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Natalie’s Trap

With every movement, I experienced these little pulses of extra energy. Excited anxiety rushed beneath the surface of my skin as I put my sedan into park, got out, slammed the door, and strode purposefully across the parking lot. Outwardly, I did everything I could to look mature, confident, and capable. I was just a young man visiting this apartment complex on the edge of campus. I wasn't anything different or special. No one needed to pay any attention to me.

And yet, I still felt like I was walking along the edge of a precipice. I could look down into a massive canyon, one so large and deep that I wouldn't be able to see the bottom. Even so, I had to hope that this would be amazing.

My eyes jumped along the different signs as I searched for the building in her apartment complex with her number. I saw the 600s, 700s, and 800s. Then I stopped, turned around, and retreated. Off to the side, at an awkward angle, the 900 building waited for me.

Although I already knew what I would find, I pulled out my phone, and I glanced down at the message she had sent. My eyes jumped down to the very end: Apartment 926. 7:00. Don't be late :-)

As I stared down at those pixels, my chest tightened, and I still had no idea what to expect. I broke into a jog, and I rushed forward. I made my way up the stairs to the second floor, and then I saw those numbers.

926.

Puffing out my cheeks, I rolled my shoulders back, and I marched up to the door. I knocked once. Then I had no choice but to wait.

Earlier that day, I had decided to do something bold and stupid. Frankly, it felt genuinely childish, like this was the sort of mistake that only a kindergartner or maybe a first grader would actually make.

I had gone to her office, my insides felt like icewater, and I knocked on her partially opened office door. "Come in," she had called out.

"Professor Springer?" Despite my best efforts, my tone was tight with desperate worry. I nudged to the door open and stepped inside.

"Hello, Zack," she said casually.

She was seated at her desk, and she had her eyes aimed at her computer screen. As I tentatively approached, she turned away from the monitor, leaned forward, and she looked so amazing. Maybe it was her wavy brown hair, her black rimmed glasses, her pale skin, her vibrant blue eyes, the shape of her lips, or some other detail.

How was this possible? More importantly, how could I be making this kind of mistake?

"Professor Springer..." I started, only my voice trailed off.

Leaning back in her chair, she motioned for me to sit down. "You know, that title isn't really appropriate. Strictly speaking, the hierarchy at a university is not that complicated, but it does get strange with some older traditions."

"Really?" I asked. That wasn't why I was there or what I wished to talk about, but I loved the sound of her voice. With every note and word, she stared me again.

As a college freshman, I attended a bunch of different classes, most of which were taught by these older women and men. Sure, I loved my school, and I was proud of the work I had done and everything I had learned over the last couple of months. From writing my first college term papers to taking some intensely brutal final exams, I had struggled, but I was pretty sure I was going to pass all of my classes.

"Yes," she said. "Technically, a professor is a tenured member of the faculty, meaning they have a PhD already, and they've jumped through a bunch of different hoops. Below them, you have associate professors and below them you have assistant professors. Then there are the lecturers who teach most of the classes. Below them, you have graduate students like me."

"Right," I said. All of that seemed to flash above my head. It vaguely reminded me of being an elementary school student who didn't quite understand how the academic system worked. In the second or third grade, I had tried to figure out all of the different kinds of education I would need without really doing the math. I assumed I would go to school, an elementary school and middle school, then junior high, then high school, then secondary school. Eventually, I figured out that sometimes the same phase had different names.

"But anyway, I’m guessing that's not what you wanted to talk about," she said.

"No," I answered with a quick shake of my head.

This time, she just watched me and waited.

I sucked in a breath, and I knew that I just had to jump. I just had to force myself to push the words out onto the air. Then, at the very last instant, my mouth pivoted, "Have you set your grades?"

"I have," she said. "If I remember correctly, you earned an A. Congratulations."

"Thank you," I said quickly. "But that's not really why I'm here."

"Oh? And why are you here?" Now her eyes started to twinkle with this feline gleam, like she had something in mind.

Right then and there, I could have jumped up onto my feet, and I could have rushed out of her office. I could have disappeared into the hallway and never seen her again. This was a massive college after all with tens of thousands of students, and it wasn't like she was a professor in my major or anything, so I never had to see her again…

And yet, that possibility sent a stab of dread straight into my chest.

Why was I there? Why was I there? Why was I there? That question seemed to pound against the insides of my skull, and I knew the answers, but I couldn't envision a scenario where this would actually work.

"Professor Springer, I wanted to wait until you submitted the grades before I told you the truth." I should have looked into her eyes. Instead, I stared down at the linoleum floor, and I said, "I have a huge crush on you, and I was hoping that maybe we could go out. I could take you to a movie, we could walk around the arboretum, or I could take you out to dinner?"

Nothing. No answer. Just silence beyond the thundering, hammering rhythm of my frantic heartbeats.

Part of me couldn't believe that I had actually done this. I had a crush on my teacher. And so what? I was technically an adult, and she was gorgeous, but that hardly seemed to matter. I should have been chasing after girls my own age. And yet, I tried to tell myself that Professor Springer (Natalie) was only twenty-four.

Besides, I had done the appropriate, professional thing. I waited until my grades were up and turned in, so I wasn't technically her student. Even so, I continued to stare down at the floor as I waited for some kind of reaction. Maybe this was cowardly of me, but I couldn't help myself.

"Intriguing," she said.

Intriguing? Unsure of myself, I finally glanced up. I saw that she had touched her fingertips together, and now she was watching me with that same hungry, predatory expression from before. "Is that how do you feel about me?"

"I'm in love with you," I said.

She chuckled.

"Really?"

I grabbed onto the armrests of my chair, and my fingertips pushed down, turning my knuckles white with the force. "Yes," I said. "I, I'm really in love with you. I can't help it. I think about you all the time. I, I want to be with you."

"I'm not interested in dating you," she said. "But I would like to play with you. I would like to be intimate with you. I would like to have some fun with you. What you think of that?"

Disappointment, curiosity, and excitement bubbled inside of my chest all at the same time. Then she extended her hand, palm up, and said, "Give me your phone."

I obeyed, and she typed in a message. Seconds later, I found myself staring down at an address, and apartment number, and a time.

"If you're interested in having some fun, come join me tonight. You can't be my boyfriend, but maybe you can be my little pet. Would you like that?"

Yes!

Of course, I had spent the rest of the day running through those words again and again and again and again. Because I wasn't sure what any of this meant, I didn't tell anyone else. She had called me her pet. What did that mean? I couldn't even begin to guess, but I was going to visit her apartment, which seemed like this important moment of intimacy.

With the excitement and adrenaline running through my veins, I forced myself to wait. Then I got into my beaten-up car and drove to her apartment complex.

So now, I found myself standing in front of her door.

It finally swung open, and there she was. She had on a little black dress with these tight, narrow straps, so I could see her shoulders, her biceps, her forearms and fingers. She had painted her nails. They were bright shade of red and matched her lipstick.

"Come in, Zack," she said.

Most of the time, when I was in the same room with her, I would obviously be seated at my desk while she strode around the room, especially up front, lecturing and teaching all of us. But now she held out her hand, and I realized she wanted to take me by my wrist. Her touch was cooler than I expected, yet there was still this thrill of electricity that ran along my flesh.

She pulled me forward, and I found myself in a small, fairly generic apartment. There was a black couch, gray carpeting, a balcony off to the side, her kitchen, and two bedroom doors. She pulled me forward, down the hall, and I couldn't understand what was going on.

Then we stopped in the middle of that shallow corridor. All at once, she grabbed both of my wrists, she pulled my arms up to the wall, and she pressed me against the that solid surface. Not only that, I realized that she was taller than me. Or least, we were the same height, but she was wearing high heels.

I felt a lot smaller.

"Zack, I want to be completely honest with you. Like I said before in my office, I'm not interested in you as a boyfriend. I already have a boyfriend. But I think you and I could have a lot of fun. Do you know what I want?"

I gulped and shook my head.

"I want to have a very special boy in my life, a boy who I can feminize, a boy who I can dress up and treat like my dolly. Like I said, I already have a boyfriend, but I think it would be so much fun to dress you up. Maybe you didn't notice this before, but I paid special attention to you in class. You have the right build, the right facial features, everything I could need."

Those words seemed to absorb me, then one of them popped out.

"Feminize?" I asked.

Without answering, she smirked, grabbed me by my wrist again, and now she opened the door. She stepped across the threshold, and I wasn't sure exactly what I was seeing.

"I've been working on this for a while. It's been a fantasy of mine for quite some time. I just didn't think I would find someone like you so quickly."

She pulled me forward, stepped behind me, and wrapped her arms around my waist. When I inhaled, I picked up on the scent of her perfume. Wild excitement surged through my body, and I got so, so hard. I couldn't help it. I had never imagined that I would get to be in her apartment or this close to her.

"What do you think?" I stared at the rest of the room. There were pink walls, a twin-sized bed, and a small desk covered in different kinds of makeup. I didn't recognize most of the bottles, but it hardly mattered.

She moved her hand slowly down along my body, and I probably could have tried to stop her, but I enjoyed the way she pressed down against my chest, my stomach, and then my crotch. Yes, she found the outline of my erection as my shaft pushed up against the inside of my boxers and jeans.

"Remember what I said before. But you know, if you're a very good dolly for me, maybe I will play with this from time to time. Of course, you belong to me, and if you really, really make me happy, then I would give you treats and rewards."

"You said, you said you wanted to feminize me," I said. "What does that mean?" Even though the excitement roared through my body, some small sliver of my brain could still think clearly, and I knew exactly what that meant.

But then she placed her fingers through mine, tugged, and pulled me across the room and over to the closet. With one smooth motion, she opened the closet door. At first, I had no idea what I was going to see, but then there were these cubbies filled with different shoes, some pink, some purple, others shining black. My eyes went up, and that's when I saw one of the drawers. It was partially opened, but I could still make out the hint of a neatly folded pair of satin panties. Higher up, there were these plastic and metallic tubes, several curved and roughly shaped like male genitals. Then, last, I saw the different dresses and outfits hanging from a bar. Some of them had collars or ribbons.

"What do you think?" she asked.

"Professor Springer..."

"Natalie," she corrected me.

I swallowed back my trepidation, and I said her name, "Natalie."

Before I could push out another word, she cupped my cheeks between the palms of her hands, and she tilted my head to the side. She kissed my nose, and then she pressed her lips to my mouth. "I want you to know that this is a trap. I want you to understand that I'm offering you a special kind of intimacy, something very few boys get the chance to experience. But for this to happen, you will have to give yourself to me, and once you do, you will obey me. I will functionally own you." Her eyes twinkled, especially at that last part, like this was the crux of her fantasy. She had been waiting for the right boy, and somehow, someway, she had chosen me!

"Yes," I said.

"Really?" Natalie asked. She stepped back, and her smile was tugging at the corner of her mouth, but it seemed like she couldn't really accept that this was genuinely going to happen.

"Yes," I said again with a little bit more force.

"Okay," she replied. "Let's see if you can handle this."

For one, maybe two entire seconds, I felt triumphant, as though I had accomplished something amazing. I had ventured into her apartment, and now I would get to be close to her. My mouth was still tingling from her kiss. Not only that, I could feel traces from her lipstick against my mouth. It was amazing, and I craved so much more. I didn't even care how I got it, or so I told myself…

Then again, seeing a couple of dresses hanging in a closet couldn't possibly prepare me for what might come next. She called this a trap? The most insidious part was that she didn't even bother to hide it.

"Strip," she whispered into my ear.

I spun on her, facing her, and she had this grin on her face. She pulled her lips back just a little bit, so I could see the edges of her teeth, and then she nodded. "I'm serious," she told me. "Strip."

I stepped back.

Then, determined to win her over, I peeled off my shirt. I sucked in my stomach and tensed my muscles, like I want to look as impressive as possible. It wouldn't be much, I knew. Unlike so many of the other guys in my classes, I had never been big. Even in high school, I tried working out almost every day, and I never bulked up. I had a slender physique, and I was pretty much always smaller than most of the other men around me.

"Adorable," she said with a little wiggle of her eyebrows. Then she glanced down toward my jeans. "Shoes, socks, pants, underwear," she said, listing off each garment I would have to remove.

I closed my eyes, I unbuttoned my pants, and I pulled them down along with my boxers. My stiffened shaft was out against the cool air now, and I peeled off the rest of my clothing. I stripped until I was completely naked in front of her.

When I opened my eyes, I wasn't sure what to expect.

"Oh," she said, holding her hands together now. Her gaze swept up and down along my frame. "You look so cute! And look at that. You are all smooth and practically hairless. You are exactly what I wanted, Zack. Thank you so much for agreeing to be my doll."

I still didn't understand what that might mean.

She stepped forward, pushed me back up against the wall, and then she kissed me again. She pressed her body up against mine. Yes, she was a woman, but she seemed somehow more powerful, like I could already tell that she was bigger than me and stronger than me. If we wrestled, I wouldn't win. Out in the wider world, most men might have been able to enjoy this natural advantage, like they would always be bigger and stronger. But in that small bedroom, I knew the truth.

She broke off that kiss, and she hopped back over to the closet.

"I'm going to give you five minutes to relax. Think about anything other than sex, how much you want to be here all that good stuff. Now, I know you're young, but you can do it. You want to make me happy, don't you?" Right away, she answered her own question. "Yeah, you do!"

With that, she spun around, fast enough to make her hair bounce down against her shoulders. She closed the door behind her, leaving me alone.

I exhaled slowly, and I still couldn't believe that I was in this bedroom or that I was naked. Still, the outfits in the closet seemed to glow in my peripheral vision, meaning I had to check them out. Tentatively, I stepped over, almost like I expected the door to burst open again and for Natalie to rush in here again.

Natalie. Even her name sounded magical, like an incantation from some ancient language. My cock twitched when I thought of her.

Only then, I picked out one of the garments in the closet, and I pulled it out. When I saw the pink, shimmering fabric, I could tell that it was silk. It also looked like something a young woman might wear. There were red buttons along the sleeves, a snug bodice, and a short skirt.

She said she wanted to feminize me. Did that mean she wanted me to wear something like this?

No, I tried to tell myself. That couldn't be it.

In spite of that quick denial, I found myself pushing my lips together and nibbling on the inside of my mouth. I brushed my fingers down along the smooth silk, and I could almost imagine it tight against my torso. I inhaled and exhaled. I relaxed as much as I could.

Natalie told me she had a boyfriend. She wasn't interested in dating me. She wanted me as her toy.

I pushed my fingers down against the palms of my hands, and I thought of that guy I used to know in high school. We had been friends for a little while, at least until sophomore year. I didn't know exactly how he met that gang of girls, but there were five young women in their own clique, and they decided they liked him for some reason. No, they weren't really friends. They were seniors, and he was a sophomore, and they already had boyfriends, but they loved having this guy follow them around like a little puppy dog.

Did he wear dresses or panties for them?

Then I walked over toward one of the other items, and I picked it up. My throat clenched because some of my friends and I had this stupid game where we would go online and try to find some of the strangest, most bizarre items. We were young. We were naïve. We didn't really understand how the world worked, so when we stumbled upon male chastity cages, it seemed wild. But now I was holding one, and I could feel the tension drain away from my body.

And if I wore this, what would that mean?

What would I be giving her?

Little by little, the excitement drained away from my body. My shaft softened, and then the door opened.

"You found your cage," she chirped. My fingers tightened against the smooth plastic.

"I'm not going to wear this," I said right away, proud of how defiant, bold and brave I managed to sound.

Even so, it wasn't enough to impress this young woman.

"Cute," she said. That's when she grabbed to me by the back of my neck. She pushed knocking me off balance. The next thing I knew, I was bent over the edge of that small bed. I couldn't comprehend what was happening, only then she grabbed my wrists, trapped them just above the small of my back, and she started spanking me!

At first, I couldn't comprehend what was happening as her hand flew down again and again, striking one quick blow after another. Hot pain flashed down along the curves of my flesh. I tried to stand up, but she had no problem keeping me trapped right there. Laughing, she called out, "You came in here. I told you it was a trap, and you still stripped naked for me because you knew you wanted to belong to me. That's fine with me, Zack. You're going to be such a cute, sweet sissy. I can't wait to show you off to Trevor!"

I still couldn't comprehend what was happening. There was no way for my brain to catch up with the sensations shooting along my skin. I cried out, yelling again and again. I struggled, but this was true helplessness. It didn't matter how hard I tried to fight or break free. She could keep me trapped right there for as long as she wanted, and there was nothing I could do!

Then, finally, it stopped. She let go of me, and I tentatively stood up.

She placed her hand right there on my chest, and she must've been able to feel my pulse. She pushed me down onto my back, and I didn't resist. This time, I let her position me like I really was just her doll.

"Now, are you starting to understand?"

"Yes," I admitted.

"Then don't move while I get you locked up."

Locked up. The phrase echoed inside of my head as she touched my cock. Amazingly, my body didn't respond instantly. She was so close, and I could still catch the aroma of her perfume. Even now, I had to close my eyes and concentrate. She was fast, however. She slid the tube over my cock, and then she slid this ring thing underneath my balls. She connected the two pieces together with a set of fasteners, and then I heard her voice again. Those words seemed to vibrate through my body.

"Zack," she said my name. "Look up."

In that moment, I was trying to understand that new weight between my legs.

Still, I obeyed her. That seemed smarter, especially after my spanking. I forced my eyelids open, and that's when I saw her holding the heart-shaped lock. She popped it open, brought it down, and closed it with a click.

"And just like that, you belong to me. Now, let's get you into a nice, cute pair of panties. Pink, blue, or purple?"

"Blue," I said automatically. Maybe I was secretly hoping to hold onto some thin thread of my masculinity.

Natalie held them up, considered them, and then she approached me. I wanted to retreat back, only something kept my feet planted against the floor. Then she held the panties up toward my crotch, and I shivered. She was definitely intrigued. She was considering what would work best, and now she clicked her tongue and shook her head from side to side. "No, I don't think so."

I tried to say something. The words wouldn't come out. Maybe it was her proximity. Maybe it was the chastity cage. Maybe it was something else entirely. In any case, I couldn't make my brain work properly even as she put the panties back in the drawer.

"Pink or purple?" Natalie asked next.

"Purple," I said after one quick swallow.

She held them up again, while nodding her head from side to side, and then shook her head. "No, I don't think purple is going to work either. What would you like next?"

As far as I knew, that only left one option. "You can't be serious," I said.

Then she smiled at me. "I'm very serious. I want you to feel like you are a part of this. Yes, you're just my dolly, but I do listen to you." At the corners of her eyes, wrinkles of amusement appeared. She was having fun with me; she was teasing me and taunting me, and there was nothing I could do about it.

Even when I tried to appear utterly stoic, as though none of this affected me, I could feel the heat bloom along my cheeks. My lips stiffened into this frustrated pout, and now she pulled out the pink panties. She didn't even let me grab them and put them on. Instead, she crouched down and helped them on like I was a little kid who didn't know how to get dressed on my own.

"Unless you want to get spanked, you're going to cooperate," she promised me.

Worse, she was right. I slid my feet down into the panties, and then she pulled them up along the length of my ankles, shins, knees, and thighs. In the next moment, I closed my eyes and desperately hoped that the panties simply wouldn't fit. Instead, they squeezed against my buttocks, between my legs, and around my hips.

"Perfect," Natalie purred in one pulse of air. "Now, let's get you dressed!"

She scurried back to the closet, and she came back a few seconds later with a pair of tights and something else. It looked like a rock, but the curves seemed too pronounced.

Then, without consulting with me, she pulled the harness over my chest, and suddenly I could feel this new weight pushing against me. I glanced down, and suddenly I realized exactly what she was doing. She wanted me to have a feminine physique, including along my upper torso. At first, I didn't think this would accomplish anything, but then she had me sit down and she pulled the tights up along the length of my legs. Finally, she glanced back at me, cocked her head to one side, and seemed to consider this.

"I'm thinking red and white," she announced.

That's when she came back with a leotard. It seemed normal enough, at least at first glance. Then I noticed the red ribbon near the opening for my neck. She had me step into the slinky, clinging material. It pressed against my body as she pulled it up between my legs, and then she secured the straps along my shoulders. Last, she held up a red, pleated skirt. Once she had it around my waist, she zipped it up the side, and then she finally stepped back.

"Lovely," she said. She clapped her hands together. She hopped up despite her high heels, landed with a grin, and told me, "You look absolutely precious! Yes, you were exactly the kind of boy I wanted. You are going to be so perfect! I can't wait to take you out tonight!"

"Take me out?" I asked.

She didn't answer me. Instead, she grabbed me by my hand, and she pulled me down toward the desk. Before I could glance at the large mirror to see my reflection, she turned the chair off to the side. Then she touched the underside of my chin and adjusted the angle of my head. "There. Don't move," she said.

Either because of her charisma or the lingering threat of a spanking, I cooperated. I didn't move even when I saw her pull out the first container. It was a rounded compact, and it contained some kind of makeup. She opened it, and the soft, clean smell hit my nostrils.

She started to apply the makeup, first on my cheeks. Then she told me to close my eyes, and she did something to my lashes. Next, she held up some lipstick. She told me to pucker my mouth, and I obeyed.

Why was it so easy for me to listen to her?

As a guy, I should have raged against this. I wanted to believe it was humiliating, especially because no one would ever mistake me for a girl, right?

I tried to cling to that certainty, like she would finish, this would be ridiculous, and we would be done. She continued to work.

And when she was finally finished, she tilted her head to the side once again as she considered me. "I think you're missing something," Natalie announced as she touched one finger to the center of her lower lip.

I wanted to ask, but I didn't even know how to speak, not with all of this stuff on my face. It was strange, like wearing a very, very thin mask. At the same time, I couldn't decide whether or not I wanted to turn to see my reflection. As far as I was concerned, I was going to look ridiculous. This is going to be dumb. Sure, online or in YouTube tutorials or whatever, guys could put on a bunch of makeup and look really cute. Maybe they could even trigger some unexpected feelings in their audiences as those boys looked cute, sweet, sexy, and feminine.

That wasn't going to be me.

Again and again, I thought about how this was just a game for Natalie. She was playing with me. Obviously, she enjoyed being in control. And yet, I glanced up at her, and I still experienced that flutter of attraction and excitement deep within my stomach.

That's when she slid the headband into place. I could feel it pinching against the sides of my skull, but she seemed impressed. Then she snapped her fingers and pointed toward the other side of the room. There was a full-length mirror waiting for me.

"Go," she said, still pointing.

I puffed out my cheeks, rose to my feet, and walked over to the mirror. At first, I stared off into the middle distance, especially because I knew I couldn't look down. I didn't want to see the tights, the hem of my skirt, or the way the leotard clung to my torso. So instead, I tried to ignore everything. But then, in my peripheral vision, I saw my reflection.

At first, it was blurred and indistinct. I turned toward the mirror, and that's when Natalie stepped up behind me.

"You look adorable," she said, nibbling on the side of my ear. She leaned back, and that's when I finally looked up at my reflection.

That wasn't me…

I blinked a couple of times, confused.

This should have been impossible, and I found myself staring, but this couldn't possibly be me. It had to be some kind of trick or something, right? Yes, I saw my usual dark hair, and I tried to search out some other detail to explain what I was seeing.

I looked like a girl. In this outfit, I vaguely looked like a cheerleader.

"Turn your body from side to side," Natalie suggested playfully.

At first, I didn't cooperate, so she put her hands on my hips. There was something about the warmth of her fingertips. She tilted my body to the left, then the right. She chuckled at me, and I loved the sound of her laughter, so I started rotating my hips on my own. Sure enough, the skirt swished and flowed around my thighs.

"You look so cute," she gushed again. "Yeah, this is going to be perfect, and I can't wait to show you off to Trevor. I think he might want to have some fun with you too."

I jerked back and looked up at her. "What?"

"What?" Natalie teased me. "Did you really think I'm just going to keep you all to myself? No. Of course not. I'm going to take you out tonight! That's what you wanted, wasn't it? This is just going to be a date with my dolly."

I didn't know what to say. I didn't know how I could possibly answer her.

Then she stepped back, and she held up her phone. She had the camera lens aimed right at me! Up until now, this felt like a mirage, something that could appear and disappear. It was a figment of my imagination. But then I glanced back at the mirror again, and I knew she was right. I looked like a girl. This was me. I could still spot the contours of my cheekbones, the lines of my neck, and the outlines of my torso. Even with the extra padding on my chest, I recognized this as being me.

Then I heard the click of her phone.

"So cute," she said. "But you know would be even more adorable?"

"What?" I asked, still disoriented by all of this.

"I want you to take a selfie for me. You know, do something cute. Smile or maybe try some duck lips."

My eyes narrowed, and I glared at her. She couldn't be serious, could she?

Only then, at a glance, I realized that she wasn't messing around. She held out her phone for me to use. The camera was already set up.

"I, I don't think I can do this," I told her.

"Why not?" Natalie had her hands on her hips.

I glanced off to the side, then back at her as I searched for some good, logical, reasonable explanation, something she might be willing to accept. As hard as I tried, I couldn't do it.

My thoughts turned to fuzzy static.

"Go on," she coaxed me.

Tightening my fingers around the curved edges of her phone, I straightened my arm, and that's when I saw my digital reflection. There I was, and I wasn't good at this. Some guys really spent a lot of time exercising, working out, and reading up on the best techniques for taking selfies. Most of them probably wouldn't have admitted what they were doing, but they were just as vain and determined to impress as any of the girls on campus.

But now it was my turn.

My expression remained mostly neutral as I extended my arm and looked at those pixels. Yes, it was me, but I had the headband at the top of my head. Two white ribbons perfectly matched the color of my leotard as I tapped the screen. I did it once, twice, and then I handed the device back to Natalie.

She quickly inspected the pictures. "Not bad," she said. "But I think we can do a lot better. Now, show me a big smile."

My brows creased, especially because I thought of the women on campus who routinely complained about being told to smile by those in power. It was supposed to be deeply insulting, especially for a young woman.

"Zoey..."

"That's not my name," I said, although it was obvious she was addressing me.

"Zack doesn't really fit. Besides, Zoey is such a cute name! Now, you know what you need to do."

I didn't want to cooperate, but then she stepped just a little bit closer, and there was that unspoken threat. She could grab me again, push me down against the edge of the bed, lift my skirt, and spank me furiously. Her hand could fly down again and again, and the rhythm of that punishment would send flurries of pain racing along my skin.

I obeyed. I flashed a nervous smile.

"Perfect! Now, do it with the phone." She gave it to me, and I lifted it up, and I smiled.

When I saw the image, my insides clenched. At that moment, I really did look like some college girl.

"You know, I could probably throw you in a high school right now," she said. "You don't look very mature, but that's okay."

The moisture drained away from my mouth, especially when she stepped back. She crossed her arms, considered me, and said, "Now do a little curtsy."

My stomach seemed to drop.

"What?" I asked, unable to believe what I had just heard.

"Do a cute little curtsy. I want to see just how feminine you can look."

Honestly, I wasn't sure how this was supposed to work. I had probably seen curtsies in old movies or something, but I just tried. Operating on my own best guess, I grabbed the edges of my skirt, I bent one knee, and I dipped my body down.

"Perfect! Trevor is going to love this!"

With one hand, she grabbed me by my wrist and pulled me out of that small room and back into the living room where she picked up her purse. Slinging the strap over one shoulder, she opened the front door.

It all happened so fast! If I had been allowed to think about this, I'm sure I would have tried to stop her.

When I stepped outside, I wasn't sure what to expect. Maybe people would point and laugh.

We walked through the halls of her apartment complex, then down into the sprawling parking lot, and there were all of these vehicles, but I didn't really see anyone, not at first. Then there were a couple of older women walking toward another vehicle. They glanced at me, and Natalie waved, and they waved back. I didn't react; I neither said nor did anything at all besides follow Natalie, and the women hardly noticed me.

As far as they were concerned, I was probably just her younger friend.

How could this be happening? How could I be dressed like this without anyone noticing? Relief rushed my system, but it was quickly replaced by dread. We were probably halfway to her car, and she was still holding me by my wrist, and then I noticed a group of guys. I heard them first. They were laughing, joking about drinking or partying, and I had no idea what would happen when they saw me.

It got worse. They were behind us, and then I heard a voice cut across the air.

"Natalie!"

My former teacher stopped, and she seemed to tense up for just a moment, or maybe that was just my imagination. I could have been projecting. I froze up completely as she turned around.

"Tyler, José, Raymond," she said, nodding to each of the boys in turn. There are a couple of others there, but she didn’t acknowledge them. Perhaps she didn't know them. At first I kept my gaze down at the paved ground, but then some desperate need to know the truth squirmed its way through my body, compelling me to peek up.

I know that I've always been smaller than the guys around me, but this felt different. With my tights, my ballet flats, my clingy leotard and short skirt, I knew exactly how I looked. But then my gaze rose up toward these guys, and I realized something. They were checking me out! Suddenly, my cheeks were burning bright, and I opened my mouth to say something, only to stop at the last moment.

"Where are you off to?" Natalie asked.

"We are just going for some merrymaking," he said, choosing an intentionally antiquated term.

"Okay then," she said with a nod, like they needed her permission. "You boys have fun." From there, my former teacher grabbed me again, and she pulled me back toward her car. She even opened the door for me, and she motioned for me to get in.

As I sat and buckled up, I couldn't help but stare out the window and watch as the guys got into their own sedan.

Natalie took the driver’s seat a second later, slamming the door behind her. "That was amazing," she said, more to herself than anyone else.

"I, I think we should stop this," I said.

Natalie reached over, she touched the side of my jaw, and then she forced me to look back at her. I stared into her eyes even as I got lost in the rest of her features. What was it about her? How could she be so alluring? How could she be so beautiful? For a moment, I imagined she might lean forward and kiss me. I thought about what it would feel like to be her little doll, a little plaything for her to use. But then again, she had a boyfriend, so she didn't kiss me.

Instead, Natalie's eyes twinkled as she said, "You can go whatever you want, but your key isn't coming with you."

My key. It took me another second or two to remember exactly what she meant. Because she felt like taunting me, she dropped her hand down along my arm. Her fingers left these tingling sparks of energy as she made her way down to my hip, then my thigh. Next, she slid her hand underneath my skirt, and I could feel her push down against the underside of my balls. Finally, she started to tease my cock. She squeezed my chastity cage, reminding me of what I now wore.

I wouldn't be able to take this off without her help...without her permission.

The moisture drained away from my mouth, and I found myself nodding. "I'll be good," I said.

"Yes, I expect you will," she said.

Exhaling slowly, I focused on the world outside of the car as she started to drive. It only took a few minutes, but we headed down one busy street after another. And then we pulled up in front of a bar.

When I saw the bouncer, I thought there was absolutely no way I would be able to get in. First, my ID didn't match my appearance. Second, I was too young to get in there legally.

But with the easy confidence of a young woman who knew she could do whatever she liked, Natalie said hello to the guard outside. Then, still holding onto my hand, she pulled me inside.

I had never done anything like this before.

She looked around.

Inside, there were the sounds of people laughing, chatting, drinking and debating. This was a college bar, so most of the people were pretty young. I kept looking around, and every time I saw a guy, it felt like I was making eye contact as he checked me out. The moisture drained away from my mouth, and I was wondering precisely what he was thinking. My friends and I had joked about that before: when you see a girl, you immediately analyze whether or not she's attractive. And if she's attractive, you start thinking about those little fantasies. They're almost unconscious, like you wonder what it would be like to feel her breasts, to drop your arms around her waist, to grab her ass, or to lift her skirt and slide your hand up against her pussy. Maybe you wonder what it would be like to kiss her or to push her down onto her hands and knees.

In that instant, how many of those guys had those thoughts about me?

Before I could understand what was going on, Natalie pulled on my arm again, guiding me along like I was her little sister or something. We found someone sitting at one of the tables. It was tucked off to the side, away from everyone else, but he noticed Natalie right away, got up, and wrapped his arms around her. Next, he kissed her. Awkwardly, I stood there. Even more awkward, she didn't let go of my hand.

"How's my girl?"

"I'm good," she said, clearly flustered after that powerful kiss. They knew there was something about being close to him, about the feel of his body, about the strength of his muscles and the ease with which he could take her. Before I contemplated this any further, Natalie nodded toward me. Yes, she was still holding my hand and she said, "Trevor, this is Zoey."

"Your special student?"

"My special girl," she said. "My dolly."

"And you, Zoey? How do you feel about this?"

He loomed over me. He was taller than me by several inches at least. My insides felt cold, and I didn't know what to do or say, but then he did something surprising. He touched the underside of my chin, and he forced me to look up at him. "I, I don't know," I said truthfully.

He chuckled. "What are the terms of your relationship?"

That's when Natalie leaned over, and she whispered into my ear, "I own you."

Obediently, I answered, "She owns me." Even as I spoke, I felt that flutter of excitement deep within my stomach. I didn't understand it. I couldn't explain it. It didn't seem to make any sense to me, and yet, that pulse of energy was there nonetheless.

"Fascinating," he said. He was studying me, and I tried not to look back at him, but I felt like a deer caught in the gaze of some powerful predator. This man was bigger than me, stronger than me, and he could do whatever he wanted. That much was obvious.

Finally letting go of me, Natalie pressed her body up against his. Then she nudged him down toward the booth, and they were seated together. I slid down across from them, but they hardly noticed.

She had started to kiss him again. Not only that, his hand moved over to her chest. I sat there, and I started to turn my gaze away.

"No," she said, breaking off that kiss. Apparently, Natalie had been checking on me. "I want you to watch. You are going to watch because it's important for you to see this. After all, you're going to be helping me tonight."

"Helping you?" I asked with this nervous little squeak in my voice.

At that moment, I really did sound like a doll.

Rather than answering, Natalie turned back to her boyfriend.

He slipped his hand underneath the table. I couldn’t see exactly what was happening, but I heard the murmurs and moans she made. At the same time, I continued to watch. They were both gorgeous, and I hated how I started squirming in my seat. Not only that, I could feel this hint of dampness between my legs. My cock strained against the chastity cage, but I couldn't even enjoy an erection. Still, somehow, droplets of pre-come appeared and soaked into my panties.

Eventually, Trevor got up and headed off to get us some drinks.

While he was gone, Natalie leaned forward, and she had her elbows braced against the tabletop as she rested her chin on her palms. "What you think of him?"

"I, I don't know," I said truthfully.

"He's hot, isn't he?"

"I don't know," I said again.

"You know, relationships can be difficult. There's always something a guy’s expecting you to do, but maybe you aren't interested. You know?"

"No…"

"You’ll figure it out," she said.

She stared at me, and she held me there with her hypnotic gaze. I had already dressed up in this outfit for her.

But then she changed the subject, "How badly would you like out of your chastity cage?"

"Very, very badly," I said.

"Then you have to earn it," she said. "But don't worry. I think we can come up with a few really good ideas. Of course, I'm thinking about you and a choker."

"A choker?" I asked.

It was too late.

Trevor came back to the table, and he put a glass in front of me and another one in front of Natalie. She picked it up and sipped it.

For my part, I sat there, and pretty soon they started to make out again. I knew I should say something. I knew I should do something, and yet my heart fluttered faster and faster. The excitement ran through my veins, but I didn't know what to do or say. My insides tightened, and I really wanted to interrupt, but I couldn't whether I liked it or not, I knew the truth. She was right. I was her dolly.

Eventually, they finished their drinks, and they continued to make out. Through all of this, part of me wanted to just jump up and leave. I tried to convince myself that I could find a pair of bolt cutters or something to remove the chastity cage. But what if that didn't work? Did I really want to risk potentially angering Natalie?

No, I couldn't do that.

Instead, I sat there, and I nibbled on the inside of my mouth. Every few seconds, I managed to look away from their writhing bodies. Each time, however, my gaze was drawn back toward them. In the semi-gloom of this college bar, I felt like I had to watch. Again and again, I tried to pull myself away, to just get up and leave, only I couldn't do it.

Was it my attraction to Natalie, my jealousy of Trevor, the tension of the clothing pressing against my body or something else entirely? I didn't know one way or the other, but I sat there like a good doll, just the way Natalie had known I would.

Then I heard her moaning. He had his hand underneath the table, and I had no idea what he was doing, but this shaking, reverberating shudder ran through her body. Did he just make her come? Did she just enjoy the wild flash of an orgasm?

Probably.

My muscles tensed, like I wanted to stand up, but there was still nothing I could do!

Then he broke off that kiss, and he looked back at his girlfriend, then at me. "Let's go," he announced.

He got into the driver side of her car, she took the front seat, and that left me to climb into the back. I felt like some child as they whispered back and forth. Occasionally, Natalie glanced over to the back seat, to me…That only seemed to make it worse, like she was checking on me to make sure I didn't get into any trouble.

By now, I was squirming. There was this buzzing, fizzing deep within my body. I couldn't help it. I wanted Natalie so badly!

Trevor parked the car, we all got out, and then he grabbed Natalie by her waist, pulling her close before he surprised me. He did the same to me, tightening his arm around my waist and pulling me close. We passed another couple of guys, a different group, and I blushed brightly because I could feel their jealous gazes on him. Trevor looked so amazing, so powerful, like he could have these two cute college girls on his arms.

We made it into her apartment, and that's when he grabbed her again and started kissing her.

"Okay," he announced, breaking off that kiss just a few seconds later. "Should I meet you in the bedroom?"

"Go ahead. I'm going to have a little talk with Zoey here," she said.

Trevor headed off, and that's when she put her hands on my shoulders. From there, her fingers slid down to my biceps, my forearms, and my palms. Having her touch me like this was amazing. With every moment, I kept thinking that I would snap out of this, like I would finally start to fight back or to assert myself. And yet, she was so beautiful, and I just wanted to make her happy.

"I can tell that you are enjoying this," she said. I sucked in a breath, and she stopped me, touching a finger to my mouth, although she was careful not to smudge my lipstick. "It's okay, Zoey. This is good for you. After all, you need to get used to being my little plaything." She paused, perhaps hesitating. Or more likely, Natalie just wanted to get a sense of how I might react or respond. "I’m keeping you. I'm keeping you locked up. And now, if you're a very good girl, I will give you the opportunity to enjoy an orgasm. But first, I have something special for you. Think of it as a present."

My eyes narrowed with skepticism, but she leaned forward, and I could feel her breath hot against the inner contours of my ear, "I've waiting for you for a while. I've been thinking about this and getting ready." That's when she spun away, opened one of the small drawers on the nightstand by her couch, and she pulled out a pink choker. When I saw it, my eyes widened, but she slipped it around my neck. Now there was a metal ring just above the base of my throat.

"Come along," she said, looking one finger through that ring. She led me along, and I followed, taking these quick little steps even as I could feel the extra weight of the cock lock between my legs.

When we went into her bedroom, I didn't know what to expect, but I found Trevor there, seated on the bed. That's when she pulled something out of one of her dresser drawers. When I saw the leash, I wasn't exactly sure what to expect. She tied it to a bedpost, and then she connected it to my collar.

This seemed strange to me, but I wasn't about to complain, not even when she put her hand on my shoulder, nudged me down, and said in a quiet voice, "On your knees." I crouched down, just as she expected. Somehow, it felt almost normal to have both Trevor and Natalie above me.

She started to circle me, walking around my right side, then my left. At the same time, she continued to glide her fingers along my shoulders or over the nape of my neck.

Then she leaned down, and she asked, "Have you ever sucked a man's cock?"

"What? No!"

"If you want me to let you out of that chastity cage, you're going to do it. Then, if you're a very good girl, I will let you out of your cage to have an orgasm. Would you like that, Zoey?"

As she spoke, Trevor pushed himself off of the bed, and now he towered over me. I looked up at him, and he seemed so powerful, so imposing. At the same time, my mouth tightened into a pout, and I could feel the lipstick right there as another reminder of what she had done to me and how she had changed me.

"I think she's ready," Trevor decided. He unzipped his pants, he reached in, pulled out his erection. When my eyes locked onto his stiffened shaft, part of me couldn't believe it. He was so big!

"You see, I'm not interested in going down on my boyfriend. But I still want him to enjoy himself, so that's what you're going to do. In exchange, I will let you out of your chastity cage. Understand?"

"She understands," Trevor said as he grabbed me by the back of my hair. He pulled, my lips parted, and I didn't know what to do. I didn't know what to say or how I should try to react. Then he pushed forward, and the tip of his cock was right there.

"Be a good girl for me," she said. "Show him what my doll can do."

Something inside of me broke, and I wrapped my lips around his cock. I started to suck. I hollowed my cheeks, and I moved my tongue along the underside of his shaft. At the same time, I expected some rush of disgust or revulsion. Embarrassment was there. After all, I was supposed to be a boy. Not only that, I had fantasized so much about Natalie, only now I was servicing her boyfriend.

Trevor pushed his cock forward, thrusting it into me. "Don't worry. I'm sure Zoey here can take it," he said. Maybe Natalie had looked concerned. Perhaps it seemed like I wouldn’t be able to do this.

But now, I could feel his cock at the back of my throat, and my gag reflex kicked in. I sucked in a breath through my nostrils; next, I exhaled slowly. Those muscles and reflexes started to relax again.

He pulled back, sliding his girth against my mouth before pushing it into me. I breathed faster now, and I continued to suck.

How long can this go on? How long was I servicing this man? I was supposed to be his competitor, but that wasn't how he saw me. As far as he was concerned, I was nothing but a little toy, one his girlfriend owned, and one he could play with whenever he liked.

He pumped my mouth again and again.

Natalie crouched behind me, and she wrapped her arms around my waist. Between the leash tied to her bedpost and her grip on my sides, I felt completely helpless. "That's right," she whispered. "You're going to be a good girl for both of us. You can do whatever I want and you’re going to do whatever I say. I'm going to keep you dressed up just like this as long as I’m going to let you stay with me. You can be like my little maid girl! You can cook and clean it do whatever I say. Oh, and you're definitely going to help my boyfriend with his stress relief." That's when she grabbed my wrists and pulled them behind my back. I didn't understand what was happening, not until she cuffed me. The shackles encircled my wrists, and I jerked against those restraints, but I couldn't break free. Then I could hear her giggling into my ear.

"That was really good," he said. "Your doll is a natural." His breathing had become shallow, and I realized something; I had done that. I had made him feel good. I really was a natural at this!

A natural…

I didn't want to believe that, and yet he had just finished.

He didn't climax, but I could still taste his excitement there at the back of my throat.

Natalie sprang up, and she tossed a pillow down onto the floor. Next, she lifted my skirt, pulled down my tights, and exposed the lock on the chastity cage. Then she lifted the key, and she dangled in front of my eyes. "Tell me you're always going to be a good girl for me. Tell me you're going to do whatever I want because I own you now."

She owned to me.

Before this, I had fantasized about being her equal, her partner, her boyfriend…

Except now, I could see the truth. I would never be able to compete with a man like Trevor. If I wanted to get close to her, then it would have to be on her terms.

"Yes," I said. I didn't know whether or not she really wanted my agreement. Perhaps, with those pictures, she could just blackmail me. Or maybe she would keep me locked in chastity. Or maybe those were just games for her entertainment because she already knew she had exactly what it took to wrap me around her little finger. I would always do whatever she wanted. Manipulating me would be effortless…

And then it hardly mattered because she unlocked the chastity cage, she pulled up my panties, my tights, and then she patted me on the head before turning her attention back to her boyfriend.

Together, they jumped onto the bed, and they were kissing again. He still had his cock out, and I could barely see what was going on from my spot on the floor. Tentatively, I rose to my feet, not that they seemed to mind. At the same time, I pulled against the handcuffs.

They were steel; they weren’t going to break. No matter how hard I pulled or twisted my wrists, I wouldn't be able to tear myself free. Not only that, I couldn't find any button, lever, or release. Whether I liked it or not, I was collared, leashed, and bound.

At least I got to watch…

By now, they had decided to focus on one another, so I was hovering off to the side, watching. He kissed her. He touched her, running his hands up and down the contours of her body. He enjoyed everything she had to offer. I wished I could do that, then I realized something. Maybe, later, she would cuddle with me. Maybe she would want to watch a movie and squeeze me tight as I rested my head on her shoulder or chest. But no, I wouldn't get to peel away the layers of her outfit. That was only something a man like Trevor could do. With those broad shoulders, those defined muscles, and that overwhelming sense of confidence, he was better than me. He knew how to be a man, and I was just her toy…

And yet, I glanced down at the floor, and that's when I realized something. With my hands cuffed behind my back, I wouldn't be able to stroke my cock. Then I saw the little pink pillow on the floor. She must've tossed it down there. It was just waiting for me. Immediately, I knew what she wanted from me.

I nibbled on my bottom lip. I watched as he climbed on top of her. She spread her legs and lifted her ankles into the air. He aimed down, and he pushed into her. Then I closed my eyes, and I held on tight to that image as I pushed my own, inferior shaft down against the soft pink. Because I was her toy, I couldn't think about sex, not really. I wouldn't get to use my member. Instead, I pushed myself up against that pillow as I bucked my hips. Clenching my eyes shut, I thought about how this would look. I was like some horny pet, grinding away.

But this was the best I could to. This was a reward. It was a privilege.

I pressed my hips down, lifted my body, and fell down again. With every second, I thought about Trevor and what it must've been like for him to push his cock deep between her legs, to feel the heat, the friction, the slide and force of her body while excitement must've rushed through her. But that wasn't going to happen to me.

Breathing faster and faster, I soon surrendered to that give. My shaft rubbed against the inside of my panties, and there was the gentle squish of the cushion beneath me. Then, my body shook, there were those pulsations of need, and my cock pumped. I blew my load, only to realize what had just happened was what my life was going to be.

In the distance, I could hear Natalie and Trevor moan and grunt as they finished like a pair of hungry predators. He jerked back, and she rolled over onto her side. "Yeah, it looks like my toy is done too," she announced.

And yet, I looked up, I saw her eyes, and I realized the truth. We were just getting started.

Soon enough, she would pick up the chastity cage and lock it on me again because I belonged to her. This was only the beginning of my new life as her dolly. She had set a trap, and I had walked right into it…

The End
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