberate smirk playing on her lips as her hands slid to the sides of her panties. With agonizing slowness, she began peeling the lace downward, revealing her glistening wetness. Danielle’s eyes devoured every inch of her, her breath catching as Nicole stepped out of the panties.

"I was going to tell you to close your eyes," Nicole teased, holding the damp black lace up for Danielle to see, "but this idea seems much better." With deliberate care, Nicole leaned forward, draping the lace over Danielle’s eyes, ensuring the crotch was positioned over her nose. "Now I don’t have to worry about you peeking, do I?"

"Not at all," Danielle whispered, her body writhing as she inhaled deeply, Nicole’s intoxicating scent filling her senses.

"I’ll be right back," Nicole said, her voice dripping with promise.

Danielle lay perfectly still, though her mind raced. She could feel the wetness on her face from Nicole’s earlier climax, her hair a mess from Nicole’s hands, and the thin pink thong still straining to contain her swollen balls and caged cock. She felt utterly exposed yet undeniably sexy.

"You look incredible," Nicole said upon her return, her voice laced with admiration.

"I’m glad you think so," Danielle replied, her voice soft and uncertain.

"Hold still," Nicole commanded.

Danielle gasped softly as Nicole’s fingernails trailed down her lower abdomen, leaving goosebumps in their wake. The touch flipped, the backs of Nicole’s nails grazing over her sensitive skin before slipping beneath the waistband of her thong. Danielle inhaled sharply, hope flaring briefly. Was Nicole about to release her? Was this finally the moment she’d been aching for?

Instead, Danielle felt something cool pressed against her pubic bone, the sensation both unexpected and thrilling. Nicole straddled her, the warmth of her body pressing down as the pressure against Danielle’s pelvis increased. Danielle’s breath hitched as the panties were pulled from her eyes. Blinking to refocus, she was greeted by the sight of Nicole’s flushed face, her bare chest heaving.

"What the...?" Danielle began, her words faltering as she realized what was happening.

"I tried to get yours out tonight," Nicole moaned, grinding her hips downward onto the dildo braced against Danielle’s body, "but Sam said no." She grabbed Danielle’s hands, guiding them to her bare breasts. Her eyes fluttered closed as she continued to move. "And I just needed a bit of something beyond your tongue."

Danielle’s emotions swirled—anger, humiliation, and arousal warring within her. It was emasculating, and infuriating, yet the sight of Nicole’s pleasure, the way her body moved, and the soft, breathless sounds she made filled Danielle with a desire to give her more. Her hands instinctively squeezed Nicole’s breasts, her thumbs circling and teasing the stiff peaks.

Nicole gasped, her movements quickening. Her knees pressed into the couch as she arched her back, her head falling back in ecstasy. "OhhhhGAWWDD!" she cried out, her body convulsing as another orgasm tore through her.

Nicole collapsed onto Danielle, her body trembling as she panted heavily. "I’m sorry," she said between breaths, her voice tinged with vulnerability. "I hope you’re okay with that. I just needed more and needed you to be a part of it."

Danielle hesitated, her emotions still tangled, but she held Nicole tightly, her hands stroking her back. "I’d have much rather it been me inside you," Danielle admitted softly. "But... I understand."

Nicole lifted her head, her eyes locking with Danielle’s. "Oh, but it was  you," she said earnestly, hugging Danielle tighter. "I can’t even tell you how much this means to me."

Danielle’s heart swelled as the sincerity of Nicole’s words washed over her. Hugging Nicole back, she felt the tension between them dissolve.

"I... well, I think... no," Nicole stammered, burying her face into Danielle’s neck before blurting, "It’s not think—I know  I do. I love you."

Danielle’s chest tightened as her eyes welled with tears. "I love you too, Nicole," she whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. They embraced tightly, their connection undeniable as they held each other in the quiet intimacy of the moment.

***

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

***

Danielle adjusted her thigh-high stockings, the sheer lace tops perfectly framing her shapely legs, as she finished getting ready for what promised to be an unforgettable weekend. The soft lavender satin of her chemise clung to her curves, the matching thong teasingly peeking through whenever she moved. Every detail of her look had been carefully selected to exude sensuality and elegance, just as Ms. Samantha had taught her.

But this wasn’t just any weekend. This was her first full weekend client appointment, and it wasn’t in some opulent penthouse or secluded villa. No—this was on Benjamin’s yacht. The thought sent shivers of excitement through her. The sprawling deck, the gentle sway of the ocean, the luxurious cabins... it was the epitome of indulgence, and Danielle was ready to dive in headfirst.

Yet what truly set her nerves alight wasn’t just Benjamin’s presence but who else awaited her. Memie. The agency’s legendary first sissy, retired and living as Benjamin’s exclusive personal submissive. Memie wasn’t just a name whispered with reverence—she was a symbol of perfection, a goal Danielle had always aspired to. Meeting her would be an honor, a challenge, and, perhaps, a revelation.

What secrets would the yacht hold? What would Benjamin expect of her in this intimate and exclusive setting? And how would Danielle navigate this luxurious new chapter while proving she belonged in the world of the elite?

Before you join Danielle on her luxurious yacht getaway, immerse yourself in Memie’s transformative story in Feminized For Luxury: Memie’s Sissy Awakening . Uncover the journey that made Memie the ultimate personal sissy, from her first tentative steps into feminization to her place as Benjamin’s most treasured submissive.

Danielle’s weekend on the yacht is the next chapter in her journey, but before it begins, indulge in the story that started it all. The waves of desire and transformation are about to carry you away—don’t miss a moment.

[image: ]

Indulge In The Prequel Right Now Here: https://mybook.to/qP5R

***


“Did you love this book? Then you should also read:  

Feminized by a BBC Daddy/Roommate !”

[image: ]

Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six foot, mid 30's and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 

Read her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .
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