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Owning Alex

Natalie. Whenever I thought of her name, a flash of energetic hope rippled and rumbled through my body. The strength of those impulses always surprised me...right until I saw her again. In school, I was her friend and followed her around. Her friends whispered about me. They called me her puppy dog, only I didn't care. We graduated and had to pick colleges. She told me she wanted to go to Bryson University, so I followed her.

I knew it was dumb, especially because I kept waiting for that day when everything would get wrecked.

Frankly, Natalie was hot (really hot!), which meant she'd finally pick out a boyfriend. Tons of guys were attracted to her and asked her out all the time. Even the guys who usually prowled around on their apps and never bothered to ask a girl out face-to-face found themselves drawn to her. They tentatively approached and played their best strategies. I was there for a bunch of their pick-up lines, compliments, questions, and pretenses.

None of them worked.

I asked her why from time to time, but Natalie always shrugged and said soemthing like, "I don't know. I guess he's not my type?" Then she'd grin and a flash of blush would cross her cheeks as she screwed up the ridge of her nose and burst into quick giggles.

Eventually, she'd pick someone. Right?

And when that happened, I knew it was going to hurt. Badly.

For four years of high school, then four more of college, I managed to hide my feelings. Truthfully, I didn't know exaclty when I started to itch for our friendship to grow into something new...something more. I'm pretty sure that, for a long time, I really did see her as only a friend. There were those moments when I would be hanging out with Natalie, and we would be at a diner or a football game or wandering the mall, and maybe we would see someone we knew. There would be that moment when other guys would spot me with her, and I would feel them assess and and appraise me, like he wants to know whether or not I was a threat. Not only that, I always enjoyed this quick buzz of respect.

Whenever I thought about potentially dating Natalie, something inside me shut down those feelings. It was like an immune response; on some level, I knew it couldn't work, and so I pushed those thoughts aside as quickly as I could. I didn't want to notice her long, tanned and toned legs, the perfect curves of her butt and chest or the way she smiled. No. I told myself she was only supposed to be my friend, and nothing more.

Little by little, however, I started to fantasize. I started to wonder what it would be like to hold her hand, to lean in and kiss her, to brush my fingers through her hair, and to tuck a few loose strands behind her ear. I craved the intimacy of pulling her into my arms, nuzzling her neck, and eventually pulling her top off of her. I started to ache for the chance to run the heels of my palms up, along her flat stomach to the curves of her breasts. I wanted to know the color of her bra, the texture of her panties, and what it would be like to squeeze her in the dark.

No.

That wasn't going to happen.

It was a complete and utter impossibility.

That's what I told myself over and over and over and over and over again.

Sometimes, it helped. Then there were those moments when we would be hanging out, and maybe we would go swimming down at the lake. She would pull off her T-shirt, and I would see her in her bathing suit, and she would jump into the water, and those rivulets would run down along her body. She always looked so amazing, and I did my absolute best not to stare even as I surreptitiously snuck little glances in her direction.

There was something magnetic about this girl. Every time I came close to her, I could feel the pull of her body.

And of course, it only got worse because she was my friend, and so she loved hugging me. There would be those moments when she would just pull me close, and I loved how she would wrap her arms around me.

"Thank you for being my adventure buddy," she would tell me.

Then there were those moments when she would put her head on my lap because she would be tired and we were watching a movie, and she loved it when I would run my fingers through her hair. She always felt so amazing, and I was lucky for this kind of intimacy. Even so, I reminded myself again and again that though it was romantic.

This could not last.

The temptations grew too strong. I kept wondering what might happen if I got bold and brave. What would happen if I left her a romantic note on her doorstep? What would happen if I took her out to a romantic dinner? What would happen if we walked along the beach, and I reached out and interlaced my fingers with hers, pressing our palms together? What would happen if I whispered in the dark that I loved her and hoped that we could be something more than friends?

What if? What if? What if?

Eventually, I had to succumb to the temptation.

The hope continued to torment me, jagged and bright and utterly irresistible.

That's why I took her out to her favorite restaurant. It was this little taco bar downtown, and we were seated at one table. A few minutes before our food arrived, I looked right across the table at her, and I said, "Natalie, I really like you."

"I really like you too," she said.

She didn't get it; she didn't understand what I meant.

Knowing this could happen, I cleared my throat and tried again, "Natalie, that's not what I mean. I like you. I want to be with you. Romantically. I want to be with you. I want to be the person you rely on."

That's when I reached out and took her hand in mine. My fingers squeezed down against her knuckles, and that beautiful girl stared at me. In that moment, I searched for some hint. Her eyes were slightly wider, her lips set. She had her blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail with her bangs curving along her forehead. She had on a gray T-shirt and denim shorts. Beneath the table, her sneakers tapped against the floor.

"Alex," she said, only her voice trailed off. Again and again, I searched for some hint of her reaction. Time seemed to slow down and stretch, torturing me with one possibility after another. She could say yes. She could say no. She could tell me this was a joke because it had to be. There was no way she would look at me like that.

Natalie had her head down. She stared at her lap, and she was probably fidgeting with her fingertips as she considered what she should say. Finally, she drew in a slow breath, puffed out her cheeks, raised her head, and looked right into my eyes. "Alex, I don't think you can offer me what I want."

That's when I grabbed onto the edges of the table. Before I could stop myself, I stared across that short distance between us, and I made a promise, "Natalie. I want to give you whatever you want. Tell me."

That's when she bit down on the inside of her mouth, "I can't." What was that? I had never seen her that nervous or shy before. Normally, Natalie could jump into the center of any conversation, any group or party. Without being obnoxious about it, she knew how to entertain people. Except now, she couldn't meet my gaze, and I had to know why.

"You can," I promised her. "It's okay. Just tell me what you want."

She answered with a shake of her head.

I reached out, and I grabbed her hands. I pressed my fingertips down against her knuckles as I tried to reassure her. "Natalie, I love you. You're my best friend, and I want to be something more. I want to be something special for you."

"Could you be a girl?"

I didn't let go of her hands.

Only then she rolled her eyes, and she burst out laughing. "Oh God, I can't believe I'm talking about this. Seriously. Are we really doing this?"

"We can do this," I promised her.

That's when she pulled her hands away, only she surprised me again by leaning forward. She pushed her elbows down against the table, and she stretched forward. It almost felt like she wanted to lean forward and kiss me. Instead, she started talking in a low voice, like she was terrified someone else might overhear our conversation even though no one else was paying attention. "Alex, I want to take a boy, I want to strip him, and I want to dress him up like a girl. I don't want him to actually be a girl. I just want to know that I have complete control over him. I want to put him in a cute pair of panties. I want him to shave his legs for me. I want to put makeup on his face, and I want to do his makeup. I want him to be completely and utterly feminized. I want to know that I can make him wear whatever I want, because I would have that much power." She leaned back in her chair, crossed her arms over her chest, and then she glared at me. "That's what I want." She spat out those last four words, like she expected this to scare me.

Honestly, I didn't know what to think. My heart was beating fast as she glared at me.

The server chose that awkward moment to place the tray covered in tacos right between us.

"I'll do it," I said without really thinking.

"What?"

When we left the taco place, she took me by the hand and escorted me to her car. She opened the door for me, and I got inside. My heart was beating faster and faster.

We drove to her apartment complex in silence. We got there, got out, and she took me by the hand again. She pulled me forward, and I could feel a strange difference. Sure, she had helped me on countless occasions. Whenever we met up, she usually wanted a hug. Whenever we separated, she would lean over and wrap her arms around my torso, telling me, "Stay safe."

Only now, she held my hand, and I wondered what would happen if I attempted to pull away.

She glanced over her shoulder at me, and I saw this wicked smile on her face. Truthfully, I didn't know how to read her expression because this was different. Her eyes seemed to shine with a new kind of anticipation.

We made it to her apartment, she unlocked the door, and then she nudged me inside., Closing the door behind us, she locked it. I heard that click, and a shiver ran through my body. I tensed for a moment until she took me by the hand again and guided me down the short hallway to her bedroom.

I had been in here before, just to wait for her twice.

Then she closed that door, and she crossed her arms over her chest. "Strip," she said.

"Are you, are you sure about this?"

"You're going to get a couple more chances to leave," she said. Then she stepped forward, and she whispered into my ear, "After that, you're going to be mine. Understand?"

I didn't, not really, but I didn't want to give up on this, whatever it could turn out to be.

"I guess."

"Okay," she said with a quick nod. "That's it. I expect you to be naked within the next few seconds. And if you can't do that, I want you to leave."

Her directive seemed so simple, yet my chest tensed, and I didn't know how to react.

I raised my arms for a second, only my hands stopped midway up along the length of my torso. That's when she stepped forward, and she unbuttoned my shirt. I shrugged it off. She pulled the T-shirt off of me. Suddenly, I was naked from the waist up, only then she stepped back again, and now she crossed her arms over her chest. "Naked. Now." With those two words reverberating across the air, I obeyed her. I pulled down my pants after I kicked off my shoes. Within seconds, I stood before her in just my socks and boxers. She shook her head and pointed toward the floor. It was obvious what she expected from me.

I peeled off my socks, first the left, then the right. After that, I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers. This wasn't what I had expected; this wasn't what I had been prepared for. Only my heart thudded, and I didn't want to mess this up, especially because I studied her sleek cheeks, her slender neck, the curves of her breasts, and the easy grace with which she stood there.

My cock stiffened; I couldn't help myself.

Then I pulled off my underwear.

Right away, I closed my eyes and tilted my head down toward the floor.

That was a mistake, since it meant I didn't see her approach; she came right up to me, and she touched one hand to my right cheek. With the other, she casually reached down and slid her fingers along my balls, up to the base my cock, then she wrapped her digits around my circumference. "This is going to be a problem," she said.

"What? Why?"

"I've always wanted to dress a boy up like a girl and make out with him," she said. "I'm going to feminize you, Alex. I'm going to turn you into my perfect little doll, my sweet little model, my sexy little sissy." As she uttered those words, something seemed to shiver at the back of her throat, like she had really been fantasizing about this for years.

This was why she had always turned down those other guys. Scared and honored at the same time, I didn't react as she put her hands on my chest and nudged me down onto her bed. Her bed. She slept on the sheets. And now, she pulled my arms toward the bedposts. "What, what are you doing?"

"I'm going to tie you down," she promised.

"Okay," I told her.

Once she spread my arms and legs, she moved her fingers along my naked body. No, there weren't any restraints around my wrists or ankles, my waist, my neck, my shoulders or my thighs, but I still felt frozen in place. She had positioned me, so it was like I couldn't move. In that moment, I really did feel like her poseable doll.

"What, what you going to do?"

"If you're going to be my sissy girl, that means you have to wear something special for me. You ever heard of the chastity cage?"

I had, and now the moisture drained away from my mouth as I lifted my head and looked along the length of my body. Kneeling over me, she reached down, and she brushed her fingers along my balls. She wrapped her fingers around my cock. With casual ease, she touched me as though she had done this a dozen times before. For her, it was so easy, especially because I noticed how her cheeks glowed. She had thought about this or something like it many, many times before.

Yes, she was my fantasy girl, but I was going to help her live out one of her dreams.

Was I really going to do this? Would I succumb?

Yes. For her. Anything.

Natalie slid her fingers up and down along the length of my cock. She massaged and teased me. Worse, she seemed to have an instant understanding of my body in the rhythms of my frame as I gasped and panted. With my arms still locked above my head, I grabbed onto the sheets, bunching up the fabric underneath my fingertips.

Desperation pulsed through my body.

"You know, after you climax, I'm going to put you in a chastity cage. I'm going to lock in on. You’re not going to wear the key. After that, you're not going to see your boy part, you to know why?"

"Because I'll be wearing a chastity cage?"

"A chastity cage and panties," she promised. "Oh well, this is so perfect. I'm going to be honest with you, Alex. I first wanted to be your friend because I thought you were so cute. I always wondered what you would look like in makeup. I was wondering what you would look like in panties, but I was never brave enough to ask you to try on an outfit. And now, you’re going to be my sissy?"

"Yes. Yes, Natalie."

She cocked her head to the side. "Call me Princess."

My brows creased. Princess? But then, I thought of this girl and how she loved Disney movies and how she craved control. She demanded that royal title, so I had to give it to her.

"Yes, Princess," I told her.

"Perfect!" Natalie chirped. She moved her hand faster up and down along the length of my manhood. Pretty soon, it would be locked away, and I understood what kind of power that would give her. She could keep my shaft trapped for a few hours, a few days, even longer…

Could I handle it?

In that moment, I didn't know. I didn't care either. Why would I when there was this beautiful blonde girl placed above me, touching me and stimulating me.

Each time I came close, she slowed or stopped and pulled her hands away, and she then allowed my body to settle. Then she started touching me over and over again. She made sure I came up to the verge of release, only to stop.

"Tell me you're going to be my sissy."

"Princess, Princess…" I gasped out, panting. "I, I'm going to be your sissy!" When we met up at the taco bar, I had no idea what could happen. I didn't know what kind of secrets this girl could keep.

"You like this, don't you?"

"Yes!"

"You know, after this, you won't be in control of this little guy. He's going to belong to me." She lowered her head down for a moment, I thought she might actually lick my cock. She didn't. She pulled away, and she tightened her grip for just a second or two at most. Fresh desperation gripped me, cutting through my defenses.

Then she pulled her hands away again. She slipped off of the mattress, and I jerked my head up as I stared at her.

"What, what you doing? Where are you going?" Spread out and naked, I felt vulnerable.

Then again, I didn't understand what vulnerability really meant, not until she came back from her closet, and she held up four black, silk ribbons.

Then she straddled me. The girl I had been in love with for years grabbed my right wrist and encircled it with the ribbon. She drew it tight, knotted it, and secured it to the bedpost. Seconds later, she did the same thing with my left arm. Next, she retreated between my legs, and she tied my ankles to the bed. When she finished, I was spread out, helpless, down and completely at her mercy.

"Go on," she coaxed me.

"What?" I breathed out.

"Struggle," she said it in a nearly singsong tone, making all of this sound so obvious.

I licked the roof of my mouth, pushed my lips together, and strained. I pulled on my right arm first. Tentatively, I started to think that this had to be some kind of joke, like I could just pull a little harder, and my arm would obviously come free. There was no way she had really tied me down. I couldn't actually be helpless. Those reassuring expectations didn't last long, however.

I started to twist and pull. I began to struggle and tug, yanking once then twice. I poured all of my strength into my arms as I tried to put my wrists free from of the bonds.

"Can't do it, can you?" Natalie asked, clearly, in awe of her own talents and abilities.

Genuinely frustrated, I didn't answer at first. Instead, I rolled over onto my side as much as the bonds allowed, I tilted my head, and I tried to break free again. With hot frustration surging through my body, I tensed my muscles and flexed as best I could. I jerked. I yanked. I fought and battled the silk ribbons. They didn't look like much. In fact, I had probably seen Natalie wearing those ribbons in her hair at one point or another.

"What's wrong?" Natalie taunted me. "You can't get up?"

"No!" I growled back at her.

"Tone," she said. "Remember, you're talking to your Princess."

In her fantasy, was she a member of the royal family, an aristocrat who could get away whatever she wished because of her wealth and influence? Or maybe she just liked the sound of that title.

Before I could say anything, she slid her hands down between my legs. She started to caress the underside of my scrotum. With her thumb, she reached up and toyed with base of my shaft. She played with my body, casually taking control.

The worst part had to be that she knew how to read my expression. Each time I came close, she stopped.

Natalie knew exactly how to tease me, how to taunt me with my own instincts and reflexes. Fresh waves of stimulation rolled across my psyche, making it harder and harder for me to think clearly.

I discovered this truth as her hand continued to glide up and down along my cock. She teased my tip, stimulated that midsection, and toyed with the base of my manhood. With her other hand, she kept taunting my scrotum. Her soft caresses sent these lightning bolts of sensation racing through my body. I couldn't fight them; I couldn't push them back. Instead, I lost myself completely to the deluge of stimulation.

"Come for me," she ordered.

Then she squeezed, and I lost control. I didn't know if I made a conscious decision or not. She triggered the reflex, and that pulsating ran through my body, forcing me to push my buttocks down, my shoulder blades into the mattress, all while I arched my back and surrendered to the onrushing burst of bliss.

With my eyes closed, I couldn't do anything. Utterly lost in that storm of satisfaction, I knew what was happening, only then it didn't matter. My muscles tensed, and I pulled to the ribbons taut, all while she drained me. Soon, I was spent and exhausted, and my eyelids drooped down.

Natalie wiped me off. She cleaned me up, and then she pulled out that first toy.

Because I didn't want to open my eyes and face the price I was about to pay, I simply stayed there on my back. In the meantime, she looked down at me, "That was a lot of fun, but now we are going to get started."

This girl had touched me; she got me off. When I made my confession, I had no idea it could happen so quickly, only now I could feel that first component slide up underneath my balls. Next, she pulled a tube over my shaft. From there, she slid the lock into place after securing the fastenings.

Click.

I lifted my head, looked down along the length of my body, and that's when I saw the metal chastity cage tight around my flaccid member.

"What you think of that?" Natalie asked me.

"I, I don't know," I confessed.

"You know what I love about your name?"

"What?" I asked, confused by the sudden shift in topic.

"Alex can be a boy’s name or a girl's name. But when I get you all dressed up, I'm going to start calling you Alexandra. How does that sound?"

"Yes, Princess," I told her. Somehow, it was easy to surrender to her.

"Okay," she said. I'm going to go get the bathroom ready. And when I'm done, I want you to be a good sissy for me. You're going to go take a shower. And you are going to get ready."

"Yes, Princess," I said, still disoriented by the way she had touched me, and how she had forced me to climax.

As she headed for the doorway, I lifted my head again. First, my eyes slid along the contours of the chastity cage. But then I glanced back at her, and I checked out the way her ponytail bobbed from side to side as she strode forward. From there, my gaze slid down to her trim waist and her denim shorts. She looked so enticing, all of which made my cock twitch. I was starting to get hard again. Or at least, I would have stiffened, except for the chastity cage. My manhood pushed up against the contours of that small, metal prison.

As those desires expanded from my center out into my arms and legs, I tried to breathe in and exhale. The moment my cock failed to get hard, it was like a new trigger had been pulled deep within me. I squirmed, wiggling. I clenched down, and I could feel the strain all over again. It was a growing stronger as Natalie came back into the room.

"Okay," she said, placing her hands on her hips. "Are you ready to go take that shower?"

I dropped my head back, "Yes, Princess."

She smiled and released me.

"You can try to take off right now if you want," she said, her eyes twinkling. "What?" I asked as though I didn't immediately know what she meant.

"Your chastity cage," she told me as she nodded down toward the lock between my legs. "It's pretty obvious what you are going to do. So go on. Try. Try to take it off."

"Will I be in trouble?"

"Nope," she said with a pop of her lips. "Fact is, I've been thinking about this for a long time. First, there's the curiosity. I want to know if you can remove it. That's why I want you to do your absolute best."

"Okay…"

"Second," she continued, "I want to see you fail. If you mess this up, that means you really understand how this works."

"Yes, Princess," I told her, although I didn't really understand what she meant. Under her watchful gaze, I dropped my hands to my chastity cage. Puffing out my cheeks, I started to work on the curves. I wanted to pull it, to gently work it off. When I tried, I failed. The band around the base of my scrotum was surprisingly snug against my skin. Pretty soon, I was pulling on the top instead. Again, it didn't work.

She watched me squirm. There. I kept trying different angles. At one point, I was tempted to just drag it off with all of my strength, only I already knew what would happen, and a primal sense of fear kept me from trying.

My face turned red by the time I looked back up at her. "I can't do it," I gasped out.

"Nope," she said. That's when I noticed the way she fingered the key dangling from her neck. She wore it on a gold chain, and my mouth watered slightly. Grinning, she said, "Too bad."

My nostrils twitched, but then she reached out. A flutter of excitement ran through my body because she took me by my arm and guided me down the hall and toward the bathroom. Sure enough, everything was ready. I saw a pink razor, shampoo, body wash. "Remember, you need to be smooth from your eyebrows down," she said.

"Yes, Princess," I answered. She turned on the hot water, and I stepped into the shower.

Seconds later, she closed the door behind her. It was time for me to get to work.

By her command, I shaved. I took my time. First, I squirted some of the body wash into my palms. I ran the fragrant, fruity lather along my neck, down my shoulders, along my chest, all the way to my groin. After that, I washed my legs. Next, I picked up the pink razor, and I studied it intently.

Shaving my face, chest, arms, legs, and groin took a lot longer than I expected. Still, I worked at it because I knew she would inspect me. And if I messed up, there could be consequences. What would she do? I didn't know for sure, yet one possibility occurred to me: she could just kick me out. If she told me to get lost, I would be unable to remove the chastity cage. Maybe if I went to a hospital, locksmith, or someone with a chainsaw, I would be able to remove the cage, but all of those prospects left me shivering with dread despite the hot water hammering down against my skin.

Once I was fairly certain I had gotten every stray hair, I stepped out of the shower.

When I was done, she opened the door, and she grinned at me through the lingering steam.

That's when she grabbed me and pulled me back into her bedroom. She sat me down in front of the mirror where she applied her own makeup. At first, I thought that was what she had in mind, only she skipped over to the closet instead.

"Put those on," she said as she tossed something to me. I grabbed the pink panties from the air, only to look down at them.

"Yes," she said, her eyes twinkling. "They're mine. I want you to wear my panties because I want you to be my sweet little sissy."

"I, I’m not sure I can do that," I told her.

"Yes, you can," she told me casually. "Because you belong to me now."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"Your cage. The fact you're in love with me. Face it, Alexandra. You're going to do whatever I want." When she used that new name, I should have snorted. I should have rolled my eyes, or just chuckled because it was ridiculous. And yet, those extra syllables seemed to seep into me.

"Don't worry. I'm going to break you today." She ran her tongue along the edges of her teeth and along her bottom lip right after she said that. Yes, she had something in mind. But what was it? What was she going to do to me?

I didn't know yet, but I was going to find out soon enough. In the meantime, I stood up, and I held onto those panties. "Come on," she told me again.

I slipped them up along the length of my legs. Moment by moment, I desperately hoped they weren’t going to fit. I kept telling myself they couldn't possibly fit…

I was wrong.

Perhaps they were a little bit tight around my waist, but the panties fit me. In that same moment, right as the elastic snapped tight around my hips, Natalie clapped her hands together and jumped up and down like an excited little girl. "Perfect! That's perfect!"

Standing there, I didn't know what to do. Part of me was elated that I could make her so happy. Another part of me knew what I was wearing.

"Put these on next," she said as she handed me a pair of tights. I glanced down at the black, stretchy material. Then I pulled them up along the length of my legs. They snapped tight around my buttocks, and I was just getting started. She came back from the closet. A few seconds later she what had to be something that looked like a bra. "I don't need this," I complained.

"Yes," she said, reconsidering. She pulled the form up along my chest. I could feel the straps around my rib cage and over my shoulders. Then I glanced down, and I saw the curved, gelled outlines.

"This is going to make it look like you have really cute little breasts," she said.

I gulped. At the same time, I thought of protesting, only the light glinted along the key to my chastity cage as it dangled from her neck, and I was reminded of how much power I had already given up. I started to turn back toward the mirror, only she grabbed me by my chin, and she stopped me from facing my reflection. "No," Natalie said. "I don't want you to see until we are all done."

That's when she hopped over to her closet, and she came back with a blue dress with this white bow near the small of the back. "Arms up," she commanded.

Reluctantly, I obeyed again. I raised my hands into the air and she pulled the dress down along the length of my body. She started to button it up the back, and I realized I wouldn't be able to remove this on my own…

But then she finished and she pulled out a pair of matching ballet flats. She lowered them onto the floor. "I am so lucky to have you. Everything fits," she said as I slid my feet in position. And now I was wearing ballet flats, tights, panties, a dress and a bra…

I wasn't done, not yet.

Natalie pushed me onto the chair, and I still wanted to glance back at the mirror. I could see the rough outline of my body in my peripheral vision, but I couldn't pick out any of the details.

That's when she started to apply the makeup. First, she dabbed my cheeks with foundation. Then she applied a blush. She used eyeshadow on me. She extended my lashes, and then she told me to pucker my lips. All of this seemed to take a very, very long time, but she was humming to herself, content and excited as she worked.

Last, she pulled out a little choker, and she slid it around my neck. It looked like a black ribbon, but it accentuated the curves of my neck and contrasted beautifully with the dress. Finally, she told me to stand. I obeyed. She put her hands on my hips and she turned me toward the mirror.

That didn't make sense…

Part of me couldn't believe it. Part of me couldn't accept it. Part of me thought this had to be a delusion or some kind of bizarre hallucination, only I reached up, and I brushed at the curve of my jaw with my knuckles. I wasn't looking at a man. I was looking at some young woman…

"You look like you could be my sister," she said. "And when we go out, I'm going to show you off to everyone."

"No…" I said.

"Yes," she whispered. "Because you are my sissy. You are my property. You're my dolly and my slave, and anything else I want you to be. Isn't that right?" As she spoke, she ran her hand down between my fake breasts to my flat stomach and along the curves of my crotch. She found the outline of my chastity cage, and she squeezed.

"Yes, Princess," I told her automatically.

"You don't believe me. You still think you can be a boy, don't you? Well, you can't. I have you all locked up, and now you're going to do whatever I want when I take you out in public, you will answer to the name Alexandra. You will do whatever I say. You will flirt with guys and you will be cute for me. You're going to hold my hand and I’ll have so much fun playing with you!"

The words pounded into me, one promise after another, only now I couldn't contradict her. She made those promises, and they started to sound true…

"Let's go back to the bed," she said.

She shoved me down onto the mattress. My back hit the bed and I bounced once before she straddled me. She grabbed my wrists and her fingers slid up along with my forearms.

"Actually, get on your hands and knees, sissy," she said.

"Why? What are you going to do?"

"Whatever I want," she said with a vicious little grin.

I didn't know what was going to happen. Honestly, I couldn't imagine it, but I found myself down on my hands and knees by her command. I pushed my way to my elbows, and I bowed my head forward. That's when I felt the ribbons again. She pulled my wrists toward the corners of the bed. Maybe she allowed a little more slack this time. She still expected me to stay upright, after all. I watched as the black silk encircled my right wrist, then my left. She tied me down and she secured those knots. Even if I had more slack, I didn't think it would be enough for me to try to get out. I didn't know a lot about knots, so there was a good chance she really had me imprisoned. Then she spread my legs. I remained on my knees, but she tied my ankles as well. Then she returned to her closet.

I didn't do anything. I didn't say anything. My eyes closed, I tried to comprehend what was going on.

Natalie had done an amazing job. If I stepped out on the street, most people probably would have glanced at me and assumed I was a young woman…

But how could that be possible? How could I look like a pretty girl?

"Alexandra…"

I opened my eyes, and I turned my head back to see her. But it wasn't just Natalie. She had stripped out of her denim shorts, and now she turned to face me, only she was wearing something that looked like black panties. And now, she had a dildo pressed out from between her legs. She wore a strap-on harness!

My eyes widened, and I instantly started to struggle against the restraints. I fought as hard as I could once again, but she just climbed up onto the mattress. She grabbed a bottle of lubricant, and she squirted some of the transparent gel down onto the palm of her hand before brushing it along her fake cock. "I'm going to make you feel like a girl," she said. "You're going to be on your hands and knees, and you are going to get taken hard. I'm going to pump my cock deep into you, Alexandra…" Her voice trailed off as she uttered my new name. "And when I think you've had enough, you’re going to tell me that you will be a very, very good girl."

"No," I started to say. "No, you can't!"

It was too late. She put her hands on my hips, she aimed the tip of her fake cock, and she shoved forward, sliding those contours along my opening. She pressed down, penetrating me! My eyes widened, and my shaft stiffened inside of my cage. I jerked against the ribbons all over again, only to remain right there on my hands and knees, exactly where she wanted me. She drew back, only to shove forward again. She plowed into me, pumping me slow, speeding up, slowing down again, over and over.

Jagged humiliation shot along my veins. I could feel it as my heart kicked and the heat played along my body.

"Who's a pretty girl?"

"Me!" I called out pathetically. "Me, I'm your pretty girl!"

"What's your name?"

"Alexandra!" I answered obediently. "My, my name is Alexandra!"

She shoved forward, giggled, drew back, made me gasp, made me pant, and pumped forward again. With every moment, I lost myself. My shaft strained against the contours of my cage, which should have been impossible, but this girl knew what she was doing. She tormented me with pleasure, denial, shame, and so much more.

"You like getting taken, don't you? You like getting used because you're a pretty sissy!"

"Yes, Princess!"

She jerked back, and I dropped my head down. Breathing heavily, I only barely noticed as she leaned forward. "Are you going to be my good little sissy slave?"

"Yes! Yes," I panted out. She was right; she had broken me. She had tamed me, and she could do whatever she liked with me. I would be her good girl. I would be Alexandra for as long as she wished.

The End
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