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   Chapter One 
 
    The long afternoon did little to dampen Eric's moods as he labored on his computer. He didn't notice evening's silent arrival, a colleague gesturing to him that it was time to leave. Everything was in place, he ensured it, before leaving the office which he did not plan to see anytime soon. It was the start of April and Eric's long-awaited work leave had been granted by the higher-ups. He made his way home in haste, eager to find out what plans awaited him there. 
 
    Natasha was already home, her eyes focused on the television soap opera as her lover came in. Eric’s greetings brought her attention to him, a warm smile forming on her face as she gestured for him to sit next to her. He happily obliged and placed himself on the couch with a great keenness to all she had to say. 
 
    “How was your day?” Natasha inquired. 
 
    “Tiring, but not bad. A lot of files were piled on my desk but I finished it all,” Eric answered. 
 
    “And work about your leave?” 
 
    “It was granted, as usual.” 
 
    Natasha remained silent, her eyes darting to random objects in the room as she fell deep in thought. Eric took it as his cue to leave, the tingling sensations he always go whenever he went to change starting to fill his body. As sooner had he stood did Natasha continue with her speech. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” she asked. 
 
    “Um… to change,” Eric replied with a confused look on his face. 
 
    “You just can’t wait to put those panties I gave you on, can you?” Natasha remarked with a wide grin on her face. She always loved teasing him. Eric found himself unable to maintain eye contact, his face turning pinkish-red at his lover’s words. A bulge formed on his trousers as he stood there, betraying his arousal. Natasha pressed on. “Well? Answer me!” 
 
    “Yes, Natasha,” Eric muttered to himself. 
 
    “Yes, what?” 
 
    “Yes, I like putting your panties on,” Eric responded a bit louder. 
 
    “Then I’m sorry, Eric, for you’re not going to put my panties on.” 
 
    “Why?” Eric asked in disbelief, “I thought you liked it?” 
 
    “I do, Eric, but I think my panties are a tad bit too small for you,” Natasha remarked, noting Eric’s facial expressions before continuing her talk. “Therefore, you and I are going to do a little shopping.” 
 
    Eric stood frozen for some time, still trying to digest what he heard. How was he to go shopping for women's garments? 
 
    “I don’t think I can do that, Natasha.” 
 
    “Why? Afraid everyone will know about your dirty secret?” Natasha teased, watching as Eric tried in vain to hide his erection. “Fine then. I’ll do the shopping, but don’t complain when what I get doesn’t fit you properly.” 
 
    Natasha got up and went to the bedroom, leaving Eric in the living room as she changed into better clothing. She was back in an instant, stretching out her hand and requesting Eric to surrender his credit card, to which he meekly complied. Natasha planned to put his leave allowance to good use, the time had come to push him further in his feminization. 
 
    “Now, lover, I want you to kneel,” Natasha ordered in a stern voice, her finger pointing at the floor. Eric did not wait to be told a second time, his knees meeting the floor in quick action, his arousal growing with each second. “Stay there until I come back.” 
 
    The sound of the front door locking found its way to Eric’s ears just before silence engulfed the house. The quiet allowed his mind to drift and reflect on all that had happened. His liking for women’s wear had been discovered as a result of his carelessness, with Natasha stumbling across browsing tabs left open in the busyness of the day. It was to his surprise that she took it well, encouraging his pleasures while teasing and taunting him over his feminine appearance. 
 
    Natasha had not taken it beyond playing with her garments, but Eric could sense that things were about to change. She seemed excited at the prospect of him staying home for an extended period, a fact she could not hide in her speech and expressions. Eric's knees started to grow sore, his cock pulsating in his pants at the thought of what was to come. Natasha had grown to enjoy toying with him, and now was probably purchasing his new undergarments. Eric took in a deep breath, he couldn't wait for her to return. 
 
    What seemed like an eternity passed before Natasha came back, Eric taking a sigh of relief as he waited for his orders to stand. Instead, Natasha passed by him with three large shopping bags and went straight for the bedroom. The three bags indicated a large number of items brought, more than just a bunch of panties, but Eric did get the chance to properly ponder over it by his lover's quick return. 
 
    “Why don’t you take a look at what I’ve got for you?” Natasha said as she placed one of the bags on a nearby table before sitting on the couch. 
 
    Eric stood up, relieved as the soreness of his knees began to evaporate. He reached for the large shopping bag, dipping his hands inside with care as he removed the contents within. The vigorous throb of his shaft was accompanied by a loudly thudding heart as he placed all that the bag contained on the table. There were five of everything; French-cut panties, stocking pairs, and garter belts. Natasha had brought lingerie assortments to accompany the panties. The surprise didn't end there for Eric, with two pairs of maid uniforms and silk negligee also coming out of the bag. 
 
    “Do you like your new clothes?” Natasha inquired, already knowing what the answer was going to be. 
 
    “Yes, I do,” Eric responded with a wide smile on his face. 
 
    “Then try them out!” Natasha urged him on. “Start with the black garments and uniform.” 
 
    It didn’t take long for Eric to stand in his birthday suit at the center of the room, paying little attention to Natasha’s lustful gaze. He took the black high-cut panty and slipped it on with trembling hands. A light moan escaped his mouth once the soft cotton found its way to his crotch, Natasha letting out a chuckle at his reaction. 
 
    It was a perfect fit, Eric finding himself comfortable in his new underclothing. The black stocking pair followed, with precum starting to soak the panty as the smooth fabric glided up his thighs. He finally took the garter belt and fastened his stockings onto it with gentleness. Natasha felt her arousal grow as she saw Eric in lingerie, proud of the steps she had taken to ensure such an event had happened. Eric saw her reaction, unable to control his sensations. He took a moment to admire his feminine look before proceeding with the next step. 
 
    The black dress had a pleasant texture, Eric running his fingers all over it and delighting at its smoothness. He placed it on, noticing how it tightly hugged him from the waist upwards. While Eric saw the fitting as a result of Natasha not knowing his body measurements, that was not the case. Natasha wanted the uniform to hug his womanly body and pronounce its features, an appearance he would soon come to accept. The dress stopped shy of his knees, with a white half-apron tied around the waist contrasting with it. A pair of black flat shoes completed the uniform. 
 
    Eric was ordered to sit, obeying as Natasha took a strange box from the second shopping bag. It was revealed to be a makeup kit, with Natasha applying a plethora of items on Eric’s face, concluding with bright red lipstick. A blonde wig was obtained from the second bag which Natasha carefully placed on his head. She moved some steps back, smiling at her work before rushing off to fetch a mirror. 
 
    Eric remained in place, not knowing what to do as his lover moved about the house. He tried to take deep breaths in an attempt at composing himself, but the clothes he wore ensured he was in a constant state of excitement. He wanted to reach into his panties and stroke his beating shaft, an action that took great effort to prevent. Natasha returned with a mirror in her hands and placed herself in front of Eric. 
 
    There was a brief silence in the room, Eric’s eyes growing wide to take in more of what he saw. An entirely different person stared back at him from the reflection. He was… pretty? Sure, he wasn’t supermodel material but the beauty presented to him was still unquestionable. A wide smile formed at the parting of his red lips to complement his pink cheeks. Natasha grinned in response to Eric’s contagious smiles, placing the mirror down and moving closer to her lover. 
 
    “Do you like your new look?” Natasha asked in a low voice. 
 
    “Yes, Natasha,” a reply quickly came back. 
 
    “I can see that,” Natasha remarked, her hand moving up Eric’s stocking-clad thighs. She reached for his loins and gently rubbed at the tip of the bulge. “Does it turn you on?” 
 
    “Yeeeessss, Natasha,” Eric moaned out, his eyes closing as waves of pleasure filled his body. 
 
    “New rule, from now on you’ll refer to me as Mistress. Understood?” Natasha responded, gradually increasing her strokes. 
 
    “Yes, Natas… I mean, Mistress,” Eric replied.  
 
    “And these maid uniforms are here for a reason. Since you won’t be going to work I expect you to help around the house while I’m in the office. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Eric blurted out in between moans. He was quickly approaching climax. 
 
    "Good, sissy," Natasha replied, giggling at Eric's response to being called that word. He always loved it, being reminded of his effeminate behavior. "And I have a new name for my little sissy, Erica." 
 
    No response came from Eric as he found himself floating around in pure Bliss. He let out a groan as a steady stream of his seed spilled all over his panty and Natasha’s hands, with her not stopping until his thrill completely diminished. 
 
    “Looks like someone likes the new name,” Natasha said as she stood and moved towards the bedroom, growing wet between her thighs. “Put on your negligee and get over here, time for you to thank me for those wonderful gifts.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Two 
 
    House chores started to set into a routine for Eric. He woke up slightly earlier than Natasha and ditched the negligee for the maid uniform gifted to him a few days prior. His lover had shown him the ropes, with Eric now understanding what needed to be done and when. The duties given to him made him appreciate his significant other more, Natasha having had to balance office and home tasks before their new arrangement came into being. 
 
    It was only after Natasha left for work that Eric made his way to the shower and donned his makeup afterward. Apart from the basics shown to him by his lover, Eric learned new beautification skills from various makeup tutorials available on the internet. He developed a love for experimentation, testing new colors on the canvas that was his face and keeping what worked. Accompanying all this was the ever-present arousal that house duties only temporarily alleviated. 
 
    It was always in the afternoon when all work was done and his mind free to wander that his excitement became too much to bear. Moving to the bedroom, he set himself on top of the comfortable bed, slowly reaching for his throbbing cock as waves of pleasure filled his body at the feel of the soft garments on his skin. There he was, wearing a maid’s outfit with lingerie under it, his face animated with colorful makeup. He still found it had to believe all that had transpired. 
 
    Eric allowed his mind to drift as he stroked his shaft with delicate movements. He pictured the first day he wore the female garments presented to him and the taunts that Natasha used on him to great effect. He was her little sissy, he was Erica. Cries of delight filled the room as he intensified the movements of his hands, one stimulating his phallus while the other rubbed his thighs. He remembered doing the chores, and how the tight dress refused to allow him to forget what he was wearing, keeping him in a never-ending state of increased arousal. Natasha had made him take his male boxers and throw them in the trash, he was going to wear French-cut panties permanently. All this pushed him to the edge of bliss, with him letting out a loud moan as he made a mess of his clothing. 
 
    “So this is what you do when I’m not around,” a voice broke the silence. Eric turned to find Natasha standing at the door, she had come home earlier than expected. He tried to blurt out an apology but she cut him off. “Go to the living room and kneel there.” 
 
    Natasha moved to one of the drawers she kept locked, revealing the third shopping bag stored there. Eric made his way out of the room as she searched for something. He had always wondered what the bag contained, Natasha only hinting that they were surprises for a later date whenever asked. As he got down to his knees next to the couch, Eric knew he was about to find out what one of the surprises was. 
 
    "Tell me, Erica, have you been touching yourself every day?" Natasha inquired as she entered the room. Eric's bulge began to show the instant his feminine name was uttered, a fact that Natasha found amusing but hid under a serious face. 
 
    “What do you mean, Mistress?” Eric asked, knowing well what the question meant. He needed to buy time to think of a good reply. 
 
    “I found you jerking off on our bed right now, is it something you do daily?” Natasha repeated her question. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, I’m sorry,” Eric responded in a low tone. 
 
    “Oh my!” Natasha exclaimed, feigning a shocked look on her face. “I think we have a problem here, don’t you agree?” 
 
    Eric wondered where her line of questioning was headed. He only had one response. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, I agree.” 
 
    “Good, the first step to solving a problem is admitting you have one,” Natasha said while reaching out for a small box she had beside her and handing it to Eric. “I believe I have the perfect solution to our little trouble. Why don’t you take a look inside?” 
 
    Eric received the box, opening it with care to peep into the contents inside. He felt his heartbeat increase in pace, the air becoming heavy to breathe as he lifted out a shiny object with trembling hands. He glanced a brief shot at Natasha, with her wearing a stern look back at him. She was serious about it. Eric stared at the gray metal, it felt cold and heavy in his hands, the phallic shape betraying his purpose. It was a chastity cage! His many hours spent scrolling obscure websites meant that he recognized the item in an instant. 
 
    "What do you think? Isn't it a good solution?" Natasha broke the silence with her never-ending questions. 
 
    “A chastity cage, Mistress?” Eric replied, still trying to take in the look of the object. She had retrieved it from the shopping bag, meaning she had bought it days ago. Natasha had already planned the encounter from the beginning. Eric wondered what else she had in the bag. 
 
    “Yes, a chastity cage, that’s the solution. You have been in constant arousal ever since I bought you your clothes, like a bitch in heat,” Natasha cut off Eric’s stream of thought with her answer. She watched as precum leaked onto her sissy’s dress at the sound of her accusatory remarks, proving her point in the process. “If you wear the device, then you won’t be pleasing yourself every time.” 
 
    “Mistress, but won’t this hurt?” Eric questioned, still fixating on the chastity device. 
 
    Natasha liked his inquisitiveness, knowing she was still in control as long as no firm objection came from him. It was clear that all her sissy needed was a little motivation. 
 
    “Yes, dear, it will hurt a little,” Natasha began, with a weak smile on her face, “but that is the point. The cage will allow you to adjust your thinking whenever you have those naughty thoughts that keep running through your head, in the long run allowing you to control your arousal. Plus, I’ll have the key, meaning that you’ll be granted regular releases. Just give it try for a weak and let us see how things go, okay?” 
 
    “Okay, Mistress,” Eric replied with reluctance. 
 
    Natasha watched with satisfaction as her sissy moved the cage down to his loins. All the talk had allowed Eric's cock to grow flaccid, the chastity device perfectly enclosing the shrunken shaft. Natasha then took a small lock and with a click secured the chastity cage in place. Eric watched as she took a necklace containing the key to his cock and dangled it in front of him before wearing it. The key rested comfortably on her cleavage, its sight between Natasha's plump breasts causing Eric's erection to start growing. Natasha saw an opportunity to test the new device. 
 
    “See?” Natasha said as she gently rubbed the key on her cleavage. “The key will always be here with me, ready to be used when necessary.” 
 
    Eric felt his cock touch the cage walls, the erection squeezing upon it as the space within diminished. It was starting to hurt, and Natasha’s taunts were not helping. 
 
    “It will be good for you to control your arousal, Erica. I wonder what thoughts you were having while on the bed?” 
 
    Eric could not help but veer towards the thought stream Natasha guided him towards, his shaft violently throbbing in response. The tip of the cage shimmered in a coat of precum. 
 
    “And I like your lipstick, Erica. The red makes you look a lot more… like a slut.” 
 
    Eric let out a groan. The device was growing unbearable with each passing moment, his mistress making it worse with her hypnotic words. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Erica? Is the cage too tight?” Natasha inquired, feigning a concerned expression. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, it’s too small,” Eric replied with a voice of desperation. 
 
    "Small? Of course, it's small, the smallest cage I could find. If I had bought a larger chastity device your tiny dicklet would not have fit it," Natasha continued. Eric always loved being humiliated, a fact that made things hard for him. 
 
    “Please, Mistress. Please unlock my cage,” Eric meekly pleased. He was on the verge of tears. 
 
    “Now is not the time for a release, sissy, but I’ll let you in on a nice strategy. Why don’t you go to the shower and pour some cold water on your cock? That will make it nice and flaccid.” 
 
    Eric was on his feet in the blink of an eye, the tight black dress making it an uncomfortable hurry towards the shower. Natasha let out a brief chuckle, holding the key in her hands as the tingling sensation between her thighs grew. She now had control over her sissy's cock, and that meant control over him. Her mind wandered onto the many things she planned for the future. Nothing turned her on more than seeing Eric grow feminine and submissive, his precum-soaked garments betraying that he too loved it. Natasha had plenty in store for her sissy. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Three 
 
    The loud noise of the television pierced through the entire house as Eric worked on his chores. Natasha made herself comfortable on the couch, eating away at her bowl full of snacks while paying no mind to her laborious sissy. She wore her usual home clothing, a black t-shirt that stopped an inch or two above the knee, covering the small shorts that left her thighs out for wandering eyes. Natasha had long and beautiful legs that made sure to tempt the working maid. 
 
    Three days had passed since the cock cage was firmly placed on Eric's phallus. It was now the weekend, and a release didn't seem to be coming anytime soon. Natasha was granted work leave too, meaning Eric had to contend with her games for the remainder of his stay home. However, he stayed honest to himself, internally admitting that he enjoyed all that she was doing to him. The chastity device might have hurt, but having surrendered the control of his dick added a new layer of pleasantness to his experience. He wanted more of it. 
 
    Eric could swear that Natasha's choice of clothing was deliberate. She always made sure that her thighs stood out, or ran her hand on the key resting on her cleavage. It was starting to become too much. Eric could feel the beating of his cock against the cage, it begging to be freed of its prison. No amount of activity could bring relief. What could he focus on when everything turned him on? The feeling of soft stockings on his thighs, the tight maid outfit on his body, the occasional sight of his pampered face on a reflective surface. All this was made worse with Natasha's presence in the house. 
 
    The duties given to him around the house provided a fleeting relief. In the end, his mind always wandered off to the naughty thoughts Natasha warned him about. The squeezing of his cock on its enclosure made sure to remind him to focus on his work. However, at the end of the day when his tasks were completed, the intrusive thoughts streamed in. Natasha played into this, enjoying an evening cuddle with her sissy where she made sure to shower him with compliments regarding her feminine looks, something that always brought him over the edge but left him with no way to satisfy the intense excitement. 
 
    “Mistress, could I ask you something?” Eric shyly inquired. 
 
    "Sure thing, Erica, what is it?" Natasha responded, passing a glance at her lover before turning back to the TV. 
 
    “When do you plan to grant me a release?” Eric said in a low tone, feeling his heartbeat grow. It was embarrassing to have to ask for permission to use his, Eric feeling as his little thing continued to squeeze about. 
 
    “When I feel that the time is right,” Natasha was blunt with her words. 
 
    "May I have a release now, Mistress?" Eric's voice betrayed his desperation as he glanced at the key at rest on Natasha's chest. 
 
    “What have you done to deserve a release, Erica?” Natasha questioned, turning to face her lover. There was silence between the two, Eric falling deep in thought. 
 
    “Um, I do my chores well,” he blurted out, “and on time also!” 
 
    “Is that so?” Natasha asked with raised eyebrows. “Are you sure I won’t find any tasks completed poorly if I inspect the house right now?” 
 
    "I'm sure, Mistress," Eric was hesitant. Yes, he had done his chores, but whether all was well could not be ascertained. 
 
    “Very well, sissy, I’ll be the judge of that,” Natasha said as she stood up. “Get on your knees as I look around.” 
 
    Eric complied with haste, watching from the floor as Natasha moved about the house and inspected his work. He took deep breaths, hoping that no mistake was to be found. He watched as Natasha headed for the dining table and ran her index finger across it before turning to face her submissive partner. Eric knew he was in trouble by the angry face she wore, sweat collecting on his face as Natasha came back. 
 
    “What’s this, Erica?” she inquired, holding out the dusty index finger, not giving her sissy a chance to answer. “You did a terrible job cleaning the table and you have the guts to ask me for a release?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mistress,” Eric apologized. “I promise I won’t do it again.” 
 
    Natasha placed herself on the sofa and directly faced her sissy. She reached for his dress and lifted it. 
 
    “Good, panties above the garter belt, as I told you,” she noted the correction of an earlier mistake. “It makes it easier for me to reach for your cock.” 
 
    Natasha took hold of her lover's high-cut panty, lowering them to reveal a throbbing shaft. She allowed a smirk to form on her face, Eric avoiding her gaze by staring at the floor. Talking down to him seemed to arouse him even more. 
 
    “Erica, the chastity cage serves another purpose other than controlling your urges,” Natasha continued, “it helps make you better at your tasks. See, if you do a good job around the house, I’ll grant you a release. Understood?” 
 
    “I understand, Mistress.” 
 
    "When you misbehave, you don't get a reward, you get punished. The fact that you lied to me, and that you poorly did your chores is a sign of misbehavior. Bad girls deserve to get punished, don’t you agree, Erica?” 
 
    “I do, Mistress,” he replied with eagerness, betraying his excitement. Why did her remarks turn her on? He wondered. What was his punishment? 
 
    Natasha watched as her sissy's eyes gleamed when she reached for the key to his chastity device, moving down to remove the lock that secured it. She chuckled as Eric's little package grew to full length, shaking about in its newfound freedom.  Eric let out a deep sigh of relief as he felt the tension on his shaft evaporate. An eternity had passed, in his view, since the last time his cock was free. Natasha's so-called 'punishment' felt more like a reward. 
 
    “Now, get on top here,” she said while tapping her lap. Eric stayed in place for a moment before submissively obeying her command. He was made to lie on his stomach, his rigid cock hanging in the space between Natasha’s thighs. “The time has come for your punishment, Erica, and my hands will be the tools that deliver it. Isn’t this fair, sissy?” 
 
    “Yes it is, Mistress,” Eric stammered out his agreement. 
 
    “How many strokes should I give you, Erica?” Natasha inquired. 
 
    “Ten, Mistress,” he replied after a pause. 
 
    “No,” Natasha objected. “I shall give you twenty strokes. Ten for lying and ten for doing a bad job.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” Eric found those words escaping his mouth, causing his dominant partner to laugh. 
 
    "Now," Natasha said, lifting her sissy's dress and lowering his panties to the knees. She gently ran her left hand through his soft and fleshy behinds, feeling them as she continued speaking. "I want you to count them for me. If you stop then I start afresh, understood?" 
 
    Eric did not get the chance to reply, Natasha's hand falling on his bottom with a loud smack. He jerked upwards the moment he felt the sting, only to find his mistress' other hand firmly only his hand to push him back down. His punishment had begun. 
 
    “One!” he loudly shouted. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Two!” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Three!” 
 
    While Natasha's hand went about thrashing her sissy's rear, she brought her legs closer, sandwiching Eric's cock firmly between them. She rubbed her thighs, stimulating her partner's shaft in the process, and watched with glee as his face contorted with a mix of pain and pleasure. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Ten!” 
 
    "We're halfway through," Natasha said, gently rubbing Eric's behind as she rested her arm. "I hope you have learned your lesson, Erica because next time we do this again I'll make sure to find something harder to use on your butt." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” Eric shouted shortly before a moan escaped his mouth from the tingling sensations that came from the rubbing of his cock between Natasha’s warm thighs while his rear ached. It was confusing, agony and satisfaction lumped together. He wanted it to stop and continue, all at the same time. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Eleven!” 
 
    The strokes followed each other in rapid succession, the teary-eyed Eric struggling to keep count. The spanking and thigh-rubbing worked in collaboration to bring him closer and closer to climax. He was near. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Twenty!” 
 
    Eric said the final count with a weak voice, ecstasy overwhelming his body with a dizzying effect. His seed spurted from the tip of his shaft, making a mess on the couch before Natasha pushed him off. Eric managed to land on all fours, pumping the air in blind pleasure and showering the floor with white fluid. Natasha giggled at the spectacle, feeling the heat in her body rise as that of her sissy waned. 
 
    “Look at all this mess you’ve made, I want you to clean it up,” Natasha commanded. 
 
    The panting Eric got up to fetch the cleaning materials, Natasha’s second instruction halting him dead in his tracks. 
 
    “Where do you think you are going? I want you to use your tongue to clean it up,” she ordered. 
 
    Eric found himself glued in place, not sure of the clarity of what she had said. Looking at her, he knew she meant it, and felt his flaccid cock grow erect again. Why did he like it? He found himself back on his knees, staring at the white mess on the floor and seat. He exhaled deeply, moving his head down while opening his mouth. The salty taste of his seed filled his tongue as he licked it clean off the floor, his cock pulsating as he moved towards the couch. 
 
    Natasha spread her legs wider, allowing her sissy to move in and lick the content of his release from the seat and parts of her thighs. She was surprised by his compliance, growing ecstatic as she wondered what else she could make him do. 
 
    “That will be enough, Erica,” Natasha said, pushing him back to get space to stand. She pulled her shorts down, descending on the sofa with her legs wide apart to reveal what lay in between. “Time for you to put that tongue to good use.” 
 
    Eric moved closer, letting his tongue reach the lips between Natasha's thighs. Her moans filled the room, the melodic tune motivating her sissy to increase his effort. She soon got hold of his head, shoving it deeper, and rode it till that intoxicating bliss consumed her. The submissive sissy surrendered all control, allowing himself to become a tool for satisfying her desires. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Four 
 
    The pleasant aroma of the lunchtime meal found its way to Eric just as he finished cleaning the bedroom, his stomach grumbling in anticipation of the feast. Natasha had fetched the groceries that day, choosing to prepare their meals as a token of appreciation. She was strangely nice, Eric noticed, a little too nice, a sign she was up to something. He did not stay on that train of thought for too long, he wanted to finish his chores early. 
 
    Natasha placed the cutlery on the dining table just as her sissy was doing his final tasks. She hummed to a song playing on her phone, at the same time running her observant eyes all over her partner’s maid outfit. It had been a good choice to purchase the uniform, Eric having gotten used to it astonishingly quickly. She noticed the feminine behavior it had imparted upon him, Eric gracefully prancing about on his shoes due to the uniform’s constraints. 
 
    The food was delicious, Eric preferring Natasha's cooking to his. No matter how many recipes he learned or the amount of time he spent in the kitchen, he was always second best when facing her tasty delicacies. Eric added some more to his plate, smiling as Natasha jokingly wore a face of disapproval. He knew he had to watch his weight, lest he finds himself unable to fit into the already tight French maid uniform. At the insistence of Natasha, he began joining her in routine exercise, allowing his dominant other to ensure his appealing shape wasn't lost. 
 
    “Erica, have you finished your chores yet?” Natasha broke the silence, taking a sip of her orange juice as she awaited the answer. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, I have,” Eric responded, still focused on his lunch. 
 
    “I hope you’ve done a good job this time round. You do remember what happens to girls who misbehave, right?” 
 
    “I do, Mistress,” Eric was instant in his reply, almost choking on his food. His cock began to touch the cage walls from the tinge of arousal that he felt, Eric trying and failing to will it away. Two days had already passed and his rear was still sore. He hoped the answer he has given his mistress was the right one. 
 
    “I’m going to inspect your work,” Natasha said as she stood. “Make sure to take the dishes back to the kitchen once you’re done eating. Since you’re done with your work, go change into your negligee and kneel on the bedroom floor.” 
 
    The table was clean at record speed, Eric doing as he was told and changing out of his dress. He put on a white negligee, the garment stopping a few inches above the knee and allowing his white stockings to cover what remained. His cock was starting to hurt, Eric shifting about in search of a good position as the touch of cool silk on his skin elicited tingling sensations of pleasure from his body. His knees found the cold hard floor and Eric patiently waited for his lover's verdict. 
 
    “Impressive!” Natasha remarked as she walked into the room, closing the door behind her. “I’ve found no mistakes around the house, and you did your work in such a short time. I think you’re getting good at this, Erica.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” Eric happily replied. It was a huge relief to have done the chores well. He wanted to avoid his behinds getting spanked again, not that he didn’t like it from the mess he made after Natasha doled out her swift strokes. 
 
    “Bad girls get punished and good girls get rewarded,” Natasha added, “and what are you, Erica?” 
 
    “I’m a good girl,” Eric replied, blushing with embarrassment. Never in his life did he ever imagine himself uttering those words. 
 
    “And what do good girls get?” Natasha suppressed a chuckle. It always felt good teasing him. 
 
    “They get rewarded,” Eric answered back with glee, his cock impatiently throbbing in its enclosure. 
 
    “And what kind of reward would you like, Erica?” she asked. 
 
    “Please grant me a release, Mistress,” Eric was instant in his response. His squeezing shaft craved a release, and he wanted to stroke himself badly. 
 
    “Hmm,” Natasha fell deep in thought before continuing. “Very well, since you’ve been a good little sissy and all, I’ll grant you your release. Under one condition, you won’t touch yourself, I’ll be the one to make you come. Okay?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he loudly exclaimed, those were good terms. 
 
    Eric knelt there in silence and watched as Natasha got rid of her clothing. She had an angelic body, which made the chastity device even more unbearable. Was she going to fuck him? Is that what she meant by making him come herself? After all, if Natasha was just going to stroke his cock she needn't have rid herself of her garments. It was the best reward he could ever think of, the warm embrace of her body. Or was it another one of her tricks? Natasha had grown to be a cunning mistress ever since Eric surrendered to her. Maybe she just wanted to let him salivate under a mix of agony and arousal while in the presence of her siren-like allure, driving him mad with a thirst he could not quench. 
 
    Natasha reached for the key dangling on her chest and unlocked her sissy’s chastity cage and leaving his panty hanging on his knees. Eric felt relieved as his shaft sprang to full length the moment its prison was removed. He watched as his lover unlocked the drawer she always kept locked removing the shopping bag from it. Natasha watched as her sissy’s excitement vanished in an instant as she revealed the bag’s content, an evil grin forming on her face as she pondered her next action. 
 
    “Help me put this on, sissy,” Natasha ordered, moving to hand Eric the object. 
 
    It took great effort for Eric to move his shaky hands, a look of terror on his face as he took hold of the plastic phallus. He took his time staring at the item, taking in its purple color and flexible nature. He wasn't going to fuck Natasha, it was the other way round. Precum began to leak from his shaft, which jumped up and down with increased frequency. It was a strange feeling, he wanted Natasha to peg him. 
 
    Remembering his instructions, Eric began to help Natasha put on the rubber shaft, using the straps it had to firmly secure it on her groin. Natasha's vulva gleamed with moisture, her breathing growing loud as it increased. Eric could tell she was excited at the prospect of violating his rear, arousal that he found contagious. He watched as Natasha took the purple dick and gently rubbed it on the side of his face. Eric inhaled the cold air, his cock making a mess on the floor as the teasing went on. 
 
    "I think by now you know what your reward is going to be," Natasha said as she sat at the bedside, "but there's no need to rush. There are some things that a good girl ought to know, and I'm going to teach you. Cocksucking 101 is our first lesson, so why don't you get over here." 
 
    Natasha parted her legs wide open, allowing her sissy to move in. Eric felt the warmth present between his dominant other as he moved close, his gaze fixed on the phallic object ahead. He shot a glance at Natasha, who lightly nodded, prompting him to do as was required of him. Eric opened his mouth, moving forward in gradual movements to take in the rubber cock until no more space was left. He soon retreated, having choked on the lengthy shaft. 
 
    “That’s an amateur mistake, Erica,” Natasha said laughing. “Why don’t you use your tongue on the tip and your hands on the rest of the shaft?” 
 
    After taking time to breathe and armed with Natasha's advice, Eric moved back in to resume his task. His tongue made contact with the tip, Eric taking in its rubbery taste as his two hands grasped at the remaining length. Natasha let out fake moans, regularly remarking to her sissy about the good job she was doing and urging him on. Her taunts appeared to work, Eric pressing on forward with an added effort at the sound of her melodic voice. 
 
    “That is enough,” Natasha said as he pulled Eric’s head away with some effort. “It’s almost like you do not want to let go of this cock. Don’t worry, there is more where that came from.” 
 
    Sweat trickled down Eric’s face as he tried to regain his composure, the taste of the phallus refusing to leave his mouth. Natasha reached down to his cock, scooping some of the leaking precum and moving it to his face. It was almost an automatic reflex, Eric opened wide and sucked his mess off of her finger to her delighted chuckle. He found himself unable to resist all she did. Eric couldn’t help himself, he loved it all. 
 
    “Get on the bed, Erica, on all fours,” Natasha instructed. “It’s time for the main course.” 
 
    Natasha watched as her sissy obediently complied, finding his way on top of the bed and staying on all fours, his head facing the front. A wide grin formed on her face as she got onto the rear of the bed, her hawkish gaze concentrated on Eric’s behind. Natasha wanted to quickly jump into action, take his rear to the sound of Eric’s groans and moans, but she composed herself. One slow step needed to be taken at a time. 
 
    "Erica, it is important to know that if you're uncomfortable, just say it and we'll stop all that we're doing here," Natasha said with a serious tone. 
 
    “I understand, Mistress,” Eric responded, shifting to make himself comfortable and staying put. He found it strange how he loved this role reversal, how he wanted Natasha to penetrate him. His excitement grew, he was going to say no. 
 
    “You’re going to have to use your other senses today,” Natasha remarked as she placed blindfolds on her sissy, following with a condom placed on his cock to collect the entirety of his mess. “There’s always a better alternative to jerking yourself off, getting fucked.” 
 
    The room fell silent, the occasional sounds of heavy breathing being the only thing heard. Natasha ensured her dildo was well lubricated, wanting her sissy’s first penetration to be quick and smooth. Eric took a large gulp, feeling his partner’s  hands reach out to lower his panties further down, the cold wet phallus lying in the space between his bottoms 
 
     All the while, Natasha's soft hands stroked his behinds as she moved closer to them. Eric found himself involuntarily clenching up, Natasha reaching to his pulsating cock and stroking it to ease him. It wasn't long before her sissy relaxed, his moans of pleasure indicating a chance for her to make the next step. 
 
    Natasha pushed the tip of the dildo into his rear opening with one swift thrust, prompting him to jerk forward gasping only for his mistress’ firm grip on his hip to steady him. Eric had lost his anal virginity, moans escaping his mouth as Natasha moved more and more of the plastic cock inside him. Eric took it in its entirety, Natasha pausing once she had filled him before moving her waist forwards and back in gentle strokes. 
 
    Eric grabbed hard at the bedsheets, finding himself jerking his hips backward to take more cock. Pain and pleasure blended as Natasha's rhythmic movements went on, her left hand on her sissy's hip, and the right stroking his shaft. The increase of her pace was gradual until she eventually was ramming her dildo hard into Eric's rear to the sound of louder moans. A stream of warm fluid shot up from his pulsating shaft, filling the condom as Natasha's relentless pounding continued. Once he had emptied all of his contents, the sissy collapsed on the bed, his mistress following behind. She reached for the condom and moved it to his face, Eric opened his mouth for Natasha to empty all of the condom's contents into it. 
 
    After her rest Natasha threw the strap-on to the side of the bed, moving to the bed front and placing Eric’s head between her thighs. She moved down, allowing Eric’s tongue to reach her wet vulva and work on it. Her moans filled the air, her sissy having learned to please her well, as she arched forward to reach for his cock. She spoke while stroking it. 
 
    “Erica, there’s something that I need to tell you,” she began in a low and seductive voice, watching as her sissy’s cock grew erect again. 
 
    “There’s this man from work, his name is Tony, who’s been flirting with me all year.” 
 
    Eric tried to move and speak but was not granted that chance, Natasha kept riding his face as she spoke. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I haven’t made out with him or anything, but I’ve been having thoughts about it. He’s just too big and well endowed to just let go of, unlike this little thing of yours.” 
 
    Natasha moved forward, releasing Eric as her mouth descended on his shaft. Moans of pleasure escaped his sissy, she always knew when and where to touch, with Eric finding himself unable to talk back to his partner. His imagination ran wild, picturing Natasha with another man on the bed they were in, and feeling as he approached climax. Was he okay with Tony fucking Natasha? Was he not going to object? 
 
    Eric jerked his waist upwards as he achieved orgasm, feeling Natasha’s lips still gliding on his cock and taking his seed into her mouth. Natasha let go of his phallus and moved back to the front, her lips touching Eric’s in a passionate embrace, allowing her to empty his seed into his mouth in what was to be a common occurrence. 
 
    "I don't think it's fair that you get a cock pounding you into orgasm while I don't," Natasha said as she reached for her phone. "Now, I want you to call Tony and beg him to come fuck me, and maybe your cage won’t come on for the rest of the day. The choice is yours.” 
 
    Natasha watched as Eric took the phone in his hands and pressed the call button. She had expected an objection, even a weak one, but none came. He was going to do it! 
 
    “Good girl,” she said, watching Eric’s erection grow. 
 
    Natasha was going to peg him again that day as she felt her strength return. The strap-on was going to be a regular instrument she would deploy, swearing that by the end of the month he would be craving cock as much as she did. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter Five 
 
    Eric had clear instructions to follow. He woke up earlier than usual, the first item on the list being breakfast preparation. He served it in bed, kneeling by the side while watching Natasha gleefully devour the contents on the plate. It was likely her best breakfast yet, the day getting off to a wonderful start. Once the meal was finished, Natasha switched on her phone, scrolling by social media while her sissy rushed off to prepare her bath. 
 
    The warm water felt good on Natasha’s skin, her humming to a random tune as she cleaned herself. Outside the bathroom Eric was ordered to stay put, his knees growing sore as time passed by. Natasha opened the door once she was done, staying uncovered so Eric could lay his hungry eyes on a body that someone else was to enjoy. She snapped her fingers and commanded her sissy to dry her up, Eric doing so dutifully. His submission was unquestionable, his mistress noting to peg him as a reward once all had been done. 
 
    The floor was wet as Eric got to do his task, using the towel on her wet feet and slowly moving upwards to her thighs and the warmth found between them. Natasha smiled, noticing the bulge that formed on his dress. It was torture to Eric, his caged cock in an unending rhythm as he moves passed her curvy waist and flat tummy to her well-formed bosoms. Eric took his time on her breasts, staring at her erect nipples, wondering if he could get a chance to fondle them. 
 
    “Hurry up before I have to punish you!” Natasha instructed, noticing his delay. Eric was caught off guard, quickly drying up the rest of her body. 
 
    Natasha sat down next to a table and mirror, continuing to ready herself as she ordered Eric to her closet. He came back with black pairs of stockings and panties, envious that she had never prepared herself this way for himself. Eric watched as she put on the garments, fastening her stockings to a garter belt of similar color before moving towards the closet. After a while of indecision, she lifted two dresses in Eric's direction. 
 
    “I need your opinion, Erica. Which dress do you think he’ll like the most?” Natasha inquired. 
 
    “The red one,” Eric replied, “I think it will go well with red lipstick.” 
 
    The red dress was short and revealing, barely reaching the knee and allowing for Natasha’s curves to be pronounced. Eric watched as he was proven right when she applied her makeup, the dress complimenting her bright red lipstick. He shifted about trying to stop his pulsating cock from hugging its cage wall as he admired her beauty. He followed her to the front door with meekness, watching as she put on her shoes. 
 
    “Erica, I’m so proud you made this choice,” Natasha said in a soft voice before kissing her sissy on the cheek and exiting the house. 
 
    The clock struck nine while Eric stood at the door, his mind full with a flurry of thoughts. He had consented to Natasha seeing another man, not even putting up a mock objection. She was vague about her date, not saying the time or location it was to take place. For all he knew, she could go to Tony's place and not come back until the day after. He found himself wishing that was the case and wondered why he loved it so. Natasha had left with the chastity key, leaving him to suffer with his throbbing cock. Eric knew it was going to be a long day and hoped that his housework would at least serve as a distraction. 
 
    It was two in the afternoon when Eric finished the final task on his list, receiving no communication with Natasha apart from a message saying she was enjoying the date. Eric was in good spirits, finding satisfaction in the happiness of his partner. Natasha had helped him further discover and enjoy his feminine side and, in his own opinion, saw her going on a date with another man as the outcome of his decision. After all, what else could be more emasculating than consenting to your significant other eloping with more masculine men? He wasn’t just okay with it, he wanted it. 
 
    Lunch was made for one person, Eric taking a cold shower after his meal to cool off his body. He decided to ditch the maid uniform, donning the negligee whose silky texture he loved on his body. Eric still found his mind wandering off despite turning on the television and switching to the loudest program he could find. He tried to imagine where Natasha was and what she was doing, his thoughts moving from lunch dates to the bed of another man. Thinking of Natasha sleeping with another man was too much for him, gradual drips of precum flowing out of his shaft. At one point, he even thought of destroying the lock to the chastity device. 
 
    The front door was opened abruptly somewhere around four, Natasha’s voice filling the house as she entered. Giggling, she led another figure in by the hand, turning to find Eric staring at them. He was frozen in place, his mind growing hazy as he thought of what to do. 
 
    “Erica, I’d like you to meet Tony,” Natasha said with a wide smile on her face as she moved into the living room, “and Tony, meet Erica.” 
 
    “Nice meeting you, Erica,” the tall bearded man greeted, his voice in line with the one Eric had to beg to fuck Natasha. 
 
    “Um, nice to meet you too,” Eric shyly responded, stretching out his hand to be firmly gripped by Tony. 
 
    “Have a seat, Tony,” Natasha said, gesturing at her couch before turning to face her sissy, “and Erica, please fetch us something to drink.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Eric blurted before prancing out of the room with haste, hearing the chuckle of the two behind him. 
 
    Time refused to move as Eric poured some cold juice into the glasses, he did not expect Natasha to bring Tony home. At least she could have warned her to change into some pants and shirt or even stay in the maid's outfit instead of the negligee. Eric wanted the ground to open up and swallow him, but he knew no such reprieve was coming. 
 
    A chatty mood was present in the living room as Eric returned, Natasha sitting on Tony's lap while they exchanged words. Eric placed the drinks on a nearby stool as quietly as possible, avoiding the gaze of the two while doing so. He wanted to leave the room the first chance he got. 
 
    “Thank you, Erica,” Natasha said before pointing at the floor. “Kneel here and await further instructions.” 
 
    There was not going to be any escape, Eric got to his knees, avoiding Tony's hawkish stare as he placed himself next to his mistress. He felt his erection squeeze into the cage wall, the humiliation was overloading his senses. Natasha and Tony went on with their conversation, paying little mind to the figure on the floor. Eric could not help but eavesdrop on their chatter, listening as they flirted with each other and placing himself in an unending ending state of arousal at their seductive talk. Their passion grew, the two exchanging kisses and caressing one another in long embraces while Eric watched in agony. 
 
    "The bedroom is that way," Natasha pointed out, Tony standing and moving in the direction shown with her in his large arms. "I hope the bed's well-made, sissy." 
 
    “It is, Mistress,” Eric answered, his voice barely audible. 
 
    “Good. Why don’t you come with us, Erica? You’re still needed,” Natasha said with a large smile on her face. She was enjoying it, watching as Eric got up in a hurry to follow them, doing little to hide his excitement. 
 
    The two lovebirds fell on the bed in a warm embrace, kissing as each tried to remove the other's clothing. Eric stood at the door watching, before Natasha pointed at the floor beside the bed, gesturing for him to kneel there. Her dress was tossed aside, her bra coming off just as her submissive other arrived at his destination. Tony took one of her areolas into his mouth, Natasha letting out a light moan before pushing him aside. 
 
    "Time for you to be useful, Erica," she said as Tony sat at the bedside, in the process of taking his shirt off. Natasha placed her hand on Tony's pants, stroking the large bulge as she spoke to her sissy. "Come here, I hope you remember all that we practiced on the strap-on because I want you to do it again." 
 
    Eric stayed glued to the floor, surprised at her remarks. Did he hear her properly? Natasha decided to repeat her command. 
 
    "You heard that right, I want you to suck Tony's cock. You had your lesson with the dildo, now it's time for the real thing." 
 
    The bulge on Tony's pants was huge, Eric trying to figure out the size of what lay beneath. There was only one way to find out, the sissy slowly crawling towards his target. He gulped hard as he got closer, sweat collecting on his face as the shirtless Tony spread his legs apart. Eric found the crotch before him magnetic, pulling him closer with a gravity of its own. The heavy breathing was joined by Natasha's chuckle, they both knew he was going to do as told. Eric always loved to hide behind his mistress' orders to perform things he desired. 
 
    Eric began to slowly unbutton the pants, opening the zipper to reveal a pulsating cock under Tony’s boxers. He moved the undergarments and allowed the large shaft to spring up in stiffness, Natasha’s grin growing wider at the sight. Eric took in the splendor of Tony’s endowment, seeing what a real man’s cock looked like in contrast to his meager possessions. It was larges, its size signaling the hard task that lay ahead for him. He took it into his hands, the tip managing to peep out from the top as he opened his mouth. 
 
    A jolt of pleasure shot down Eric’s body the moment his tongue felt another man’s package, the excitement causing the sissy’s shaft to squeeze its hardest onto the chastity device. He moved his head lower, remembering his lesson and swirling his tongue over the sensitive tip while employing his hands on the rest of the cock. As his red lips descended on the large shaft, Eric knew it was different from the strap-on, feeling its warmth as it pulsed with life inside his mouth, with his jaw aching from the immense size. 
 
    Natasha placed a hand on her breasts and played with them, the other hand reaching for her labia as she watched all that unfolded. Her delightful moans filled the air as Eric went on performing fellatio, Tony taking deep breaths as his body became overwhelmed with pleasant sensations. Natasha moved closer, planting his lips on Tony’s as her sissy made use of his mouth. 
 
    The salty taste of precum filled Eric's mouth as it gradually leaked from the saliva-soaked cock. He could feel Tony approach climax, hearing the increasing groans in between the two lover's smooches. Tony's right hand found the back of the sissy's head, Eric surrendering control and allowing the cock to be shoved deeper into his mouth. As he gagged on the long shaft, his watery eyes ruining his makeup, waves of warm liquid sprang out from Tony's cock. As more and more of the other man's seed came forth, Eric found himself having no other choice than to swallow if he was to take more of the now diminishing waves. Tony let go of the sissy's head once the pleasure subsided, falling to the bed with Natasha as Eric regained his breath. 
 
    Natasha took off the necklace containing the chastity key and blindly threw it towards the direction of her sissy, her attention kept on Tony’s embraces. Eric was quick to release his dick from its enclosure, unable to control himself due to the buildup of his urges while his shaft was locked up. He took his cock in his right hand and began to please himself, his moans joining that of the two lovers. The sight of the naked lovebirds accelerated his arousal, Eric splashing the floor with his mess in climax as he kept his eye on the bed. 
 
    "Erica, get on top of here," Natasha barked as she moved away from Tony, who had been fully aroused once again, the kisses and caresses coming to an end. 
 
    Eric was made to lie facing upwards, as Natasha got on all fours above him, her limbs planted on the space beside his body. He had a good view of her soaked vulva stationed above him, watching as Tony moved to position himself behind the lady. Natasha made clear her instructions, her sissy was to make use of his tongue and mouth once again to stimulate the two lovers above him. 
 
    The mistress' hands reached behind for the large shaft and guided it into her. Tony thrust forward, Natasha moaning as his cock filled her. Eric's tongue found its way to her lips, moving all along it as the large cock rammed its way in and out. He reached for Tony's balls, fondling them in his mouth to deep groans from above. Eric's right hand found his shaft, rubbing it in rhythm with his tongue swirls. 
 
    Natasha's legs began to tremble, her hips thrusting backward and grinding into Tony's loins. As he went on pounding deep and hard into her rear, each stroke allowed larger and larger waves of pleasure to move through her body. A large and deep exhale followed her moans, her shivering and sweat-filled body struggling to maintain balance as she bathed in pure ecstasy. 
 
    Tony followed his lover in attaining total release, grabbing Natasha’s waist as jolts of pleasure moved from his stimulated tip to the rest of his body. He increased his strokes, groaning as his seed shot out and filled his lover, his body growing weak from the stream of bliss that quenched his urges. He could not go on any further, letting go of his lover and painting the sissy’s face white with the remnants of his release. 
 
    Eric watched as Tony's cock moved away from Natasha, his release landing all over his face. Natasha lowered her body, letting her semen-drenched sissy clean up the mess left by her lover. Eric got to work with enthusiasm, licking away the now familiar mess, the warm touch of Natasha's vulva driving him to orgasm. He watched as she scooped up the mess he had made, bringing her hand to his face for him to lick clean. 
 
    Natasha pushed Eric off, banishing him to another room for the night. As the loud moans of the lovers filled the house, Eric could not help but stroke himself while hearing the two make out on his bed. Oh, how he loved Natasha even more. He was her sissy, forever bound to submit to her, satisfying all her wishes with unquestioning loyalty. As the night went on he was called again and again to clean up the insatiable lovers, a job he did dutifully. 
 
    To be continued... 
 
    

  

 
  
   One Last Thing 
 
    I love hearing feedback from readers, as their unique views and perspectives on my writings help me become a better writer. So go ahead and give this book a rating on its Amazon page, and leave a review as well stating your brief opinion on the story. 
 
    Thank you! 
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