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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Sit down!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Dan nodded slowly, continuing to read through the document.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You noticed, huh?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"That much?" Dan could hardly believe it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"That and more!" Dan proudly exclaimed.

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

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

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

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

"Please!" Dan responded, eager for advice.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I have to sleep with the cage on?"

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

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

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

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

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

"Love you too," Dan responded instinctively.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"And that concerns you?" Crystal asked gently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Slut!" Crystal teased with a playful giggle.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And she could already feel herself craving what was to come.

***
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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-30s 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 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. 
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