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HONEYMOON SURPRISE

It was the happiest day of my life. I was marrying the love of my life, Emily, the gorgeous woman who’d given me more than I’d ever dreamed possible and… tonight was our wedding night.

Emily had insisted we save ourselves until we were married. I’d agreed because I loved her, and because I would do anything to make her happy. She’d planned the honeymoon, had kept it a secret, had wanted to make it special, had wanted to surprise me.

She succeed. I was definitely surprised…

Emily was the love of my life, the perfect woman, and she’d given me everything. Not only was she the most beautiful woman I’d ever met, but she was kind, smart, funny and sweet too. She was way out of my league yet she’d picked me.

She picked me, had asked me out, and made it clear she thought I was cute. Me! Scrawny, short, unexceptional me. Out of all the men she could have had she’d picked me!

It had been magical. Not only had I fallen head over heels in love with her, but she’d fallen madly in love with me too and soon we were making plans to get married, plans that were perhaps a little hurried because Emily was insisting we save ourselves until after we were wed.

Yet, I didn’t mind. How could I when she’d given me so much? Not only her love, her heart, but also my career and a home, since Emily wasn’t just beautiful and hot and cute and smart and funny and kind, she was also rich and from a very successful family.

I was given everything I’d ever wanted.

All too soon it’s the day of my wedding, and after that it’s our honeymoon, the surprise Emily has been planning for months. Only… it’s far more of a surprise than I was expecting.

Emily has a lot more planned that I was expecting and it’s up to me if I want to accept or not. I can embrace what she’s offering me, or I can leave and lose everything. For the woman I love I’d do anything…

So begins my transformation. I’d imagined our wedding night so many times, our first time together, but I’d never thought it’d be me in panties, stockings, and suspenders. I never imagined that in the end, I’d be the wife…

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

It was a dream come true. It was the dream I never thought would come true.

As I stood at the front of the vast church I felt my heart race, and I had to hold my hands behind my back to keep them from visibly shaking. I didn’t want people to know how nervous I was. The truth was I was terrified.

I stood alone and I waited for her, behind me the gathered guests. I didn’t want to look at them because I didn’t want them to see the doubt on my face. Part of me was still sure it was all impossible, that it was a dream that I was about to wake up from, or a cruel prank, or that Emily was going to realise she was making a terrible mistake.

Time ticked. She should have arrived by now. I turned and glanced back to the door, still closed. A sea of faces stared back at me. One side of the church was full, packed with people, all of them guests of the bride, her large family, the many friends and acquaintances and distant relatives, and then on the other side there were… my guests, my few family members and my few friends.

My side of the massive venue looked almost empty.

My mother saw me and smiled, gave me a small wave. I smiled back, tried to seem like I wasn’t a nervous wreck.

She still hadn’t arrived. She was standing me up. She’d finally realised what a loser I was and she was…

I heard a muffled noise behind the door. The door opened and I felt my heart both skip and fall as her father stepped in.

Was he coming to break the news to me that his daughter had finally come to her senses? I looked at him and he met my eye and he smiled.

“Sorry, we’re late. She wanted to look her best for you.” He said. “You can start the music now.”

I broke into a wide, idiotic smile. She really hadn’t stood me up at the altar. She really was going to marry me and make me the luckiest man in the world.

As the organ began to play ‘here comes the bride’ I felt a swell of relief, hope, joy. It really was going to be the happiest day of my life. I was going to marry Emily, the woman of my dreams, and I was going to get to live happily ever after.
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Ever since Emily and I had started dating I’d been half fearing that she was going to back out, that she was going to change her mind, that she was going to realise she’d made a terrible mistake. She was just too perfect, and she was clearly way out of my league.

We’d met at university, in our second year. I’d noticed her across the room at a busy party and I’d not been able to stop staring at her, but then Emily had that effect on everyone she met. She was tall and elegant, and to say she was beautiful was an understatement. Her body was lithe, trim, but with full hips and a pert, round ass that was just ever so slightly jiggly.

She’d been wearing a short black dress when I first saw her, her long legs on display, and I could still remember how I glimpsed just the barest hint of her butt cheeks as she danced, her skirt rising up before she would tug it back down. I could still remember how the dress, low cut, showed off her cleavage, breasts straining at the fabric as though struggling to be free as she wiggled in time with the drumming beat.

Yet, it wasn’t her body that captivated me. Her body was stunning it was true, but it was her face that really made my heart skip. Her eyes were green, bright, sparkling, and her lips were full, bee-stung, almost puffy, with high cheekbones and a fine nose and jaw. With her make-up on, dark and heavy, she looked sultry, sexy, and the mane of fiery red curls that tussled about her head as she moved made it look almost as though she were on fire, burning, a bright source of light and heat and energy.

Everyone at that party was captivated by her. That was why I knew I never stood a chance with her.

Who was I compared to her? I was just a scruffy, scrawny nobody.

She was breathtaking, a goddess, an example of feminine perfection. I was… thin, short, and far from the classical example of masculine handsomeness that a woman like that deserved.

And then, when I learned more about her, I realised how far out of my league she was. Not only was she beautiful, but she was rich too. Really rich, and smart, easily coming in top of her classes while I was only managing to stay middle of the pack in mine through sheer hard work.

I was, at best, average—and that was being kind to myself—while she was clearly in a league all of her own. Anyone she chose to date would be incredibly lucky.

So I was content to just watch her from a distance whenever I saw her. There was no way I was going to face the inevitable rejection of approaching her. I saw numerous men, big, strong, handsome men approach her and get turned down, and I saw numerous women get turned down too.

But then, a few weeks after first seeing her, she approached me. She approached me and struck up a conversation. I had secretly been hoping that she had a terrible personality, trying to make her seem less appealing, but when she began talking to me I discovered that she was funny, kind, intelligent, witty, and charming. She was utterly perfect.

It was like discovering angels were real.

Her company was captivating, and I hung on her every word. I couldn’t stop staring at her though I tried not to be creepy. I figured she was just being friendly, charitable, talking to the boring loner who was standing in the corner looking uncomfortable. I figured she was taking pity on me.

But then the unthinkable happened.

“I… I wanted to say, I’ve noticed you a few times, at the last few parties, and I caught you watching me.” She said. “I was hoping you’d come talk to me, but you never have, so I figured, maybe you’re shy?”

I just nodded. Maybe she was going to tell me off for being a creep, was going to tell me to stop staring at her as it was making her uncomfortable.

“Ah, that makes sense. Well, I’m not that shy so I hope you don’t think I’m forward, but… would you like to go out on a date some time? Me and you? For dinner or a movie or something?”

I blinked.

“A… you mean as friends?” I said.

It had to be as friends, right? I was stating the obvious, but then…

“Well, if you want it to be as friends that’s okay with me, but… I was hoping it’d be a date date. What do you say?”

A date date? With Emily?

She wanted to go on a date with me?

I’d only ever been on a few awkward dates with girls before and none of them had gone that well, and none of the girls had been remotely as hot as Emily. Why was she asking me out?

I was a nobody. My family were pretty poor and I wasn’t that smart, and I definitely wasn’t anywhere near as handsome as most of the guys I’d seen approach her and get rebuffed. I wasn’t even funny.

I figured it was a joke, a prank, or pity, but… if there was even the slightest chance it was real, that she was really asking me out, then I figured I had to take it. I was willing to risk any humiliation for even the smallest chance that Emily might actually be serious.

And that… was pretty much how our whole relationship had been.
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I’d never quite been able to believe my luck, had never quite been able to accept that the woman of my wildest dreams was actually into me, but… she was. Or at least, she seemed to be.

Our first date went well, as did our second. She laughed at my jokes and flirted with me, and time with her made me happy. As we settled into dating she took me shopping, buying me clothes and outfits, taking me to get my hair done.

“I want to treat you. It’s not like I’m spending a lot and money isn’t an issue for me so why not let me spoil you.” She said when I protested.

It felt strange, being the man and having my girlfriend be the one to pamper me and spoil me, but she said she enjoyed it and I believed her. Plus… I really didn’t have that much spare money, so it was kind of nice to feel taken care of.

Though I was always doubtful about Emily, always scared she was going to wake up and realise she’d made a mistake with me, I began to settle into our relationship. I began to accept that maybe, just maybe, it was real. I began to accept that maybe I could be happy.

It helped that the relationship was almost as perfect as Emily. We were, or we seemed to be, in love. I worshipped her and she loved me back. Though we seemed like an odd couple, we were happy, and pinched myself each morning, barely believing my luck.

The only catch to our relationship, if you could even call it that, was the lack of physical intimacy. Though we made out and fooled about, Emily had made it clear very early on in our relationship that she wanted to wait until marriage.

I’d never been with a woman, was still a virgin, so though I was deeply curious and desired her immensely, I accepted. We agreed that we would both wait until marriage. Who was I to turn down a woman like Emily, a woman who was clearly the best thing that had ever happened to me.

If I had to wait a while to know the pleasure and delight of her body then so be it. I was just happy to spend time with her and considered myself lucky each time she kissed me. The thought that one day I’d get to be with her sexually, that we’d get to have our first times together, just seemed too good to be possibly true. But… I held onto hope.

It helped that there was never any shortage of heat in our relationship. I was besotted with Emily, and she seemed to be into me too. We would often have dates and nights together where we’d make up and get steamy, but it never went too far. Emily would always stop before we got carried away and remind me…

“That’s for our wedding night and our honeymoon. Trust me, it’ll be worth it.”

Which was maybe why we got married a little sooner than was conventional. We spent the remainder of our time at college dating, and once we’d graduated we both settled into work.

Emily’s father got me a very good job at one of his companies, working in an office on the fast track towards management, and Emily took some time to start up a small photography studio, something she’d always been passionate about and the fact she’d graduated top of her class helped lure in some quite prestigious clients—that and her family’s connections.

That she didn’t need to worry about money meant she could also be picky about her work and her projects, so soon she had built up quite the reputation as a bold, innovative, and creative fine arts photographer. Meanwhile, I did pretty well at my office, and being known as the owners' soon-to-be son-in-law definitely helped my progression.

That we were both doing well made it seem almost like a natural progression when we began to make plans for our wedding. It still seemed impossible, that Emily was not only into me, but in love with me, and wanted to marry me, but I was not going to risk breaking the spell.

I had fear, worried that it was too good to be true, but I clung to hope. Even if it ended, she still would have been the best thing to ever happen to me.

We’d only been dating just over two years when we began to plan our wedding. The date we chose would have meant we’d have been dating just less than three years. Some of our friends said that seemed fast, but… I didn’t care.

Emily wanted to marry me, and I wanted to marry her. The thought of our wedding night and our honeymoon made me throw all caution to the wind.

Her parents agreed to pay for everything too, but on one condition. I had to sign a prenuptial agreement.

I’d never been into Emily for her money anyway. I was into Emily for her, so I signed without hesitation, and with the paperwork done we got onto planning our dream day.
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And it really was a dream day.

Our wedding day was perfect. It seemed impossible that such a remarkable woman wanted to marry me, but… she had. We were married. We were husband and wife, and our new life had only just begun.

After the wedding, we had a reception, lavish and extravagant, luxurious, and while most of the guests were invited by Emily and her family I still had enough family and friends there to congratulate me that it felt magical. Yet, as amazing as the day was, I couldn’t wait for it to be over.

Sure, seeing Emily in her wedding dress—a long, elegant white gown that flowed behind, shaped to fit her divine body perfectly, emphasising every curve, her hips, ass, breasts, the corset low cut to show off her cleavage, her hair tied back, red curls stark against her pale skin and white dress, her make-up making her eyes bright, her lips full and wet—made me smile so widely I thought my face was going to split open, my heart swelling with bright joy, and getting to stand next to her as we said our vows was perhaps the greatest moment of my life so far, getting to kiss her at the end of the ceremony; sure having our first dance together to our song was a moment like no other, our loved ones watching and celebrating with us, and the meal was perhaps the best meal I’d ever eaten; sure the whole day was like a fairy tale, a perfect moment, the final proof that Emily really was committed to me, in love with me, and I felt like the luckiest man on earth, spending the whole day floating on a cloud of love and happiness, unable to believe how lucky I was; sure we spent the whole day smiling at each other, holding hands, posing for photos, and just generally being sickeningly sweet and in love, but the truth was… I couldn’t wait for the day to be over.

Because when the day was over, and the wedding was done, it would be time for our wedding night and our honeymoon to begin, and we’d spend as much time and effort and money on planning the honeymoon as we had on planning the wedding. I couldn’t wait for it, was excited beyond words for it, though Emily had insisted on keeping most of it secret.

“My surprise for you.” She’d told me. “Just trust me. I… I want this to be special and I’ve been dreaming about this since I met you.”

After all, it was on our wedding night that we’d finally get to be together. I’d finally get to lose my virginity, gift it to my bride, and she would gift me hers. It was a bit old-fashioned, but it felt sweet and romantic and I was looking forward to finally getting to see the love of my life naked, finally getting to make love to my bride, the most perfect woman I’d ever met.

I couldn’t believe that I was finally going to get to make love to Emily.

As we arrived at the hotel we were staying at before heading off to our honeymoon we both looked at each other, grinning. I was buzzing with nerves and excitement, and I could tell she was too. I couldn’t believe it was all real, it was all finally happening.

I’d always thought it was too good to be true, that Emily was too good to be true, but we were married, and we were about to have our first night together. My cheeks ached from smiling.

“Are you ready?” She asked.

I nodded.

“I’ve never been more ready.”

Together we headed up to our room, holding hands as we checked in and rode the elevator. We had the penthouse honeymoon suite, and as we stepped into the room I couldn't believe how spacious and sumptuous it was. It was beautiful, but not as beautiful as my bride.

As our bags were dropped off I tipped the porter and closed the door as he left. I turned to face Emily, still in her wedding gown, looking more beautiful than ever.

It was the first night of the rest of our lives. And that was when everything changed…


Two

“I love you so much.” Emily said.

I smiled, feeling my heart swell. She looked beautiful in her wedding gown. She’d told me I looked attractive in my suit, but I never quite felt that was true.

It was a common issue with me. Emily would tell me I looked nice, cute or handsome, attractive, and I’d smile and thank her, but the words would flow off me like water off a duck. I never truly felt that attractive, and certainly never really felt worthy of her. She was just so… perfect.

And I was far from that.

Where Emily was the very epitome of feminine beauty, tall and full-figured, with wide hips, a full ass, and large breasts despite her relatively lean frame, a face that was both charmingly pretty and strikingly beautiful, with flaming red curls that always seemed to shine as though she were the living embodiment of the sun, I was definitely not the living embodiment of masculine handsomeness. I was shorter than average, and lean, with a face that lacked the rugged bone structure that movie stars were celebrated for having, and I was too shy and nervous to be considered bold or charming or dashing.

I never knew what it was Emily saw in me, but she saw something. For that, I was always going to be eternally grateful.

“I love you too.” I said.

I could not stop smiling.

“Are you excited for tonight? I am.” Emily said.

I nodded. Excited was too small of a word to fully describe what it was I was feeling.

“But… I need to be honest with you. I… I’ve been thinking about tonight for a long time, thinking about this, about us, and… I know what I want. I’ve been fantasising about it almost since the day I met you, planning for it. I… I was hoping you’d be willing to make it a little more fun?”

I stared at her, blinking.

“Like… kinky stuff or… or what?”

I was confused. I’d never considered Emily might be into anything freaky. I’d always thought our first night would be sweet and gentle and romantic, sweet and tender and intimate, but… if she wanted something fun, if she’d been fantasising and dreaming about something, then I’d do my best to give it to her.

“I mean… maybe? But not really. It’s not a kink for me at least. I just… I was hoping you’d wear something for me. And when I say hoping I mean… you have to wear it. That’s the condition on us being intimate, on us staying married. I want you to wear what I’ve bought you for me. I want you to wear the outfit I picked out for you so we can finally be together how I’ve always imagined.”

I blinked, stunned. It wasn’t like Emily to demand anything really, so I knew this would be important, but… it seemed like such a small thing.

I nodded.

“Sure, I can wear…”

“You don’t have to.” She said, interrupting me. “I’m not going to force you, but… this is something important to me. It’s important to me and if we’re going to be happy, to be happy in our marriage then I need this.”

I nodded again.

“I understand that. I… I can wear what you got for me.” I said, smiling.

I was beginning to feel nervous, a sense of anxiety over how adamant Emily was. It must be very important to her, so I committed myself to doing my best to please her.

“Thank you.” She said. “I… I’ll go find the outfit. I bought it months ago and I’ve been so excited about showing you, about seeing you in it. I… I can’t wait.”

Her smile and her excitement were infectious. I turned to her luggage, opening it to rummage inside, searching for what it was she wanted me to wear for her.
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I stared, stunned, silent. It was a joke, right?

Only Emily wasn’t laughing, and neither was I. In fact, Emily wasn’t even smiling. Instead, she looked stern, forceful, but also a little worried, anxious.

The look on her face told me she was serious. She was deadly serious.

“Do you like it?” She asked, her voice unsteady, unsure. “I hope you like it. I know you’re going to look amazing in it.”

I was quiet for a moment. Still. I didn’t know what to think or how to react.

“I… it’s beautiful, and clearly expensive, but… I think I’m just a bit surprised that’s all.” I said.

I was more than a bit surprised. I was shocked.

In Emily’s hand, she held… lingerie. There was no other word for it.

It was lingerie. It was feminine, girly, sexy, lacy lingerie. It was the kind of thing I’d imagined her wearing on our wedding night, but now… now she was telling me that she wanted me to wear it. She wanted me to wear lingerie.

My heart was racing, face flush. I didn’t know how I felt, but I knew after what Emily said that it was either wear the lingerie and enjoy finally getting to be with her, or refuse and… and our marriage would be over before it had even begun.

That didn’t sound like much of a choice at all. And… it was only lingerie. It wasn’t that extreme, was it? It was really no different than her dressing sexy for me.

If she thought I’d look hot in it, thought I’d look sexy, had been fantasising about me in it, then… I was excited to wear it. The thought of turning my bride on excited me. I wanted to do it for her.

“You’ll wear it though, right?” She asked.

I took a deep breath.

“I’ll wear it.”

Her smile, wide and bright and joyful, was enough to tell me I’d made the right choice. I smiled back, glad to see her excitement. It was not the wedding night I had expected but it was still going to be perfect. It was still going to be…

“Now, we just need to get you ready before you put it on. I’m so excited!”

I was quiet for a moment.

“Ready?” I said. “I… I don’t know what you mean.”

Emily just smiled at me.

“Of course, you don’t. You’ve never worn this kind of thing before, and have probably never even thought about it, right?”

I nodded. I’d never thought that my first time with the love of my life would involve lingerie.

“Exactly. So you’ve never had to think about what you need to do to look your best when wearing something like this. Luckily for you, I’ve spent a lot of time thinking about it. I’ve spent a lot of time thinking about you wearing this for me and I’ve got everything planned out so you look your best for me. I… I really want our first time to be special. You’ll do this for me, won’t you?”

I nodded. I’d do anything for Emily.

“Good. Now, come with me. The sooner we get started the sooner we can get to what I have planned and the sooner we can have fun.”

With that Emily picked up a small holdall from among our luggage, the bag that had contained my lingerie, but that clearly contained a lot more than just that, and then held out her hand for me. I took it, and she led me through the suite towards the bathroom.
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“Strip.” Emily said.

I was still. We’d never seen each other naked before.

We’d fooled around a bit, had sometimes even gone as far as light groping over clothes, a few sly touches under them, hands on flesh, but never anywhere intimate. She’d never seen me without my clothes off.

I’d been dreading this bit, even when I thought it would be heated and romantic, with low, soft lighting, maybe music. To do it in such a stark, clinical way, in such a brightly lit bathroom, was enough to send a shiver down my spine, a sense of terror. What if when she saw me she changed her mind?

In the months running up to our wedding, wanting to impress my bride on our wedding night, I’d made a point of trying to get into better shape, hoping to give myself at least some muscle, but my many visits to the gym had all been to no avail. No matter what I tried I never seemed able to build up any muscle.

In fact, if anything, I’d only become leaner, more toned, losing what little body fat I had and replacing it with trim muscle, my belly becoming flatter, my arms skinnier, and my shoulders narrower. The only part of me that had gotten bigger was my legs and ass, from all the weighted squats and all the time spent on the cycling machine.

Still, I was committed, we were married, and I wanted to make Emily happy, so… I stripped. Emily stood, watching me, grinning. I blushed as I peeled off my wedding suit, stripped down to my boxers.

“Those too.” She said. “And you don’t need to be so nervous. We’re married now. We need to get comfortable with seeing each other naked, right?”

The way she said it made it clear that I, soon, would get to see her naked. I’d get to see her perfect body in all its glory. That was a definite motivation. So… I peeled my boxers off.

I stood, nervous, anxious, as my wife saw me naked for the first time.

“You’re cute.” She said. “But… you could be cuter. Luckily for you, and for me, I know just where to start.”

And with that she turned to the holdall and rummaged for a moment before pulling out a wash bag, picking out a razor and a can of shaving gel. I was puzzled for a moment.

Emily turned to me and smiled.

“First we get rid of all that body hair.” Emily said.

I stared at her, head spinning. My body hair? I’d never had much body hair, but what I did have I’d always considered one of the few outward signs of my masculinity. Now she wanted to get rid of it and… make me wear lingerie.

“You are okay with this, aren’t you? Because I’ve been fantasising about this for so long. I’m so excited for this.”

I loved her. I would do anything for her. This was… this was nothing. Just a small thing. So, I nodded…
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Emily was quick and efficient with the razor, shaving my entire body. It was the first time she’d really touched me, and her hands on my skin felt amazing, gentle caresses as she foamed me up, then tender strokes with the razor to get rid of my body hair.

I watched her, delighting in how she moved, how beautiful she was. Sure, this was an unconventional way to spend your wedding night, but I was spending time with the woman I loved and we were finally going to be intimate. That was the important thing.

She was quiet as she worked, focused, biting her bottom lip in the way I always thought so adorable. I felt a swell of love for her, affection. I was glad I could do this for her, to show her how much I loved her, how much she meant to me, and if it meant she found me hot all the better.

Slowly she shaved my legs, then my belly, chest, arms, armpits. Then she turned her attention to my butt, shaving my cheeks, my crack. Having her slippery, foamy hands on my butt made me shudder, and the caress of the razor made me blush.

It was all too much, and my head was still spinning as she turned her attention to my cock. She’d never touched me there before. No one had touched me there before.

“Ready for me?” She asked.

I nodded.

Her hands were warm, soft, and she applied the shaving foam gently. I tried to stay calm but it was impossible, and within seconds I was hard. Emily just smiled, foaming my shaft, hands gentle, and I felt my cock throb.

“You’re cute. I like how hard you’ve got for me.” She said. “But no cumming. Not yet.”

I did my best to keep calm, and I was glad when she was done applying the gel. The razor slid along skin, shaving my cock, balls. Within a moment she was done.

“There.” She said.

I was hairless. I was smooth.

“Now, jump into the shower. Then meet me in the bedroom so I can get you dressed. I’m so excited so don’t be long. And… just know while you’re showering I’m going to be slipping into something more comfortable so I hope that motivates you to hurry.”

It did. It really did.
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I emerged from the bathroom, showered and washed, wrapped in a towel, and what I saw made me pause, my heart skipping. Emily was sitting on the side of the bed wearing something that did not look more comfortable…

She was in stockings, suspenders, panties, and a corset that barely contained her breasts. She even had on heels. And all of it was white. She looked like a virgin bride on her wedding night and… that was exactly what she was.

I smiled, my cock again getting hard at the sight of her. She was beyond beautiful.

“You look amazing.” I said.

She smiled.

“Thanks. You’re going to look amazing too. Are you ready to get dressed?” She asked.

I nodded. I was nervous about it, but I wanted to do it for her.

She rose to her feet, elegant in her heels, and picked up my lingerie, the outfit she’d bought me lying on the bed next to her.

Slowly she walked towards me, her hips rolling, ass wiggling, tits jiggling. I’d never seen her dressed so provocatively, so brazenly, had never seen her move like that, so wanton and powerful, so… divine. I wanted her more than words could express. My heart and cock ached for her.

I would do anything for her.

“Stockings first.” She said. “Then suspenders. Always remember that. It makes for easier access, then panties, your cute little bra, and finally heels.”

I just nodded.

“You really… you really want to see me dressed up in this?” I asked.

I was nervous, terrified this was some sick joke. Yet, I wanted her to think me hot, and if that meant wearing lingerie I would.

“I do. I know you’re going to look amazing and… I think you’re going to like it too.” She said. “Now, are you ready?”

I nodded.

“Good.” She said, and with that, she began to dress me.

The stockings came first, white and sheer with a seam up the back, lacy tops. She showed me how to put them on, but made me do it myself.

“You need to learn how to do this.” She said.

The twinkle in her eye made it clear why I needed to learn. This was not just for our wedding night. I shivered. How often would she want me to dress like this? Would I be expected to keep myself smooth in the way she kept herself smooth?

I did as she said though, pulled the stockings on, the tight silk a sensual caress up my calves and thighs. Then I fitted the suspender belt, cinching it around my waist before adjusting the straps, attaching them to my stocking tops—it took a moment to work out how the fitting worked, but I managed it without too much effort thanks to Emily’s advice.

After that it was the panties, the sensual caress of them up my legs making my body throb, tugging them into place. They were tiny and lacy, the material much more sensual than the coarse cotton of my usual boxers, and my body felt a lot more sensitive now I was shaved. My cock fit snugly in a small pouch at the front, and the legs and back were high-cut to show off my thighs, my ass.

I felt oddly excited. There were nerves too, but… I felt more excited than anything. The idea that I was dressing up for my bride, my wife, the woman I loved, made me almost giddy.

The final touch was the bra, as flimsy and lacy as the panties, and the heels. I was a little unsteady in the shoes, but I knew I wouldn’t be walking far in them, and the way they changed my posture was… interesting.

I could feel my ass sticking out, my legs long, and they forced me to stand with my shoulders back, poised, elegant. As I looked down at myself I almost didn’t recognise myself. I looked… kinda hot.

True, it was hot in a feminine way, sexy and slim and perky, smooth body, sexy underwear, but it was still hot. I’d never felt hot in my normal boxers, but like this, I felt… almost attractive. It was a new feeling, but it was bold and bright and addictive.

The fact that Emily had told me she wanted to see me like this, had picked the outfit out for me, had made me dress up, only served to reassure me. She had planned all of this.

“You look incredible.” She said.

Her voice was soft, quiet. I looked up to see her looking at me and I felt my heart swell.

She’d never looked at me quite like that before. She looked close to tears, but there was almost a fire there. Fire for me. She really did think I was hot.

“You want to see?” She asked.

I nodded.
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Emily led me to the large, full-length mirror in the massive bridal bedroom and as I stepped in front of it I stalled. What I saw was… it wasn’t me.

Instead, I was face to face with two… two brides. Emily looked amazing, stunning, and next to her was me, only… it wasn’t me.

I was dressed similarly to her, in white lingerie, white heels, like a bride on her wedding night and I realised, in a way that’s what I was, and the thought excited me, made me feel something bright and warm.

The heels made me stand in a way that made my legs look longer, full, my ass round and perky, even my chest looked slightly full, but at the same time, I was trim and lean from all the time at the gym. Even my face, never that masculine in the first place, looked… softer, prettier. Maybe it was the smile I had on, a big, genuine smile, but I looked almost… almost pretty.

Without thinking I moved, shifted, giving my hips a small wiggle, and watching the movements of my reflection made my body thrum with a range of new emotions and sensations. I posed, showing off, and I looked…

“You look gorgeous.” Emily said. “Even better than I hoped.”

I just stared at the mirror, the two hot brides in white, two virgins on their wedding night. I couldn’t believe how hot Emily looked, and I couldn’t believe how hot I looked.

“I… thank you.” I said.

I was full of joy, excited, burning from the inside.

“There’s just one problem.” Emily said.

My heart sank.

“This…”

With that, she reached out and ran a single finger along the front of my panties, over the bulge of my cock, the hard, prominent swell of my erect cock.

“I want you to look pretty for me and… well, your hard dick is ruining how you look in the expensive lingerie I bought for you.”

I blushed, her hand caressing, fingers teasing. I was so turned on, so hot, it was a struggle not to cum on the spot.

“Lucky for you though I know just how to fix the problem. Will you let me fix it?” She asked.

As she spoke her hand shifted, moving to grip my cock, fingers wrapping around the girth of it, stroking me through my panties. I whimpered, head spinning.

Emily leaned in close, kissed me softly on my neck.

“Please.” She said. “Let me fix it. I’ve been dreaming of this. I need this. Just say yes. I know you’ll enjoy it.”

I nodded.

“Yes.” I said.


Three

Emily shifted, turning to face me, and as she did so her grip changed, her fingers working to better grasp my cock, squeezing gently, stroking slowly. I moaned, breathy, giddy, staring into my bride’s eyes.

She really was the most beautiful woman I had ever known, and her eyes sparkled with lust and desire, hunger, hunger for me. It was not how I’d imagined our wedding night would go, but seeing the way she looked at me made me shiver. Plus… I really did feel almost cute in what I was wearing, my body smooth, sensitive, the panties and stocking and bra so silky and sensual.

Even the heels, the way they changed my posture, making me stand taller, butt sticking out, shoulders back, made things seem subtly different. It was like I was a different person. A better person. The kind of person my bride deserved, the kind of person my bride could look at with genuine desire.

“You like how my hand feels?” Emily asked.

I nodded. I was too overcome with pleasure and lust to answer. She smiled, worked her hand faster, sliding it up and down.

“I’ve been looking forward to tonight for so long, imagining how it might be, how it might go. I’ve been fantasising about it, about you, about how you’d look, the things I might do to you. The things I want you to do to me. I… I always knew you’d look pretty, but seeing you it’s… it’s even better than I ever dreamed.”

I blushed. Her voice was soft, reassuring, alluring. The way she was looking at me, her eyes and her smile, made it clear how much she was enjoying herself.

My eyes drifted down, to her cleavage, the rise and fall of her barely contained breasts. She was breathing hard, a slight sheen and pinkness to her skin. She was just as turned on as me. She really did find me hot, really did think I looked pretty. For some reason that made my belly tight, a swell of joy.

“I… I’ve been looking forward to tonight too.” I said.

Emily smiled.

“You love me, don’t you?”

“Of course.” I said.

“You’d do anything for me?”

Her hand worked, my pleasure rising. My dick was harder than it had ever been

“Yes. Anything.” I said.

Her smile widened.

“Good. Because I have some very fun plans for you, for us.”

With that, she let go of my cock. I whined, wanting her touch back, but she reached up instead, to the waistband of my panties, grabbed them and… tugged.

My panties slipped down and my hard cock popped free. Emily looked down, giggled, then… she reached out to wrap her hand around my cock.

My bride’s hand was on my cock. Skin on skin. She was gripping me, tight, and she began to stroke.

“Cum for me.” She said. “I want to make you cum. I want to make my pretty girl cum.”

I was on the brink. Her hand felt amazing. Yet… the words caught my attention.

I was her… I was her pretty girl. Why did that make my body throb?

“Fuck… I’m close. I’m so close.”

Emily kept working her hand. It was pleasure unlike anything I’d felt before, her hand soft, her caress gentle. My cock throbbed, getting harder.

“Cum for me. Show me you can be a good girl.”

Her hand worked. I was so close. Her words, her encouragement, pushed me over the edge.

My cock throbbed and my balls tightened and then… I was cumming, cumming hard into my bride’s hand. I was cumming, over and over and over, and I moaned in bliss and delight and pleasure.

“Fuck!”

My hips worked on their own, wanting every last drop of pleasure I could get from Emily’s hand. It was the first time she’d made me cum. It was the first time anyone had made me cum.

It was breathtaking.

Slowly though my climax started to subside. My cock started to soften.

Emily let go of my cock. She lifted her hand up, a pool of my cooling cum in her palm, and then…

She lifted her hand to her mouth and licked it clean, making a show of swallowing.

I blushed.

“Tastes almost sweet.” She said.

With that, she looked down at my softening cock.

“But now… it seems we’ve fixed your problem. I worry though. What if it comes back? I think… maybe we need a more permanent solution, don’t you?”

I stared at her, too overcome by pleasure and delight and joy to fully comprehend.

“I have a gift for you. One I’ve had specially made. Like… like a wedding ring, only more intimate. Would you like to see?”

I nodded, smiling. Emily grinned at me and moved to the small holdall to look for my gift.
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In her hand was a small box, black, larger than the kind of box that might contain a ring, but still dainty enough to fit easily into her hand.

“Open it.” She said.

I reached out, took the box, and did as she said. Inside was a small silver device like no jewellery I’d seen before. I frowned for a moment, confused.

“Will you wear it for me?” Emily asked. “I… I really want you to wear it for me.”

I didn’t even understand what it was. I stared at it, puzzling over the complexity of it. There was a small, silver, heart-shaped padlock attached to one end.

And then it clicked. It was a cage. It was a chastity cage. She wanted me to wear a cage for her.

“I… I don’t know. I mean… it’s… it’s not what I was expecting.” I said.

I looked up at my bride and saw… there was hope in her eyes, love, and something more.

“I understand if you don’t want to but… I want this. I want our relationship to be special. I want you to be my… my good girl. Do you understand?”

My head was spinning. Her good girl? What did that mean?

“It’s more than lingerie, more than just clothes and a smooth body. I want… I want to own you, all parts of you. I love you so much and I want you to be mine. All mine. I want you to give yourself to me and I want you to be… be my toy.”

“What if I say no?” I asked.

Emily took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh.

“You’re free to say no, but I don’t want you to. Being married to me though, it… it means saying yes. You can leave if you want and I’ll still love you, but… it won’t be the same. We can’t have this, all my dreams for us, it’s… it’s all entangled. I fell in love with you for a reason because I see something special in you, and this is part of it. You can leave, and we’ll annul the marriage, but you’ll lose everything. Even me.”

I stared at her. There was a sense of dread, fear.

“I’m not threatening you. I… it’s the prenup. You signed it. I’d make sure you were comfortable though, would give you a little money to help you set up on your own without me, but… we’d be over, and that means all the things that come with me.”

It was like the ground was opening up beneath me and I was falling into a void, a bottomless pit. I didn’t care about the money, or my job, but losing Emily… she was my world.

“Will you just try it? Please? Wear it for me, and… enjoy our honeymoon. I think you’ll like what I have planned. If not then at the end you can still leave and… I’ll make sure you’re very comfortable after the marriage is annulled.”

“I just… I just need to wear the cage?” I asked.

Emily smiled, chuckled.

“No. That’s just the start.”

I stared at her. I couldn’t lose her. I loved her.

“I’ll try it. For you.” I said.

“Thank you.” She said.
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The cage was cold, hard, heavy. Emily fitted it for me, the metal snug over my limp cock. I felt a shiver run up my spine as the parts of it clicked together, and then… there was the click of the padlock sealing shut.

My cock was locked away. My bride had locked away my cock. We’d not even made love. I was still a virgin and my cock was locked away.

“Thank you for trusting me.” Emily said. “I… I think you’ll enjoy what I have planned. I know I’m going to.”

I smiled at her, a sense of fear building, but also… excitement. She was still the woman I loved, and she was still the woman I trusted. Nothing about the way I felt about her had changed, and it was clear from how she looked at me, how she spoke to me, that she was excited for our honeymoon.

“Now, I need to go freshen up, but you get comfortable. The way I see it, you’ve had your fun, so now it’s time for mine.”

As she spoke she bit her bottom lip, fluttering her eyelashes. She’d made me cum, but I’d yet to have any chance to touch her body, to pleasure her. I was excited at the prospect of finally getting to enjoy her, to show her what a tender, thoughtful lover I was—I’d spent months leading up to our wedding reading and studying about how to pleasure a woman.

I blushed, head spinning. I couldn’t wait.

As Emily turned and walked away I watched her, the sway of her ass and hips, the jiggle of her tits. She was perfect, and she was mine… or rather I was hers.

My cock throbbed in my cage, and I stared after her as the bathroom door closed behind her.

In the quiet of the suite, I turned back to face the mirror and stared at my reflection. It was like a dream. My head was fuzzy with the fog of post-climax hormones, and I was grinning from ear to ear.

I still couldn’t really believe what was happening, what had happened, but the proof was in the mirror in front of me and I couldn’t deny the truth. I really did look good, like a model out of a magazine or like a virginal bride on her wedding night.

Is this what Emily had always seen in me? Is this what she’d always wanted?

I’d seen her turn down numerous men over the years, handsome, muscular, dashing men, men with wealth, power, and I’d always wondered why. Why had she approached me at that party?

I was a nobody, I was not much of a man at all compared to others. I was short, thin, plain. I was poor, and without her family’s connections I’d not have the good job I had. I was nothing compared to other men, and I knew I never deserved her.

It had always been a source of great insecurity, the thought that one day she was going to wake up and realise what a mistake she’d made with me. But… maybe I was wrong.

Seeing myself in the lingerie I couldn’t help but smile. I really did look pretty.

If this is what Emily liked, what she wanted, then… I could see why she’d picked me. Sure, I wasn’t handsome, or buff, but I was pretty, and I was… I was sexy all dressed up in lace and silk.

If what she wanted from a husband was a good girl then maybe… maybe I could give her that. Maybe I really was what she wanted, maybe I really could be to her what she was to me.

The thought that I could offer her what she really wanted, could fulfil her desires, her fantasies, thrilled me. I wouldn’t need to feel insecure if I knew I really was making her happy, giving her what she wanted, that she really did think me hot and sexy, that I really was perfect for her like she was for me.

And… all it would take was some pretty lingerie, a smooth body and… a chastity cage.

I could do that, right?

I giggled. I could do that. Plus, I really did think I looked kind of cute.

I’d never looked cute before, never thought I was attractive. On a whim I struck a pose, doing my best to look sexy, charming, slutty, imagining that I was seducing my bride.

I felt my heart racing, and… my cock throbbed in its cage. I looked amazing, and I felt a swell of joy and excitement and bliss brighter than anything I’d felt before.

I really was hot. I really could be hot for Emily. I could be everything she wanted, everything she needed. I could be… her good girl.

I giggled, blushing, and then… the door opened. I turned, looked back, saw my bride, the love of my life, and my eyes went wide.
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Emily was still wearing her corset, her breasts barely contained, heaving, as well as her heels, her stockings, and her suspenders, but her panties were gone. She stood in the doorway to the bathroom looking bold and brazen and beautiful.

As I stared at her she wiggled her hips, her tits jiggling, and her cock swayed from side to side.

Her cock.

Her hard cock.

I was hypnotised. She had a cock, a hard, beautiful, long, thick cock.

It was bigger than mine, and at the base was a dense bush of thick red hair.

“You ready to pleasure your bride?” She said, smiling.

I could see there was a twinkle in her eye, a sparkle, but also I could hear the nervousness in her voice, the fear.

“You… you have a cock?” I said.

She giggled.

“You noticed?” She said. “What do you think? Do you… do you like it?”

I’d known Emily for years. We’d dated, fallen in love, planned a wedding, and I’d never known. I didn’t know what I was supposed to say, what I was supposed to think.

I knew what I felt though.

I felt love, for my bride, the woman of my dreams, the most beautiful woman I knew, and I felt… desire. I felt a hot, burning, aching desire.

I’d never seen her naked, had still not seen her entirely naked, but I was finally getting a glimpse of her perfection, and her cock, like the rest of her, was beautiful. As thick and as hard as it was I couldn’t help but stare.

Yet there was a sense of panic too. When I’d read about how to pleasure a woman I’d focussed on vaginal pleasure, clitoral. I’d never considered the possibility that the woman I’d be pleasuring would have a cock, that my bride would have a cock.

But I was not completely fazed. I had a cock after all. I knew what felt good for me so maybe… maybe I could just apply that?

“I… you’re beautiful.” I said.

It was true. Emily smiled, an expression that looked a little like relief.

“So you don’t mind returning the favour?” She said. “I mean… you got fun earlier, so now… now it’s my turn, right?”

I smiled, nodded.

“I’d be happy to take care of my bride’s needs.” I said.

Her smile widened.

“Such a good girl, and so polite. Well, since you don’t mind, why don’t you come over here and get on your knees.”

I blinked. My knees? Emily wanted me on my knees? She wanted me to…

I took a deep breath, my dick throbbing in its cage. I was her pretty, sexy good girl. I wanted to pleasure her. I loved her. I nodded, biting my bottom lip, shy and nervous.

I stepped forward, walking carefully in my heels, and walked towards my beautiful bride.
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I fell willingly to my knees in front of her, looked up at her. She was glorious and gorgeous. The swell of her tits, the sparkle of her eyes.

“Are you ready to worship me?” She asked.

I nodded. I longed to worship her.

“Then do it. Pleasure me. Show me you want to be my good girl, my slut.”

I giggled, nervous. I looked down at her cock, the long, thick, throbbing weight of it.

I had assumed she’d want my hands, like she’d touched me, and I knew how to do that, but on my knees, as I was, I knew what she wanted. She wanted my mouth.

I’d read about how to pleasure a woman with a cunt, but not how to pleasure a woman with a cock. But… I figured there was no better time to learn than the present.

I reached up and wrapped my fingers around her girth. Her cock was warm, the skin soft, and I could feel her pulse, drumming, her cock throbbing in time with the beating of her heart.

I worked my hand up and down, slowly, the thrill of touching her in her most intimate place exciting me, and then… I heard her moan. I heard her moan in pleasure. Her hips thrust, and my bride began to work her cock in and out of my hand in time with my stroking.

Knowing that I was pleasuring her made me smile, a rush of excitement, joy. I was pleasuring my bride’s cock, Emily’s cock. I stroked harder, faster, wanting to make her cum.

She moaned louder, thrusting, and then I felt her hand on the back of my head, fingers tangling in my hair, gripping me gently, pressing my head down towards her cock.

“Your mouth.” She said. “I want to feel your mouth. Use your pretty mouth. Show me you’re my good girl.”

My head was spinning. She wanted me to suck her cock, let her fuck my mouth. It was not how I’d imagined our wedding night, but I wanted to please her. I let her press my head down and then… my lips touched the tip of her cock.

The rest happened on instinct. Maybe it was the lingerie, being smooth, or maybe it was the cage. Perhaps it was the way she was talking to me.

Yet, the cause didn’t matter. The effect did.

The moment her cock touched my lips I felt instinct take over. I formed my lips into a tight, hot, wet seal, and pressed my head down.

The girth of her cock forced my lips wider, parting them, and her cock sank in.

Emily thrust, hard, and she forced more of her cock into my mouth. She forced her cock deep.

“Fuck… your mouth feels… its so warm and wet. Don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

The hoarse tone of pleasure encouraged me. I sucked, hard, sealing my lips around her prick, working my tongue, and I began to work my head up and down, taking as much of her cock as I could before pulling back so only the tip was between my lips.

I held her cock there, teased her slit with my tongue, and the noise of her pleasure made me smile, my caged dick throbbing in my panties despite the fact I’d only just cum. I felt pretty. I felt sexy. I felt… hot.

Emily pressed on the back of my head and I let her guide me, taking her cock back into the hot, wet confines of my mouth. My head spun, lips buzzing. I’d been dreaming about pleasuring her for as long as I’d known her, had been dreaming of this moment, but though it was not going as I expected, I could not deny how hot it was.

I was sucking Emily’s cock. The cock of the most beautiful woman I’d ever known. My bride. And I was doing all of that while dressed up pretty for her because she thought I was cute and sexy.

I sucked harder, feeling myself getting carried away. Her cock throbbed, getting harder, thicker, longer. I let the head press at the back of my throat, suppressing the urge to gag. Emily pressed my head down, thrust her hips forward.

I felt her cock penetrate my throat. Her cock was in my throat, choking me, but… I didn’t care. I wanted to please her, wanted to be her good girl.

“Fuck that feels good. Don’t stop. I’m going to cum. And… you’re going to swallow it, all of it, just like I swallowed yours.”

She was going to cum. I was going to make her cum. She was going to cum and I was going to swallow it.

My body thrummed, arousal, excitement, lack of oxygen. I swallowed over and over, throat clenching around Emily’s cock, milking her. She thrust deeper, burying her cock in my throat, and her grip on my hair tightened, and then… she was cumming.

I could feel her cock throb, swell, and then there was a hot, thick, sticky jet of cum shot right down my throat. I swallowed, her cock cumming directly down my throat, her cum heavy in my belly. I felt the room spin, Emily working her cock barely in and out of my throat to get as much pleasure as she could.

“Fuck! You are such a good girl!”

The pleasure in her tone thrilled me. I wanted to be her good girl.

She came, hard, over and over, and it was only as her climax began to subside that she pulled her cock out of my throat. I gasped for air, but she kept her softening cock inside my mouth, cum drooling onto my tongue, the taste of it strong, almost sweet.

Her hand gripped the back of my head, holding me almost tenderly.

“Fuck that was good. Better than I hoped. You’re amazing.” She said.

I sucked gently on her softening cock, swallowing every last drop of her cum. My body buzzed from the thrill of what I’d just done.

“I can’t wait for the rest of our honeymoon, and all I’ve got in store for you. We’re going to have so much fun.”

The way she said it made me almost nervous, but… more than that. I was excited.

With her prick still in my mouth, her cum still warm and heavy in my belly, I was already looking forward to sucking her cock again.


Four

I slept uneasily that night, my cage tight on my cock, my body throbbing. The fact that Emily requested that I wear a white silk slip to bed, decorated with lace and ribbons, only made sleep even harder.

Yet, my bride slept easily, deeply, her lust clearly sated, and that made me feel a warm glow. I had done that. I had sated her, pleasured her. I had given her what she wanted, had fantasised about.

As I tossed and turned I remembered how her cock had felt in my mouth, how her body had looked, how she’d spoken to me. I remembered too how I had felt, the thrill of being pretty, the joy of knowing that I was fulfilling my bride’s wildest desires.

My cock throbbed, aching in its cage. Beside me Emily slept, radiant, beautiful.

By the time morning came I was exhausted and very horny. I squirmed as Emily rolled over to hug me, nuzzling into me, her lips kissing my neck. Her breasts pressed into me, her body soft and warm.

“Morning lover.” She whispered.

I smiled at that. I was her lover.

“You know, I’m looking forward to lazy mornings with you, but… we’ve got a flight to catch.” She said.

I nodded. Our flight was early. I was aching, desperate for her, eager for more chances to pleasure her and be pleasured by her, but I knew it would have to wait.

“I’m looking forward to tonight already.” I said.

I was dreaming of our honeymoon, the luxury island resort, the cabin and the beach that would be a private paradise for two weeks. It was glorious, her parents’ gift to us for our wedding. Everything would be provided, delivered to the door to our cabin whenever we wanted or needed, meals cooked to order and fresh fruit and snacks and champagne daily, and we’d never be interrupted. It would be just us.

I’d already been excited for it, looking forward to two whole weeks for just the two of us, never seeing another person, the pair of us alone, but now, after the night before, I was beyond excited. I was buzzing.

What else did Emily have planned? My cock throbbed, aching. I wondered when, or maybe even if, she might take my cage off. There was something thrilling about not knowing, about the uncertainty. I wondered if she might have other lingerie for me to wear. Why did that thought excite me?

Was it just because I wanted to please her, or because there was something more going on? I had liked the image I saw of myself in the mirror, had liked how pretty I looked, how sexy I felt. Was that wrong? I knew I was supposed to be masculine, handsome, but if I looked good in lingerie, if I was naturally pretty and cute, was it wrong for me to embrace that if it made me feel good. Was it wrong to lean into it if that’s what made my wife happy, what turned her on?

My head was full of thoughts and questions, but I had little time to dwell on it all. We had to get up and get moving. We had a flight to catch.

Slowly I began to shift, but then Emily reached out and grabbed my wrist, pulling me back. I turned to face her, saw her grinning, looking sleepy and radiant.

“What is it?” I asked.

Her smile widened.

“You look cute. And… I was just thinking about last night, your mouth, and…”

She pulled me back, pulled my hand down, under the covers, to her crotch, her hard cock. My fingers closed around her girth, stroking on instinct, the mask of pleasure on her face encouraging me to tease her more.

“You want my mouth again?” I asked, almost sheepish.

Emily nodded.

“Please. Make me cum. Be a good girl for me.”

I blushed. Our flight wasn’t for a few hours. We had time. So… I did as she asked.

Her cock in my mouth was heaven.
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The trip was tiring, but it was worth it. When we arrived at the island resort it was everything I’d imagined, everything I’d hoped, and more.

Our cabin was on the far side of the island, away from the port where we’d arrived by boat. We had a long stretch of coast all to ourselves, and the only way to reach our cabin was by a long, dirt track road. The island was, to all extents and purposes, all ours.

There was a small village by the port, where the workers who maintained the island lived, and if we needed anything it would be provided for us, but otherwise, we were alone. It was one of the main selling points. Though expensive, the resort offered private island getaways. Our honeymoon would be just us, in the sun, enjoying the beach, the sea, and a life of luxury.

As we arrived at the cabin the sun was just setting, the sky a watercolour of orange and pink and purple. We unpacked our luggage from the small jeep we had the use of and explored the cabin—though it was far more than just a cabin, more a vast beach mansion that sat on the beach with views looking out over the sun and the sunset.

It was perfect. Emily and I took a moment to take in the view, the waves lapping on the beach, the quiet, the sun dipping down below the far horizon.

“Would you like to sit and watch the stars with me? Enjoy a quiet night together before bed?” She asked.

I nodded. My body was aching, sweaty, from travel, but the thought of sitting out and enjoying the cooling evening appealed.

“I could do with a shower first.” I said.

I wondered if maybe tonight she’d let me out of my cage, if we might finally...

“Me too. And… I was thinking about wearing something special for you. Would you like that?”

I smiled, nodded.

“Would you… would you wear something special for me?” Emily asked.

“What would you like me to wear?”

She giggled.

“I have the perfect thing in mind. How about… how about you go shower and I’ll leave what I have in mind out on the bed for you?”

There was a sparkle in her eye. I felt my belly flutter, my caged dick aching. I was nervous about what she might have in mind, but also curious, so… I nodded.

“Sure.” I said.

And that was how it began.
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That night Emily left a set of black stockings out for me, with suspenders, and a light, short summer dress. The sight of it caught me off guard. The underwear I’d half been expecting, but the dress was new.

And then there was the fact that were were no panties. I knew we were alone, but still, the thought of wearing a short dress, stockings, suspenders, with no underwear on, all while wearing a cage on my cock, made me shy and nervous and flustered. Yet… I wanted to do it.

That my bride had left the outfit out for me made it clear she wanted to see me in it, wanted me to go around with no panties on, so… I did it.

I slipped the stockings and suspenders on, the silk sensual on my smooth skin, and then slipped on the short summer dress. It fit perfectly, snug around my body, emphasising my svelte figure, and flared out around my hips and ass to make it seem like I had sexy curves.

Maybe I did have sexy curves? That thought made me blush and smile.

Checking myself in the mirror I couldn’t help but feel a swell of joy. I looked cute, pretty, and I was looking forward to seeing Emily’s reaction, to teasing her, exciting her.

I struck a pose, wiggling my hips, and I grew even more flustered as I realised that the dress was so short that any movement, dancing, walking, even sitting down or bending over would flash not just my stocking tops and suspender straps, but my ass and maybe even my caged dick.

I knew it was just me and Emily, that she’d likely picked the dress for exactly that reason, but still… I felt suddenly very exposed, and also very excited. I studied my reflection as I worked out just how I could pose or move in my outfit to flash the most skin possible, figuring I might as well learn how to tease my wife if this is what she wanted me to wear.

The thought of getting her hard again, pleasuring her, being her good girl, made my mind fuzzy. I was so used to feeling drab and unattractive, unworthy of Emily’s love, that the last twenty-four hours were a whole new experience. An experience I wanted to relish.

So, with my dress on, I went out to meet my bride on the beach. The way her eyes lit up when she saw me, doing my best to wiggle my hips and ass, doing my best to flash her, made my heart swell. The sight of her in a similar summer dress, her legs bare, made my body burn with a deep yearning and longing for her

As the moon grew bright and the stars emerged we snuggled, basking in each other’s company, the still quiet lapping of the waves on the shore. It wasn’t long before we were making out, her hands on me, my hands on her. It wasn’t long before her cock was in my mouth again, her cum shooting down my throat. The warm sticky feel of it made my caged dick throb, aching, my arousal and my need to cum swelling.
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The next few days were much the same, only… more.

After that first night, Emily instructed me to shave my body, my entire body.

“I like you smooth. You look good, look pretty, and… you feel good too. Stay smooth for me, please?”

The way she asked, big eyes, almost pleading, a note of hope and lust in her voice, made it impossible for me to refuse. Plus, I found I really liked being smooth. It made my whole body more sensitive, made my whole body more pleasurable, and the way the panties, dress, and stockings felt on smooth skin was like nothing I’d felt before.

So, that first morning on our private island paradise, I shaved myself. I shaved my entire body.

It was different doing it myself, less sensual than when Emily had done it, but there was also a novel thrill in learning how to keep myself smooth, in learning the skill of making my body soft and hairless, just how my bride liked it. Most of it was easy, though I took my time, wanting to do a good job for Emily, but the last part, shaving my cock and balls, was harder. I managed it as best as I could.

Afterwards, talking to Emily, she told me that if I needed it she’d be willing to unlock me so she could shave me, make sure I kept myself utterly hairless. Yet, there was still no mention of unlocking me under other circumstances.

“And maybe when we get home we can see about making you smooth permanently, so you don’t need to worry about shaving. We can do that, with lasers and things, if you want, if you agree to be my doll.”

The words sent a shiver through me. I did not say yes to that offer, but… nor did I say no. Something about it was beginning to appeal.

Maybe it was the fact I was so horny, the fact that I was being kept caged, was being teased, all while I was making sure I took very good care of Emily, pleasuring her with my mouth whenever she wanted, which was often, several times a day, falling to my knees in front of her, or lying between her thighs, or maybe it was the outfits.

After that first night, Emily made no effort to hide the fact that she’d packed enough outfits to make sure I never had to wear anything masculine the entire time we were away.

Before coming away I’d been confused by how much luggage she had, but now I understood. She left my normal clothes in their cases but unpacked the clothes she’d bought for me, and the vast array of them made my head spin.

There was lingerie, of course, stockings and panties and bras, suspenders, even a corset—though I had yet to wear that—along with heels. And there were dresses too, and skirts, tops. There were even several bikinis which I wore whenever we went swimming, which was every day.

Emily at first would ask if she could choose what I would wear, and I would agree, but as the days wore on she began to just assume the right to dress me however she wanted, and… I didn’t resist. Her compliments, the sweet words she called me, and the way she reacted to seeing me all dressed up was enough to encourage me to let her continue to dress me up.

I loved feeling pretty for her. I loved feeling sexy and attractive. I loved how she looked at me, how she would touch me, how excited she got for me.

It had been a shock to realise my wife had a cock, but I’d got over that shock quickly. It helped that her cock was a very visible, clear sign of how hot she found me. I could tease her, pose for her, flash her, flirt with her, and I could see the effect. I could see how hard I made her, I could watch her cock swell and throb, and then… she asked me to service her with my mouth.

Or at least, at first, it was asking.
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As the days progressed Emily became more demanding. She wanted more and more of my mouth, and she became more forceful with how she requested it, until, eventually, she just began ordering me to pleasure her.

I made no complaint. It felt nice to be wanted. It felt nice to be lusted after.

As horny as I was from being caged, I took any pleasure I could get, and I really was beginning to get a lot of pleasure from the feel of her cock in my mouth and hands. Sucking it, kissing it, licking it, stroking it, excited me, made my caged cock throb. And then there was the pleasure of feeling her cum, feeling her cock throb in my throat, shot after shot of spunk shot right into my belly, or having her cum in my mouth, tasting it, swallowing it.

It was not what I’d thought my honeymoon was going to be like, but… I was really enjoying it.

And I could tell that I was getting better. Emily’s reactions, how excited she would get for my mouth, made it clear I was getting better at pleasuring her. It helped that some of the tips I’d read about pleasuring women with cunts were also useful for women with cocks, but a lot of things I learned by experimenting, trying out new things that felt good for me to do, or trying out things that I thought would feel good for me.

It was a new kind of joy, being able to give such pleasure. I had dreamed about our honeymoon, finally getting to enjoy my bride’s body, and though it wasn’t what I’d expected, it was even more wonderful. The noises she made, the way she thrust her hips, the way she was almost always hard for me, excited for me, made me happier than I could have imagined.

It was that joy that made it easier and easier to embrace being her good girl. I loved seeing Emily happy, loved giving her pleasure, and I loved feeling hot and sexy, loved how she looked at me, flirted with me, teased me, how she used my mouth.

I loved feeling wanted, feeling sexy. It was powerful, addictive, and though the honeymoon was not what I had been planning on, it was better than I could have hoped.

I spent the days being pretty for my new wife, being cute for her, letting her dress me as she wanted, then using how I looked to tease her, flirt with her, get her hot, and when she wanted, I would pleasure her with my mouth. There was just one problem.

I was still caged.

As the days went on I fell more and more into the role of Emily’s good girl, her doll, and I loved it, felt a sense of joy and freedom that I’d never felt before, and Emily got to use my mouth whenever she wanted, would cum multiple times a day, making me swallow each load, but I had yet to cum after the first time she made me cum with her hand.

Day passed. I became more and more pent up, a constant aching need that just made me more eager for Emily’s attention. I sought more ways to please her, more ways to serve her, hoping she might finally uncage me so I could be with her, make love to her, and I could cum, but… she just kept teasing me.

It was towards the end of the first week of our honeymoon that I finally snapped. I’d been holding it all in, hoping Emily would be the one to suggest uncaging me, but… I forced myself to be confident, and I approached her directly. I told her exactly how horny I was, how desperate I was for release.

“I can’t go on any more. All this teasing, pleasuring you, looking pretty for you, it… it has me so horny I can’t think straight. Please… just for a little bit, so I can cum. Maybe… maybe you can make me cum?” I asked.

Emily smiled.

“I wondered when you’d come to me. You lasted longer than I thought. Well… I’ve got good news and bad news.”

Her smile was a smirk. Her eyes sparkled.

“I’m willing to make you cum, but… I’m not going to uncage you.”

I stared at her, blinked.

“How…”

She held up a hand to silence me.

“Ah, no questions. You can either accept my offer or not. What do you say?”

I stared at her. My cage felt like agony. She was so hot, laid out on the beach in the tiniest bikini I had ever seen.

I really wanted to cum. Yet… I had no idea what it was she had planned, and she clearly had something planned.

As I stood there, trying to make a decision, I saw her cock throb in her bikini bottoms, swelling, getting hard. I wanted her. I wanted all of her. And… I needed to cum.

“I agree.” I said, smiling.

“Good girl.” Emily said. “Now… let’s go get you ready. I have something very special in mind for this moment. I’ve been planning this for a long time.”


Five

Emily could barely contain her excitement, her grin wide and wild, and she practically dragged me to the bedroom so she could get me ready for her plan. I could feel my belly fluttering with nerves, but also excitement. My heart was racing.

“Sit there. I need to get everything ready.” She said.

She sat me on the side of the bed and moved to the wardrobe where she had put away all the clothes she had brought for me to wear on our honeymoon. So far the only clothes I’d worn had been the ones Emily had picked out for me—feminine clothes and underwear, lingerie, pretty outfits. I’d not worn a single item I’d packed for myself.

It was like… it was like my honeymoon wasn’t just a celebration of a marriage, but also a holiday from myself. It was like I was someone else, someone lighter and prettier and sexier, someone happier, more carefree, more fun. It was like I was a… a better version of myself.

I knew that in just over a week I’d have to return to the ordinary world, return to myself, and I was, in a way, dreading it, but for now, I could abide in the idyllic bubble of our honeymoon, the perfect moment where I got to be a more joyful version of myself, the version of me that my bride wanted, the version of me that made me comfortable.

So, it was with that thought in mind that I watched as Emily rummaged in the wardrobes and the drawers, picking through the holdall that had contained my cage and the first set of lingerie she’d made me wear. Seeing that holdall made my head spin. I wondered what other surprises she might have in store for me.

I watched as she pulled out lingerie, white, but more ornate than anything I’d worn so far, decorated with lace and silk ribbon, sexy and also cute, and white heels. Next to that, she lay a box much like the one my cage had been in, but larger, and next to that a small bag.

She turned to face me. Her joy was contagious. I felt my belly flutter as though tickled by butterfly wings.

“Ready?” She asked.

I nodded. I looked to the bed, unsure what was within, and then to the box, wary, but… eager.

“I’m ready.” I said.

“Then let’s begin.”
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The first thing Emily had me do was get changed. I slipped out of what I was wearing and she helped me dress in the lingerie she had picked out for me.

“I’ve been looking forward to seeing you in this ever since I picked it out.” She said.

I looked at her, nervous, eager, bright smile. Her eyes sparkled.

“When did you pick it out?” I asked.

She giggled, blushing. She looked almost nervous, or shy.

“I… I feel bad admitting this, but it was only a couple of weeks after you asked me to marry you. I was out shopping, daydreaming about our wedding, our honeymoon, about… about something like this, and then I saw it. I couldn’t resist buying it. I knew you’d look amazing in it. I… I know I should probably have talked to you sooner about all of this, but I wanted to wait until we were married before we were intimate with each other. I wanted our first time to be meaningful, special, and… and I wanted to know you really loved me before I shared my secret with you. I knew that if we were married I’d be able to convince you to try what I wanted, and I knew… I knew once you tried it you’d like it.”

“You’ve been thinking about this for that long?” I asked, gesturing to the lingerie.

Emily giggled.

“Longer. I’ve been… I’ve been thinking about this for as long as I’ve been having dirty thoughts, which is a long time. I always knew I wanted a special kind of man, a man who was not afraid to be feminine for me, who would look pretty and cute for me. I had so many men chasing me, trying to win my affections, but none of them were interesting. They were all so boring. And then… then I met you. You were so cute and shy and I could see how pretty you could be. I thought you were hot, and then we started dating and I realised you were sweet too, and kind, and I couldn’t help falling in love with you. I just… I just had to hope I could convince you that this was fun.”

She too gestured to the underwear. Her eyes were wide, questioning.

“It is fun for you, right?”

I smiled. I nodded.

Wearing the lingerie, being smooth, had been a shock at first, but once I’d got over that I realised just how much fun it was.

I liked feeling attractive, looking cute and pretty and sexy for my bride, and I liked how it excited her. I liked seeing her cock throb and get hard at the sight of me, liked knowing I was turning her on, exciting her.

I liked knowing I was hot, that she thought I was hot. I liked the effect I had on her body.

I had assumed Emily would have a cunt, but… I had grown to like, to love, the fact she had a cock. It was impossible not to. She was the woman I loved and I loved every part of her. Plus, it helped that her cock was beautiful, long and thick, throbbing, and the way it felt in my mouth as I pleasured her, the way her cum tasted as I swallowed, was… amazing.

“It is fun for me.” I said. “I… I had my doubts at first, but I trusted you, and… now I’ll admit that it’s been a lot of fun. I… I like being pretty for you, like pleasuring you, like being your good girl and your toy. I just… I’m just really fucking horny and I was kind of hoping that we could be intimate together.”

Emily smiled.

“I want that too. There’s so much I want from you, with you. I want you inside me, want you to cum in me, and we can do that before we go home, but I want something else first. The reason I kept you caged was to help you learn there’s more to pleasure than just your cock. I wanted to show you the pleasure you could have if you agreed to become my good girl permanently.”

I blinked. What did she mean by permanently?

“I know you have questions, but first… I want to make sure you’re fully ready. Okay?”

I smiled, nodded.

“Okay.” I said.
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I looked amazing in the white lingerie, loved how it felt, the silk and lace a caress on my smooth body. The stockings made my legs look long and full, and the suspenders made my hips look wide, my butt round and perky.

My caged cock looked cute in my panties, and the legs and ass showed off lots of skin, just the way I knew Emily liked. I couldn’t resist wiggling and posing, showing off to her, as I put them on, and I was rewarded for my efforts by the sight of Emily’s cock throbbing, getting slightly hard, and I smiled knowing I was arousing her.

After the panties, I slipped on the lacy, almost see-through bra, and then the heels. I’d come to love how a bra made me look, making my slim chest and narrow shoulders seem feminine and sexy, and the way heels made me stand, made me move, continued to send a shiver along my spine.

I turned, wiggling, and struck a pose for my bride.

“All done.” I said. “How do I look?”

She smiled at me.

“You look amazing. Even better than I dreamed. But… we’re not done. You have make-up next.”

My eyes went wide. Make-up? I’d not worn make-up before.

“Don’t look so scared. If you want to be my good girl then you need to fully embrace what it means to be pretty for me, right? That means make-up and hair. I’ll take care of those today, but if you like this, and you agree to become my good girl full-time, then we can make sure you learn how to do all of this, okay?”

I stared at her. Her good girl full-time? I was unsure what Emily was asking for, what it all meant, but I knew I wanted to make her happy, and… I was curious about how I’d look with my make-up and hair done.

Emily had always looked amazing when she did her make-up, her hair, and I’d seen the way other women had been able to enhance or change their looks. Would it have the same effect on me? I wondered how pretty it might make me.

“Okay.” I said.

Emily smiled and she picked up the small bag she pulled out of the holdall, then she came towards me.

She started on my eyes first—eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow—then added highlight and shadow, lipstick. She talked me through what she was doing, the colours she was picking, how she was applying it, but there was so much I knew it was going to take me a lot of work to learn and get good at it… if I even wanted to.

Yet, as she put my make-up on, working to make me pretty, I could feel a sense of nervous joy swelling, excitement, hope. Part of me was enjoying it. Part of me was hoping that I’d look even cuter for my bride.

“You’d look good with your nails done too, and your ears pierced. Maybe even some other piercings… like nipples. I’ve always thought that was sexy.”

I blushed at that. The thought of having my nails painted made my heart flutter, but the thought of having my nipples pierced sent a thrill of shame and fear and desire racing through me. It was like my brain and my body was slowly being reprogrammed.

After the make-up came hair. Emily was quick, efficient, adding some product to bring out the messy curls that I always fought so hard to control.

“If you like this you can grow your hair out, maybe get it cut cute. Or maybe we can go get you fitted for some custom wigs. Either way, I think you’d look cute with long hair.”

I smiled at her. I wanted to look cute for her.

As she finished fiddling with my hair she stepped back and took a long look at me. Her smile widened.

“There. All done.”

Her expression and her voice were filled with joy. I could see her cock getting harder. Did I really look that good? I bit my bottom lip, squirming.

“Do you want to see?” She asked.

“Please.” I said.

Emily smiled, offered me her hand. I took it and she led me to the large, full-length mirror.

As I stepped in front I braced myself. I’d already seen myself in lingerie before, smooth, and I’d seen myself in sexy outfits. This would be similar, surely?

But then I saw myself, and I was stunned.

I looked… I looked like an entirely different person.

Or… no, that wasn’t true. I still looked like me. I was still me. I was just… I was the better version of me. I was a prettier, more feminine, sexier version of me.

With make-up on, my eyes looked bright and bold, dazzling, sultry, and my lips looked big and puffy and pouty—perfect bee-stung blowjob lips. Even my hair looked cute.

That, in combination with my smooth body and my incredibly sexy lingerie left me looking… like a girl, like a woman, like a pretty, sexy, feminine, alluring good girl. I felt transformed, and I could not stop smiling.

“I take it from your smile you like what you see?” Emily asked.

I nodded, not taking my gaze off my reflection. I felt my cock throb in my cage. I was filled with joy, love, desire. There was a storm of emotions in me, and not one of them felt wrong.

“I… I love it. I love how I look, how it feels. I… I love being pretty for you, knowing that you desire me. Exciting you, dressing up for you, being your good girl, it… it makes me so happy. I never could have imagined something like this but I’m glad I get to do this with you. I’m glad you showed me this.” I said.

Emily’s smile widened.

“I think, then, perhaps, you’re ready for the last part of my surprise.” Emily said.

With that, she turned to pick up the mysterious box.
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“I know we already said our vows to each other, that we already had a ceremony, committing ourselves to each other, but… I was thinking… it might be nice to have a private ceremony, just for each other, a more intimate ceremony where we offer each other more than we could offer in public.”

Emily’s voice was soft, almost timid, nervous. Her hands were shaking slightly.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I… I know we’re married now, and that makes me so happy, but… I was hoping for more. I want more from you than just marriage. This honeymoon I was hoping it could be a trial run, a sample of the life I want. I was hoping… when we go home you have a choice. You can go back to the life we had and we can carry on as normal, with maybe us doing this sometimes for fun.”

As she said this she hinted at my lingerie, at me, meaning me dressing up pretty for her. I nodded, making it clear I understood.

“Or we can push it further. And… you should know I want to push it further. I earn enough money doing what I do to mean we can both live comfortably, and my family has enough invested in my name that I’m never going to struggle financially, so you don’t need to work. You could… you could quit and become my stay-at-home… good girl.” She said.

I blinked. My head spun.

The honeymoon was a holiday, a break from reality, and I’d enjoyed how surreal and hot it had been to just give up being myself and embrace my role as Emily’s toy, being pretty and sexy and cute for her, staying caged, serving her whenever she wanted, pleasuring her. Yet, I’d always assumed that when we went home we’d return to normal life. I’d go back to work, Emily would return to her usual routine, and, at most, I’d dress up for her sometimes, for special occasions.

I’d accepted that as fact even if it had left a slight hollow feeling in my gut. My usual life was nowhere near as much fun, and after feeling so cute and attractive and wanted, the thought of going back to being a boring, dull, uncomfortable man almost made my skin crawl. Part of me was almost hoping that the honeymoon could last forever, that I could remain as my bride’s toy.

And now… Emily was offering me just that. I could quit my job, stay at home, focus on being pretty and hot and serving her. Was it really that easy?

“I…”

Emily held up a hand to quiet me.

“Before you agree there are conditions. One, you’ll remain caged, always, unless I want to use your cock for my pleasure. Two, you have to wear this…”

With that Emily opened the box, inside was a black leather collar, black, with a gold ring on the front, a locking buckle at the back. My head was fuzzy, dizzy.

“You have to wear this, and you have to agree to be my good girl, always. You’ll keep yourself smooth for me, keep yourself pretty for me, and we’ll even work on things like getting your hair removed permanently, making your body even prettier for me. You’ll have to obey me, always, and… you’ll be there, for my pleasure, whenever I command. Understand.”

I nodded. Emily smiled.

The collar looked so formal and stark, the leather thick, solid, the lock on the back impressive and sturdy. If I agreed then my life would change completely. The honeymoon was just a small taste of what my life would be like.

I thought about Emily’s comments over the last few days. Things like growing my hair long, laser hair removal, growing my nails and having them painted, getting my nipples pierced. All of that might become a reality, and more. Just how pretty and feminine would she want me to become.

And then there was the issue of my cage. It would always be on unless she wanted to use my cock for her pleasure. She might sometimes choose to have me fuck her, but it would always be her decision. Otherwise, I’d be locked away, serving her whenever she wanted with my mouth and hands, her toy, her good girl.

Yet… it appealed. All of it appealed. Maybe it was the joy and the freedom of my honeymoon, finally feeling comfortable in myself, or maybe it was that I had been caged so long that my horniness was affecting my brain, or maybe it was just that serving Emily for days on end, pleasuring her with my mouth, being pretty and sexy for her was corrupting me, that her cum was corrupting me, yet in the end the cause didn’t matter. What mattered was how I felt and…

I wanted to be her good girl. I wanted to give myself to her completely. I didn’t want to go back to being a boring, dull, unattractive man. I wanted to stay as her doll, her toy. I wanted to become even prettier for her. I wanted to pleasure her, serve her, always. I wanted her to transform me, claim me, own me.

“I’ll do it.” I said.

Emily smiled.

“Are you sure?” She asked.

I nodded.

“I’m certain.”

Her smile widened.

“Then… kneel, and let me collar you.”


Six

I did as Emily said. I knelt at her feet, willingly, obediently, and I looked up at her, the most beautiful woman I had ever known, and I watched as she took my collar out of the box.

I still couldn’t get over how hot she was, how perfect. And… she was mine, or rather I was hers. I belonged to her, she loved me, she was going to own me, and… she thought I was cute. She thought I was cute and pretty and hot and sexy.

“You belong to me, don’t you?” She asked.

I nodded.

“You are my toy, my good girl. I own you. This collar is just a sign, an outward symbol of what you are to me. You are mine. I will own every part of you, heart, soul, body. With this collar, you give yourself to me, so that you can become the perfect good girl for me. You agree to be mine, always, forever, and I in return promise to love and cherish you, protect you, care for you. You will take care of me, will serve me, pleasure me, and I… I will take care of you too. Understand?”

I nodded.

“Yes.” I whispered.

Emily’s smile widened.

“Lower your head.” She said.

I did as she instructed. I lowered my head and she leaned down to fit the stiff leather of the collar around my neck, tightening it, fastening it, locking it. The click of the padlock on the back was a stark reminder of what I had given my bride, of what I was now.

I was her good girl and she owned me.

“Now, I remember you saying something about being horny, correct?”

I nodded. I had been horny before. Now, after getting dressed up, made up, being collared, giving myself utterly to my bride, I was beyond horny.

I was now some new thing for which there were no words. I was a creature of pure lust and desire and need. I needed to cum.

“Yes.” I whispered.

Emily smiled at me.

“Perhaps then you can get me in the mood to do something about that?” She said.

And with that, she reached out to put her hand on the back of my head. I knew exactly what that meant. She had put her hand on my head just like that enough times now that I knew exactly what she wanted.

I let her guide my head forwards, and I reached out to run my hand over the swelling bulge of her cock inside her panties.
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I did not need to be told what to do. I did not need encouragement. As horny as I was I could barely contain my excitement for my bride’s cock.

I tugged on Emily’s panties even as her cock continued to swell, getting thicker, longer, harder. They caught on the meat of her prick but I was not to be denied. I tugged harder, and then… her cock came free. Her beautiful cock. Her perfect prick.

I wrapped my fingers around her girth and began to stroke, eagerly, feeling her grow in my hand.

“Fuck you always feel so good. And… you look so hot like that, all made up for me, cute and sexy, all dressed up, collared for me. You are such a pretty toy, such a good girl.”

I looked up at her, my goddess, and smiled. She was radiant. My cheeks burned from blushing and ached from smiling.

“No…” I said, grinning. “I’m not a pretty toy, and I’m not a good girl. I’m… I’m your pretty toy and your good girl.”

Emily’s smile widened.

“You’re right. How silly of me to forget. I suppose I should reward you for being so smart.”

I nodded, and with that Emily thrust her hips forward, and her cock pressed against my lips.

I reacted on instinct, craving her. I kissed, gently, then let the tip of her cock penetrate the seal of my mouth.

My lips throbbed, pleasure radiating out, and I felt the hard warmth of Emily’s throbbing cock sink into my mouth. I sucked, lips tight, and worked my tongue, my hand stroking the base.

“Oh god… your mouth is so good. I can’t believe how talented you’ve gotten at that in just a few days.”

I smiled. I was glad she enjoyed me. In my head, I couldn’t help but think it was due to all the chances to practise that Emily kept giving me.

I sucked harder, stroking, and took her cock deeper into my mouth. Emily thrust, working her hips, fucking her cock in and out of my lips, wetting her cock with my spit. I lapped with my tongue, bobbing my head, letting her cock work in and out.

With each thrust, Emily worked her cock deeper, until the head pressed at the back of her throat. It was easy for me now to suppress the urge to gag. I’d done it enough times that I was getting the knack of it, and I’d even gone online to look up guides for how to better deep-throat, finding some of the tips very useful—and I’d been delighted with how much Emily had enjoyed some of my new techniques.

As Emily thrust I forced my head down. I felt the familiar stretching of my throat, her cock fat, hard, throbbing. I felt my throat open and I took her deep.

My bride gripped the hair on the back of my head tight, thrusting, fucking my face. I swallowed over and over, throat clenching on her prick, milking her pleasure. I wanted her to cum, wanted her to cum hard down my throat, fill my belly. I wanted…

As I sucked Emily pulled back, pulled her cock out of my throat, pulled it out from my lips with an audible pop. I was hard, throbbing, and it was clear she was only moments from cumming. I whined, wanting her cock, moved to take it back in my mouth, but she held my hair, my head, denying me.

“Fuck that was close. You are dangerously good at that. But… I have something else in mind. Something more fun for both of us.”

I looked up at her, my expression forming the question.

“I’ve collared you, made you mine, claimed you, but… now I need to make it official. And… I still need to do something about you being so horny. Luckily I can fix both at once.”

Her smile became a greedy grin.

“Bend over.” She said. “I’m going to fuck you and breed you and make you mine.”

The words sank deep into my head. My heart skipped.

Emily was… my bride was going to fuck me. We were going to fuck for the first time. We were going to make love. My heart swelled.

Sure it was not going to be like I imagined it, but… I wanted it all the same. I needed it. I couldn’t bend over fast enough.
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I moved to the bed, on my knees, and bent over so my face was pressed down into the mattress and my ass was raised. I spread my legs wide and curved my spine to try to offer my ass up like I’d seen women do in porn.

I was my bride’s good girl and I wanted her to claim me. I wanted her to fuck me.

I giggled as the thoughts raced through my head. Just a few weeks ago I’d have considered the whole scenario impossible and ludicrous. I’d been looking forward to fucking Emily on our honeymoon, making love to her, but now she was going to be the one fucking me, and, stranger, she was going to be fucking me while I was caged, collared, and dressed up in bridal lingerie.

I was hers. Her toy, her good girl. I belonged to her, and I wanted her to claim me, fuck me, breed me. I wiggled my butt, shaking it, encouraging her to come get me. I could feel the heat of her lascivious gaze on me.

I heard footsteps, then I felt hands, roaming, caressing me, groping my legs, my ass, my hips. Emily’s touch was gentle, greedy, firm, soft. I pressed back wanting more.

Her hands crept over my stockings, to my panties, gripping the hem.

“And now we get the benefit of why panties go on last.” Emily said.

With that she tugged, pulling them down. They slipped off with just a little shimmy of my hips, sliding down over my suspender straps, over my stockings, and my bride tugged them over my heels.

I was left exposed, my smooth, bare, peachy butt out, my caged cock throbbing, my crack and my hole on display. I felt Emily’s hands grab me, grope me, squeezing. I moaned, a rush of sensation.

As I looked back over my shoulder I saw her, beautiful and radiant, hard for me, her cock wet with my spit. I saw her dick throbbing, excited for me, and my ass quivered. I was going to have her fat dick inside me. She was going to cum inside me. She was going to breed me, claim me, fuck me.

My bride was going to make love to me and make me her good girl.

“Please.” I whimpered. “I’m so fucking horny. I’m so horny for you. I want you inside me. I want you to fuck me, cum in me, make me your slut. I… I want you to make me cum with that big, fat, beautiful cock.”

Emily giggled.

“You flatter me.” She said.

And with that, she moved in closer.
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Emily gripped her cock in one hand, the other on my ass, my hip, gripping me. She moved closer, closer, and then… the warm, wet, throbbing head of her prick pressed at my hole, the tip teasing me barely open.

I pressed back, felt her cock entering me, throbbing, fat and hard. It was… it was a sensation unlike anything I’d been expecting, some pain, but overwhelming pleasure, my nerves pulsing, throbbing, a fluttering in my gut.

Emily pressed her hips forward as I pressed my ass back and her cock sank deeper, the head popping inside me before it hit a wall of resistance.

“Fuck you are tight. I can feel your hole squeezing down on me.”

All I could do was moan, whimper, grinding my hips. My cock was a ball of delicious agony, and my ass throbbed with hot, burning pleasure. I wanted more.

I spread my legs wider, as wide as they would go, and I lifted my ass up, offering my hole to my beautiful bride. Then… I did my best to relax. I felt my hole opening, stretching.

There was pressure, a twinge of pain, pleasure pulsing up and down my spine. I could feel Emily’s cock throbbing, hard, thick, long. It was filling me, fucking me. My bride was going to claim me, make me her toy, her good girl.

I pressed back as Emily thrust and the pressure swelled, my hole stretched wide, and then… the wall of resistance that was preventing her from claiming me softened. Her cock sank deep, filling me, and I felt her belly and her balls slap against my ass. Her entire cock was inside me.

I wiggled my hips, grinding my ass back, and the feel of her spit-lubed cock inside my ass was enough to make my mind go blank. Pleasure swelled, filling me, my heart racing. I looked back, up, at my bride, the love of my life, the woman who had caged me, collared me, feminized me, the woman who now owned me.

She was beautiful, radiant, glorious, and she was mine and I was hers. And she was fucking me. Her cock was in my ass and she was making love to me and it felt… better than I had ever imagined.

“Fuck you are so tight. You feel so good. I never thought it would feel so… so right.” Emily said.

I smiled, worked my hips, fucking myself down onto her cock, riding her.

“Fuck me.” I whispered. “Claim me. Make me yours.”

“With pleasure.” Emily said.

And then she pulled her cock out of my ass. She slipped it out of my hole until just the head was inside me, teasing me. I clenched down to feel more, tried to ease back to get her back inside me, but she denied me.

She was in control and she wanted to tease me, wanted to make me whine and beg and plead. So… I did.

“Please. Fuck me. Fuck my ass. Claim me, breed me, cum in me. Make me your good girl. I need it.”

She smiled and then… she thrust, deep, hard, slamming her cock into my ass. I could feel the girth of it, the throbbing hardness of it. I clenched down and I could feel all thought and resistance leaving my head.

I was my bride’s good girl, and I wanted to feel her cum. I wanted to be pretty for her, sexy for her. I wanted to care for her, pleasure her, be there for her. I wanted to be her toy, her doll, and her pet. I wanted her to own me utterly and to lust after me, wanted to service her perfect cock with my mouth, my hands, my ass. I gave in to the pleasure, the whispering voice within, the corrupting influence of my bride’s cock.

Emily slammed into me, fucking me hard, and I worked my hips and ass, riding her, fucking back, my brain a fuzzy mess of horny neediness. My caged cock was agony, pulsing, drooling precum.

As Emily fucked me, hard, fast, deep, her cock slipping out, thrusting in, I felt a knot of pleasure swelling in my belly. Each thrust of her cock rubbed against a bright, sensitive spot inside of me, a nub of pleasure unlike anything I’d felt before.

I swelled with each thrust, becoming more and more intense. My body began to move on its own, working my hips, ass, spreading my legs, riding Emily’s cock, chasing the sensation, wanting more of it. The pleasure radiated out, filling me.

I began to moan, my voice soft, urgent, desperate. I sounded almost like… like a porn star getting fucked. It made me blush and giggle.

I felt Emily’s hands on my hips, gripping me, felt her thrust, deep, hard, fucking me urgently. I felt her cock throbbing, hard, getting fatter, pulsing.

“Fuck… you are so pretty and so hot. I can’t believe you’re mine. You’re all mine. My pretty toy, my good girl. You… you’re so much more than I ever dreamed possible and you are so perfect.”

The words sank deep. Emily thought I was perfect. I was… I was perfect to her.

I’d always seen her as perfect, as someone out of my league, so to hear her call me perfect made my heart leap. I could be perfect for her. I could be her good girl.

Joy and pleasure swelled as Emily fucked me. The knot in my gut unravelled with each thrust. Her cock grew massive, throbbing. I knew what that meant and I craved it. I worked my ass and my hips, chasing my pleasure, wanting to make Emily cum, wanting her to breed me.

She fucked me hard, fast, deep, and her grip tightened. She slammed her cock in, belly and balls slapping against my ass, and then I felt it. Her cock throbbed harder than ever, became massive, and I felt her cumming.

My bride was cumming inside of me, breeding me, claiming me. She was fucking me. I was hers. I’d never been happier.

And then I felt it. The throbbing of Emily’s cock, her deep thrusts, the sensation of her hot, thick, sticky cum filling me, all of it pushed me over the edge. My caged cock, agony, throbbing, started to pulse, and I came, hard, drooling a thin stream of cum as my body was wracked by a climax more intense than anything I’d felt before.

I was cumming as Emily came inside me, pleasure from my ass, cumming like a girl as my bride claimed me, fucked me, filled me.

“Fuck!”

Emily thrust hard. We came together, joy, love, bliss, and then… I collapsed onto the bed, overcome and exhausted and Emily collapsed on top of me.

After seconds, maybe minutes, we both began to move as we caught our breaths. Emily shifted, pulling her slowly softening cock out of my ass. I clenched down to keep as much of her cum inside me as possible.

Her hand stroked my back and I shivered, grinning. I looked back over my shoulder to her and she leaned down and kissed me, gently.

“That was amazing.” She said.

I nodded.

“I… yeah… amazing.” I said.

I was too drunk on pleasure to be able to speak clearly. Emily giggled. She looked cute and flustered.

“You know… seeing how much you enjoyed yourself it’s made me crave your cock inside my ass. How about before we go home I uncage you one night and you can take my virginity, and breed me, just like I took yours and bred you.”

I blushed, nodded.

“I… I’d like that.” I said.

Emily smiled at me, her expression radiant with joy. I felt a swell of hope and optimism, unlike anything I’d felt before. I was hers, and… she was mine.

And we were perfect together.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 
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FEMINIZED BY THE LIBRARIAN
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Nathan is in trouble. He’s at risk of losing his place on the team and thus losing his scholarship. Coach Winters, the hot, domineering soccer coach, demands he keeps his grades up or he’s out, and he’s not been keeping his grades up.

He’s given an ultimatum, either improve or get off the team. Luckily for Nathan Coach Winters has scheduled him an appointment with one of the college’s librarians to get him some extra tuition. Only the librarian’s methods are rather… unorthodox.

Nathan has worked long and hard to land his place on the college soccer team and earn his scholarship, only now he can feel it all slipping away. Having graduated from his high-school team he’s discovered that he just can’t measure up to the other young men around him.

He’s not as strong or as fast as the other players and it’s getting to him. Worse, his hopes of enjoying the college lifestyle are rapidly deflating since he’s just too awkward and nervous to be able to talk to girls and they’re all more interested in the more masculine players anyway.

With his morale at an all-time low, he’s started to let things slip and his grades are going down, which means he’s at risk of losing his place on the team and losing his scholarship. His Coach, Coach Winters, the hot, intimidating older woman who demands her players keep their grades up, has given Nathan one last chance.

He can either work with a tutor, one of the college’s librarians, or he can get off the team. Knowing that to lose his place on the team would mean having to leave college, Nathan agrees to work with the tutor.

Only the Librarian is nothing like Nathan had been expecting. She’s young, hot, and her methods are… unconventional to say the least. Nathan is out of options though, so when the librarian begins to lead him down a path of gradual feminization and self-discovery what can Nathan do?

Only what Nathan discovers is more than he expected. Who knew panties felt so good, so right, and soon he finds that it’s not just his grades that are improving...


PANTIES FOR SALE
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Pete and Dale, best friends since high school, have just started college and are aspiring photographers trying to build a reputation for themselves, only… they’re short on cash.

But then Dale has an idea. With all their photography equipment maybe there’s a way to make fast cash. Only it’s a little unconventional, and it involves panties...

Pete and Dale dream of being artists, fine art photographers. Their hope was to start a photography studio while studying at college to get started early, only… its more expensive than they had thought and now they’re struggling for rent.

But then Dale has an idea. He knows a girl who makes good money selling her used panties. Maybe they could try that. Only… the market for a boy’s worn underwear is a lot less lucrative.

So, the pair come up with a wild scheme. Maybe they can fake it? All they need are some panties. Right? But when they do their market research they realise there’s a problem.

To get a good price for worn panties they need photographic proof that they were worn, they need images of the owner wearing them, and there’s no easy way to fake that...

Or is there? The best friends have a lot of photography equipment, and they know how to take excellent photos and how to edit them. They can wear panties for a simple photoshoot, right?

Yet, when the boys start getting fans things quickly get out of hand. They get offers of even more money in exchange for more panties, more photos. So begins a journey of self-discovery, feminization, and romance that changes everything, and that promises to solve the pair’s cash problem for good.


FEMBOY CAFE
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Aaron and his best friend Owen have headed off to college together, hoping to enjoy the newfound freedom. Only… they’re struggling for money. Or rather Aaron is. Owen, thanks to his new part-time job, has plenty of free cash.

Curious, and worried about his best friend, Aaron enquires about Owen’s new job, wondering out loud if maybe there are any vacancies. When Owen finally shows Aaron where he works Aaron is shocked. And he’s even more shocked when he lands a job… at the femboy cafe.

Aaron and Owen have long dreamed of heading off to college together, starting their adult life together. They saved for it all through high school, working part-time jobs, rarely going out, spending as little as possible, but… they soon discovered that their savings are not quite enough.

The pair are struggling for cash. Or rather, Aaron is. Owen, thanks to his new part-time job, has cash to spare, despite only working a few shifts each week.

That surplus of cash, plus how secretive Owen is about the job, piques Aaron’s interest. He’s worried about his best friend getting caught up in something unsavoury. He wants to make sure his friend is safe. Plus… maybe they’d let him work there too.

Only, when Aaron finally convinces Owen to show him where he works, it’s nothing like he expected.

Owen works a members-only cafe, pretty maids serving tea and coffee and cake. Aaron is slightly confused by it all, but when Owen introduces him to the owner he’s delighted when he’s offered a job—though given his lack of experience she makes Owen responsible for his performance.

It’s only then that Aaron discovers what Owen does, and what he’s expected to do.

Owen is a femboy maid. All the maids in the cafe are femboys and if Aaron is going to work there he’ll need to become a femboy too. Aaron is left bewildered and unsure, but Owen is confident his friend has it in him to become an incredible femboy.

And thus begins a journey of feminization, self-discovery, romance, and desire that binds the friends closer than ever before...


THE PAGEANT




[image: ]

Pete can’t believe what he’s hearing—his sister, Gina is entering a beauty pageant. Unable to contain his amusement he can’t help but mock her. Gina though, is having none of it.

She thinks Pete is just jealous of her good looks, and, to shut him up, dares him to enter the contest with the offer of her car if he beats her. Pete wants to refuse, but his best friend, Morgan, thinks Pete could win, and seems very enthusiastic about the idea…

When Pete finds out his sister is entering a local beauty pageant he’s shocked. He always figured she wasn’t that kind of woman, that she had more brains than that, and her tells her so to her face.

Gina, offended that Pete thinks a woman can’t be both beautiful and smart calls him out, and challenges him on his opinion. She thinks he’s just jealous, because he’s terminally single while she has plenty of dates. Pete insists jealousy is no part of it but Gina is not convinced. Mocking her brother, she even goes so far as to challenge him to enter, wanting to prove to him that she really is the hotter sibling, offering her car as the prize should he beat her.

Pete scoffs at the challenge, but his best friend, Morgan, thinks Pete should reconsider. The pageant has nothing in its rules about gender, instead specifying that it’s a contest of beauty, and Morgan thinks with a bit of work Pete really could beat his sister in a contest of beauty.

Plus… there’s the car and the prize money…

Pete, reluctant, agrees. Yet all too soon the two friends are in over their heads. They’ve spent all their savings on clothes and underwear and makeup and beauty products. Morgan considers it an investment though, because he’s sure Pete can win, he just needs to embrace the process.

So begins a slow journey of feminization and transformation as Pete discovers just how beautiful he can be, but when he starts to uncover new feelings and emotions he begins to wonder if maybe he’s gotten too deep.

Yet, it’s too late to back out. He’s got a pageant to enter, and he just has to hope he can win...


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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