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I always figured that the worst part about moving back in with your parents after college was the lack of privacy. At the age of 21, you went from being free, being independent, being an adult, to suddenly being a kid again.

You couldn’t do anything without feeling like your mom and dad were breathing down your neck. You couldn’t live your life. I figured that probably everyone felt that way.

But probably not everyone felt it as much as I did, though.

College, for a lot of people, is about finding yourself. That was especially true for me. Some people found a vocation or a job they wanted to do for the rest of their life. Some people met the loves of their lives. Others discovered a sport they excelled at.

Not for me.

See, at college, I finally figured out that I was a crossdresser.

I guessed that maybe I always had been. Looking back, I’d never been one to shy away from playing dress-up as a kid. I’d always taken an interest in women’s fashion. Maybe I’d gone as far as thinking about wearing women’s clothes from time to time. But, before college, I’d never actually considered trying it.

It was by sheer luck that I finally got the push to wear women’s clothes for the first time. It was all because of a frat party near the end of my first year, funnily enough. It was a ‘pimp and ho’ themed party, with a little twist. Anyone who was a sophomore or above was a pimp, anyone who was a freshman was a ho. I was a freshman that year. I was a ho.

I had mixed feelings going to that party. The concept made me nervous. Not the concept of going to a frat party, I’d been to a few already. I was nervous about the idea of wearing a dress. A lot of the guys I chatted to felt that way. As in, nervous. They were nervous about being embarrassed or ashamed or being seen by the girls they had been hitting on that semester.

That wasn’t what I was worried about, though. I was worried about making sure it wasn’t obvious how happy I was about the situation. For the first time in my life, I was going to wear a dress.

Each freshman was assigned to a frat member, their pimp, and that frat member got to pick out an outfit for their respective ho. My pimp was a senior named Darryl. He picked me out an off-white dress covered in pink and red flowers. It was short and revealing in all the right places. He told me I wasn’t called Chris any more. He told me my name was Sophie. I was thrilled.

The dress started a little less than halfway down my thigh, and stopped at my chest, in a pair of slightly structured cups for the wearer’s breasts. It was held up by a pair of thin shoulder straps, although it was so tight that it didn’t need to be held up at all. It fit me almost perfectly, aside from my lack of breasts and the fact my boxer shorts showed from the bottom.

Darryl told me that the dress used to belong to a girl he had slept with. When he saw how well it fit me, he said I must have been the same size. I think he wanted me to feel embarrassed but I couldn’t help but feel a little twinge of excitement. Pride, even. Still, I pretended to be embarrassed for the sake of the frat dynamic.

Honestly, my only real fear about the dress was that the original owner would want it back.

The frat party went off without a hitch, in the end. The other freshmen in their dresses were all pretty humiliated, though it didn’t stop anyone from having a good time. There was drinking, there was stuff that got broken, I even got a phone number off a girl from one of my classes. She didn’t seem to mind my look for the evening. Not that getting her number got me anywhere.

The only thing I didn’t like about the evening was that some of the other freshmen had been given high heels too. Darryl left me to match my new dress with my own sneakers. I tried not to stare, as the other guys I knew were struggling to totter around in their unwanted stilettos. It wasn’t fair, really.

So that dress, the ‘punishment’ from the frat house, was the first dress I ever wore. But it certainly was not the last. After I realized how much I had loved wearing that dress, that was it. I had to have another. Then another. And then I’d ordered some panties, and then a bra, and then stockings because the underwear didn’t look right with my leg hair. Then I got my first pair of heels. And what an eye-opener that was.

After the heels, I could never go back. They were just a simple pair of black stilettos, pointed toes with a four inch heel, but they changed my life. The feeling of walking around in them was like nothing else I’d ever experienced. It was like the feeling of femininity had been distilled into those perfect objects.

It wasn’t long before I had ordered some makeup online, along with a corset, and breast forms. I even learned to tuck. It reached the point where I started turning down invites to parties so that I could stay in and practice my makeup, or spend an evening trying on my new dresses. So I could spend an evening as Sophie.

I kept it up all through the rest of college. I spent any time I could as Sophie, in one form or another. Whether it was simply wearing women’s underwear under my guy clothes, or spending a whole weekend as a girl when my housemates went back home before me at the end of a semester, I would do it.

So that’s why, when college ended, I was even more upset than most of the other guys I knew. They were coming home with memories and a degree. I was coming home with a wardrobe full of girl’s clothes. And also memories and a degree too, sure, but those didn’t matter to me anywhere near as much.

All of that was why being back home with my mom and dad was so tough. I had no way to be Sophie when they were around. Even wearing my underwear under my guy clothes felt wrong around them. They were traditional and no-nonsense. It felt weird to think about them knowing I crossdressed.

My only respite came from two places. The first was in the evenings, when they went to bed before me. I would hide away in my room and become Sophie, sometimes even being brave enough to explore the rest of the house in my alternate persona. That led to a few close calls though, which meant that I preferred to rely on my second Sophie opportunity.

That was when my parents went away. They sometimes went away to visit friends in other cities, occasionally they went away on work trips at the same time and, on one extremely lucky occasion, they went away on vacation together for two whole weeks.

Those were the two weeks when everything changed.
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I didn’t tell my parents but, the two weeks that they were on vacation, I also took off of my work as well.

Well, maybe that’s overplaying it a little. I was working at a cafe to make a little cash while I waited for a real graduate job to come through. I basically just didn’t pick up any shifts during the fortnight that my parents were away. Considering that pretty much all of the money I earned at the cafe was spent on women’s clothes anyway, it only felt fair I got to enjoy the fruits of my labor.

That week, my parents left for the airport pretty early in the morning. It was 6am. I knew that because I woke up at the same time as them. It wasn’t to wish them a safe trip or anything. Hell, I wasn’t even sure I knew where they were going. No, it was because I didn’t want to waste a second that I could have spent as Sophie.

Those two weeks were going to be spent exclusively as a woman.

I’d quite frankly never been so excited for anything in my whole life. Before that, the longest amount of time I’d ever had to crossdress in one go was for about three days. Those three days were three of the best days of my life. I could barely imagine what a whole two weeks was going to feel like.

With that in my mind, I was up like a rocket. As soon as I heard the front door close, I was out of bed and straight to my closet. That was where Sophie was hidden.

Back at the end of my freshman year, the Sophie collection hidden in my room had started as a simple tote bag with a couple of dresses and some shoes. By the time my parents were going on vacation, the collection was three huge suitcases and a couple grocery bags. I could barely contain it all. By 6:05am that morning, that whole collection was out of my closet and on my bedroom floor.

I was already hugely excited.

The last few times my parents had gone away, I’d started playing a little game with myself. Whenever I was going to spend an extended time as Sophie, I’d lock away all of my guy clothes somewhere I couldn’t get them. That meant I wouldn’t be able to wear anything other than dresses and heels and women’s underwear, until I did something a little extreme.

I couldn’t really explain what the reasoning behind this game was, really. There was just something exciting about it, knowing I would have to be a woman. Knowing that I was ‘stuck’ as Sophie.

The way that game worked was thanks to the fact that my closet had a lock on it. Because of that, I could take all of my Sophie clothes out, put all of my guy clothes back in, and then lock the closet door. I’d also lock up my makeup cleanser, nail polish remover, and basically anything else I needed to be a guy. It was kept safely under lock and key.

After that, the really important part of the game happened. I took the one key that unlocked my closet, and I put it in my car. My car that was parked all the way down the end of my street.

I lived in a pretty quiet suburban neighborhood. Nobody really knew each other, there was no real sense of community. Hell, I wasn’t even sure I’d ever even met my actual neighbors. Still, It didn’t mean it was deserted. People walked dogs and drove through to get places. There was activity in my street. That was the extreme part of the game.

See, with all of my guy clothes locked away, and with me only being able to access my Sophie clothes, that meant one thing; when I wanted to unlock my closet and get my guy clothes back - when I needed to unlock my closet as my parents were coming home - I had to go outside as Sophie. I had to walk to the end of my street dressed as a woman, I had to go to my car, and I had to collect my closet key, all dolled up in a dress and a pair of heels.

That was the extreme part of the game. That was the part I enjoyed the most.

There was something inside of me that loved the idea of going outside dressed as a woman. Again, I couldn’t explain the psychology of it, but being a woman in the outside world was one hell of a thrill. It was unlike anything else.

I’d walk around in our back yard as Sophie, wondering if my neighbors could see from their back windows. I’d go check the mail in a dress that was way too over the top for such a chore, never quite sure whether I was hoping people did or didn’t see me. And finally, when the time came, I’d play my game.

I’d walk thirty seconds down my street. I’d hear my high heels clicking under me. I’d feel the breeze on my shaved legs, my long brunette wig bouncing with every step. I’d keep going, outing myself in public, until I reached my car and got my closet key back. It was incredible.

So, that morning, I had my closet locked and I had my key ready to put in my car before I’d even brushed my teeth or showered. It was time for the week to begin.

Except for one thing.

That day, I’d decided on a little twist on the formula.

It was a special occasion, what with my parents being away for so long, so I thought I would make the game extra special too. As a special treat, I had parked my car all the way around the next block. It was a busier street than the one I lived on. More joggers, more traffic, more life in general.

More chances to be seen.

The other twist, I decided, was that I was also going to put the keys in my car when I was dressed up as Sophie as well. That meant two whole chances for someone to see me on my walk to and from the car. I had been getting pretty brave after my last few games. I thought I deserved to have the difficulty turned up a notch.

Having the new rules of my game in my mind, I was ready to face the two weeks that lay ahead. My two weeks stuck as a woman.

I couldn’t wait.
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Spending extended time as Sophie meant a few things that I had to change. I needed to get the Old Spice out of the shower and I had to replace it with the girly, rose scented body wash that I’d come to love.

My male colognes went in the closet and were replaced with some actually pretty expensive perfumes. My little desk by the window was cleared and transformed into a makeup counter and dressing table. I even changed my bedsheets to a new set with a floral pattern.

It never felt right crawling into a moody black comforter when I was wearing my sexy pajamas and heels.

My bedroom always looked pretty feminine when I was done with it, and I always appreciated that a lot when I was Sophie. It just felt right. It was always my dream to live in a really feminine home as Sophie, and this was the closest I could get. My room was transformed within about half an hour of my parents leaving, and that meant I was ready to transform myself, as well.

First up was the prep work. Fall had just started, so I felt I could get away with shaving my legs without anyone knowing. I usually shaved with a razor but, with my parents away for so long, I decided I would treat myself to something new. I had bought some hair removal cream.

I had never used it before but I was excited, as I had read that it left your body even more smooth than shaving. I could barely believe it. I could hardly wait. I had my body coated in the stuff from face to toe as quickly as I could.

The only parts of me I had left untouched were my head, eyebrows, and forearms. My arm hair was thankfully very sparse and fair, and I’d managed to figure out a shape for my eyebrows that was feminine, but didn’t look out of place on a guy. Other than that, everything was going. My underarms, any fluff on my chest and back, my legs and, as I bought the sensitive safe stuff, it even went on my face and my genitals.

There were butterflies in my stomach the whole fifteen minutes I waited for the hair remover to work its magic. Eventually, the timer on my cellphone went off, which meant it was time to see the final results. I scraped at my body with the plastic epilating tool that came with the cream. The whole process was not a quick one, it turned out. To get all of that hair off took a few passes.

Once I was confident that I hadn’t missed an inch of myself, it was time to shower. I rinsed off the hair remover, watching it wash the hair away with it, and I cleaned myself with the silky smooth rose body wash. I loved everything about it. The feminine smell, the softness as it touched my bare skin, the outrageously girly pink flowery bottle. It was the perfect start to my Sophie time.

Stepping out of the shower, I walked to the full length mirror in my parents’ room to see just what the hair removal cream had done. The sight that met me was better than anything I had ever hoped for. My body was like a barbie doll. There wasn’t a single hair or razor burn or bump on my body from face to foot.

I turned back and forth to assess myself. It was incredible. The perfect start to the week. I ran my hand up and down my legs.

They felt as soft as the legs of any woman. Or, at least, I imagined they did. I somehow managed to finish college and still not have sex at any point. Maybe spending my time as Sophie had something to do with that. Although I always felt that, if I had inadvertently made the decision between crossdressing or having sex, I was at least happy with the choice I had made.

I more or less had to force myself to stop staring at my smooth body in the mirror. There were more important things to do. I returned to my bedroom and assessed my bottles of perfume. I had four different fragrances at this point but I knew at once which one I wanted to wear. My special occasion perfume.

That perfume, to me, was femininity in a little glass bottle. It was a dusky pink hue, shaped like an extremely tall and delicate stiletto high heel. It was floral and sexy all at once. It smelled of a confident, beautiful woman. It was how I wished I could smell all of the time. I only ever used it when I thought I had earned it.

For these two weeks, I had earned it.

After liberally splashing myself with the perfume, I felt like my whole essence as a person was changing. I was the confident and beautiful woman that was contained within that bottle. Or, at least, I was about to be.

I retrieved my underwear from one of my suitcases and took everything to my bed. I had a very specific process for getting dressed that I had perfected over the years to create the illusion of a completely female body. I’d have been lying if I said I wasn’t proud of it.

First, I tucked. I pushed my testicles into my body, then pulled my penis towards my butt, and made sure everything was as flat as it could get. I held my hidden genitals in place as I slipped into my tucking panties. They were like a super tight pair of briefs that pressed everything into me even more, making me look as if I had no male parts at all. I always liked that bit.

Next up was my corset. I had owned a few over the years, and this one was my favorite for two reasons. The first was that it was super tight without needing any lacing, and the second was that it was two sizes down from the corset I first bought when I started crossdressing. I was pretty happy with that fact. My body looked pretty damn feminine with that thing on.

Following that, I taped my chest to give the illusion of breasts. I had learned that I could pull my chest inwards and use skin tape to make some very convincing cleavage. When I filled that in with a couple of breast forms, I had a beautiful chest.

Over that setup went my bra and panties. I had a favorite baby blue bra, with a lace detailing and a bit of strapping that followed over the top of the cups. They were a C-cup, which my handcrafted breasts filled out perfectly. The panties matched the bra, down to the cute blue and the delicate lacing.

I couldn’t help but admire myself at this point of the dressing process. It was always a fantastic sight to behold. My body, becoming that of a woman’s. After so many years of practice, I was good. My body curved in all the right places. It filled out any dress I threw at it. My newly bare legs looked incredible, paired with my womanly body.

I was ready for clothes. I already knew what I wanted to wear. It was a new dress I had bought specifically for the weeks ahead. I took it out of my suitcase and admired it.

The dress was a sultry red, deep and sexy. It was covered with a handful of big, lavish bouquet prints. Collections of flowers of pink and white and red and dark green stems. It was held up by a pair of inch wide shoulder straps, which connected to the top of the dress, which stopped just above my cleavage.

The top of the dress ran flat above my chest, with a slit right in the middle, which cut deep in between the cups of my bra. You could see a hint my cleavage thanks to that detail. The body of the dress cinched in towards my waist, and then hugged my body over my hips, where it met a slit in the thigh of the skirt section.

That slit ran from the top of my right thigh, all the way to where the dress ended, just below my knees. It was showing off about as much of my right leg as it could, without revealing my panties. My bare legs looked astounding. I couldn’t wait to have them in a pair of shoes.

The pair I had picked out were also new, just for the occasion. I had ordered some beautiful, peach pink heels. They had a rounded toe, a little strap with a delicate gold buckle around the ankle, and a cute four inch block heel. I was in love with them the moment I saw them. As I strapped them around my ankles, I was elated.

As I looked in the mirror now, wearing the dress and the heels, I was already stunning, and I didn’t even have my makeup on. I returned to my bedroom and the makeup station, feeling my feet land beneath me in the new heels. Every step was like walking in some kind of beautiful dream.

Back in my room, I began the makeup process. I neatly tucked my boy hair into my wig cap and smoothed it into place. I took the makeup primer from the table and admired it briefly. Fifty bucks of pure, flawless complexion in a tube. It was expensive, but boy was it worth it as I watched all of my pores disappear, and saw my skin turn to a perfect canvas for beauty.

With the primer applied, I carefully set some dots of foundation around my face. After a lot of trial and error over the years, and a lot of discarded tubes, I had managed to find a shade which was perfect for my skin tone. I gently wetted one of my blending sponges and dabbed the foundation across my face until I had a perfect, even finish.

Contouring was next. I had developed a technique where I would apply highlighter under my eyes, along the ridge of my nose, above my brows, and in a couple of spots along my jaw. I’d then blend that into the dark contour shadow stick that I used on the hollows of my cheeks, as well as around the line of my wig cap, and on the sides of my nose.

I always felt like I looked like a whole different person after I contoured. My nose was sleek and feminine, my cheeks were lifted like a supermodel’s, and my jaw was softer and more womanly. Once again, I was pretty proud of how good I had managed to get at my transformation.

As I started work on my eyeshadow - a dusky pink misting, with a stripe of baby pink up the middle - I wondered if maybe that was why I found the idea of going outside so exciting.

I had got damn good at looking like a woman. I looked incredible, as vain as that sounded. I felt incredible as a woman. I was euphoric when I saw myself in the mirror, and I saw what I had accomplished. It was the culmination of years of makeup practice, and learning to walk in heels, and exercising in ways to subtly give myself a more womanly figure. I had every reason to be proud. And to be vain.

I took my liquid eyeliner from my makeup table and swept two perfect lines across my eyelids, ending them in little wings. I traced from the outer corners of my bottom lids and made the lines meet the wings. I filled the little gaps that were left between the lines with one more swipe of eyeliner.

Next was mascara, which I applied liberally to my upper lashes and a little more sparingly to my lower lashes. I had found that I needed to keep my mascara and eyeliner a bit sparse on the lower lid, to complement the shape of my eyes. That one took years to figure out. I’m pretty sure I used to look like a raccoon when I first tried to do my eye makeup.

Content with my mascara, my bold fake eyelashes were glued onto my upper lids in no time. I added a small amount of white eyeliner around the inner corner of my eyes and under the bottom lid. Next, I was ready to move onto blusher.

Blusher was something I had changed technique with countless times over the years as well. Back when I first tried makeup, I applied the stuff like I was a clown. Now, I gently ran the pink powder above my cheekbones and slightly onto the fullest parts of my cheeks, to emphasize the lifting of my face that I achieved with the contouring.

Last but not least were my lips. They were my favorite part of getting ready. I felt like a girl was never herself without her lipstick.

For my lips, I used a bold pink lip pencil to draw in a full set of lips, just slightly more exaggerated than my own. I had become so good at it by that point that I could have it perfectly symmetrical in no time. After that, I infilled my pouty lips with a slightly lighter shade of glossy pink, until I was looking at the most intensely kissable mouth on the planet.

Pink was definitely the order of the day. It always was, when I had the chance. I was a girly girl, through and through. I had lost count of how many pairs of heels I had, but most of them were some kind of pink. Hot pink, blush pink, nude pink. The same was true for my dresses and skirts. I loved pink. I would have lived in it, if I could. I hoped that one day I would.

The final touches on my makeup were a tiny dab of highlighter on my lips, to make them that extra bit pillowy, and then a healthy coating of makeup setting spray all over my face. None of my makeup was cheap by any means, but the primer and setting spray had cost a fortune. They were worth every cent though. My makeup would stay in place for days, if I left it, and my face was the perfect visage of femininity.

Again, I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t proud of how good I got.

The very last pieces of the Sophie puzzle were my hair and my jewelry. I had three wigs at that point; a brunette one with gentle curves that bounced beautifully when I moved, a slightly longer than shoulder-length blond wig with kind of wavy curls and bangs that covered my eye a little, and a sleek blond wig with slightly darker roots and straight hair that reached just below my breasts.

That day, I had the long blond wig in mind. I had selected my makeup colors specifically for it, plus I felt blond would look better with my new dress. I took it out of the big bag I kept it in, gave it a gentle brush, and then placed it delicately over my head.

The moment the wig was on caused another wave of euphoria for me, every single time I got dressed. That was when I truly felt like a woman. The full face of makeup, the womanly figure, the hair. It was all in place and it made me feel so confident and sexy. I loved it.

My hair being on meant I could do my nails. I’d managed to grow them as long as I possibly dared have them as a guy and, the night before my parents left, I filed them into little almond tips. In no time at all, they were the same hot pink that permeated every aspect of my life as Sophie. They were gorgeous.

The final thing to do was pull out some jewelry. I placed my blush pink jewelry box on my dresser and opened it. I chose a skinny gold bracelet for my left wrist, and a bracelet of tiny white gems for my right. They were both subtle and cute, which I felt was important when I wore two bracelets. I slid a gem encrusted band onto my right ring finger and pulled out a pair of small gold hoops to put in my ears.

Getting my ears pierced was maybe one of the things I was most satisfied with in my development as Sophie. Over my time at college, I got one ear pierced and, as soon as that healed, I got the other pierced. At the time, I felt like a genius for figuring out how to get both my ears pierced without letting on that I was into wearing women’s clothes. It was a great bit of forethought.

Finally, I looked at the necklaces in my jewelry box. I already knew which one I was going to choose. This necklace was a gift to myself to mark Sophie’s birthday. I still remembered the date of the frat party that made me fall in love with being her, so I celebrated that as her birthday every year.

This year, I had bought myself a custom gold necklace. The chain was super skinny and ended in the cutest pendant. It was the outline of a flower made from a single, thin piece of gold. The gold of the flower formed a stem, which was crafted into beautiful gold calligraphy. It simply read ‘Sophie.’

It was my favorite thing I owned.

The makeover was finally complete, which meant I could spend some more time admiring myself in my mom and dad’s mirror. I was there for a good fifteen minutes, taking photo after photo of my look for the day. I always wanted to post those photos online somewhere but I’d never had the nerve. I was always worried someone would somehow recognise me, even under all that makeup.

It was going to be a big two weeks, so I tidied up after my morning’s preparations. Even chores like tidying and cleaning felt better though, when I was Sophie. I didn’t mind putting things away and clearing makeup residue off my desk, if I was in a pair of heels and a dress.

Satisfied with my work, I made myself some breakfast. It had somehow already turned 9am. Perfection took time, I supposed.

I settled on some low-fat yogurt with fresh fruit. When I was Sophie, I even liked to eat a more feminine diet. I was way healthier for it. My intake of fresh fruit and salad were way up, thanks to Sophie, and I even took supplements for my hair and nails as well.

As soon as I had finished breakfast and done the dishes, there was only one thing on my mind.

The key to my closet.

I wanted it gone. I couldn’t wait.

Having that locked away in my car meant two whole weeks as Sophie and not a single chance of being Chris. I went straight back up the stairs to my room, grabbed the key off my dressing table, double checked that the closet door was securely locked, and headed back downstairs.

It was time to face the outside world as Sophie.
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This part of the game always filled me with an intense mix of excitement and nerves. My stomach exploded with butterflies at the thought of stepping out of my parents’ front door and into the street beyond. Anyone would be able to see me.

Who knew how many people had caught me since I first started playing my game? I had some close calls, seeing people at the end of the street, cars driving by, and hearing the front doors of other houses open or close. On top of that, I had no idea who might have seen me from their front windows or their front yards without me noticing.

Naturally, that was where most of the fun came from.

That morning, as I packed my bag, my hands were shaking. That sweet but scary buzz had never felt so strong within me. Parking my car further from the house than usual was one thing, but it was more the fact that it was daylight, when I was planning to go out and drop the key off.

In the past, I’d only ever had the courage to play my game at night. Sophie had ever been outside under the cover of darkness. I had decided that this was the week to change that.

I could barely control my breathing as I finally dropped the closet key in my handbag. I loved my handbag. It was a cute little curved rectangular number, not much bigger than a piece of paper, and a few inches deep. It was a kind of brushed white leather with gold clasps. It was beautiful. It was also a lot more expensive than most of the things I owned as a guy.

That seemed to be a theme with Sophie.

As I closed the clasps on the bag, I decided to myself that it was then, or it was never. I slipped the bag onto my shoulder, adjusted my dress a touch, fixed my hair in the mirror, and put my hand on the front door handle.

Not before one last quick check that I had the front door keys to get back in after.

I did.

It was time to go.

I plunged the door handle towards the ground and the door swung in towards me. My heart pounded in my chest, beneath my fake cleavage, under my dress. I saw the outside world. The outside world saw me.

I looked out. There was nobody there. I stood for a moment, catching my breath. I braced for what I was about to do, then I did it. I delicately placed my right foot in its cute high heel over the threshold of my house. I heard the click of the heel on the concrete outside and then the tap of my toes landing after. I lifted my left foot off the ground and it followed my right foot outside.

The outside of my house was a thrilling place to be. I stood on my doorstep for what felt like an eternity, not sure if I should step any further from my home or not. I knew I wanted to, but driving my body to actually do it was a hell of a challenge.

There was nobody in my street. Then was as good of a time as any to see the daytime as Sophie, I thought to myself. And with that in my mind, I pressed on. It wasn’t a long walk to the car but, in a dress and heels, it certainly felt like one.

The clicking of heels sounded from beneath me with every step. Every step further from the safety of my parents’ home and into the outside world, dressed as a woman.

I wore my handbag on my right shoulder, and clutched at the strap with my right hand to hold it in place. I gently swung my left hand by my side, palm down and fingers level with the ground. I had developed a deeply feminine way of walking over the years and sometimes I worried I would accidentally do it as Chris.

The further I got from my house, the better I felt. I was about twenty seconds from the front door when the nerves started to subside and the sheer thrill of what I was doing started to take hold. I was outside. Outside as a woman. It was the best feeling in the world. I was almost willing a car to drive past, or wanting someone to come from round the corner and start walking towards me.

Forty seconds from my house and I was on the corner to the next street. Still, no signs of life. I had been safe. Safer than I wanted, maybe. I turned the corner.

Finally, it happened. My first encounter. A woman walking her dog. I didn’t recognize her. She was across the street from me, taking a phone call. I watched her as I walked and she looked over at me. I saw her look me up and down for a moment and carry on with her call.

It was exhilarating, knowing for sure that I’d been spotted by somebody. I glanced back over my shoulder as we passed and she was already looking back at me. I couldn’t help but smile. I looked damn good. I knew it.

I reckoned that I passed as a woman pretty well, too. I was only 5’7”, which made 5’11” in those heels. I was a little overdressed for that street that early in the morning, sure, but I didn’t stick out too much. I figured that the woman who saw me didn’t think she saw a crossdresser. I figured that she just thought she saw a woman who was way too overdressed for that time on a Monday.

My thoughts were interrupted by a passing car. I heard it coming from behind me, so I turned to look. I saw the man in the driver’s seat was already looking at me. Another stranger who had caught me in the act. I was sure drawing some attention that morning.

I was only about ten seconds out from my own car when I watched the man’s vehicle disappear around the corner in front of me. The street was quiet again. All I could hear was the clicking of my heels and the rushing of blood in my ears from my pounding heart.

Finally, I was there.

I had made it. The excitement was too much to handle. I fumbled at my handbag to get it open, before pulling out my car key and my closet key. I had parked with my driver’s door facing the curb, so I stepped over and unlocked the driver’s door. My favorite place to store my closet key in my game, though, was the glove compartment.

I clutched my handbag back into my body and stepped out into the street. I went around the passenger side of my car, opened, the door, and leaned low into the footwell so I could open the compartment.

I would have loved to have seen the look on any man’s face driving by at that moment. Him explaining to his wife why he was staring at this woman’s butt poking out the passenger door of her car.

I popped open the glove compartment.

And then, something unexpected happened.

“Chris?”
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My heart stopped. My brain felt like it was on fire. This was not part of the game. Being seen was one thing, but being recognized was not what I was about.

I wanted the thrill of being some anonymous woman in strangers’ lives. Being seen by somebody I knew was not a thrill at all.

“Chris?” the voice continued, “is that your car?”

I couldn’t place the voice. It belonged to a young woman, probably about my own age. I recognized its sound, but couldn’t put it to a person I knew.

I did all I could think to do. I shrank down behind my car as far as I could go. I wanted the ground to swallow me whole. I needed the owner of the voice to go away.

They didn’t.

I heard footsteps approaching from around the hood of my car. I was still hidden by the passenger door, but it wouldn’t be for long. I had no idea what to do. I was frozen like a deer in headlights.

I started to face the woman as she was saying this. I couldn’t help myself. It was completely involuntary. I felt I had no control over my own body from the moment I heard my name out loud. I looked up. I had to know who had seen me.

The answer was worse than I could have possibly imagined.

It was Victoria Evans. Victoria Evans from high school. She was the hottest girl in the year, every single year that she was in the same school as me. She was completely untouchable and she knew it. She could always get what she wanted and had boys falling over themselves for her. Victoria really knew how to play people for her own entertainment.

She stood over me in a pair of lilac cycling shorts that stopped mid way down her thighs, showing off her flawless legs. The top of the shorts exposed her toned midriff, up until her incredible breasts, which were covered by an identical lilac sports bra top. The thin straps over her shoulders meant that probably only about thirty percent of her body was covered by clothes. She had not left much to the imagination.

She wore a pair of expensive looking sneakers. The whole outfit implied that she was going for a run or was about to hit the gym, but her perfect makeup and loosely curled brunette hair said otherwise. Her hazel-green eyes were framed with cute, thick rimmed glasses, which I was pretty sure she didn’t need in order to see.

I hadn’t spoken to her properly in years, not since I was falling over myself for her at the end of high school and getting nowhere for it. I thought she was still away at college, even. I thought she’d moved in with some other high school friends of hers where they all studied together.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Victoria spoke again. “I thought-“

I couldn’t help myself. As soon as I saw who it was who had confronted me, I accidentally blurted out the stupidest words of my entire life.

“Oh fuck!”

Her eyes widened. Understandably, too. She had just seen me - the quite frankly beautiful woman crouching down in front of her, grasping her handbag and squatting on her pink high heels - let out the most unlikely voice imaginable. I was terrified.

“Fuck!” I said again, my clearly male voice completely blowing my cover.

“No way!” Victoria spoke again.

There was clear excitement in her voice. She came around the car door to get a better look at me.

“Victoria, please!” I started to plead.

“Holy shit, no way!” Victoria exclaimed. “Chris?”

I had no idea what to say or do. I felt like I was going to puke. I started to rise to my feet, pressing up through my blocky heels. I felt like my body was in fight or flight mode and I was getting ready to run away as fast as I could.

But it was already too late.

Victoria had her phone in her hand. She held it up towards me. She was filming me.

“No, Victoria, please,” I begged once again.

She had the biggest grin on her face. Her cute dimples and perfect white teeth didn’t match the malice in her heart.

The flight kicked in. I held my hand up towards her cell to try and block the camera and then I turned to run. I pushed the car door out of the way and made a break for it.

But there was no getting around the fact that I was wearing four inch heels. I had practiced running in heels before. I had always wondered if it was possible, the way women ran in stilettos in the movies. It turned out it kind of was, and you could look cute doing it as well.

That was no help to me on that day, however. My run was like that of the romantic interest in an action film. It was all light jogging and swaying hips and an effeminate swinging of my free arm. I could hear Victoria laughing behind me.

“Look, that’s Chris’s car, I promise,” I could hear her narrating for her video, a few feet behind me.

I carried on down the street for a few more seconds before I heard Victoria call out to me.

“Hey you probably want to come back,” she loudly announced to me.

I stopped dead but didn’t turn around.

“If you don’t come back, I’ll just post this video right now,” she warned.

I turned around on the spot and faced her.

“Now there’s a good girl,” she said.

I was worried that people in the surrounding houses would have heard all the commotion from us and would have started peeking out from behind their drapes.

Suddenly, being seen wasn’t so appealing.

Victoria continued. ”Come back here and talk to me, woman to woman.”

I obliged. I didn’t know what else to do. She had already filmed me in drag, running through the streets of our hometown. The only thing that mattered to me after that was that nobody was to ever see that video, or find out what had happened between us on that day. I walked back to my car.

“So, what’s going on here, Chris?” she asked, innocently.

“Please, Victoria, please don’t tell anyone about this.”

All I knew to do in that moment was beg.

“We’ll see,” she said coolly. “So this is you now, huh?”

She grinned again as she said it.

“No,” I didn’t know how to answer. “Please can we talk somewhere else? Anywhere but here.”

“Hmm,” she pouted a little and tapped her chin as she made the noise. “Let me think.”

“Please, I’ll do anything.” I offered.

“Anything?” she repeated.

“Anything!” I reiterated.

“Okay, where do you want to go?” she laughed a brief laugh to herself. “I know a cute coffee shop.”

“Let’s go back to mine. Please, I’m begging you.”

“Aww, that’s sweet of you to beg,” she said. “Okay, lead the way!”

I checked I was still holding the car keys and the key to my closet. I hurriedly closed the passenger door, rushed to the driver door and locked it, and then started leading Victoria back to my mom and dad’s place.

It wasn’t really the context I’d hoped to be doing that in.
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The walk back to my house took forever. Victoria was walking agonizingly slowly. I knew she was doing it to watch me squirm but I squirmed nonetheless. I was terrified of someone else seeing me and recognizing me as well. I was worried that the whole day was going to snowball into me being outed to the entire world.

Thankfully, my dead end street lived up to its nature and we didn’t see a single soul all the way from my car to my home. I breathed a sigh of relief as I unclasped my handbag and rummaged for the house keys.

“Cute bag,” Victoria said, clearly amused by her own comment.

I didn’t justify it with a reply. It was a cute bag but I wasn’t letting her know I knew it. I was still internally trying to come up with some excuse as to why I was out in public dressed like some kind of sissy.

Had I lost a bet? No, ridiculous. Was I helping my girlfriend with some art project? Stupid, she’d see straight through that. Had I taken a hit to the head and forgotten who I was? It was bad, but it was still better than anything else I had to offer.

I could barely get the keys in the lock as she stood next to me. It was like I was in a horror movie, being chased by some horrendous monster. I nearly dropped the keys on the floor at one point. Eventually though, the lock clicked and the door opened.

“After you,” I instinctively offered, murmuring to try and hide my masculine voice.

“No no, ladies first,” Victoria replied.

This time, she was clearly very amused by her own comment.

I stepped in, cursing myself for being such an idiot. I wasn’t sure if I was annoyed at my decision to go outside, or if I was annoyed at my decision to not spend any time feminizing my voice, in the years and years I’d been dressing up as Sophie. Both felt like mistakes. Even if I had gone out, I could have still pretended I was just some random woman with the same car as Chris.

When Victoria spoke, it was as if she had read my thoughts.

“You know, I didn’t actually realize it was you out there, Chris. I didn’t recognize you at all, looking like that. I just spotted your car, saw the door was open, and figured it’d be you standing out there,” she explained.

I didn’t say anything.

“Wait, is Chris okay?” she continued without my input. “Or are you a Chrissy now? Or is it Christina?”

I refused to speak. I simply closed the door behind her as she entered. The idea of her finding out that I dressed up as a girl and then went and called myself Sophie somehow felt like it would be the final twist of the knife.

“You’re being awfully shy, for a girl who dresses like that to go to her car,” she teased.

“Please, Victoria.”

It was still all I could think to say. She clearly ignored my dejected tone.

“Hey, now we’re in here, let me get a proper photo with you,” she said. “The lighting looks good over there!”

She started walking over towards a window in the rear of the house.

“No way!” I protested.

“Take a photo with me or I swear to god I will post that video of you faster than you can blink.”

Her voice was sweet but it was a hell of a threat. I didn’t know what else to do but oblige. I went over towards the window and stood beside her as she pointed the front facing camera towards the pair of us.

“Come on,” she prodded. “I know you can do better than that. I bet you’ve done this before.”

I immediately knew what she meant. In the preview, she was pouting at the camera and I was stone faced. Empty.

“Look cute, Chrissy,” she commanded.

It was like she had already broken me. Without even attempting to protest any further I obliged. I did the face I did in so many of the photos I took of myself. It was a cute kind of half smile, a little naughty and suggestive. The camera sound on her phone clicked.

“Oh my god, you really have done this before,” Victoria said to me.

I didn’t justify it with a response.

“You know, you look a lot better as a girl, Chris. I can see why you do it,” she told me.

Any other situation and that would have probably felt like the biggest compliment anyone had ever paid me. With the venom coming from Victoria though, I was just scared.

Or maybe I was a little proud as well. It was hard to say.

“Sorry, I need to stop calling you Chris, don’t I?” she asked.

Her question was clearly barbed. I felt like she wanted me to humiliate myself with every sentence she said and with every move she made.

“It doesn’t matter,” was all I said in response.

“Aww, you don’t have a girl name yet?”

She did a pouty kind of frown at the end of her sentence.

“No,” I lied.

My eyes darted down as I said it. It was completely involuntary. I had suddenly remembered that I was wearing the Sophie necklace. I needed a way to get it off without Victoria seeing it.

But she had.

She had seen it.

She followed my gaze downwards and her eyes settled on the dainty gold chain.

“Oh?” Her voice was inquisitive. “But what’s this?”

She gently reached out and picked up the pendant between her forefinger and thumb.

“Sophie,” she read aloud, boldly and deliberately. “My god, that’s so much cuter than I could have ever imagined! It’s so good to meet you, Sophie.”

She put an intonation on the name like she was flirting with it. I wanted to die. My stupid fucking game could not have gone any worse. I wanted to try and take control of the situation. I had to.

“What are you going to do with that photo?” I demanded.

“Okay Sophie, calm down,” she mocked. “I haven’t decided yet. Maybe I’ll keep it to myself. Maybe I won’t.”

“Why are you even here?” I asked.

“In your house?” She looked puzzled. “To meet Sophie, of course.”

“No, here,” I tried to clarify. “As in, why were you even in my street?”

She laughed.

“My aunt lives there.”

Christ, just my luck. Of course she did.

“Any more questions?” she asked, cutting my train of thought off.

“What do you want?” was all I could think to ask.

“Like I said, I want to meet Sophie,” she reiterated.

“You’ve met her,” I explained.

“Oh come on,” she sounded impatient, “stop playing. How long have you been doing this for? Do you always go out as Sophie now? I want to know everything about you. Just tell me or I’m sharing this photo.”

She held up the phone so I could see the photo we took together. The image looked like any two girls posing together. Well, any two very attractive girls. But I knew one of them was me. She knew one of them was me. If she wanted, everyone would know that one of them was me.

So, under threat of being outed to the whole world. I told her. I told her about the party and the dress and how I came to end up spending all of my money on women’s clothes. I explained to her that I learned my skills from makeup tutorials on YouTube and I told her who my favorite makeup artist vloggers were.

I told her the makeup I wore and the skincare routine I used. I let her know the clothing brands I bought and the types of high heels I loved. Sometimes, as I spoke, she’d nod approvingly or let out little sounds of agreement about my choices.

Finally, I told her about my game, my locked away guy clothes, the reason I was out of the house in the first place. She smiled a wicked smile at that part. She seemed to really enjoy it.

She asked me if I was stuck, dressed the way I was, until that closet was unlocked, or whether I had another backup key or anything. I told her I was and that I didn’t. She told me to walk around the house for her so she could watch. I had no choice but to do what she asked. She told me she was impressed. I wished I could have taken it as a compliment.

I kept talking and talking. She’d probe my answers until I’d let it all spill out. Until I had let her know every humiliating secret about Sophie.

I was so embarrassed.

She was thrilled.

“Show me,” she demanded, as soon as I ran out of things to say.

“What?” I stammered in response.

“I want to see just how far you’ve gone with all this,” she explained. “Plus I want to try and figure out how much you’ve spent. Upstairs, yeah?”

She had started walking towards my bedroom before I even responded. I didn’t know what else to do other than follow her. My high heels clicked across the hardwood floor of my parent’s home and then up our wooden stairs. The sound that usually signified my happiest time was no longer happy at all. It was haunting me.

By the time I was upstairs, Victoria was already in my bedroom. I was dreading having to explain to her even one decision I made about the dresses I had bought, or why I liked pink so much, or whatever else she might think to ask.

I almost couldn’t bring myself to enter my bedroom with her, until she spoke.

“Is that what I think it is?”

I had no idea what Victoria could have been referring to. There were way too many things in my bedroom that could have warranted that response. I braced myself for what it might have been and stepped into the room with her.

When I was in there, I saw she was holding the bottle of my favorite perfume, the one shaped like a pink stiletto. I almost breathed a sigh of relief that it was only that.

“Is this seriously Naughty But Nice?” Victoria asked me, holding out the embarrassing high heel shaped bottle.

“Yeah,” I responded quietly.

“Holy shit this is my favorite perfume ever,” she said, appraising the bottle. “You really are good at being a girl, aren’t you?”

It was becoming a theme but I didn't know how to respond. I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to say anything, until Victoria had pulled out her phone again.

“What are you doing?” I asked, with panic in my voice.

“I want you to give me a tour,” she answered.

“Please, no!”

I didn’t entirely know why I was pleading with her. It had been pointless up until now. She already had more than enough to blackmail me with, and if she wanted more then I would have to give her more. I just hoped that, if I went along with it enough, she would keep the whole thing a secret between us.

“Please yes,” she responded.

“Fine,” I tried to sound resolute. I tried to sound like I still had some pride in me, but it was a sham.

She lifted her cell up to start filming me and delivered a brief introduction to the video.

“So this is Chris, say hi, Chris,” she spoke as the phone was pointed right at me.

I did nothing.

She continued. ”She’s a little shy. Oh, actually, it’s probably my fault. Chris likes to be called Sophie now, isn’t that right, Sophie?”

Once again, I did nothing. She looked annoyed behind the phone. She reached for my necklace and held the pendant up so the camera could see it.

“Isn’t that right, Sophie?” she repeated.

“Yes,” I finally admitted.

“There’s a good girl,” she said. “So, talk me through your room.”

I did. She must have spent about five minutes filming me as she asked me questions about what she was seeing in my room, and I dutifully responded to each.

I talked her through my makeup collection. I showed her my suitcase full of skirts and dresses and all kinds of other womenswear. I showed her my other huge case that was practically bursting at the seams with high heels and cute looking ladies’ flats.

At times, she seemed genuinely impressed with the collection. That only made it feel worse. I deliberately tried to keep her attention on the corner of the room we were already in. That was the area that had all of the clothes and makeup. There were a few little bags scattered about elsewhere that I really didn’t want to have to explain to her.

“Well that wasn’t so hard, was it?” she asked when she finally decided I had degraded myself enough.

“No,” I lied.

I was just relieved that she’d stopped when she had.

“And so this is the famous closet?” she asked, as she put her phone down on my dresser. “The one from the game?”

“Yeah,” I replied, still keeping my answers as blunt as I could.

“Let me see.”

She wasn’t even asking any more. She was simply demanding what she wanted. She had no reason to act like she needed to ask any more, to be fair to her. I would have done anything she said to keep that video a secret.

Immediately doing as she asked, I finally took my handbag from my shoulder and put it down on my dressing table. I realized I had put it down right next to Victoria’s cellphone. I looked at it for a brief moment.

“Don’t even think about it, Chris,” came Victoria’s response, as she held up a single forefinger in my direction. “I swear to god I could be your best friend if you just let me, or I could be your worst enemy. You decide.”

“Sorry, Victoria” was all I could think to say.

“That’s better, Soph,” she replied, sweetly. “Plus, that video would have already been backed up by now. It wouldn’t even matter if you did take my cell from me.”

“Okay,” I agreed.

“So do you want to be friends with me, or not?” she asked.

“I want to be friends,” I said.

“See, that’s much easier, isn’t it? Key, please!” she demanded in a cutesy and chipper tone.

I opened my handbag and rummaged past the extra lipstick and foundation on other, now deeply embarrassing, paraphernalia. I found the closet key, sunk somewhere to the bottom of the mess, and handed it to Victoria.

I watched as she opened the closet and looked inside. It was the only part of my experience with Victoria that hadn’t been absolutely nerve-shattering.

The closet only contained my boy clothes and some stuff to get makeup off. There was finally nothing to be ashamed of. Still though, she complimented my choice in makeup cleanser, clearly not one to miss an opportunity to make me feel uncomfortable.

“Yeah,” she said, appraising the contents of the closet. “Your other clothes are definitely a lot nicer than these.”

She closed the closet and turned the key in the lock again, sealing it shut.

“I can look after this for you, if you want,” she offered, holding the key out.

I absolutely did not want that. But also I knew that it wasn’t actually an offer, it was simply her way of telling me what was going to happen.

I knew I had no control over the situation. Victoria had me completely. With all of the videos and photos she had taken, I was utterly at her mercy. It was at that moment that I decided that the only thing I could try and do was to get on her good side. It was like Stockholm Syndrome had set in.

“You’d do that?” I asked, as sweetly as I could.

“Of course I would,” Victoria said back to me. “What are friends for?”

She knew she had won. I knew I had lost. This was all going to go wherever the hell Victoria wanted it to.

“Thank you,” I replied, politely.

She took the case off of her phone and slipped the only key I owned behind it, before putting it back on the phone. My only hope of returning to masculinity was trapped there, between her phone and the rubber housing that kept it safe.

There was a quiet pause. Victoria looked me up and down again, from wig to heels, and smiled. She looked around the room, taking it all in one more time, probably looking for something else to bully me about.

And then, she found it.

I watched as her head scanned towards the far corner of my room. Her eyes glanced over a white grocery bag, nearly completely hidden by my bed with its incredibly girly comforter. She nearly passed over it, until I saw her do a double take and stare.

“What is that?” she blurted.

That?

Well, that was the one thing I really, really did not want Victoria to see.
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Poking out from the grocery bag was the unmistakable head of a dildo.

Victoria had found my bag of sex toys.

This was also not just any dildo either, no. This was a nine inch, flesh coloured, weapon of a dildo. It was complete with realistic veins and a head that looked exactly like that of a real penis, glans on the back, a hole at the tip, the works.

My heart once again skipped about fifteen beats. I felt like I wanted to die. This had reached beyond nightmare territory. This was hell. I had no idea how I would ever explain this to Victoria.

The thing was, and the thing that I now really didn’t know how I’d make clear to Victoria, was that I wasn’t gay. I liked women. Loved women. I had still never had sex yet, sure, but I only wanted to have sex with women.

The dildo was just another thrill in my adventure as Sophie. As a guy, the thing repulsed me but, as Sophie, the idea of a huge fake cock was unbelievably exciting.

I had masturbated whilst dressed up before and it felt wrong. Gross, even. I could barely look at myself in the mirror after I had finished. I just took all my clothes off and changed back into Chris, even if I had a whole day left to be Sophie. But, when I was Sophie, I could ride that massive, rock hard dildo for as long as I could take it.

I would stick it to a mirror and position myself in front of it, bent over, and shift back and forward so it would slide in and out of me, like I was being taken from behind. I would feel my weight shift to the balls of my feet in whatever heels I was no doubt wearing, as I arched my back just a little deeper to feel the cock hitting whatever part of my ass it hit to make it feel so good.

Sometimes, I’d stick it to the wall and kneel down facing it. I’d put it in my mouth and give it head. I’d see how far I could jam it down my throat before I’d gag, and how long I could keep it there. It felt so wrong, which felt so right.

Or I would mount it on the floor and squat on it, riding it until my knees were weak and my legs almost hurt from how fast I was bouncing up and down. My skirt or dress would ride up to allow the giant cock inside me, my panties shifted to the side and my dildo deep inside my ass.

I would ride that thing beyond the point I thought my body could take it. My breathing would get frantic. I would feel like my body was convulsing. A wave of tingles would run through my body. Before, finally, I would cum. I would cum in a way that masturbating with my dick could never make me.

It was like waves of pleasure pulsating through me, starting from somewhere deep within. My dick would still be completely limp but cum would shoot in my underwear and I could feel it, wet and warm in there. But I still wouldn’t stop riding my dildo. I could keep going and going.

I could have three or four orgasms, all from the dildo in my ass and without ever touching my dick, each one better than the last and infinitely better than any orgasm from playing with my penis. I’d only ever stop from exhaustion. From the feeling of pleasure in my body being too overwhelming and needing it to end.

None of that was anything I wished to explain to Victoria.

”Bring that over here,” she demanded.

I walked over to the bag, still in my dress and my heels, and bent over to pick it up. I don’t know why I did it, but I bent from the hips. I had spent years training my feminine movements as Sophie and they all came out so naturally, even at that moment, when I really didn’t want them to.

I kept my legs straight and folded over at the waist, like I was some naughty secretary who dropped a pen to try and flirt with her boss. I wrapped my perfectly shaped and painted nails around the handle and started to rise up again. I turned around and saw Victoria was holding her phone up again.

“What?” she asked. “You looked good bent over.”

I closed my eyes for a moment, frowning at myself.

“Thank you,” I replied.

She smiled. “You’re welcome.”

I very much did not mean it, but I wanted to stay on her good side. Especially now that she had seen the bag I was holding. I walked back to her with it.

“So,” she said, looking at what I was holding. “What’s in there?”

“Please can you not film this?” I asked.

“Hmm,” she looked contemplative. “Okay, this one you don’t have to do the video tour of. But I don’t want you hiding anything else from me now.”

“Okay,” I sighed a breath of relief. “Thank you.”

“Of course, Soph! What are friends for?” she smiled sweetly again. “Now, show me what that is.”

I pulled out the giant dildo. I held it at the base, near the suction cup, and the other roughly six inches protruded from my grasp towards her.

“So, what is that?” Victoria asked.

She obviously knew what it was. She just didn’t want me to get out of this situation with any of my dignity left intact.

“It’s my dildo,” I admitted, plainly.

“Oh wow!” she exclaimed. “It’s huge. How big is it?”

“About nine inches,” I told her.

“Wow,’ she repeated. “And what do you do with it?”

“Are you serious?” I asked.

Surely she knew.

“Well it’s just so big,” she had an innocent expression on her face. “I wouldn’t even know where to start with it.”

“I fuck myself with it, okay, Victoria?” I shot back at her.

“No way!” she laughed a little. “You get all dressed up like that and then you fuck yourself with that big cock?”

“Yes, I do, all right?” I had all but broken, having to admit this deep secret to Victoria. “I dress up like a woman, I call myself Sophie, and then I suck this dildo and then I fuck myself with it.”

Her eyes widened.

“You suck it as well?”

I realized in that moment that I did not have to admit that part. I could have easily left that bit unmentioned. Not that I knew what good it would have done, with everything else Victoria now already knew about me.

I looked at the ground.

“Yeah.”

“Now that I’d like to see,” she laughed.

I stayed silent. I wasn’t going to offer to show her how good I was at it.

“So how long have you been gay?” Victoria asked me. “Did you know you were gay at high school?”

“I’m not gay!” I insisted.

”You’re not gay?” Victoria confirmed.

”No!” I reiterated.

”So you’re straight?” she smiled at her own question. “But you like to do your makeup, get in a pair of your highest heels, put on a slutty dress, and then you suck that huge fake cock like it’s gonna cum? And then you bend yourself over and fuck yourself silly with that realistic looking dildo? Is that how all straight boys act?”

It wasn’t an easy question to answer.

“So what,” she continued, “would you rather fuck me or fuck, like, the hottest guy in the world?”

“You!” I exclaimed.

It was a weird thing to have to say. I did want to fuck her. She was hot, even if she was a grade-A bitch. I’d always wanted to fuck her.

“You want to fuck me, Sophie?”

She had a mischievous glimmer in her eye.

“Yes,” I repeated, more softly this time.

“Well that’s a shame,” she said bluntly. “I’m not a lesbian. You might have to stick to that massive dildo of yours a little while longer, sweetie.”

I had no idea how she was so good at making me degrade myself.

Looking back at high school, I supposed I was doing the same then, without even realizing. When Victoria made me think I had a chance to hook up with her in final year, I was a complete idiot around her. I would do anything that she asked. One time, I even gave her a ride in my car so that she could go fuck some other guy. Somehow, I thought doing that would give me a chance with her.

“What else is in that bag, then?” she queried.

I didn’t bother trying to hide it. From within the bag, I retrieved my butt plug. As it emerged, it glinted in the sunlight of the room. It was a clear pink glass butt plug. It was also huge. It must have been about five inches in length, and about two and a half at the widest part. It tapered to the stopper at the end, where the glass was shaped into a delicate rose.

Victoria laughed immediately.

“Holy shit that thing is huge,” she laughed again. “It’s very cute though. I didn’t know they could look so girly!”

“Thanks,” I said for some reason.

It seemed a lot like I was still a complete idiot around her.

She laughed again. “You’re welcome. So when do you use this one?”

“Before I use the dildo.” I told her.

“Like, you have it in as a warmup?” she asked. “You’re sucking away on that fat dildo and you’ve got this massive thing inside you already.”

“Yeah,” I simply said to her.

“Well how the hell do you warm up for that? It’s huge!”

She seemed genuinely caught off guard by all this. It was like she was asking from actual logistical curiosity rather than trying to embarrass me.

“I just do it gently. I lube myself up and slide it in a little at a time, then I’ll leave it in for a few hours or whatever before I use the dildo.”

“Holy shit,” she said again, “a few hours? You just like go about your day with that giant butt plug in you?”

“Yeah,” I said yet again.

Her next words caught me off guard more than any I’d heard that day. Which was a big claim, seeing as the whole day had been one pretty unpleasant surprise.

“That’s so hot.”

I couldn’t contain my confusion.

“What?” I asked.

“I dunno, it’s naughty. That’s the kind of thing a girl will tell you that you can’t believe.”

The room fell silent again for a moment until, suddenly, Victoria spoke again.

“I want to see it.”

“What?!” I exclaimed.

“Go somewhere and put it in,” she said casually. “I want to see it.”

“No way!” I almost yelled.

“Chris, why are you even arguing with me? You know I’m getting what I want here.”

I felt like she was doing a good-cop, bad-cop routine with me. Calling me Chris when she was trying to threaten me, then calling me Sophie when she was acting like we were friends. Both were pretty horrible, but the good cop was a lot less scary to deal with. The good cop wasn’t threatening to share a video of me in a dress with the whole internet.

“Fine,” I complied. “I’ll do it.”

Victoria sounded chipper again. “That’s a good girl!”

With no other idea what to do, I took the giant dildo in one hand and retrieved the bottle of lube from the grocery bag with my other hand, and went to the restroom.

Off to put a giant butt plug in myself and come back to show the hottest girl I’d ever known.
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In the restroom, I was terrified. I’d put that butt plug in myself more times than I could count, but that was for me. That was for my own enjoyment. It wasn’t for some twisted game that someone else was playing with me.

Regardless, I did it the way I always did. I hiked my dress up above my freshly hairless butt and dropped my lacy panties. I moved the tucking underwear out of the way and then turned my attention to the lube.

I shot a couple of pumps of the thick lubricant onto my fingers, and then gently stroked around my hole. I slid a finger in, slowly. Gently. As soon as it was comfortable, I let a second finger join the first. After my body had relaxed enough, I decided it was ready for the plug.

After I had smothered the plug in more lube, I held it firmly by the base. I bent over forwards at the waist and positioned the tip of the plug against my willing hole. I pushed gently and my body gave way for the toy to enter me. I applied gentle pressure and it slipped further and further inside, until suddenly the entire butt plug was swallowed up, right to the flower shaped end.

My body convulsed a little as the toy found its final position inside of me, as I remained in place, bent over. It felt so good. Even in the context of everything else that was happening, it felt amazing having it inside of me.

What didn’t feel amazing, however, was the idea of exiting the safety of the locked room I was in, and going to see Victoria again.

I pulled my tucking underwear back into position. The slight pressure of the tight panties pushed the plug deeper into me. It was bliss. I felt my penis strain ineffectually against the tucking material. With those in place, I pulled my actual panties back up and slid my dress down over my butt and let it drop down to where it hung, just below my knee.

No part of me wanted to leave the room. I waited for a moment to regain my composure and try to figure out some kind of way out of the situation but it felt useless. Victoria was in complete control. My only chance for things working out in my favor was in keeping her happy.

I unlocked the door and, with some determination, forced myself to step back out into the hallway.

I paused for a moment and listened. I could hear rummaging in my room.

That wasn’t a sound I wanted to hear at all. Suddenly, I wanted to be back in there more than anything.

Racing down the hall as fast as my heels would allow me, I burst back into my bedroom. Victoria was sitting on my dresser, looking as sweet and innocent as a baby deer. She had one leg crossed over the other and was leaning her elbow on her leg, with her chin rested upon her hand. She was bent over in a way that revealed her cleavage to me.

“Couldn’t wait to come show me, huh?” she said as she saw me enter.

“No, I-“

I considered what I was about to say. I was about to accuse her of looking through my things, but I knew it wouldn’t do any good. I knew that the only way to keep her happy was to play along.

It was funny. On paper, this was the exact kind of situation I had fantasized about countless times; a hot woman, forcing me to wear a dress and fuck myself for her amusement. The reality, it turned out, wasn’t so much fun. The whole thing had already gone way too far, and it had only started about an hour before.

Having this woman holding this power over me, threatening to humiliate me if I didn’t do what she said, it was nothing like my fantasy. I had red so many stories of forced feminization and always dreamed it would happen to me. It turned out that it was only all fun and games up until the point that it could ruin my whole entire life. Truly, it was a lesson to be careful what you wished for.

I reconsidered what I was about to say.

“No, I couldn’t,” I said as cutely as I could.

She smiled that wicked smile again.

“So,” she said, “show me.”

She got up off the desk and started walking towards me. I was frozen. She came over to me and put both of her hands on my hips. She gently pulled with her right hand and pushed with her left and, following her lead, I turned around to face away from her. She put her hands back on my waist from behind me and used her foot to spread my legs a little.

I felt her left hand leave my hip and she moved it to the top of my back and gently pushed, holding me steady with her other hand. I obliged and bent from the hips again, until I was horizontal and level with the ground. I naturally arched my back a little, the way I would when I was fucking myself with the dildo.

Victoria laughed a little at that.

“You’re a natural,” she told me.

I felt like half of her fun was in me trying to fight what she was doing. In that moment, I had a new plan. I decided to see how she liked it if I pretended I was having fun too.

“Thank you,” I said.

“You’re welcome,” she replied sweetly.

Both of her hands went off of my body and I felt them at the hem of my dress. I stood perfectly still as she started to lift it up, and as it rose up over my butt, revealing my panties to her.

“Wow, do you have any body hair at all?” she asked me.

“No,” I thought for a second how to respond. “I use hair removal cream, what do you think?”

“Very cute,” she said. “I like the panties, too. The lace is very cute. You really put a lot of work into being a woman, huh?”

“Thank you,” I said once again.

“Holy shit,” Victoria suddenly announced. “Where’s your dick?”

It wasn’t a question I had ever expected to hear in my life. Not least from her, of all people. I hadn’t considered that maybe she wouldn’t have ever seen a man tuck before. I hadn’t considered I’d have to explain it to anyone, either. I wanted to curl up in a ball and die.

“It’s tucked,” I stated, as if that would be enough explanation.

Hoping that would be enough explanation.

“It’s what?”

“Tucked,” I reiterated. “My nuts are pushed up inside my body and my dick is pressed way against me.”

“No way,” she said with what sounded like genuine astonishment in her voice.

I could feel her moving around behind me, clearly trying to get her head around my lack of genitals. This was the exact kind of thing that I would have found hot in any of my fantasies. This, however, was not hot.

“And none of this is gay, still?” she asked. “Pretending like you don’t have a dick and putting a butt plug in. That’s still straight?”

“No,” I quietly admitted.

Before that moment, I hadn’t really considered that I might not be straight. I was and always had been attracted to women. Victoria had put forth a compelling, if somewhat obvious, case. I did not like it. A gay sissy was not what I had wanted to be. Considering my situation, I didn’t really know what else I could call myself.

“That wasn’t so hard, was it?” she continued. “Now, let’s see that beautiful butt.”

With no more warning than that, the back of my panties were slid down just below my butt. Victoria paused for a second, likely trying to figure out what she was seeing with the tucking panties. After a moment, those were below my butt, too.

“Oh my god,” she laughed again and gently touched the flower base of the plug. “I cannot believe that thing is just in you. Can’t you, like, feel it or whatever?”

“I can feel it,” I told her.

“But you just like it?”

“It’s nice, okay?” I exclaimed as I turned to face her, my dress still hiked up and my panties still pulled down. “I like getting fucked. Is that so bad? I like dressing as a woman and fucking myself with a dildo and going outside in a dress with my buttplug in. In fact I love it, Victoria. I love being a gay fucking sissy. Is that it? Are you happy?”

As hard as I tried, I couldn’t keep up the charade that I was having fun. It didn’t last long. She had well and truly broken me. I had expected more of a reaction from her but she just laughed again.

“Am now,” she said.

She walked back towards the dresser where she was previously sitting. I watched as she reached to grab something. It was her phone. It had been propped up against my jewelry box the whole time.

“Now that is a video you don’t want me to show anyone,” Victoria told me.

My throat dried up completely. I felt like I was choking on the air around me.

“What do you want?” I pleaded with her. “Please, I will do anything. Please just delete those videos.”

“What do I want?” she asked and then grinned at me. “I want you to get all of your things packed. And I mean all of them, so keep that pretty little plug in your pretty little butt. And then I want you waiting on your doorstep, for me to come and pick you up in two hours. That’s 1pm on the dot that you’re outside, Sophie. Don’t fuck with me.”

“What for?” I asked.

“None of your business what for, cutie,” she replied. “But you can either be on your doorstep, or you can sit here in your room and watch your cellphone. Then you can see what happens.”

“I’ll be there,” I told her.
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Packing all my things was no mean feat. Between my suitcases of clothes and shoes and all of my makeup and jewelry, the physical act alone of getting everything together in two hours was hard enough. And that was without the stress of having no clue what the hell Victoria wanted with me!

The worst part was packing my dildo. I had no idea where we were going or what we were doing, and I was having to pack a dildo in with all my other stuff, to take it god only knew where. It was a deeply humiliating thought. Still, with Victoria’s very serious and very real threat hanging over me, I did it.

There were a couple of choice items I did decide not to pack. I knew it was a risk, potentially upsetting Victoria, but I did it anyway. There were a few things that I had hoped she hadn’t seen, when she was alone in my room, as I’d rather she never saw them.

Things were already bad, but they still could have been worse.

They could have been a lot worse, in fact, as my room also contained a French maid’s uniform, an airline stewardess costume and, by far the worst of all, a chastity cage.

The costumes were hidden under my bed, as they always were thanks to my running out of closet space, and the chastity cage was in another grocery bag down there too. I didn’t dare think of how much worse that video would have been if Victoria had found any of those. I did not need to be modelling any of those for her.

When I was finally packed, I lugged all of the suitcases downstairs and over to the front door. I was ahead of schedule. It was only half twelve. I still had thirty minutes. I didn’t know if that was a good or a bad thing.

On the one hand, it was nice to not have to face whatever hell Victoria had created for me but, on the other, it only meant prolonging the torment.

I spent the last half an hour doing the only thing I could think to do. I checked how I looked. If I was being forced out of the safety of my house by Victoria, I at least wanted to make sure I looked good.

Victoria had told me that she didn’t recognize me as Chris at all, when I was standing there as Sophie. That was the one good thing to take away from this whole situation. If the woman I had been crushing on for years didn’t even recognize me from two feet away, hopefully nobody ever would.

I went to the mirror again and looked myself up and down. I was still flawless. Even in the heat of the situation I was in, I couldn’t help but think that about myself. It was pure vanity, sure, but also it was the truth. If I could fool Victoria, I could fool anyone. As long as I remembered to keep my mouth shut.

With the confidence that I was at least looking good, I was out of other ideas of how to kill the time until my fate was sealed by Victoria. I tried scheming in my own mind, trying to figure out a way out of the bind, but I came up with absolutely nothing. The best I got was trying to guess Victoria’s email and password, so I could go delete all the dirt she had on me. As desperate as I was, even I could tell it was a pretty weak idea.

So I tried to force down some lunch. I wasn’t hungry, my stomach was in knots in fact, but I still ate some of the salad I’d bought the day before. Finally, after I had managed to eat a few forkfuls of leaves, it was 12:55pm.

It was time to face my destiny.

I went to the front door, where I’d left all of my Sophie possessions, and I prepared to revisit the outside world. It was a lot less thrilling this time. If I was going out for part of the game, sure I’d be afraid, but the excitement was always the overriding emotion. This time, it was all fear. Excitement wasn’t even on the same continent as me.

The clock in the hallway told me I had two minutes until I had to be outside. Not wanting to risk upsetting Victoria, I tried to tap into whatever courage I had left and I opened the door. I inhaled and braced myself, like I was about to come face to face with a nuclear explosion, but it was the same quiet street it ever was. No moving cars. No pedestrians. No neighbors.

I was safe. Or, at least, as safe as I could be with Victoria looming over me.

By 1pm on the dot, I was outside. I stood with the door closed behind me, suitcases to my left and right. I was still in my same flowery red dress, same pink heels, same flawless makeup, same blond wig, and still had the same giant butt plug inside of me. I could feel it pressing against the walls of my ass as I stood there, waiting.

And waiting.

I didn’t have a watch or anything to know how much time had passed. It felt like an eternity that I had spent standing by my front door. Each second that trickled by was a year, when I was worried that someone else would come by and see me.

It must have been over ten minutes, I thought to myself at one point. I took my handbag off my arm and retrieved my phone from it to check the time. It was 1:03pm. And now I had my phone in my hand, which I had covered with a stupid girly pink phone case, as a ‘treat’ for my extended time as Sophie.

I put my handbag back on my arm and kept my phone out. I checked all of my social media and then all of Victoria’s to make sure she hadn’t decided I was a no-show. Or hadn’t just decided to post everything anyway, for fun.

She hadn’t. It was the first sense of relief I had felt all day.

But also by then, it was 1:13pm. I’d been waiting outside for the whole world to see for near fifteen minutes. Although, at the same time, it was starting to feel less terrifying with every minute that passed. By 1:17pm, I actually felt pretty calm. It was beginning to feel like being outside in a dress wasn’t the worst thing in the world at all.

Until a car across the street from me started its engine. A new and expensive looking black SUV with dark windows. I didn’t see anyone get in. I must have missed it. And, if I missed that, who else might I have missed walking past, and seeing me standing there like some kind of queer?

The car started crawling forward and the tyres crunched as they turned over some leaves in the road. It started doing a U-turn and I could only watch as it got closer and closer and stopped right in front of my house. My heart was in my mouth. I stood stock still, a statue in a pretty red dress.

After another age of waiting, one of the tinted windows finally rolled down. I could see through the passenger window and, somewhat to my relief, I could see Victoria sitting in the driver’s seat.

“Sorry to keep you waiting,” she said sweetly. “Something came up.”

“Were you there the whole time?” was all I could think to say.

“Yeah,” she replied. “That’s what came up. I was having fun watching you look all cute and afraid out there. Look.”

She showed me her phone. It was yet another photo of me, this time standing by my front door, looking nervous.

“Cute, huh,” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. “Please can I get in?”

“Eager, huh?”

In a sense, I was. I didn’t want to be part of her game for a moment longer but I also didn’t want to have to stand out in my street for even one more second. The blacked out windows of her car looked like some kind of refuge in comparison.

I heard the trunk of her car pop and I picked up one of my suitcases immediately. The weight of the thing made for some difficult lifting, especially in a pair of four inch heels. Suddenly, Victoria’s door popped open and she was walking around towards me.

She had changed her clothes since I last saw her. She was no longer wearing her sportswear. Now, she was in a yellow and black checked skirt, that looked like a kind of wool material, paired with a black sweater that scooped down at the neck to reveal a subtle but amazing glimpse of her cleavage. A rose gold necklace with a gem encrusted circular pendant sat just above, leading the eyes towards her breasts, as if they needed any help.

Her perfectly toned legs ended in a pair of cute black loafers, with a subtle and pretty anklet over her right foot. She looked incredible. I fucking hated her but she looked incredible.

“Let me help you,” she offered. “It’s not right to let a lady struggle with her bags.”

“Thank you,” I replied, genuinely a little grateful that things would be over sooner.

“Cute phone, by the way,” she said, smirking.

She really just would not let me have a moment without shame.

With all of my things eventually in the trunk, Victoria got back into the driver’s seat, and I went around to the passenger side of her car. I opened it and had to step up into the oversized SUV that Victoria owned, for whatever reason.

It was my first time stepping into a car dressed as a woman. Even in the fucked up situation I was in, I still thought about my movements and how I was getting in. I put one foot up onto the step of the vehicle and then pivoted my body so I’d be able to sit down with both of my legs facing out, in order to keep my legs closed as I sat.

Just as I was about to start sitting down, Victoria stopped me.

“Wait,” she commanded.

I did as she told me. Then, all of a sudden, her hand reached across the car towards me and touched my butt. I felt her hand move dangerously close to my tucked penis, until her fingers made contact with the end of my buttplug. She pressed it gently, confirming it was there.

“Good girl,” was all she said.

She let me sit down. As I did, the firm leather of the seat pushed the plug deeper into my body. Usually, the feeling would have been ecstasy. With Victoria running the show, it was merely another reminder of how much of a sissy I was. We started driving.

“Where are we going?” I finally worked up the courage to ask.

“You’ll see,” was all she said.

I hated it. I hated the tension. I hated the fear. I hated Victoria.

Then, she gave me even more reason to hate her.

“Wanna see something cool this car can do?” she didn’t wait for my response. “It’s got massage seats.”

She pressed a button on the dash. Immediately, there was a gentle whirring in my seat. Something started pulsing behind my back. And then something else started rumbling in the seat. My eyes widened.

“And that’s it on low,” she continued.

She tapped the button a couple more times. The rumbling beneath me became a steady throb. Each pulse felt like it was slamming the butt plug into me. It was a feeling I would have killed for before that day. It was not a feeling I wanted in the car with Victoria, however.

“Victoria, please,” I started to beg. “Please can you turn it off?”

“What’s wrong?” she asked. “You don’t like it?”

“You know what’s wrong.”

“No,” she looked at me briefly and pouted, “what is it?”

“It’s my butt plug!” I told her. “Please!”

I fucking knew that she knew that was what the problem was. I felt so low having to tell her.

“Oh my god, really?” she asked. “Wait, are you getting off on this?”

“No!” I protested. “Please, just turn it off.”

“My god, Sophie, you’re such a dirty girl.”

She hovered her finger over the controls on the dash for a second.

“Actually, I prefer it on,” she told me.

She pressed nothing. So I sat there, the butt plug pulsing deeply within me. I felt like I could have cum any second. I thought that I would have died if I actually did have an orgasm, right there in Victoria’s car. I tried with all of my might to try and keep myself controlled.

I said as little as I could for the rest of the journey. Victoria jabbed at me where she could and all I could do was play along and take it, as it was taking all of my concentration to try and not cum myself.

Eventually, Victoria told me the news I was dreading.

“We’re here.”

I looked around, trying to keep my body under control.

“Where’s here?” I asked.

It was just an ordinary house, only about half an hour away from my own. It was pretty big, must have had a lot of bedrooms, and it was very nice looking. But it was still just a house. I didn’t know what I had expected, though.

“Here,” Victoria reiterated. “I’ve got some girls that I’m dying for you to meet.”

“What?” was all I managed to say.

Victoria looked me dead in the eyes.

“My girls are going to get to know you.”
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“What girls?” I asked.

The stress felt unbearable.

“Stop asking so many questions,” Victoria said back to me. “Are you going to fucking come in the house and be a good girl or are you going to be a bitch?”

Her tone caught me off guard. It was frightening.

“I’ll come in the house,” I conceded.

“You’ll come in the house and…”

“I’ll come in the house and be a good girl,” I answered, as if I was some kind of emasculated robot, giving humiliating answers on her command.

“Good girl,” Victoria repeated.

She opened her door and stepped out. I didn’t want to follow her but I had no choice. I swung my legs out of the car and slipped off of the seat. I heard my high heels click onto the concrete driveway. Victoria walked around to the back of the car and opened the trunk.

“I’ll help you with your bags,” she offered.

“Thank you,” I murmured.

She and I carried the bags to the front door. I dreaded to think who was behind it.

Victoria’s ‘girls.’

Who the hell were they? My heart was in my throat. I wanted to be sick again. Victoria unlocked the door.

“After you,” she either offered or commanded.

“Thank you,” I once again murmured.

I stepped in. The hallway was beautiful. It was a modern house, all white and clean and warm wood tones. There were feminine decorations and girly touches dotted around; diffusers and flowers and a huge full length mirror. It would have been a dream house for Sophie, but with Victoria threatening to out me as Chris, it felt like a prison.

“Girls, she’s here!” Victoria called out as we stepped indoors.

“In the living room!” a woman’s voice called back.

“Who is that?” I anxiously asked Victoria, in a hushed tone.

“Oh you’ll find out,” was all I was told by her.

Victoria grabbed my hand. She started walking, dragging me behind her towards the source of the reply. We moved further down the hall and reached an open door. Before I had the chance to try and take my surroundings in, I had been pulled inside.

The first noise I heard was my own heels tapping along the immaculate wooden floor of the living room which I had suddenly found myself in. The next was the sound of two voices.

“No way.”

“Are you serious?”

The two phrases came simultaneously. I looked back and forth desperately at the two women who said them. One was sitting on a vast, cream leather couch, the other in a dusky pink armchair. They were separated by a sleek, wooden coffee table with a few fashion magazines and books on top. Against the wall was a huge television, under which a cabinet was covered in various photos of groups of girls posing together.

I at once recognized who I was standing in front of. It was Demi Walton and Jessica Davenport.

The nightmare was only getting worse.
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Demi and Jessica were Victoria’s two closest friends at school. The three of them all but ran our high school since the day they met each other. I had always thought of Victoria as the hottest girl from our year, but Demi and Jessica were every bit as beautiful as her. And the three of them knew it.

It was pretty unimaginative but everyone else secretly referred to them as ‘The Mean Girls.’ Then, after the three of them caught on, they called themselves that too. They were proud of it.

They each had their own style. Victoria was the kind of preppy brunette. Demi’s gimmick was that she had been a legendary athlete at our school. She always wore athleisure outfits that perfectly complemented her dark hair and brown skin. Finally Jessica, probably the least mean of the three, always worse whatever was on trend at the time. Her pale skin and strawberry blond hair seemed to match perfectly with whatever style she wore at the time.

Each of them had boys willing to kill each other for a shot with them. Demi and Victoria loved that more than anything. They would play the guys at our high school like it was the only game they knew. Jessica never really played that same game though. The boys in our year were really only sport for Victoria and Demi.

After high school ended, they all went to the same college together, joined the same sorority, and graduated with the same degree. I knew all that from their social media. I don’t think they ever posted a single photo individually, without the other two present.

What I didn’t know was that, after they graduated, they all came back to our home town. Then they moved into a huge house together. Though I probably should have guessed that, knowing their track record.

What I also definitely didn’t know was that I’d be standing in front of all three of them, dressed as a woman.

“Girls,” Victoria said, ”meet Sophie.”

She put a little flair on the name as she said it. She knew what she was doing.

“Hi, Sophie,” Demi and Jessica said in unison.

I was frozen.

“Well,” Victoria prompted, “don’t be rude to the ladies.”

I looked at the three of them, all dressed in similar, vaguely professional looking clothing. They were still every bit as beautiful as I remembered. Demi was in a black dress that covered her shoulders with short sleeves, the skirt that flaring out to a hem that ended just above her knees. She had on a pair of cute white sandals, the straps forming an H-shape over her feet.

Jessica wore a short navy skirt that sported gold rivets, along with a white blouse, unbuttoned just enough to give a hint of her breasts. She had paired the outfit with some sling-back, low heeled shoes. They were a cream color with a black toe cap. The blocky heel was about an inch tall. They looked beautiful and expensive.

“Talk to the girls!” Victoria now demanded.

I looked at the ground. I had never felt more ashamed than I did right then. Being in the center of that triangle of beautiful women. Beautiful women I had lusted over for my whole school career, who I was now standing in front of wearing a flowery dress and feeling a butt plug inside of me.

“Hi, Demi. Hi, Jessica,” I finally said, almost under my breath.

“Hi, Sophie,” they once again both spoke together.

“Isn’t she just the cutest?” Victoria asked the other girls.

“She’s a lot cuter than Chris ever was,” Demi spoke first.

Victoria cackled at her reply. My face felt hot. It was no doubt bright red under my hundreds of dollars of foundation and primer and setting spray.

“She’s hot,” agreed Jessica.

Something about the way she said it made me look up at her. I wasn’t sure what it was but there was a tone about the words that felt completely different from Victoria and Demi’s mockery. I lifted my eyes to see her looking me up and down. We caught each other’s eyes and she smirked at me.

I didn’t know what to make of it. It somehow felt more threatening than the direct humiliation the other two were giving me.

“Well, you girls will be thrilled to hear that Sophie has offered to help us around the house while we’re working from home,” Victoria informed the others.

It was news to me, too.

“I’ve what?” I started to ask, though my voice was lost under the words of excitement that came from Demi and Jessica.

“Thank you, Sophie,” Demi spoke after the brief commotion between the three of them.

“Y-you’re welcome,” was all I could think to say.

“And why are you helping us?” Victoria asked me.

“I- Because-“ I had no idea what answer she wanted. “What?”

“Because she wants to be one of the girls!” she answered for me.

“Aw, Chris, that’s so sweet,” Demi said in response.

“Yeah, I think he makes a good girl, don’t you?” Victoria said back.

“She looks the part,” Jessica agreed.

“Acts it, too,” Victoria told them. “Did you know that she did all her makeup herself? And picked out that outfit. What do you think?”

“Aw, Chris, you look so cute in those heels!” Demi said.

“Yeah, show us how you walk in those, Sophie,” Jessica added.

I didn’t know if I hated it more when they called me Sophie or when they called me Chris. It was too humiliating to hear either name spoken out loud. Still, I did as she asked of me. I walked back and forth across the room. I still had my handbag on my shoulder. Somehow, it made it feel even more embarrassing.

“Aw, she’s a natural,” Jessica said in a strangely comforting tone.

“Not a natural,” Victoria corrected her, “he told me he’s had a lot of practice at this. It’s what he spends most of his money on. Isn’t that right, Chris?”

“That’s right.” I admitted, broken.

“It’s not the only thing she’s had a lot of practice with, is it, Chris?” she continued.

I hoped to god she didn’t mean what I thought she meant.

“Wh-what?” I stammered.

“Show them,” she commanded.

“No, please.” This was already way too far. “Victoria, please don’t.”

”Please don’t what?” she asked.

“Make me show them.” I explained.

“Show what?” she pushed.

I stood silent. I suddenly felt like I might cry. I tried as hard as I could to hold it together. I didn’t want Victoria to know how much she had broken me.

“Show what?” she repeated.

“My butt plug!” I choked.

“That wasn’t so bad was it?” she asked me.

Demi was already laughing hysterically. Jesscia’s eyes had widened. She looked up at me.

“No way,” Jessica spoke.

“Way,” Victoria confirmed.

Victoria made her way over to me. She took me by the shoulders and turned me around so my back was to the other girls. I simply spun as she made me. I didn’t bother trying to fight it. Victoria used her hands to have me bend over again and then started lifting the hem of my dress. Demi’s laugh only got louder.

My underwear and tucking panties were pulled down just enough to reveal the floral end of the plug for all three girls to see. Victoria had joined in on Demi’s laughing.

“Oh my god,” was all Jessica said.

“She certainly is something, isn’t she, girls?” Victoria asked the others.

Victoria let go of me and my dress.

“Restroom is down the hall,” she said to me. “Go sort yourself out.”

I didn’t try to fight. I left the room immediately and searched for the restroom. I heard their laughter behind me and I hoped to god nobody else was in the house. After a short search, I was in a restroom which was just as pristine and girly as the rest of the house.

The moment alone was both a gift and a curse. I was overjoyed to get away from the three girls, but being alone with my thoughts was almost worse, in a way.

What the hell was I supposed to do? I was completely at the mercy of Victoria and now two of her best friends as well. I had degraded myself in front of them in ways I never even imagined. I didn’t know what else to do other than degrade myself. If that was what it took to stop Victoria outing me to anyone else, I had to do it.

I once again couldn’t help but think about how the situation should have been my wildest fantasy. Three women, parading me about in women’s clothes, making me show them my butt plug. It was the sort of thing I’d imagine when I was fucking my dildo at home. But this was too much. They had pushed me too far. And it looked like there was nowhere to go but further.

What hope did I have? I had the choice to either go along with the ride, hoping that there would be an end somewhere, or I could tell them it was over. That would mean accepting being outed to the world. But being outed like that would destroy my entire life.

I had friends, they’d abandon me. There were girls I was talking to, even if I wasn’t getting anywhere, but none of them would want to be seen dating a sissy. Christ, even my parents would disown me.

I had to do whatever Victoria, Demi, and Jessica wanted from me. I looked at myself in the mirror. I looked like I was shaking. The beautiful woman looking back at me from the mirror looked so nervous.

My thoughts were interrupted by a pounding on the door. I quickly fixed my underwear and my dress, trying to harden my emotions as I did.

“Everything okay in there?” came Victoria’s voice.

“Uh-huh,” I replied.

“Okay, good. Come on out, we’re ready for you.”

Ready for me, I repeated in my own mind. What the hell did she mean by that? I heard her footsteps recede down the hall and I unlocked the door and came out to follow. My own heels echoed a little as I went after her.

When I walked back into the living room, the girls were all sitting about casually, as if we weren’t in the middle of the craziest situation imaginable. They all looked up at me as I entered.

“Okay, here’s the deal, Soph,” Victoria addressed me. “We’re all very busy girls and we need a helping hand around the house. That’s where you come in. Okay?”

“Okay,” I replied.

It obviously wasn’t.

“Good girl! So, since we graduated, we all moved back in together, obvs,” she gestured around the room as if to illustrate. “But it’s a really big house for just the three of us and, with our jobs, we don’t really have the time to do everything ourselves.”

“Okay,” I said again.

“Say ‘yes Miss’ instead,” Demi chirped, grinning as soon as she finished speaking.

Victoria laughed.

“Yes, Miss,” I replied.

“I love that,” Victoria added. “So, we’re all product managers now and that means we’re working from home a lot, but we don’t get much downtime. That means you get to help us keep the house pristine. It means you get to bring us anything we want and, in return, it means you get to keep being the girly girl you’ve always dreamed of. That seems like a win-win situation, doesn’t it, girls?”

“Sure does,” Demi agreed.

“Yes, Miss,” I also agreed.

Victoria kept talking. “You said earlier you’ve got two weeks off. Two weeks you wanted to spend as Sophie. Well, isn’t this a dream come true? You get to spend two weeks as Sophie with us!”

“Two weeks?” I repeated in disbelief.

“Oh, is that not enough?” Victoria asked. “Well don’t worry because, when you start working again, you can spend all of your evenings and weekends here, too! That means you never have to go back to being a boy again. Isn’t that so nice of us?”

“What do you want from me?” I asked. “What do I need to do for you to delete those videos?”

“You know what? I haven’t decided yet,” was Victoria’s response. “For now, let’s just start with you being our little sissy servant. Okay?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said.

I felt that I’d at least tried. It was my only way of trying to gain control of the situation.

“Great!” Victoria said with a bubbly tone. “First job, go and get us all some glasses of that infused water in the kitchen. It’s just past the restroom.”

“Yes, Miss.”

With that, I was off. I could hear laughing again as I left the room, but all I could do in response was follow Victoria’s commands.

The kitchen was beautiful, airy and light. It was so clean and spacious, with enough room for a huge island table in the middle. I had no idea what a product manager was, but I was beginning to wish I was one. It was certainly better than being a ‘sissy servant,’ as far as jobs went.

Victoria’s infused water was right there on the kitchen island next to a stack of glasses. I poured three, put them on a little tray that was to hand, and then walked them back down the hall. I’d balanced three glasses on a tray for work before, but I’d definitely never done it in heels. It wasn’t the easiest task.

As soon as I was back in the living room, the girls were laughing and joking with one another. I decided to try my best to not think about what the cause of the laughter was, but I was certain it was me. I placed the drinks down on the table nearest them, simply trying to keep my head down.

“Coasters,” Demi said sharply, without warning.

I looked around the room before spotting a stack of dark gray coasters on the coffee table. I picked them up and distributed them for the girls, murmuring an apology as I did.

“Good girl,” Demi said as soon as I finished my work.

“Yeah, you’re a natural at this, Soph,” Victoria agreed. “Here, have a seat.”

She pointed at the now empty blush pink chair and I obliged. It was a very comfortable, plush seat. I imagined I looked perfect sitting in it, dressed as I was. It was an image that, any other day, I would have loved. The three of them staring at me as I sat in the chair was like a dark cloud hanging over me.

“Okay,” Victoria started. “I’m going to have to show you around the house and then set some ground rules. You get to start right now, so you don’t have to worry about being a boy any more. All you need to worry about is being the best house girl you can. Understood?”

“Yes ,Miss,” I confirmed.

”Great,” she said. “Let’s go.”

She took a single sip of the drink I brought to her and then stood up, walked over to me, told me to stand up, and led me out of the room.

The house was huge. Part of me wanted to ask how they managed to afford it but I didn’t really feel like trying to make small talk with my tormentor.

Victoria guided me through the first floor. She showed me the kitchen and the restroom which I’d already seen, along with a utility room. She insisted that it would be more than enough for me to do all the chores I needed.

The last room on the first floor was what looked kind of like a dining room, which had been converted into a makeshift conference room. This was where Victoria, without any prompting from me, explained to me that it was where they took their group meetings.

It turned out they all worked for the same company. Yet another thing they did together. It sounded like it paid extraordinarily well though, which explained a lot about their combined lifestyle and living situation.

After the ground floor tour was complete, Victoria led me up the plush cream carpeted stairs to the second floor. The hallway had a pair of skylights and an end window that flooded light into the space. Five doors split off from the hall.

Victoria pointed them each out to me in turn. One was her bedroom, one was Jessica’s, and one was Demi’s. Each of them, she assured me, had its own ensuite. She didn’t let me in any of them. I was apparently only to enter them when invited. The final two rooms were another restroom, this one with a shower, and the last was a guest bedroom. Victoria opened the door and let me in.

The guest bedroom was beautifully decorated, with a deep pile, light colored carpet, a similar tone to the painted walls. A huge window faced onto the street, illuminating a large dressing table with a giant backlit vanity mirror. There was a double bed with a fluffy pink comforter and matching pillows, and an enormous closet with a full length mirror across the two doors.

“This is where you’ll be staying,” she explained to me.

I wasn’t entirely sure what came over me, but my heartbeat fluttered again. But not from fear or nerves this time. It was excitement. This was the kind of room I’d always dreamed of living in as Sophie. It was so effortlessly feminine and girly. When I bought that comforter for my own bedroom, this was what I had been imagining.

Even in the horror of the situation, my eyes lit up. I thought that maybe there could be some positivity in the whole thing. Ignoring the blackmail and the fear, this was actually what I’d always dreamed of. A whole space where I could be Sophie, where I could live as her and truly feel like a woman.

“Like it?” Victoria asked me, as I looked over the space.

“I love it,” I accidentally admitted.

“Course you do,” she laughed. “Well, it’s all yours, missy.”

“Thank you, Miss,” I replied.

I felt like I might have meant it.

“You’re welcome. Now, bring all your stuff upstairs and get set up. We’re going to order food later and you can come and eat with us,” she told me.

“Thank you,” I repeated.

She left me alone.

I thought about my situation again. This hell that Victoria had trapped me in suddenly didn’t look so dark. This little room was a hint of heaven. I imagined my makeup permanently set up on the dresser, and my clothes taking pride of place in the closet. There was a section of shelving that I could put all my shoes on, on display for the whole world to see.

Things suddenly didn’t seem so bad.
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I did as Victoria told me and brought all of my stuff upstairs. It took a few trips, between the suitcases and the loose bags of stuff, but it was worth it. There was actual excitement in my heart as I dressed the room in the way I wanted.

I organized my makeup on the dresser, taking up as much space as I wanted. I unloaded all of my clothes from the suitcase and actually hung them in the closet. That felt like a huge moment, no longer having them crumpled away in some little case. My shoes filled the shelves, with high heels almost spilling off of the ends.

The whole process took hours. I kept changing my mind on how I wanted certain things arranged or laid out. It was honest to god fun. I had always wanted to decorate a room as a woman.

When I was finally done, it was early evening. I had to lie down. It had been weirdly exhausting. As I sunk into the beautiful and comfy bed, I felt a wave of calm wash over me. The room felt so right to be in. The bed pressed gently against the plug inside of me, reminding me it was there. In my mind, even that had changed to being a nice thing.

I gently touched the plug and pushed it a little more into myself. It felt good. It felt better than good, in fact. It felt great. I gently pulsed it into me over and over, working up a steady rhythm. I closed my eyes and focused on the feeling of pleasure within me.

And then there was a knock on my door.

I stopped immediately.

“Y-yes?” I stammered.

“Food’s here, Soph,” came Victoria’s voice, through the door.

“I’ll be down in a second!” I replied.

“Let me see your room, first,” she said.

I swung myself off of the bed, just as my door was pushed open from the outside. Victoria stood in the doorway, assessing what I had done with the place. I sat nervously, awaiting her next move.

“Cute,” was her review. “I love what you’ve done with your shoes.”

“Thank you,” I replied.

“You’ve got more heels than me,” she laughed.

“Thank you,” was all I could think to say, hoping she hadn’t heard anything through the door before she came in.

“I guess that was a compliment, sure,” she replied. “Anyway, come downstairs for food. You can show the other girls your room later.”

I followed her lead. She took me back to the living room where Jessica and Demi were already setting up some pizza boxes on the coffee table in the center of the room.

“Hey again,” Jessica greeted us as we returned, looking towards me. “How are you settling in?”

I was surprised she was addressing me. It seemed far more friendly and conversational than anything Demi or Victoria had said to me all day.

“Uh, okay, I think,” I answered.

“You should see his room,” Victoria added, “he’s got just the cutest things.”

Demi laughed. Jessica didn’t.

“Well, help yourself,” Victoria said.

The evening was surprisingly nice. The girls picked a chick-flick to watch whilst we ate. I didn’t want to admit it to the girls, but I had started to enjoy myself again. Demi and Victoria mocked me for being a boy in a dress watching a chick-flick but, in that moment, even that couldn’t get to me. It had sort of been my dream to have a girls’ night in, like the one that I had suddenly found myself in the middle of. Even with the bullying, it was kind of amazing.

Or, it was amazing, until Victoria suddenly decided to ask one question.

The film had just ended, and the girls were talking about whether to watch another film or get ready for bed. Victoria told everyone to wait for a moment while she got something. For some reason, I thought nothing of it, even in spite of everything she had already done to try and humiliate me.

“Chris,” she said, holding up a grocery bag. “What’s this?”

I had no idea. It was just a grocery bag.

Until she opened it.

“Oh fuck,” was all I could think to say.

From within the bag, she pulled out my chastity cage. I had no idea that she had found it in my room when she was looking around there. I was completely destroyed once again. My seemingly pleasant evening was suddenly back to being hell.

“Oh fuck?” she echoed back at me.

“Please, Victoria,” I begged.

“Please what? I don’t know what it is,” she replied.

I looked around the room. Demi looked confused. Jessica had an odd smile on her face. I looked back to Victoria.

“You know what it is,” I told her.

“I don’t!” she insisted. “Demi, do you know what it is?”

“It looks like some kind of weird dildo,” was her response, laughing as soon as she finished her sentence.

“Please,” I repeated.

“Tell us!” Demi almost yelled.

This was even worse than Victoria finding the dildo or the butt plug. I was mortified. I wanted to try and find some kind of lie. I wanted an explanation that didn’t sound as humiliating as the reality of what Victoria was holding in her hand.

“It’s a cock cage,” Jessica suddenly answered.

“A what?” was the unanimous response from both Demi and Victoria.

I wasn’t sure why but it felt less embarrassing, hearing Jessica say it. The idea of those words coming out of my mouth were beyond comprehension. Still, Victoria and Demi looked to me for an explanation.

“What she said,” I replied.

“But what is it?” Victoria asked.

There was a moment of silence.

“It’s like a chastity belt,” I finally spoke. “For men. You put your penis in it and you can’t have sex or whatever.”

“What the fuck?” Demi actually yelled this time. Her laughter roared through the room.

“No fucking way,” Victoria agreed. “Are you having that much sex, Chris?”

I sat silently. The reality that I had never had sex and yet I still wore a cock cage when I crossdressed was probably worse than any fiction Victoria could imagine.

“Are you going to try it on for us?” asked Demi.

“Please don’t,” I asked again.

I felt tense. The moment felt like it could ruin my life more than any of the moments which had preceded it.

“Fine,” decided Victoria. “But only if you keep being a good girl.”

“Yes, Miss,” I replied. “Thank you, Miss.”

It was a mercy in that instant that the girls agreed it was time to go to bed. It was a work night, and the three of them had meetings in the morning, which would mean them using their makeshift conference room. I was told to get ready for bed.

The next day would be my first day as the girls’ servant.
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My alarm went off at 6am. The girls didn’t start work until 9am from their home office, but I had been told I needed to be up and ready before they were awake. As I was still fully at the mercy of Victoria and her photos and videos of me, I had no choice but to do as I was told.

I was bewildered when I woke up. The previous day had all felt like some kind of bad dream. To start the day still living it, trapped inside the house of Victoria, Demi, and Jessica, was like a waking nightmare. The thoughts of the previous night and being grilled about my cock cage were spinning in my head as I went to the shower.

Regardless of the horror of the situation, I got ready in the same way I would have done on any other day that I was as Sophie. I went to the shower, I cleaned myself with my rose body wash, I dried off, I sprayed some perfume on myself, and I started to transform.

As always, I returned to my room and retrieved my underwear. I tucked, put on my tucking panties, put on my corset, put on my actual panties, and put on my bra and stuffed it. The feeling of the lacy material upon my still hairless body was divine. It was like static electricity tingling up and down my legs.

The conflict in my own mind was horrendous. I couldn’t help but love having another day that I got to spend as Sophie. Even under the torment of Victoria, with her bullying and blackmail, that first moment that I put on my bra and corset was still just as exhilarating as ever.

I tried to hold onto the thought as I looked in my wardrobe for what to wear. This was what I would have been doing at home anyway, if Victoria hadn’t caught me crossdressing the day before. The only difference was that, now, I was crossdressing in the presence of pure evil in the form of Victoria, Demi, and Jessica.

Still, all of my instincts remained, telling me to be the best woman I could. After a moment of rifling through all of my clothes, I settled on one of my favorite dresses.

The dress was flowy and puffy in all the right places. It was pink with a checkerboard pattern, made up of a darker pink, which crossed in vertical and horizontal lines. The neckline was square, and ran just above the top of my bra. From there, it went vertically up to form a pair of puffy, frilled sleeves which only just covered my shoulders. I always liked that about it, as my shoulders were one of the only things I was really self-conscious about when I was Sophie. Well, that and my voice.

The torso of the dress was cinched in just below my breasts and stopped about halfway down my thigh, in a wide skirt, showing off my bare legs. I paired the dress with some nude pink stilettos. They were a suede look, with near five inch heels and a half inch platform, with a pointed toe. That half inch platform was padded enough that it meant I could wear those shoes all day and not even feel it. I loved them.

I couldn't help but twist back and forth in front of the mirror, watching the material sway and seeing my legs shine in the morning light. I found I could forget about Victoria and the girls when I was looking at myself as Sophie.

Nothing ever mattered when I was her.

Sitting down at the dresser, I put on my wig cap and looked over my array of makeup. It was blissful, seeing it all in one place, laid out without a single concern of somebody seeing it or having to hide it away. I picked up my makeup primer and got to work.

After I had applied an even layer of primer, I gently dabbed foundation onto my skin using my makeup sponge. I contoured my face using my highlight and shadow sticks, and set to work on my eyes.

The eye makeup was as intricate of a procedure as ever. I applied a dark pink eyeshadow directly to my lids and had it fade to a lighter pink towards my brow. I framed my eyes with some white eyeshadow, and drew a dark line on my upper lid with eyeliner. I added a few bold strokes of mascara to my upper lashes, and a little dash to my lower lashes, before finishing things off with some fake eyelashes on top.

I decided on that day to also use a little bit of eyebrow wand as well. I had bought it to use that week for the first time as Sophie, but didn’t end up trying it on that first day. That early morning however, I felt like I needed some kind of pick-me-up. I brushed my eyebrows in gentle upward strokes and, in no time, my eyebrows looked more feminine than ever.

Moving on to the rest of my face, I added some blush to my cheekbones and applied a liner around my lips, followed by a bold pink lipstick. It filled out my lips and, as I pouted at the backlit mirror, I was finally seeing the mouth of a woman. Seeing that, I couldn’t help myself. I spread a layer of hot pink lip gloss on top.

With my makeup done, I went to the wardrobe and looked at my wigs. The girls had already seen me in the long blond wig I had worn the day before and, for some reason, I wanted a new look to show them. They had mocked and ridiculed me for my collection of women’s clothes but I still had a strange sense of pride in all of the things I owned. I had worked hard to be Sophie and I couldn’t help the feeling of joy that being her brought me.

I picked out my short, slightly wavy blond wig with the bangs. I had always thought it looked incredibly cute with the pink checkerboard dress. The way that the curls ended just above the neckline felt too perfect. I put it on, paired it with a white gold necklace and bracelet on my left wrist, and I was complete.

Once again, I found myself staring at my finished look in the mirror. Over the years of being Sophie, I had found a way to look flawless. I was proud of it, of how good I could look as a woman. I almost looked forward to the girls seeing me. They could mock me all they wanted but I knew I looked damn good.

And so my day began.
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I finally dragged myself away from the mirror and was downstairs by half seven in the morning. By then, I could hear the girls upstairs, finally shuffling out of their beds and getting into their showers. That meant it was time for me to work on breakfast. This was the first job which Victoria had commanded me to do for them.

Working at that cafe meant that I had done a fair bit of food prep, and so Victoria didn’t waste any time in getting me to transfer those skills to her home. She left me to make my own decisions about what to make for breakfast, so I simply decided to make the girls what I liked to make for myself, as Sophie.

I looked through their kitchen and at their supplies and, in no time, I’d found everything I needed. I prepared each of us a bowl of granola and yogurt, with some fresh berries, chopped fruit, chia seeds, and a little drizzle of honey on top. It was a favorite of women who visited the cafe and, by extension, a favorite of mine when I was Sophie. I carved a strawberry into a little flower for each portion and set them on the breakfast bar in the kitchen.

After a while of waiting, Jessica was the first to emerge from upstairs. She was in a black leather skirt with a black turtleneck jumper over the top, matched with a pair of dark sheer stockings and black suede loafers with a little tassel. It was a surprisingly effortless mix between professional and attractive.

I found myself staring at her as she walked into the kitchen. She looked great. In amongst all of the boys at school endlessly chasing after Demi and Victoria, I figured I maybe forgot how pretty Jessica was.

She spoke first.

“Morning, Soph, are you okay?”

“Yes, Miss,” I replied.

Her eyebrows furrowed for the briefest moment.

“You don’t have to do that to me. It’s kind of weird,” she said.

“Okay, sorry, Jessica,” I answered.

“Don’t apologize,” she continued. “Breakfast looks really nice, Soph, thank you!”

I was surprised by the genuine enthusiasm in her voice. It was like night and day between her and how Victoria and Demi had treated me the day before.

“Thank you,” I replied. “It’s really popular at the cafe I work at.”

“I’m not surprised.”

There was a pause as she walked over and sat at the breakfast island. She looked at the bowl for a second and then looked at me.

“You look really pretty, like a cute housewife,” she said, out of nowhere.

My heart was suddenly fluttering. I had never had anyone compliment me, not as Sophie. It was a dream come true. I had always felt so proud of my makeup and clothes and how I looked as a woman, but it had always been something I could never share with anyone. Receiving a genuine, not backhanded compliment for the first time meant the world to me.

“Th-thank you,” I stammered.

Jessica smiled.

“You’re welcome. I wanted to say it yesterday but the girls didn’t really make it easy. I really like how you look, Sophie.”

I was so happy I felt like I could cry.

“Thank you,” I repeated.

“You’re welcome,” she said again.

I decided to be brave.

“I really like your outfit too, Jessica,” I said. “It’s like equal parts classy and pretty.”

She smiled.

“Thank you,” she returned. “It’s all actually really cheap stuff so I’m glad you couldn’t tell.”

I laughed for what felt like the first time in about two days.

“You pull it off well,” I agreed.

It felt so nice being treated like not just a human being but also as a woman. I had no idea that Jessica was so much nicer than Victoria and Demi. I wanted the conversation to continue, I wished it was just the two of us. Naturally though, just as I was beginning to feel good about myself, Victoria emerged.

As much as I hated that I thought it, she also looked beautiful. She wore a simple black dress, the square neckline over her breasts revealing a slight amount of cleavage. It was held up by a pair of thick straps which ran over her shoulders. The dress hugged her curves as it followed her body and ended a little above her knees. She was wearing a pair of black leather flats with a silver chain over the toe to match.

“Morning, ladies,” she said as she saw us.

“Morning,” replied Jessica.

“Good morning, Miss,” I also replied.

“You both look cute,” Victoria said to us.

“Thanks,” we both said, Jessica sounding more convincing than me.

I could easily tell Victoria wasn’t being sincere.

“Breakfast looks great, Sophie,” Jessica said. “I think you’re going to get on just great here.”

And that was that. My first task, successfully completed for the girls.
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The rest of the week continued as it began. It was strange but, by the end of the first day, I had started to settle into the routine of working with and for the girls in the house. I found myself doing anything and everything, as soon as I was asked.

I made breakfast, lunch, and dinner. I washed clothes, did dishes, and brought drinks on command. I tidied and cleaned and ordered groceries online.

And I did all of those things as Sophie.

The thing that seemed to be a surprise to the girls, was that I turned out to be good at all of the things I was asked to do. I was always pretty great at cooking, and had been good at looking after myself at college, so nothing they asked of me was anything but a breeze. After two days of my serving them, they seemed genuinely grateful for my help.

By the third day, even Victoria and Demi had started being nicer to me. They thanked me as I got them things during meetings, and I was pretty certain that their compliments on my outfits had become genuine. It was like something inside them had begun to switch.

The evenings we shared started becoming nicer. We ate together and watched TV and movies and I started to feel like one of the girls. It was surreal. The week that had started as a horror had started to become fantasy. I almost didn’t mind that I had a whole extra week with them.

Until Victoria decided I’d had enough fun.
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Occasionally, Victoria would still find a cruel twist to keep me on my toes. It was as if she needed to make sure that she was still in charge. Thursday was one of those days. She and Demi were both due in the office on Friday and I could tell that she wanted to make sure I remembered who was boss.

The day started the same as any other. I got ready, did my makeup, made the girls breakfast, and waited for my tasks for the day. That day, I had picked out an outfit I was particularly fond of. It was a black, tight knit dress with long sleeves, and a narrow neckline that was trimmed with white lace. The dress hugged my waist and flared out, ending high on my thighs.

I wore the dress with a pair of dark brown boots, also a tight, sock style knit material. They had a four inch skinny heel and a pointed toe. They ran all the way up my legs, stopping above the knee, leaving a few inches of perfectly smooth thigh exposed, between my boots and skirt. I was feeling good.

Victoria was the first downstairs.

“Good morning, Chris,” she greeted me.

She hadn’t called me Chris in days. I immediately knew something was up.

“Good morning, Miss,” I replied regardless.

“I’ve got a busy day today so I need you as my personal assistant,” she explained.

“Yes Miss,” I replied, completely unaware of what that may have meant.

“Breakfast looks good, thank you,” she said. “But I need you to go and get the mail.”

“Get the mail?” I questioned.

“Yes, get the mail. How can I make that any more clear?”

There was a venom in her tone. She hadn’t asked me to get the mail before. I wasn’t sure where the sudden tension had come from.

“Where do I get it from?” was all I could think to ask for some reason.

“The mail box,” she replied, as if I was an idiot.

“O-outside the house?” I stuttered.

“Where else would a mailbox be, Chris?”

She sounded exasperated.

“Can I get changed?” I for some reason asked.

I hadn’t been outside since Victoria had caught me. Since then, the idea of being caught again had filled me with terror.

Victoria scoffed.

“Of course you can’t get fucking changed. Go get the mail!”

Suddenly, she was scary. I hadn’t felt that afraid of her since that first day. Since she showed me the photos and videos which she had taken of me, when she caught me in the street. I got up from the breakfast island immediately and made my way towards the front door.

I had to catch my breath as I reached the hallway of the house. My nerves were fried. The idea of going outside used to be a mix of fear and excitement, but the excitement that day was once again nowhere to be found. I wanted to do anything other than be outdoors.

I placed my hand on the door handle and slowly started counting down from ten. I didn’t know why. I was certain that I wouldn't open the door, even after I reached zero. That was, until I heard Victoria screech from behind me.

“What are you waiting for?”

She sounded genuinely angry. I had no idea what I had done to upset her so much. I turned the handle and pulled the door towards me.

The light of the day that greeted me almost felt like a surprise. I hadn’t seen the outside world in days, and the sunlight poured over me. I blinked and looked around. The street was mercifully quiet, that early in the morning.

My heart pounded as I took my first step out onto the drive. My high heel clicked beneath me and I had to take a second to steady myself before I walked. I stood outside for a second, checking it was safe, and then started walking.

I hadn’t realized, when Victoria had first driven me to their house, how long the driveway was. Or, at least, it felt damn long when I was being forced to walk down it in a dress and makeup.

Each click of my high heels beneath me sounded thunderous in the quiet of the street. It felt like every step would wake the neighbors and alert them to the sissy who was just outside their doors. I tried to speed up but it only made things worse. I could only walk slowly and steadily, in the hopes that nobody would hear and come looking, running my humiliation deeper.

I looked back over my shoulder. Victoria was there, watching me, a smile broad across her face.

And that’s when it happened.

The mailman.

Victoria must have known. It couldn’t have been a coincidence that she sent me outdoors, right when he turned up.

I saw him walking towards the mailbox in the street and I panicked. I turned around on the spot and started walking straight back towards the house.

“Excuse me?” came Victoria’s reaction.

My eyes widened. There was no chance that nobody heard her say that. I looked back towards the mailbox. The mailman was there, looking straight at us.

“Morning, ladies,” he said.

“Morning!” Victoria chirped back.

I stayed silent, horrified that I had been seen.

“Well, aren’t you going to say hello?” she asked me.

I hated that she said that. The mailman looked towards me, expectantly. My heart raced. I lifted my hand and gently waved in his direction. I couldn’t breathe. The moment lasted an eternity.

Finally, he smiled at me politely and then returned to his work at the mailbox.

I could breathe. I started walking back to the house.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Victoria asked me as I began walking. “Get the mail!”

In my fear and stress, I had completely forgotten why Victoria had even sent me out in the first place. It was to humiliate me, obviously, but it was also to get the mail. Almost mechanically, I spun on the spot again, my high heel planted on the floor, and I turned to face the mailbox again.

The mailman was leaving. I quietly thanked god. I moved as quickly but as silently as I could, rushing towards the mailbox. I made it there as quickly as I had ever moved in those four inch stiletto boots. I retrieved the mail and rushed back to Victoria.

“Good girl,” she said. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

“No, Miss,” I lied.

She looked at what I had handed her.

“It’s just junk mail anyway. What a waste of time.”

She made me return to the kitchen and wait with her while she ate breakfast. The other girls came down and she told them that she needed me for the day. Demi and Jessica didn’t try to argue.

“What do you need from me?” I finally gathered the courage to ask.

“I’m glad you asked,” Victoria replied, over the plate of breakfast muffins and eggs benedict that I had made for her and the girls.

She chewed for a moment before continuing to speak, building a cruel sense of tension in the room.

“I’ve got errands today. I need your help,” she explained, vaguely.

“What errands?” I asked.

She spent some time chewing again.

“I’ve got some documents I need to mail. Like, go to the mail place and physically send, can you believe that?” she looked around in disbelief.

“Unbelievable,” I said with a little sarcasm in my voice.

Victoria glared at me immediately. I didn’t know why I had dared to mock her.

“Yeah, well it’s your lucky day,” she continued. “You get to come to the mail office with me.”

My eyes widened immediately.

“No I’m not,” I protested.

“Yes you fucking are. Don’t you dare disagree with me,” she shot back.

“But-“ I trailed off immediately.

“But what, Chris?” she asked. “But you don’t want everyone to see you in that cute little dress and those slutty little boots? Tough shit.”

I stood in silence. Even Demi and Jessica didn’t say anything.

“Go get your handbag and put on a coat,” Victoria said, looking directly into my eyes. “We’re going. Now.”
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I found myself once again staring in the mirror. I had done as Victoria had demanded and I returned straight to my room to get my things. I pulled my coat out of the closet and put it over my dress.

I owned one coat which, considering I never went anywhere as Sophie other than my own car, was a pretty stupid thing to own. Not that it was any more stupid than a boy owning a whole closet full of dresses and too many high heels to count.

Luckily, the coat complemented my outfit perfectly. It was a light, sandy tan color, and was made of a thick, wooly material. It had a cute lapel that finished the neck, and closed with a big single button just below my breasts. The coat was barely long enough to reach past the top of my boots, just about covering my exposed thighs. I felt a little better at the thought of being outside, knowing that.

I pulled my handbag onto my arm and studied myself one last time. I was so certain that I looked like a woman. I was certain that I didn’t look like Chris. I was certain that nobody would recognize me. But, still, all the same, the idea of being in public again scared the life out of me.

But I had no idea what else I could do. I went downstairs and faced Victoria.

“Cute,” was all she said when she saw me. “Let’s go.”

Once again, I found myself faced with the front door opening and exposing me to the neighborhood. The street was still quiet, and Victoria led the way, thrusting a cardboard tube and a thick envelope into my hands as she went. She opened the car door and waited for me to get in. With a grim feeling, I did as she expected, and joined her in her giant car.

The journey must have been less than ten minutes but it went on and on and on. We sat in silence the whole time, no music, no radio, no conversation. Victoria seemed annoyed but I didn’t know why. I didn’t dare ask.

Eventually, we were there. I hadn’t considered it at the time, but the eternal drive over was a blessing. The longer the drive took, the longer I could put off having to out myself to the world by leaving the safety of the car.

When we finally pulled into the parking lot, I thought I was going to be sick with fear.

“Get out,” Victoria commanded immediately, barely giving me a moment to gather my thoughts.

“Please,” I responded.

I knew it was pointless. I watched her as she shook her head.

“Don’t make this any worse for yourself,” was all she said.

“Sorry, Miss,” I replied, opening my door.

The parking lot was sparse. There were only a handful of cars there, other than Victoria’s. Still, we were downtown. There were people about. The workday had started. Anyone could have seen me. Still, I did as I was told and stepped out of the car.

I was once again greeted by the sound of my heels making contact with the concrete ground. I stood by the car, the door still open. I didn’t dare close it behind me. I was worried that this was another even more cruel move by Victoria to leave me stranded in the middle of the city. I could picture her driving off without me, laughing as she went.

Thankfully, my fears never came true. Her car door opened as well and, before I knew it, she was round my side of the car with me, closing the door and thrusting the mail back into my hands.

“Let’s go,” she said.

Victoria walked towards the door of the mail office and I followed, desperately looking around to try and gauge where people might have been. Where I might have been seen from. She was setting a quick pace and I was grateful for it. I didn’t want her to prolong my agony.

Before long, we were at the door. She opened it, stepped inside, and held the door for me to follow. Incredibly, the room was almost completely empty.

There was a woman at the counter and a man on the other side of the plexiglass, serving her. Other than them, it was just me and Victoria. It was still more people than I wanted to see, sure, but I was relieved it was just the four of us.

Victoria stood behind the woman being served. I followed and looked at the lady we were behind. She must have only been a few years older than me, likely mid-twenties. She was wearing black trousers and a black blouse, a smart office look. I was worried about staring in case she looked back at me, so I tried to hold my gaze anywhere but in her direction.

The only noise in the room was the quiet conversation happening in front of us. Victoria was oddly silent. I had expected her to try and bring attention to us for the sake of my embarrassment but instead she said nothing. I did the same. I certainly didn’t want to bring any attention to myself, especially not with my male voice in my female clothes.

The transaction at the counter seemed to go on forever. Anything to do with the mail felt slow at the best of times but, when I was standing there in a dress, it seemed to take even longer. After a time, the quiet of the room was shattered by the sound of the door shunting open again.

I couldn’t help but turn and look and, as I did, a man entered the room with us. I was suddenly even more terrified. I hadn’t realized that I could be. He was probably around thirty, with short black hair and a muscular build. He was easily taller than I was in my heels, strolling in dressed in a dark gray suit and holding a briefcase.

He clearly caught me staring at him. I was staring in terror but he clearly thought that my stare was for other reasons. He smiled, looked me up and down, and then smiled a little harder. He had checked me out. I had never felt so embarrassed. Even in my wildest fantasies in my bedroom, with my cock cage on and my butt plug in, had I ever imagined feeling this emasculated. It was low.

I turned back to face the counter. I could see Victoria grinning wickedly out of the corner of my eye. She had clearly caught what had happened. Her plan was finally paying off. I simply stared ahead and wished the whole thing would come to an end.

Eventually, the woman in front of us was done. She turned away from the counter, briefly looked at me and Victoria, and left. Even that brief instant of a woman seeing me from a few feet away felt like she was seeing straight through me. I was so certain she had seen the truth. Seen that I was a man. My head felt hot. I was so tense. I tried to gulp but my throat was arid from nerves.

Victoria stepped forward to the counter and I followed, silently, the only noise being the clicking of my heels. The man behind the glass greeted us and Victoria explained what she needed. I stood, barely able to hear her talking over the rushing of blood in my ears. I felt like I was watching myself in third-person, not truly in control of my own body.

“Sophie,” I faintly heard her say over my own thoughts.

I stood, feeling distant, trying to make it through the situation.

“Sophie,” she repeated.

My body still didn’t respond to her words.

“Chris!” she said more sharply.

That made me snap to attention. I suddenly looked about, back within the confines of reality. I heard the man in the line behind chuckle quietly. My face must have turned red beneath my makeup. I looked at Victoria, then at the man behind the counter, and suddenly realized that Victoria wanted the mail from me.

I pushed the things I was holding onto the counter and the man behind the glass took it from me through the slot.

“Finally,” said Victoria.

My face felt hotter and hotter as Victoria and the mail man talked until, finally, it was over. The mail was out of my hands and it was gone.

Victoria curtly thanked the mail worker and then turned to leave. I looked directly at the ground, afraid to look at the man who had stood behind us, and shuffled out of the building after Victoria. Suddenly, I couldn’t wait to be in her car again. I was desperate for its vague feeling of safety.

“I don’t know what got into you in there, Sophie,” Victoria said to me on the drive home.

“I’m sorry, Miss,” was all I could think to say to her.

“And just after you were doing so well,” she continued.

“I’m sorry, Miss,” I repeated.

“Whatever,” she said. “You’re lucky I’m in the office tomorrow.”

I had no idea how right she was.

When we returned home, the rest of the day was much more normal. Or, at least, normal in the sense of being a man who was being blackmailed into being the crossdressing house maid to a group of girls. I tidied, I brought drinks in for meetings, and I made a dinner of pan fried gnocchi, which the girls all loved. Even in spite of the madness of the situation, I couldn’t help but appreciate a compliment about my cooking.

Victoria and Demi both went to bed early, as they were both needing to be up early for their commute to the office, which was a few hours away. They were sure to remind me to be up in time for their breakfast, before they went to sleep.

Them going to bed early left me and Jessica alone again as I started to tidy the finished meal.

“Let me help you,” Jessica said as I started to do the dishes.

“It’s fine, Miss,” I replied, automatically.

“Sophie, I told you to stop calling me Miss,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” I replied, “I kind of can’t help it.”

“It’s okay,” she let out a brief laugh. “But seriously, let me help you.”

“Thanks,” I replied. “But why?”

Her response messed with me more than anything Victoria or Demi had said to me all week.

“Because you’re cute,” she said.

“Sorry?” I asked in disbelief.

“You heard,” was all she replied with.

I went quiet. Jessica joined me at the sink, helping me deal with the dishes.

“I like Sophie. I think I like you more now than I did when we were at school,” she said to me as she scraped some leftover gnocchi into the trash.

“Me too,” I replied.

“You like you more now, or you like me more now?” she asked.

It felt like a trick question, I didn’t know what to say. Thankfully, Jessica just laughed at her own question and carried on doing the dishes.

“Maybe both,” I finally admitted after spending a moment thinking about what she said.

She smiled at me warmly.

“Well, sorry about all of this, then,” she said.

“Thanks,” I replied, unsure of where this sudden friendliness had come from.

We finished the rest of the tidying mostly in silence. It felt nice, though. It felt like Jessica actually cared about me. I felt safer being Sophie, around her.

“Do you need anything else from me?” I asked Jessica when we were finished tidying. “ I need to get some sleep if I’m going to sort breakfast for Victoria and Demi.”

“No,” she told me. “Get some beauty sleep. Not that you need it.”

I laughed. It was a cute comment, especially compared to how Victoria had treated me all day.

“Actually, wait, can you do me one favor tomorrow?” Jesica asked me.

“Anything,” I replied.

“Can you bring me breakfast in bed?”

“What time?” I asked.

“Like, ten?” she said to me.

“Ten?” I repeated.

“Yeah, don’t tell the girls but, soon as I heard they were both going into the office, I took the day off so I could have the house to myself,” she explained.

I laughed. I couldn’t blame her for wanting some time away from those two.

“Of course,” I replied. “I’ll see you at ten.”
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The next morning was an even earlier start than usual. I had to be up at five and had breakfast ready at six for Victoria and Demi. Thankfully, they were out of the house by seven with minimal bullying, which meant I had three hours of free time between them leaving and me needing to get breakfast for Jessica.

That free time was bliss. Without them looking over me, I got the chance to enjoy being Sophie in their home. It was such a feminine and girly space that being alone as Sophie felt great there. I flicked through their fashion magazines, listened to pop music, and relaxed on their big pink armchair.

The morning flew by and I felt like the girl I always dreamed of being. It almost made the prior week of torment worth it.

At half nine, I figured it was time to sort breakfast for Jessica. I’d made a simple granola for Demi and Victoria, but I wanted to make something more special for Jessica. I had really appreciated her showing me a shred of humanity the night before.

With that in mind, I worked up some crepes. I made a stack of four of them, perfectly round and evenly cooked. I plated them up with accompanying bowls of fresh fruit, whipped cream, maple syrup, cacao nibs, and some crushed walnuts. I made her a coffee using their fancy machine and I poured a fresh orange juice. I had them all on a tray and was ready to bring them up to Jessica.

I took one last look at myself in the mirror before I went to see her. For some reason, the way she had spoken to me the night before made me feel like she actually cared how I looked. Like she enjoyed seeing Sophie, and not just for the sake of blackmail and humiliation.

Knowing it would just be the two of us that day, I had picked out another favorite outfit of mine. It was a white dress, also with a floral pattern. Bold splashes of pink and orange and red all covered the material. It had short sleeves and a horizontal neckline above my breasts, which notched in the center to reveal my fake cleavage.

The dress had a peplum detail at the waist, adding a layer of frill that stopped just over my hips. Aside from that, it hugged my body so tightly that all of the curves from my corset were accentuated. The tight skirt stopped just beyond my knees, giving me an even more feminine walk than usual.

I combined the dress with one of my favorite pairs of heels. They were a rose gold pair of pointed stilettos, also with nearly five inch heels. These rose gold heels sparkled, though. They were covered in little gems that caught the light and glinted whenever you looked at them. They were beautiful.

I hadn’t worn them in front of Victoria or Demi because I didn’t want them to mock me for them. I loved them that much.

With that outfit and my long blond wig, I was more ready than ever to have a Sophie day. At two minutes to ten, I brought the tray of food upstairs. I knocked on Jessica’s door and waited politely.

“Come in,” came her voice from the other side of the door.

I did as I was told and opened the door. Lying on the bed was Jessica, though she didn’t look as if she had just woken up. She was dressed and had her hair and makeup done. Her outfit was every bit as nice as mine.

I walked over to her with the breakfast and took her in as I did. She was wearing a bodycon dress that had short black sleeves and was black down the sides and back. The front of the dress had a tan panel that came in at the waist, emphasizing her flawless figure. Her strawberry blond hair tumbled gently over her shoulders, matching her beautiful red lips. I felt like I had never noticed she was so beautiful.

“Here’s your breakfast, Jessica,” I said in an attempt to distract myself from staring.

“Thank you,” she said as she looked at what I was holding. “Oh wow this actually looks amazing!”

“Thank you,” I said in turn. “I didn’t make this for the other two.”

Jessica laughed loudly.

“They wouldn’t like you picking favorites,” she said.

“I know,” I smiled at her. “Enjoy your breakfast!”

I turned to leave but Jessica stopped me.

“Wait,” she said. “There’s a lot here. Why don’t you sit here with me and share this?”

I didn’t know quite what to say, so I simply walked back towards her bed. She shuffled over to make some space next to her and patted the area she had created for me.

“Take a seat,” she said.

I obliged. Before I knew it, she had shuffled back over next to me, so our hips were touching. My eyes widened. The feeling of her gorgeous bare legs pressing against my own bare legs shot tingles through my body. I felt my penis move in my tucking panties.

“Much better,” she spoke again.

She started cutting the crepes and asked me about how I had been, since the time when we had known each other in high school. She asked me all of the questions that Victoria had demanded of me when she first caught me. But Jessica seemed to ask me because she cared, not because she wanted to hurt me.

We shared her breakfast and I told her everything. This time though, I enjoyed it. It was nice telling her these things. She made me feel like she genuinely wanted to know how I had become Sophie. Why I wanted to be her.

The crepes were gone long before we had finished talking. The two of us still lying on the bed, leg to leg. After she moved the tray out of the way, she put her hand on my thigh and she smiled at me.

“Well, I’m really glad I got to meet you, Sophie,” she said to me.

Part of me was still nervous. It felt like there could have been a camera on me the whole time. Like this was another move from the girls to try and get me to admit some other embarrassing secret which I hadn’t yet revealed.

But then all of a sudden, it didn’t feel like that.

It felt a lot better.

Jessica kissed me.
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I was so caught off guard that I almost forgot to kiss her back. As soon as my senses returned, I pressed my mouth into hers. The sweet stickiness of my lip gloss smushed into her red lipstick. I could feel us both breathing deep but rapid breaths through our noses.

I felt Jessica’s hand on my waist, pressing into the peplum ruffle on my dress, as her hand traveled up my body. Her hand kept moving until it was cupping my breast. I felt her squeeze my padded bra and my penis strained against the tucking panties.

I mirrored her movement, placing my hand on her and feeling my way up her body, until I was on her breast as well. I stroked with my thumb and felt how soft and tender she was in my hand.

Her breathing got louder and so did mine. She put her other hand behind my head and thrust her fingers into my long blond hair, pulling my head even harder into our kiss. I grabbed her hip with my other hand, following her movements and allowing her to lead our kiss.

There was a fire between us. A passion that I had never felt before when I’d kissed a girl as Chris. Our kissing became deeper and more intense, Jessica biting my lip and my neck, me following her and doing the same.

The kissing became a supernova. She pushed me away from her.

“Go down on me,” she demanded.

“Yes, Miss,” I grinned.

She grinned back and grabbed me by the shoulders, pushing me down the bed. I lay on my elbows as she pulled the hem of her dress up, revealing her bright red panties. I hooked my fingers around the waistband and pulled, revealing her perfect vagina.

My face was inches away from her. I breathed warm air and I could hear her moving gently in the bed.

I moved closer and gently touched her with my tongue. I couldn’t believe what was happening. I traced her lips with the tip of my tongue and I felt her shiver, gently. I lightly licked again and she quivered again, laughing a little.

“Stop fucking around,” she told me. “And keep your feet in the air. I want to be able to see your heels.”

I did as she asked. I lay on my front between her legs, my breasts resting on the bed. My legs were bent at the knees, my feet sticking upwards. My sparkling high heels were in the air, glistening in the light for her to see as I went down on her.

I stuck my tongue out wide and licked from bottom to top of her warm, welcoming vagina. I licked again and again, and started to add a second, little lick, right on her clit.

Her breathing deepened.

I kept going, a big stroke of my tongue followed up by a gentle kiss of tongue at the top. After a few moments, I felt her hand on the back of my head, pulling it closer into her, focusing me on her clitoris. I did as she had silently asked and I put all my attention where she had demanded it.

Her moans filled the otherwise empty house. Her loud breath and her noises of pleasure were in time with the movements of my mouth, as if I was in control of her for that briefest of time.

I pushed my mouth closer into her, my tongue spurred on by her response. Suddenly, her whole body was convulsing, her moans, now hollering, calling out my name.

“Sophie!” she cried.

“Sophie.”

It was music. It was a beautiful song. I kept going until she stopped quivering and her breathing returned to near normal. I looked up at her and smiled. She looked down at me and smiled back, before pushing my head back to where it was, wordlessly demanding that I start again.

I once again obliged. And then again. And then for a fourth time. After that, she pushed my head away.

“That’s enough,” she said, breathing heavily.

“You sure?” I asked.

I hadn’t wanted it to stop. I had never managed to make a woman feel this way before in my life.

“I want to fuck you,” she said, confidently.

I couldn’t believe it. I was about to lose my virginity. In the absolute craziest way possible. This was more than I could have ever hoped for. It was making the horrible, terrifying week before suddenly all seem worth it.

Jessica turned in the bed, reaching towards the cabinet by her bedside. I hoped she had condoms in there as I sure as hell didn’t have any with me. I pulled my panties down, my dick already straining against the tucking panties beneath. As soon as they were off as well, I was rock hard.

“What the fuck?” Jessica abruptly said.

“What?” I asked.

“God, no,” she reiterated. “I don’t want that.”

“Want what?” I looked down at myself.

“That,” she gestured towards my dick.

“Oh,” was all I could think to say.

There was a sudden tension in the room.

“Sorry, it’s just…” she looked as if she was collecting her thoughts. “I just don’t like dicks. It’s not you.”

“Oh,” I repeated.

“Please, Sophie, it’s nothing personal,” she looked guilty and paused for a moment. “Wait there, let me fix this.”

She pulled down her dress and got out of the bed, leaving me there, my erection rapidly fading. She left the room and I heard her making her way down the hall. I sat on my knees and worked at getting my panties back up. I had no idea what to think. I had just come so close to losing my virginity and then Jessica freaked out at the sight of my dick.

I caught a glimpse of myself in Jessica’s mirror. My lip gloss had smeared slightly from being with her. I looked a little slutty, I thought. I sort of liked it.

Jessica reappeared in the doorway.

“Take your panties off and put this on,” she said.

Without warning, my chastity cage was sailing through the air from where she had tossed it to me. I tried to catch it but it clattered on the bed in front of me.

“Do you mind?” she asked, looking nervous.

I wasn’t sure if I did. I was excited to fuck Jessica but she didn’t seem to be feeling the same way. Equally, I figured that it was either I put on the cage or things would go cold between us.

That definitely wasn’t what I wanted.

“No, let’s do it,” I replied.

I slid the ring of the cage over my testicles and sheathed my penis in the tube of the device.

It was a tiny chastity unit. I’d owned a few during my time as Sophie and I had bought smaller and smaller units each time. By now, I owned a cage that made it look like I barely had anything there at all. My now completely limp penis shrunk into the device easily.

“Can I lock it?” asked Jessica.

“S-sure,” I nervously replied.

She joined me on the bed once again, kneeling to face me. Her left hand gently cupped my testicles. She was warm and soft against my hairless body. She caressed the whole of my chastity device with her other hand. I couldn’t believe this was the only way that a woman had touched my dick since college.

We looked into each other’s eyes. She smiled warmly at me and leaned in for a kiss. Our mouths joined once again in a sticky explosion of passion. She kept cupping my caged penis and I felt her find the lock with the key she was holding. It slid in and turned, sealing my penis in its prison.

The kiss stopped and she pulled back to smile at me.

“Better?” she asked.

“Better,” I agreed, not really believing my own answer.

“Perfect,” she smiled again. “Now use this instead.”

She returned to the drawer by her bedside and, from within, pulled out a sleek black dildo with a harness attached.

“What?” I asked.

“I want you to fuck me with this dildo,” she explained.

I was dumbfounded.

“But why that? Why can’t I just use my actual cock?”

“Are you serious?” she asked.

“Yeah!” I replied, almost indignantly.

“What, you don’t get the difference?” she asked.

“No,” I replied.

“Look, when you’re fucking your pretty little ass with your dildo, do you think it’s a real cock?”

“No,” I repeated.

“And because you like getting fucked with a dildo,” she continued, “do you think you want a real cock in you?”

I looked at the strap on and looked back at her.

“I guess not.”

“Exactly,” she replied. “So are you going to to fuck me or not?”

I took the dildo from her hand and looked at it. It was smooth and slightly shiny. A little less firm than the one I owned. Smaller, as well.

“Try it on for me, Soph,” she encouraged.

I did. I worked the harness up my legs, avoiding the points of my high heels as I did so. After some adjusting, the straps were at the tops of my thighs and the dildo had slid up into place, above my real penis, locked away in its tiny cage.

“How does it feel?” Jessica asked.

“I don’t know,” I told her, truthfully.

“It’s okay,” she reassured me.

She gently put her hand on my waist and stroked my jaw with her other hand.

“Your lipstick is smeared,” she told me, smiling, before leaning in for another kiss.

She pulled us together, our lips like pillows as they met. Our bodies were merged, our breasts pressing into each other and our hands tracing the feminine curves across our bodies. She pulled my hand to her vagina and guided me to start gently rubbing it.

I followed her lead and slowly started to gently push my finger inside her. She sighed gently and closed her eyes for a moment. I kept pushing and stroked inside her. She continued kissing me as I stroked, and I slowly pressed into her with a second finger.

“Just fuck me already,” she suddenly said.

She pushed away from me and lay on her back. I moved on top of her, and she guided the end of the dildo towards her vagina.

“Fuck me,” she repeated.

I did.

The dildo slowly pushed inside her and I watched her as she gently bit her bottom lip. I pushed my hips closer to hers and her mouth opened, wordlessly. Her eyes closed.

“Okay?” I asked.

“Okay,” she grinned. “Fuck me.”

I pulled back out of her with the dildo and gently thrust back in. She let out a gentle, pretty moan. I slowly repeated the motion and the noise escaped her again. I carefully thrust deeper, our bodies becoming one as we fucked. My penis strained in its cage, desperate for release with each thrust of my fake cock.

She was calling out my name.

She was calling out for Sophie.

I felt incredible. I barely even cared that I wasn't using my own dick. I was fucking Jessica. She wanted me. I had never felt so good.

Her moans became louder and louder, her body starting to shake again.

“Sophie!” she almost screamed, her shaking becoming more like convulsions in the bed.

Her body writhed beneath me, moans and breath sounding out from the bed. She took one final, deep breath, and put her hand on my hip to stop me. She looked into my eyes and smiled.

“Now you.”

My eyes widened a little.

She slid my fake cock out of her and pulled the harness down my legs and off of my body. She took the dildo out of the ring and replaced it with my own dildo, which I hadn’t even noticed she’d brought into the room. She pulled the harness up her own pale, beautiful legs, and pulled her dress up a little to give the dildo some room.

“Turn around,” she commanded.

I did.

I heard her squeeze some lube and then almost immediately felt her index finger against my hole. She gently circled it with her finger, her perfectly manicured nail tracing a line around me. She pushed herself inside of me with a careful finger. I couldn’t help but let out a girlish moan the instant she was in.

“That’s my girl,” she said.

She slowly pressed her finger until it was fully within me, and then stroked inside. My breathing became deeper. She pushed a second finger into me. She stroked. I was completely at her mercy.

“Do you want it?” she asked.

“I want it,” I told her.

“What do you want?” she asked.

“Fuck me,” I practically pleaded with her.

I had never wanted anything so bad.

She answered my prayers. The head of the huge dildo slipped into my hole. I flinched a little at the size of it compared to her fingers. She gently held my hips, as if to comfort me.

“There’s a good girl,” she said.

I felt her carefully push her body into mine. The dildo went deeper and deeper, the lube feeling cool and wet as it pushed further inside of me.

“You good?” she asked.

“Fuck me,” I begged again.

She laughed. The dildo pulled back and pushed in once more. I moaned a soft, high pitched moan. Jessica laughed again.

“More of that,” she told me

She thrust harder and I let out the loudest, most girlish noise I had ever made in my life. And that was all that she needed. She started steadily thrusting into me, deeper each time, until my body was taking her cock. I was moaning with sheer ecstasy. She was laughing with delight.

I felt her hips press into my ass. All nine inches of the dildo must have been inside of me. I was in heaven. She thrust and thrust again and again, until I lost control of my body. My back was arching, my arms shaking, trying to hold myself up.

Then it happened.

I was convulsing now. I couldn’t control myself. I was moaning and pushing my body onto Jessica’s cock. I felt my limp dick start to contract in its cage and then suddenly explode. Jessica’s hand cupped it as I squealed in delight. She held onto my cage as I came, thrusting harder and harder all the time.

Finally, I stopped. I looked over my shoulder at Jessica. She had a wicked grin on her face. She pulled her hand away from my cage.

“Not on the bed,” she said.

She pushed her hand towards my face, cupping all of the cum that she’d forced from me as she fucked me. She pressed it against my mouth and I opened it. I licked at her hand, tasting my own cum and smelling her perfume. I licked and licked, until I had cleaned her hand.

“That’s my girl,” she repeated, smiling mischievously. “Again?”

I tried to catch my breath and nodded. She obliged.

We fucked. She made me cum twice more, until I couldn’t take it. I could barely support my own body. She slid the dildo back out of me and took the harness off. My body felt like it was glowing from within. I had no idea if that counted as losing my virginity or not.

I didn’t care.

Whatever it was, I wanted it again.

I collapsed on the bed and she collapsed behind me, spooning me. She pulled my body into hers. She breathed gently on my neck. We said nothing. We simply lay there together.

It felt like love.


thirteen
. . .




It had turned out that the reason Victoria had been so weird with me on that Friday was that Jessica had talked to her the night before, and she hadn’t held back.

Jessica had told Victoria what what she was doing was fucked. She had told her to delete all of the photos and videos of me and to stop treating me like shit. Jessica said that either Victoria stopped then and there, or she was kicked out of the house.

It turned out Jessica was the one who the house was leased under, and Jessica was the one who got them their cushty product manager jobs.

She had stood up for me.

It also turned out that Demi and Victoria had to work over the weekend, as well. Jessica told me that I could go home if I wanted to but, after that day together, I really didn’t want to. I didn’t want to leave her at all.

She seemed happy with my decision. We spent the weekend cooking together, watching movies, and fucking. Like two women between whom a love was blossoming.

On Monday, when I was still in the house, Victoria seemed surprised to see me. She acted completely differently around me. Shy, almost. She was apologetic and wasn’t expectant of me to do anything for her. I was more or less willing to forgive her as well, considering how the week had ended.

I spent the week no longer as their servant, but as their housemate instead. As more than housemates with Jessica, though. I slept with her in her bed every night. The room Jessica had assigned me became only my dressing room.

As the week came closer to an end, I began to dread it. I didn’t want to have to leave the dream I had been living in. I didn’t want to go back to being Chris.

Mercifully, Jessica answered my prayers.

She asked me to move in with them. I couldn’t have said yes any faster.

I went home for the weekend to see my parents, as Chris, when they came back. I told them I’d found some housemates to move in with.

They were happy for me.

So was I.

[image: ]


The first week I had moved in with the girls was full of surprises. I kept on making meals for the girls and they were over the moon that I had decided to do that. The thing was, I enjoyed it. And, now that they were being nice to me, it felt good doing things for them.

The biggest surprise though, was when Jessica bought me a present.

It was when she had a work week from hell and she had to go into the office and travel for business, meaning she wouldn’t be seeing me until the weekend. She told me to join a meeting on her computer in her room at 10am. I trusted her fully at that point, so the idea didn’t even slightly concern me. At 9:50am, I turned on her computer and waited for the meeting to start.

It had turned out that she had set me up three intensive sessions with a vocal coach.

She had paid to help me learn to talk like a woman.

Over three days, I practiced and I spoke and, eventually, I convincingly sounded like a woman. I couldn't believe Jessica had paid for that for me. It must have cost a fortune.

The woman who coached me was kind and patient and understanding. She introduced herself as Kath, and said it was nice to meet me, Jessica’s girlfriend.

I hadn’t realized I was Jessica’s girlfriend until then.

After those three days, I wasn’t self conscious as a woman any more. I started speaking as a woman and I started feeling like a woman. Through the vocal coaching and living with the girls, I had become confident in myself as a woman. I didn’t feel like I was a boy pretending any more.

Finally, when Jessica came home from her week away for work, I got to ask her a question that had been burning in my mind since that first vocal coaching lesson.

We were in her bedroom together when I got the courage to ask the question.

I asked her if we were girlfriends.

“Yes,” was her answer. “Of course you’re my fucking girlfriend.”

It was beautiful. There was a brief moment of silence between us.

“I love you,” I said.

I almost didn’t expect myself to say it. It came out involuntarily. It had all happened so fast but Jessica had transformed my life into the life I had always dreamed of having. I felt nervous as soon as I said the words.

But I needn’t have.

“I love you too,” she said back to me.

The words felt as sweet as honey as they hit me.

“Do you want to make it official?” she asked.

“How do you mean?”

Jessica turned away from me and moved over to the side of her bed. She rummaged around within her bedside drawer, before taking the key to my chastity device out. I had been wearing the cage since we first had sex, even while she was away.

“Let’s get rid of this,” she grinned.

I was full of nerves and excitement. She was proposing that I locked my cock away forever. That I stayed as her girlfriend forever.

I didn’t need to think for long.

“Fuck it,” I agreed. “Let’s get rid of it.”

She led me downstairs and to the front door of the house. She opened the door for me. I hadn’t been outside since Victoria had forced me to do so in those weeks before. With Jessica though, I wasn’t nervous.

She was with me, protecting me.

I was excited to be able to go out and live my life with her, as a woman.

We got into her car and she drove us to the park. By then, it was deep in Fall. Orange leaves covered the ground and a chill was in the air. I was wearing a black turtleneck, black skirt, and my tan coat. Jessica had on a pair of blue jeans, a tight, deep V-neck sweater, and a black and white checked coat. We were wearing matching white sling back shoes with the black toe cap, the same pair I had seen her in, those weeks prior.

Jessica led us both to the lake in the park. It was quiet out. Peaceful. She walked us to the bridge that overlooked the center of the water. It was the bridge that everyone put padlocks with their initials on, to seal their love.

I watched as Jessica put her hand in her pocket and pulled out a padlock. She held it up for me and smiled. It simply read ‘Jessica + Sophie.’ In that crisp, Fall air, I had never felt so warm.

She took out the key to my chastity cage and slid it onto the loop of the padlock. She handed it to me and we both smiled. I hooked the padlock over a gap on the bridge railing and clicked it shut, sealing the padlock, my key, and our love. It had become real.

After that, I was never Chris ever again. My days as a boy had ended.

After that moment, I was a woman.

I was Jessica’s girlfriend.

I was Sophie.
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