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MAIL ORDER BRIDE

Michael is eager to meet his bride-to-be, Annabella, for the first time, but he’s nervous too. He’s been keeping secrets and he’s not been entirely honest with her.

When Annabella finds out she isn’t quite as understanding as Michael had hoped. She threatens to leave him and return home, so Michael, desperate, promises he’ll do anything for her.  Annabella decides to take Michael up on his offer and sets about transforming him into someone more to her liking.

And in the end, it turns out Michael wasn’t the only one keeping secrets...

Michael is lonely. He’s quit his dead-end city job and moved back home to renovate the house he inherited from his mother when she passed, and though his quality of life has improved significantly he’s still missing one important thing. Someone to share his life with.

But then Michael decides to try internet dating and he stumbles across Annabella on a very expensive website. She’s gorgeous. The only problem is the website is for rich men looking for women to marry. Michael is wealthy thanks to his inheritance, but he’s not sure he’s the kind of rich man Annabella is looking for.

As Michael waits for Annabella’s flight to land he’s left wondering how she’s going to react when she meets the real him. He’s just hoping that she’ll be able to look past the surface and see his heart, feel how much he cares for her.

Annabella’s reaction is not what Michael hoped for. She’s frustrated, annoyed, and, worse, she threatens to leave and go home before they’ve even had a chance to get to know each other. Michael, desperate, promises to do anything if she gives him a chance.

Annabella accepts Michael’s offer and soon begins transforming him into her perfect partner. Michael had worried he wasn’t manly enough for a woman like Annabella, but what Annabella desires is someone soft, pretty, and obedient.

As Annabella takes Michael on a journey of feminization and self-discovery he begins realise Annabella might just be the best thing that ever happened to him. And then he finds out he’s not the only one with a secret...

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


One

The day was finally here. The day I’d been waiting months for. Anabella was arriving. She was finally arriving.

As I stood in the airport, watching the hustle and bustle of people arriving and leaving I couldn’t help but watch with a mix of envy and excitement as all the couples hugged and kissed their goodbyes and their hellos. I felt a pang of emotions watching their closeness, the tenderness.

What would it feel like to have someone love you that much? What must it feel like to have someone touch you with such affection, to want to hold you, hug you, kiss you?

I’d never known affection like that. I was in my mid-twenties and I’d never known any touch like that. Hopefully, that was all about to change though. Her flight had just landed so I just had to wait a little while longer…

I was almost skipping as I made my way to the arrivals gate, my heart thundering, belly fluttering. We’d talked a lot, had exchanged numerous messages and emails and calls over the past few months so it felt like I was meeting an old friend, yet… we were meeting for the first time.

We were meeting for the first time and, if things went well, we’d be getting married within the month. I couldn’t really believe it. It felt like something that happened to other people, was like something I read about, like a fairy tale, yet I knew it was all real because I’d paid for the agency fees and the tickets and everything.

As I arrived at the gate, flowers in hand—roses, her favourite—I felt my nerves swell to new heights. What was she going to be like?

She’d sent me photos, and we’d had video calls, but what was she actually going to be like? It was hard to imagine her being as hot and as beautiful as she’d looked in the agency shots. I’d assumed they were all staged, photo-shopped, digitally enhanced to make her look as stunning as possible, but I was still hopeful. Even if she were just half as attractive as she was in her photos she’d still be incredible.

Yet, that thought made me anxious. I’d sent her photos of course, and had shown myself on video calls, but… I’d been careful. I’d been cautious. I’d chosen the lighting and angles carefully. Had chosen only my best picture. That was normal, right? Everyone did it.

Still, I wondered what she was going to think of me, what she was going to think of the new life I was offering her.

Annabella was travelling from her home in Europe to stay with me with the hopes of getting married. It was what the agency she’d signed up with specialised in. They found pretty young women rich husbands.

And that’s what I was. Or was hoping to be. Her rich husband.

Only… I wasn’t quite as rich as I’d been pretending to be.
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After my mother had passed she’d left me her house and her savings to me. I’d moved back home and made the house my own as best I could. It was no real hardship to move back home.

My life in the big city was nothing impressive. A dead-end job in an office that I didn’t care about, a tiny apartment, no real friends and zero in the way of a love life. Moving back home had been in many ways a bit of a fresh start, despite feeling like a backwards step in the beginning, the smaller city almost parochial by comparison.

With the house in my name and my mother’s savings, I’d not had to work and I’d been able to relax and focus on renovating the property, which was not finally done.

I had a comfortable life, but… it was lonely. I had no one to share it with.

It was after I finished the renovations that I realised how lonely I was. The few friends I’d had at high school had all moved away and the people I still knew in town around my age were all people who I did not want to hang around with and who did not want to hang around with me.

The truth was I’d not been particularly popular in high school. I was quiet and introverted, geeky and bookish, and I was far from the kind of boy who was popular with the girls.

The boys who got attention in high school were all tall and muscular, traditionally handsome, charming, outgoing. The kind of boys who played sports, who were loud and obnoxious, confident and cocky. They were the kind of boys who were rugged and brash. In short, they were nothing like me.

I was too quiet, too shy and meek. I was happier reading books than chatting to girls. I was short and thin. I was less than rugged, more boyish than manly, and girls ignored me. Everyone, except a few friends, ignored me.

They didn’t even notice me enough to bully me or poke fun at me. I was just… invisible. I’d figured that would change when I left school and headed to college, but it hadn’t. It hadn’t changed because I hadn’t changed.

I’d hoped that I was a late bloomer, but… I wasn’t. I stayed shy. I remained introverted. I continued to be short and slim, lacking height, muscle, continued to be, at best, boyish. All around me, parties went on, hook-ups went on, but the guys getting lucky were again men. They were loud, confident, handsome, tall and masculine. They were not like me.

I’d told myself that it’d get better after college, once I got a job, but that was just the same. I’d had a few clumsy dates but nothing had stuck. I was too awkward and timid. I wasn’t man enough. Yet, it wasn’t all bad.

I’d made a few friends at work, but all of them had been casual, and nothing I missed. Moving home just made sense for the money I’d save and the quality of life improvements over living in the city and working at a dead-end job.

I’d been able to throw myself into the project of renovating my mom’s old house, had found plenty of distractions in making the whole place over so it was no longer like living in the house I’d grown up in, and the final result was well worth the time, effort, and money I’d put into it.

I had a home I could relax in and plenty of savings, but… once I was done I began to feel lonely. I had so much free time and no one to spend it with. So… I’d done what any young adult would do in my situation.

I’d tried dating apps.

That had been a terrible experience. Most of the women on the apps weren’t interested in guys like me—they wanted tall, muscular, charming, manly; they wanted confidence and assertiveness. The few women who were willing to give me a chance either ghosted me after a few dates, and numerous free meals, or they’d been, quite frankly, terrifying. In the end, I’d given up on the apps.

I’d figured maybe I could meet someone in real life, maybe take up a hobby or something, a class, but, not sure what, I’d taken to looking for tips on how to meet women online, hoping for a quick solution to my problem. That had been when I found the agency's website.

I’d heard about sites like it before, dating sites for women looking for rich men they could marry, a way to move out of their home countries for a better life. I’d clicked on it more out of curiosity than any real desire to engage with it but when I’d started looking through the women on the site I’d been hooked.
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All of the women on the site were beautiful, utterly stunning and gorgeous. All of them looked like models from magazines or movies.

I’d browsed dozens of ads before I’d found Annabella and the moment I saw her I knew I had to sign up. She was stunning even amongst so many stunning women. A couple of years older than me, with long blonde hair and striking blue eyes and a figure I couldn’t take my eyes off.

I’d taken out my credit card without even thinking and, aware that it might be a scam, willing to risk it, I’d paid the fee to become a member so I could message her, not even bothering to read her full profile.

It had been expensive—it was meant to be a site for rich husbands after all—but I could afford it. When she replied I felt a pang of almost hope for the first time in a long time. She seemed genuinely enthusiastic to hear from me and we got to talking.

I paid for the premium service so we could message as much as we wanted and soon we were messaging back and forth each day, even exchanging video calls. She was smart, funny, sweet, and beautiful. And she’d asked me if I wanted to meet.

I’d said yes, of course, and I’d paid for her to come and visit for a month, even paying the site numerous fees to help organise visas and translation services to reassure her parents and relatives. That had been even more expensive than signing up for the site, and had cost more than I probably should have paid, but… Annabella was going to be worth it. I knew she was going to be worth it.

Once we met it would all be worth it. We’d clicked so well on the phone, had got on so well, I knew once she met me she’d be able to overlook the fact that I wasn’t quite what she assumed.

We had a whole month together and then, if we clicked, if we hit it off, we’d get married and she’d stay. I would no longer be alone. I’d no longer be a loser who couldn’t even get a girlfriend.

I’d have a home, a wife, and enough savings that we could have a comfortable life, though I’d probably need to look for a job at some point as I’d spent a good chunk of my inheritance on arranging Annabella’s visit. I knew she’d understand though. It was the cost of love.

Once we met it’d all be worth it. I knew it would all be worth it.

Yet, as I stood at the arrival gate, waiting, with roses in hand, I couldn’t help but feel nervous. What was she going to be like in person? What was she going to think of me?

This was my one shot I knew, so I had to make it count. I was going to make it count.

I watched the arrival board as her plane landed, disembarked, and I waited, my belly fluttering. I couldn’t stand still, kept my eyes on the doors, watched other passengers come through the doors, people being greeted by loved ones, hugs, kisses, affection, love.

Was I supposed to hug her? I felt a sudden surge of panic realising I had no idea how I was supposed to greet her. We’d never met before but I felt like we were almost best friends. Did she feel the same way? What was I supposed to do? I felt my mind spin out, but before I could work out what I was supposed to do it was too late.

She was there, stepping out through the doors, and then she’d spotted me.

[image: ]

“Michael?”

Annabella’s voice was just as soft and as beautiful as it had been on the phone. I stared at her, blinking, not quite able to believe it.

She was just as she had been in the photos. No, that was wrong. She was even more stunning than she had been in her photos. Photos and video calls did her no justice.

Even after being on a plane for hours, travelling halfway across the world, she looked beautiful, radiant, and her nervous smile lit up the airport.

She was taller than I had imagined, and in heels, standing taller than almost all of the passengers who were bustling around her. Her long blonde hair fell straight around her shoulders and her makeup was perfect, big bright blue eyes, perfect ripe lips, and the way she was dressed…

She was wearing a tight dress, charcoal grey, chic and elegant, that did nothing to hide her figure. As I smiled at her, waving, she walked towards me and I struggled not to gawp at her. Her hips were wide, waist trim, with a perfect round ass and full breasts that strained at the clinging fabric of her dress. And her legs… her dress was short, coming to just below her ass, so most of her legs were on display, and they were as long as they were breathtaking. The click of her heels as she wiggled and swayed and strutted towards me sent a shiver down my spine.

I smiled as she approached me, blushing. She looked uncertain, but as I nodded, waved, she smiled and waved back.

“It’s so good to meet you.” I said, my voice trembling slightly. “Can I… do you do hugs?”

Annabella smiled back at me, nodded.

“For you my darling of course.”

Her voice was heavily accented, and the melodic quality of it sent shivers down my spine. It was so exotic and exciting.

As Annabella opened her arms I did the same and we stepped towards each other and we embraced. It was our first hug—and it was the first hug I’d had in ages. It felt… amazing.

I wrapped my arms around her and squeezed her firmly, delighting in the smell and warmth of her, her arms holding me. As we held each other I looked up at her.

She was a lot taller than I’d realised and she stood almost a full head and shoulders above me in her heels. I knew I wasn’t that tall but I’d just figured from her pictures that she was small and cute. I’d not really read her profile and hadn’t thought about height, but being next to her in person it felt suddenly more important.

As the man, I was supposed to be taller, big and strong and masculine. I wasn’t sure how I felt about how tall Annabella was, how she loomed over me, almost domineering.

She was definitely hot, the epitome of alluring, striking, blonde bombshell, almost a femme fatale, but what would people think when they saw us together. Yet, even that thought didn’t bother me that much. What was important to me was what Annabella thought of me.

If she didn’t mind me being shorter than her then I didn’t mind either. And… part of me found it kind of hot, the exotic woman standing over me, sexy, long legs, holding me. It was more physical contact than I’d had in months.

Plus, from the way she was hugging me, she clearly didn’t mind that I wasn’t quite as striking as I had led her to believe from the pictures I’d sent and the video calls we’d had.

“It is good to see you finally.” She said to me. “You look… different to what I was expecting, but you are cute.”

I smiled, blushing. Cute was good, right?

“You look even better in person.” I said. “You’re… you’re beautiful. Really. You’re so beautiful.”

Annabella smiled at me, a kind, sweet expression. There was such a sparkle in her eyes. I could have stared into them forever.

“Thank you. You are very sweet. And… are those for me?”

I was confused for a moment then realised she was looking at the flowers I was still holding. I laughed, realising I must look a little daft, but I hoped she took it as a sign of how excited I was to see her.

“Oh, yeah. These are for you.”

I stepped out of the hug, sad to be letting go of Annabella so soon, and offered her the flowers. She took them and smelled them, taking a big inhale. I couldn’t help but watch the rise and fall of her chest. I was captivated by her.

“They are quite lovely. Thank you.”

She smiled at me.

“Now, you will excuse me but… I am tired after a very long journey. Are you able to help with my bags?” She said.

I nodded.

“Oh, yeah, of course.” I said.

With that Annabella smiled, handing me the two largest bags. They were heavier than they looked.

“You must forgive all the luggage. I couldn’t decide what to bring to wear for you so… I brought everything.”

She laughed as she said that and I felt my cheeks get hot. She was… she was flirting with me.

“I… I look forward to seeing what you brought with you.”

Annabella smiled at me. There was something in her smile that made me feel coy and flustered. She was so hot and so strikingly beautiful.

“Do you… do you want to go home? I have a room all set up for you at my place and you can just relax and take a shower. If you want. I mean… not that you smell, just… it must have been a long flight.”

I felt so foolish and anxious around her. As she looked at me it was like she was judging me, reading me. I wondered if she liked what she saw.

Slowly she nodded.

“A shower and a rest would be lovely. Thank you.”

I smiled, hefted her bags up, and turned to head towards the exit.

“If you’d just like to follow me then.”

I stepped off and Annabella followed. We had a whole month together. I had so much planned. It was going to be so perfect and, if it went well, at the end of the month she’d be my bride.


Two

The drive back home after the airport was long and tedious thanks to traffic, but it gave Annabella and me a chance to talk about her journey and about her stay. She listened intently but did not speak much, and as I drove I could feel her watching me, looking me over.

I knew that I’d chosen the photos of me I’d sent her carefully, choosing the best ones I could find to make me look as handsome and masculine as possible, but every one did that, right? Or at least… I’d assumed everyone did that. I’d assumed Annabella had done that too.

Yet, on meeting her, I’d been stunned by the fact that her photos didn’t do her justice. If anything she was even more attractive in person. I knew I couldn’t say the same about me so as she stared at me I couldn’t help but feel anxious about what she was thinking.

And that wasn’t all I was anxious about.

As we drove through the city I pointed out all the more interesting places, museums, theatres, stadiums, restaurants, telling her we could visit all of them during her stay, and she smiled, but the closer we got to home the more nervous I felt. I hadn’t exactly lied to her, but I had exaggerated. I knew that. I just hoped she’d be understanding, that she’d be able to see me as a good person with a kind heart who could give her a good life, even if it wasn’t the life of wealth and privilege she had been expecting.

I knew I was a good person, a kind person, a person with a lot to offer, I just hoped that spending time with me would allow Annabella to see that. I just hoped our month together would allow her to see that though I might have exaggerated a little I was still the same person she’d been talking to for months.

She seemed to like the city and was delighted to see all the shops and the various places she could visit, the restaurants and the clubs. She asked me questions about what I liked to do and I felt almost embarrassed to answer honestly.

“I… I don’t really get out much.” I said. “I’ve been spending a lot of time doing up the house and making it a home so I’ve not had a chance to make many friends.”

Annabella watched me for a moment, her expression stoic. I wondered what she was thinking, what she thought about me.

“We will have to change that.” She said. “You can take me shopping and for food. You can take me to the bars, and dancing. I want to see the city and understand what it is like before I decide if I can live here. We can have fun together, exploring. Yes?”

It sounded not like a question, but more like a command. I felt a tingle run up my spine at her tone. I nodded.

“Of course. We can go anywhere you want. We can do anything you want.” I said.

She smiled at that.

“Good.” She said.

She sounded pleased, and for the first time since she had arrived, I relaxed, feeling confident about her visit. Maybe it could be okay. Maybe she would enjoy it. Maybe she would decide to stay with me even if I hadn’t been entirely honest with her.

Maybe it would all be okay…
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“This is it.” I said, pulling up to the house. “This is home.”

I did my best to sound cheerful and buoyant, but I was worried about Annabella’s reaction and what she thought. I kept my gaze right ahead, focused out the window, not daring to look at her.

She remained quiet as I parked the car on the drive in front of the house and the car felt suddenly too small and too warm. I locked the brakes on and shut off the engine and took a deep, quiet breath before turning to face her.

Annabella was staring out the window at the house.

My mother’s house, my home, was small, two-storey, in a quiet residential neighbourhood of a small city. It was quaint, comfortable, but it was definitely not luxurious or what you’d expect for the home of a rich, successful businessman—I’d not told Annabella I was a rich successful businessman, since I’d been very careful not to lie, but I also hadn’t told her I wasn’t. I’d let her believe what she wanted to believe, and when I’d said I’d been spending a lot of time and money on renovating my home I’d let her come to her own conclusions.

I just hoped the house she had been picturing wasn’t too far off the one I actually owned. I just hoped she wasn’t too disappointed.

“It’s quite roomy inside, and it’s very modern despite how it looks. Everything is recently installed and as I told you, I’ve just renovated the whole place so it’s really quite nice inside. But… if there’s anything you didn’t like we could always work on it if you wanted to stay.”

I tried to keep my voice soft, neutral, not wanting to seem too pleading or desperate. Annabella smiled, turned to face me.

“It, like you, is not what I was expecting, but… it is cute.” She said. “Show me inside, please. Maybe I can shower and freshen up and we can eat. I am very hungry after travelling.”

There was something so exciting about her accent, exotic and also… oddly stern and authoritative. I smiled, glad she was not outright disappointed or angry.

I knew once she was inside she’d be more impressed, since the outside of the house was quite dated, but everything inside was modern and very, in my opinion, elegant.

“Sure. I… I’ll show you in and to your room, then I’ll make some food for us both.” I said.

I looked at her, looked her in the eye for the first time since we’d arrived at home. She looked back at me, blue eyes deep and almost mysterious. I wondered what she was thinking.

I smiled and she smiled back.

“I’m looking forward to this month.” I said.

Annabella was quiet for a moment.

“I am too.” She said.
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I helped Annabella with her bags and showed her to her room, leaving her to settle in after showering her how the facilities in her en-suite bathroom worked. I was pleased to note that she looked more cheerful as I showed her the interior of the house. I was confident my renovations would impress her even if the outside of the house was rather unexceptional.

As I left I closed the door, pausing to take a deep breath. She was here. She was finally here, yet… my nerves were worse than ever. She was so strikingly beautiful, intimidatingly so, and her manner and her tone and her expression made it hard to know what she was thinking or feeling.

I had no idea how to act around her, no idea what to do or say. I knew I’d been a little liberal with the truth, so that the reality she was facing was probably different to the one she’d been expecting, but I hadn’t lied. I had been very careful not to lie.

So… I just had to give her time to settle and to adjust. That was all, right? In the end, she’d see I was the same man she’d been talking to, and she’d come to see that the house was a good, comfortable home and that the city was full of opportunity.

I had to be confident it would all turn out okay. I had to not let my anxiety and my nerves get the best of me. I exhaled slowly, forcing myself to calm down. It would all be fine.

Behind the door, I heard Annabella moving around, undressing, then the flow of water. I couldn’t help but imagine her naked body, hot steamy water, soap lather, and I felt my body throb, cock aching.

She’d been so warm and soft when I’d hugged her, had smelt so good. She was so hot and glamorous. I knew I shouldn’t get my hopes up but… I couldn’t help it.

I’d kissed a couple of women on a few clumsy dates but never anything more than that. The thought that my first sexual experience might be with the hot blonde, that we might end up married, and she’d be mine, made my heart flutter and my cock swell.

I stood for a moment, listening to the flow of water, the sound of splashing, reached down to touch my semi-hard dick through my trousers. I bit my bottom lip to keep from making a sound. I could have cum there and then but… I didn’t. I pulled my hand away and exhaled a slow sigh, trying to put the erotic thoughts of Annabella out of my head.

Forcing myself to calm down I stepped off and headed towards the kitchen to begin cooking. I had plans for dinner, a local dish from Annabella’s home city. I wanted to surprise her. I wanted to impress her. I wanted… I wanted her to enjoy her visit in the hopes she’d stay and marry me.
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I was putting the finishing touches to the meal when I heard the door to Annabella’s bedroom open, the sound of bare feet padding over the carpet. I turned and looked to the door and saw Annabella enter, smiling. I smiled back—I couldn’t do anything but smile back, seeing her made me smile.

She looked stunning, her hair slightly damp, dressed in a knee-length skirt and a sweater, with flawless makeup. She was more casual than she’d been at the airport but still, I couldn’t get over how good she looked. Her clothes hugged her figure and her eyes sparkled and even barefoot her hips and ass wiggled as she walked towards me, and even barefoot she was taller than me.

I also couldn’t help but notice the jiggle of her tits, bouncing with each step and… I could see the hardness of her nipples through her thin sweater. She wasn’t wearing a bra. I felt my head turn fuzzy.

“That smell… what are you cooking? It smells good…” She said.

I smiled, glad she had noticed.

“I wanted to surprise you.” I said.

I turned and showed her the pan, the meal I’d specially made for her. I saw her eyes widen and light up. I saw her smile.

“I’m not sure how to pronounce it properly, but…”

“You made this?” She asked. “For me?”

I nodded. She looked from the pan to me, smile widening.

“You are very sweet and very cute Michael.”

With that she stepped forward and… she hugged me. It was a big, genuine, affectionate hug. I stopped what I was doing so I could hug her back and I inhaled her scent, the soap and the perfume, the musk of her body. I felt almost giddy from it.

Annabella let go and I, reluctantly, did the same. She stepped back and turned again to look at the pan, picking up the wooden spoon to taste the sauce. She smiled, nodding.

“It is good. A little more paprika though.” She said, grinning.

“Noted.” I said. “Now, it’s almost done, if you want to sit we can talk while I finish up then we can have our first meal together.”

Annabella nodded, moved towards the table, sat. She watched me as I finished the meal, adding more paprika as she’d suggested, serving it up onto two plates before carrying the plates over to the table. I was delighted to see her tuck into her meal with enthusiasm.

“I was thinking we could maybe go out for dinner tomorrow, or in a few days if you need more rest. I’ve got lots planned for the month, so you can explore the city and see what life here would be like.” I said.

I was doing my best to sound confident, enthusiastic. I wanted her to see the best side of me, the take-charge, assertive, masculine side. I knew that was what women wanted.

Annabella nodded as she chewed, swallowed.

“That sounds very sweet. I would like to explore the city, see if it is somewhere I could call home, but… I wonder… I have looked at the city online, before coming, and I think I know what to expect. I do not think the city will be very different to what I have seen. You though… you look different and your home is quite different.”

I felt a chill. Was this it? Was this where it all went wrong?

It had only been a few hours but had I already fucked it all up by bending the truth, by not being as honest as I could have been.

“I… I mean… I definitely chose the best photos of me but I don’t look that different, do I?” I said.

I was trying not to sound nervous. Annabella stared at me, as though puzzling me out.

“You are the same, and I recognise you, but you are… different too. In your photos, you were more handsome, but in person, you are more… cute. I like the cute you better. It appeals to me more. You are sweet and cute.”

I smiled. She liked me better in person. That was a good sign, right?

Yet at the same time, her words cause emotions and feelings to flare up. She was telling me I was handsome in my photos, but not in person. In person, I was cute, sweet. I didn’t want to be cute or sweet. I was a man. I was supposed to be handsome. Wasn’t I?

But if Annabella preferred me I couldn’t complain, and the way she looked at me, the way she spoke, made it clear she meant it. Maybe I could be cute for her. It would certainly be easier for me to be cute rather than handsome given how I looked. I’d be playing to my strengths.

“Thank you. I… I wasn’t trying to deceive you, just… I wanted to make a good impression so I sent what I thought were my best photos.”

Annabella stared at me. Then, she shook her head.

“Those were not your best photos. You look better in person and there are better photos of you that exist, but that is just my opinion. Maybe while I am here we can take photos together, and I can take pictures of you, to show you how cute you are.”

She was smiling. Clearly, she was intending to compliment me. It felt odd since no one had ever really complimented me before, but I was glad for it, even if she was complimenting me for being cute.

“The house though… it is smaller than I was imagining. I thought it would be bigger. I wonder if you are not as rich as you let me think?”

Her words hit hard. I had been dreading this. I hadn’t lied, but I also hadn’t told the full truth.

“I… I have savings, money I inherited from my mother, and I own this house, but… I’m probably not what you’d consider rich, no.” I said. “But… I never lied to you or never meant to lie. I just… when we started talking you were so sweet and nice and you’re so beautiful I just… I just didn’t want you to stop talking to me. I figured if you got to know me you’d like me and be able to look past me not being rich. I have money, and I’m going to get a job. I have pretty good qualifications. Once I get work we’ll be able to have a good life, a comfortable life, if you wanted to stay.”

Annabella stared at me, still smiling.

“I had thought you would be a rich man with a big house and expensive cars. You are not. You are not any of the things I thought and… I know you did not lie to me, but you let me believe something that wasn’t true.” She said.

I felt my heart sinking.

“I could leave now, and go home. I think I have good reason to. It is in the paperwork you signed with the agency. The contract to keep me safe. If I want to leave at any time you must pay for my flight home. I could go home tomorrow if I wanted, or on the next flight, and you would have to pay for my tickets.”

Her voice was soft, neutral, without emotion. I felt my belly tighten into knots.

“I… I know. I’m sorry. I know I maybe wasn’t as honest as I could have been but I didn’t want you to not come to visit. I was hoping you’d see that it was still a nice home, a comfortable home, and that you’d come to realise I was a good man and that we could be happy. I know I’ve been a little deceptive and I’m really sorry. I… can you stay for a few days before deciding? Just a few, give me a chance to show you what life here is like, what I’m like. If after that you want to leave I understand but can you give me a chance?”

Annabella stared at me, smiled, softly. There was a curious look in her eye, almost as though she were examining me, trying to work out if she should leave or if she should give me a chance.

“You know there is a clause too in the contract. If you have lied to me I can take extra money from you, make you pay. It is a lot. I wonder if you could afford it.”

I felt a cold dread run up my spine, a shiver, my head fuzzy.

“Please, don’t… I… can you give me a chance? I just wanted to meet you. I just wanted you to meet me, so we could see if we liked each other. We got on so well in the messages and that was the real me. It’s just the money I wasn’t honest about. Everything else was me.”

Annabella was quiet. The corners of her lips rose slightly, hints of a smile. I was squirming as she watched me. Why did she have to be so hot, so beautiful? It was intimidating, and even sitting down she was taller than me. It made me feel small and meek.

“I could make you pay. I could take all your money if I left now and told the agency that you had lured me here with lies and false promises.” She said.

I felt fear, dread. Losing money was one thing, but… I didn’t want to lose Annabella. I didn’t want to lose this shot at happiness, at having the life I dreamed of, a wife, someone who loved me.

“Please.” I said, almost begging. “Just give me a chance. Please. I’ll do anything.”

Annabella smiled.

“Anything? Do you really mean anything?” She said.

Her accent made her words sound oddly threatening, but also alluring. I nodded.

“I like the sound of anything.” She said. “I think I can work with anything, and if you do well maybe I will stay.”

With that, she stood up. She loomed over me as I sat, blue eyes sparkling.

“Come with me. We should get started as soon as possible. Unless your anything was just idle words?”

“No, I… I meant it.” I said.

She smiled.

“Good. Now, come.”

With that Annabella turned and left, expecting me to follow, which I did.


Three

Annabella led me to her room, not even bothering to look back to check if I was following. There was something about her confidence, her manner, that was both unnerving and incredibly hot. As I walked behind her I couldn’t help but stare at her ass.

Her skirt was tight, fabric stretched taut over her hips and butt, and as she walked she seemed to have an even greater wiggle in her step than I’d noticed before. Was she flirting with me?

She stepped into her room, stopped just inside the door to wait for me. I followed her and she closed the door behind me. I stood close to her and felt her look down at me.

“You are still willing to do anything, no?” She asked.

I nodded.

“I… yes. I’m sorry and I’m happy to prove it. I really do think you could be happy here and I think we could be happy and I just want a chance to show you that…”

“Then take off your clothes.” She said.

My heart skipped. She wanted me to take off my clothes? Wanted me to strip?

What was she going to do to me?

I felt fear but also excitement. Did she want sex? Were we going to fuck? Did she want me to prove I could satisfy her before she agreed to stay?

That thought terrified me. I’d never been with a woman before. I had a rough idea of what to do from guides I’d read, books I’d studied, all in preparation for what I hoped might come out of Annabella’s visit, but… I had no practical experience. If I needed to satisfy her sexually to convince her to stay then I knew I was in trouble.

Yet at the same time, the thought of having sex with the beautiful blonde drove me wild. There was no way I could refuse. I wanted her, wanted to have sex, but I also wanted her to stay. What was I supposed to do? Could I do what she wanted and just hope she enjoyed my innocent fumblings? Would the book knowledge help? Would…

“I said strip. No delaying. You said you would do anything, no? Well, this is the first thing. Take off all your clothes and put them in a neat pile on the bed. And, before you get too excited, there will be no love-making.”

As she said it she smiled, clearly able to read what I’d been thinking. I felt immediately both relieved and disappointed, yet… I had no time to focus on those emotions. I was too curious about why else she was getting me to strip, and also I had to start taking my clothes off.

Annabella stood there, watching, waiting, and I knew I had a choice. Obey her and try to convince her to give me a chance, or refuse and let her leave, let my chance at happiness leave and with it a large chunk of whatever savings I had left along with all the money I’d already spent.

I looked at her, beautiful, blonde, blue eyes, a figure to die for and… it was an easy decision. She was way out of my league. I’d have been a fool to pass up the chance with her. So, I began to strip.

Annabella watched as I slipped my trousers off, stared at me as I pulled my t-shirt off. I slipped off my socks and was down to just my underwear. I paused there, hopeful. I looked up at her, aware of how exposed I was.

I’d been looking forward to maybe getting naked with her, being intimate with her, had been hoping for it, but this was not how I’d been imagining it. I’d been hoping to see her naked at the same time. Had Annabella been stripping off too I’d have been so focused on her that I’d not have had time to be self-conscious. As it was she had remained clothed, and I was almost naked.

The imbalance of it, the distribution of power, her clothes, me almost naked, was disturbing but also exciting. The way Annabella looked at me, looked down at me, made me shiver.

“Your underwear too. You need to be completely naked for this and I will accept nothing less than your complete compliance and obedience. You said you would do anything to apologise for misleading me, to convince me to give you another chance, and yet you are keeping your underwear on. Why? Are you ashamed? You have no reason to be ashamed. This is not about shame or objectification. You must be naked for me to be able to get what I want from you.”

I felt my belly flutter. I was a little ashamed of my body. I was small, thin, petite, and my cock was no different. Yet, Annabella was reassuring even if she was being oddly stern and commanding.

I wondered what she wanted from me, but I knew it was best not to ask. I didn’t want to upset her further, so… I obeyed. I stripped my pants off and stood there, naked, my hands covering my semi-hard cock. I just hoped Annabella had not seen how excited I was, how hard I was. I didn’t want her to think I was some kind of pervert or…

“Hand away.” She said. “I want to see my potential mate.”

The way she said it, mate, made me shiver. It sounded so primal and intimate.

I blushed, belly fluttering, and… obeyed, dropping my hands. Annabella stared at my cock and I could feel it harden.

She smiled.

“You are very cute.” She said. “I think I like you more in person.”

I felt a swell of joy, but at the same time, a rush of uncertainty. She thought I was cute. I was naked, aroused, and she was calling me cute. I wanted to be handsome, exciting. I wanted to be many things, but… cute was not supposed to be one of them, yet I didn’t mind. In fact, knowing that she liked me, thought I was better in person, despite being cute, made me happy.

“Thank you.” I said, smiling.

Annabella grinned at me.

“I think you can be even cuter though.” She said. “Now, come with me.”

And with that, she led me to her en-suite bathroom.
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I stood, naked, as Annabella moved around, gathering everything she needed, watching, terrified, as realisation dawned.

“What are you going to do?” I asked.

In one hand she had a can of shaving cream, in the other a pink razor. Clearly, she had brought them with her, yet as she held them and looked at me I had a feeling she had no intention of using them on herself in that moment.

“As I said Michael, you are cute. I like how cute you are. It is better than the photos you sent me, but I think you can be cuter. I would like you to be cuter. You said you would do anything to me, to make up for not being honest with me. You meant it, no?” She said.

I nodded, unable to take my gaze off the razor.

“I did mean it.” I said.

“Then this is your chance to do something for me. I want to see how cute you can be. If you are cute enough then I will stay, but you will need to not complain or struggle. You must do everything I say. No?”

Her accent was alluring, seductive, and her manner was authoritative and compelling. The way she looked at me made me shiver. I nodded.

“I… I can do that.” I said.

I meant it too. I wanted her to stay, wanted her to give me another chance. I was willing to obey her if it meant her staying. I was willing to obey no matter what it was. Yet… the thought that she thought me cute, and wanted to make me cuter, was in some way uplifting.

I’d figured she’d be disappointed with how I looked when she met me, but the way she was talking it was like she was pleasantly surprised, even if the thing she was pleasantly surprised by was how cute I was.

“Good. Now, stand still and let me work, but pay attention. If I like this, and I expect I will, you’re going to have to keep doing this yourself if you want me to stay.” Annabella said.

With that she stepped towards me, shaving cream and razor in hand. I bit my bottom lip, kept still, and watched as she knelt in front of me.
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I kept as still as I could as Annabella began to foam my legs, smearing a thick lather over my shins, calves, knees, thighs. Once she was done she began to shave my body.

“It is a good job you are not very hairy. This would take quite long with other men, but with you, it will be easier. You are gifted some would say.”

I blushed, embarrassed. I’d never thought of my lacking masculinity as a gift before.

As Annabella worked she looked up at me, a quick glance. She smiled.

“I am not joking either, or mocking you. I am not doing this to embarrass you or make fun of you. You must know this and believe it. Your body is a gift. You are cute. Not many men are naturally cute as you and I think that is a good thing because I like cute. I have never wanted a husband who was big and hairy. I prefer softer. Delicate. Like you.”

I smiled, my blush deepening. Her words were at once both a comfort and a source of shame.

I’d never been manly and I knew that, but to hear Annabella talk about me the way she was made my belly flutter. She was pointing out all my insecurities while telling me that was the thing she liked about me.

Not only that, but she was working to make it more extreme, and I could do nothing about it. I had to go along with what she wanted, obey her, or she’d leave, taking all my money with her. I couldn’t face her leaving so soon. I had to earn a second chance. I still had hope for her, for us.

If I could convince her to stay then maybe I could be happy.

“Notice how I use the razor. Shave with the hair to avoid irritation. You must be careful not to cut yourself. You have lovely skin and you should take care of it. If I stay perhaps we can look to have your hair removed permanently since I would prefer that, but for now shaving will have to do.”

My head was spinning. I wanted her to stay, had hoped she’d agree to marry me, but if she did then… she’d want me to remove my body hair permanently. Could I really do that?

I didn’t know, but… if there was anyone I’d do it for it would be her.

I watched her shaving my legs, working efficiently, quickly. Her hands were warm and soft and delicate on my skin, and the caresses were more than a little exciting.

Annabella shaved my legs, then shaved my belly, chest, armpits. For the first time in my life, I was almost glad for how little body hair I had. Were I like other men it would have taken ages, but as it was the process was relatively quick and efficient.

I did my best to stay still and quiet, but it was difficult. Annabella’s touch was so soft and gentle that I couldn’t help but get excited. It was the first time a woman had really touched me after all, and even if the situation was a little unorthodox it was very stimulating.

“Now the final part. You must stay calm now.” She said.

I felt the room spin. Final part? The only part left was…

I gasped as Annabella began to foam my cock and balls, my ass. I’d never been touched there before and my cock had remained hard the entire time she’d been shaving me.

Her hand caressed me, slick, foamy, wet, and her touch was almost enough to make me cum but it was like she was doing it deliberately, like she was touching me with just enough teasing to get me close, but never letting me reach the tipping point. Was that possible? Was she playing with me?

I whimpered, thrust my hips, so close, but then… her hand slipped away.

“You are cheeky. Trying to fuck my hand. I should punish you.” She said, grinning up at me. “Maybe later. Right now I must work to make you cute. Now, be still or I will cut your pretty cock.”

With that, she began to shave. The razor on my hard shaft sent a thrill of excitement and fear through me.

I stayed as still as I could while Annabella shaved my cock, my balls, and then spun me around to shave my ass, even shaving the crack, making sure I was smooth and hairless everywhere. Her touch and the caress of the razor kept me on edge in a way I’d never experienced before.

“There.” She said. “All done. You are already looking better. Now, I will go find some things for you. You will shower to clean up and then will come and meet me in my room. You are to stay naked.”

She rose to her feet and looked down at me.

“Understand?”

I nodded. Something in her tone, the way she looked at me, made even the thought of disobeying her impossible. My cock throbbed and I watched as she left.

As she stepped out of the room I turned to look at the mirror, seeing myself for the first time.

There were scraps of shaving foam all over my body but… my body was still clearly visible. My smooth, soft, hairless body. I felt my cheeks burn, a swell of emotions.

I had been expecting to hate it, to feel self-conscious and awkward, but… I didn’t. I could see what Annabella meant. I was cute. I was really cute. My body looked good. For the first time in a long time, I didn’t hate how I looked.

In fact… I quite liked how I looked.
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I stepped out of the bathroom, following Annabella’s very explicit instructions. I was naked, no towel, and I forced myself not to cover my cock with my hands.

Annabella was sitting on the bed, waiting for me, and the way she looked at me sent a thrill through me. I was so on edge that I could barely think straight.

The situation was bad enough, being made to strip, being touched, shaved, being made to obey the beautiful blonde, but the shower had just made things worse. I’d never had a shower like it in my life.

The caress of the water and my soapy hands over smooth skin was so utterly sensual and erotic that it had left me tingling and excited. I could still almost feel it, the way my hands had moved slick and slippery over my body, my freshly shaved flesh so much more sensitive than I was used to that even the lightest touch caused pulses of electricity to shoot up and down my spine.

I’d been left dizzy, breathless, flush, and after the shower, towelling off, moisturising to keep my skin delicate, it had only gotten worse so that by the time I left the bathroom I was very distracted. Seeing Annabella waiting for me made me shiver and blush.

“I was right. You do look cuter. I like it.” She said.

The way she looked me up and down made me smile. Her blue eyes sparkled.

“But… we can still do better. If I’m to stay, if you’re to apologise properly to me for misleading me, we have to do better.”

With that, she rose to her feet and I watched as she turned around to pick up several items off the bed. As she turned back to face me my eyes went wide. I turned pale.

“These are mine. You are going to wear them for me, so I can see how you look, but, if I like how you look, we will need to get you your own as you cannot always wear mine.” She said.

I was silent, too stunned to speak. In her hands, Annabella was holding a pair of panties, pink, and a pair of pantihose.

“Oh, and you will need to forgive me. I did not want to use up all my clean underwear as I will need them so… these are the ones I wore on my journey and I have not had a chance to wash them yet so they are quite dirty. You will not mind wearing my dirty panties, will you?”

Her words hit hard. Not only was she going to make me wear girly underwear, but she was going to make me wear her underwear, her dirty underwear. My cock throbbed at the thought.

What was wrong with me? Why was I getting excited?

I should have been outraged. I should have been resisting. Yet, I wasn’t… I knew I didn’t really have a choice, not unless I wanted to lose even more money, not if I wanted Annabella to give me a second chance.

But it was more than that. Part of me was almost enjoying the way she was treating me. The way she was talking to me, telling me what to do, complimenting me for how cute I was, making me cuter made my heart swell and… being smooth felt kinda nice. It was more pleasant than I had thought and the impression of myself in the mirror, looking almost pretty, was still stuck in my head.

Part of me was curious about how I’d look in panties, pantihose. And… how would it feel to wear Annabella’s dirty underwear?

“Well?” Annabella said. “Do you mind wearing my dirty panties, Michael?”

The question hung in the air. I was still for a moment, then… I shook my head. I knew the question was rhetorical, knew what answer she expected, but it was also the truth. I really didn’t mind.

Part of me was almost excited by the thought.

“Come then. Let us get you dressed so I can see how cute you can be. I want to make you as cute as possible, and perhaps if you are cute enough I will stay.”

Annabella smiled as she said that, and her smile made my heart swell. This wasn’t what I’d been planning or hoping for, but if she stayed then it would be worth it. So, I stepped forward and moved towards the stunning blonde as she stood waiting for me with her panties and pantihose in hand.

“Stand there.” She said. “I will dress you this first time. After this though you will need to dress yourself.”

With that, she dropped to her knees.

“Foot up.” She said.

I did as she said, lifting my left leg so she could slip her panties over my foot, putting my foot down so she could repeat it over my right. Slowly she pulled them up, slipping them over my smooth legs, and the feeling of the cloth over my shins, calves, was… a joy.

The cloth was so much softer and more sensual than my usual underwear, feminine and delicate, and as it ran over my smooth legs, my soft body, I felt a pulse of pleasure.

Annabella pulled them up over my hips, ass, tugging them into place, and they were snug, almost comforting in the way they fit. I looked down at myself and… I looked good. I looked feminine, with smooth legs, a slim body, my hips and ass defined by the tiny panties. My heart skipped.

“Very cute. I like. But pantihose next.” Annabella said.

“Foot up.”

I repeated the previous ritual, lifting one foot and then the other as Annabella slipped the pantihose on. With my feet in she pulled them up and… if the panties had felt good then the pantihose felt amazing.

The material was silky, soft and sensual, clinging to my legs, tight, making my legs feel long and full, making them look shapely and elegant. Annabella pulled them up, tugging them over my panties, over my ass and hips, and the way they shaped my body made my head spin. The effect was startling and as I looked down at my body I felt a rush of emotions and feelings.

Annabella looked at me, smiling.

“You are very cute. I am happy. But… there is a tiny, little problem.” She said.

I looked at her. Was this it? Was she going to leave after putting me through all this?

“What did I do?” I asked. “I… I did everything you wanted. I can do more if you need. I…”

Annabella smiled.

“It is nothing you did. Or at least nothing you can really control. Your body is clearly just very happy with me giving it attention and feeling cute. See…”

As she spoke she reached out and she ran the tips of her fingers over my cock. Over my pantihose and panty-clad cock. My hard cock.

I was hard. I was really hard. When had that happened? And… why had that happened?

I blushed, squirming, but the sensation of Annabella touching my cock was enough to make me whimper.

“I think we need to fix this issue if you are to be as cute as possible.” She said.

I nodded, wanting more of her touch. Slowly she reached up and began to tug my panties and my pantihose down.
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As Annabella pulled my panties down they caught on my cock. She was not to be denied though so she tugged harder, my cock popping free, and she smiled.

“So cute.” She said.

Those were not the words any man wanted to hear about his cock, but I liked them. I liked the tone they were said in, the gleam in Annabella’s eyes, the look of lust. And… my cock was cute. It was shaved now, in pretty, dirty, panties, small and almost feminine. Cute was… accurate.

Plus she said she liked me cute, and I believed her. It would have been hard not to believe her given how she was acting, the way she was speaking to me, looking at me. If being cute meant she would stay, meant she might marry me, then… I could be cute.

“Now, time to fix your little problem.” She said.

She reached out and wrapped her fingers around my cock. The girth and length of it fitted neatly in her hand, her palm and fingers so soft, and then… she began to stroke.

The sensation was bright, hot, and my hips thrust on their own, fucking the warm tightness of Annabella’s hand. She gripped me, squeezing, stroking, and I couldn’t help but work in time with her movements.

“That’s it. Cum for me. Show me how cute you look when you cum.”

It was more than I ever could have imagined. I had hoped I could be intimate with her, but… I’d never thought it would be like this. Not only was the situation so bizarre that it seemed unreal, but the pleasure too was greater than anything I’d experienced before.

I’d only ever touched myself, so having the hot blonde touch me, the first time anyone else had given me pleasure, was enough to send me spiralling, wave after wave of bright, addictive, hot bliss.

Annabella worked her hand, up and down, milking my cock, and I thrust. My cock grew harder, throbbing. I looked down at her, so beautiful and… I was in her dirty pantihose and panties.

I looked cute.

It was that thought that sent me over the edge, rather than the pleasure of Annabella’s hand. I was cute, I was pretty. I was wearing Annabella’s dirty underwear while smooth. It was all too much.

That combined with her hand on my cock, stroking me, was too much. My cock swelled, throbbing, and then…

I thrust, hard, cumming, cumming harder than I’d ever cum before.

“That’s it. Cum for me. Show me how cute you can be. Show me what a good girl you can be for me.”

Annabella’s words hit hard, sinking deep into my subconscious, my brain fuzzy with pleasure. I was… I was a good girl?

I couldn’t think, couldn’t resist. The pleasure was too much. I came over and over and over, harder than I’d ever cum before, and Annabella kept stroking until she’d milked every drop of cum from her, her hands sticky with it.

“Now… be a good girl and clean up your mess.”

As she rose to her feet Annabella lifted up her hands to show me them, palms and fingers thick with my spunk. She held them to my face.

I stared at her, confused.

“Clean up with your tongue.” She said, smiling.

I blinked, stunned, head fuzzy. She wanted me to…

I was drunk on the bliss of cumming so hard, under her spell. I wanted her to stay, wanted more of that pleasure, so… I obeyed. I used my tongue to lick my mess up off of her palms and fingers. The taste of my cum was sharp, the texture thick, still warm, but… it was not as bad as I had feared.

Annabella watched me closely, smiling, and there was something in her attention that was almost comforting, as though she was happy with me. I felt a surge of joy at the thought that I was pleasing her.

I worked my tongue more eagerly, licking, lips sucking, and once her hands were clean she let them drop. The aftertaste of my cum lingered.

“Now, the little problem is fixed for the moment, but I want you to stay cute, so we’ll need to fix it permanently. You stay there. I have a gift for you. I brought it in the hopes I’d get to give it to you at some point but it seems I am able to give it to you a little earlier than expected. Not that I am complaining. I am… quite happy with how things have turned out.”

With that Annabella turned away, moved to one of her bags, rummaging through the partially unpacked contents. I was confused by her words, but glad she was happy, and then…

Annabella turned to face me, grinning, and in her hand, she held a small, silver, metal device. I stared at it for a moment, confused as to what it was. It looked a little like jewellery though it was too large to be a ring and was obviously not a necklace. It was small and ornate but with a padlock on it.

As she moved towards me I got a better look at it and it clicked. It was a cage. A chastity cage.

“Now, let’s get you locked away shall we, so there are no more little problems.” She said, beaming.

I felt a chill run up my spine, my cheeks pink. My cock, now soft, was still out of my panties and I just stood there, frozen.

I knew I could refuse, but that would mean her leaving and… I didn’t want her to leave. I wanted her to stay. I wanted more of her time, more of that pleasure, wanted to prove to her I could be a good husband. I wanted…

I blushed as I realised part of me wanted to be cute for her. I wanted her praise, wanted her to look at me with lust and affection, and if that meant being caged then I’d do it.

So, I stood there, still, and I let Annabella fit me with her gift.


Four

Waking up it all felt like a dream, like an impossibility, but… there was no denying it. The proof was right there in front of me, or rather on me.

As I roused from dreams I rolled over and stretched, drifting back to reality. I remembered Annabella. She was here. She was finally here. I remembered hugging her, the way she looked, the way she felt, the way she smelt.

It all flooded back and I smiled. I remembered how she’d moved, the sway of her hips and ass, her smile, and… I remembered how she’d commented on how I looked, how cute I was, her comments on my home. I remembered her telling me how she’d felt misled.

I remembered everything that came after. I whimpered, shifting, and the way the sheets felt against my smooth, soft body—my sensitive body—was proof that it had all been real.

Worse, I was still in panties. I’d slept in her dirty panties. I could feel the soft caress of the feminine material, the way they hugged me. I felt my cock throb as I remembered her hands, the ways she’d touched me, the way she’d made me cum, the way she’d made me clean up, and…

I felt a dull ache. My cock was trying to harden but couldn’t.

I remembered the cage she’d fitted on me. The gift she’d bought me. The cage she’d locked on me.

My head was spinning, still not quite awake. I was so confused.

Had she always been thinking about caging me? Had this been her plan? Why?

But at the same time the words she’d used—cute, pretty, good girl—had left me aching. Being soft and smooth made me feel attractive, and wearing panties and pantihose was more fun that I had figured it would be. It made me feel good about myself, and the way she paid attention to me, complimenting me, felt even better. It was like Annabella was into the fact that I was not masculine in a traditional way. It was like… I didn’t have to pretend to be something I wasn’t.

It was almost a relief. I was never going to be tall or muscular, handsome, and she… she liked that about me. In fact, she wanted to make me even cuter. My being cute made her happy, made her want me, and that excited me.

And I felt… almost happy. For the first time in a long time, I felt a deep sense of contentment, a bubbling sense of joy. That had to be Annabella, right? It was her. It wasn’t the panties or the pantihose. Was it?

I could feel something at the back of my head, feelings, emotions, thoughts, but they were almost elusive, as if they weren’t ready to be known. I didn’t have time to question or interrogate it though. I had things to do.

I wanted to make a good impression with Annabella after yesterday. I had plans. It was our first morning together and I wanted to make her a special breakfast to show her that I could be a good husband, that I was a kind and thoughtful man. So, taking a deep breath, trying to calm down so that the aching in my crotch would lessen, I rolled over and got out of bed and began to get dressed.

I would need to keep wearing her dirty panties, and I had to put her dirty pantihose back on, since I didn’t have any clean ones, and I remembered what she had said yesterday about getting me my own. Had she meant it? Why did that thought thrill me?
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I made a breakfast of waffles, fruit, syrup, coffee, fruit juice. I’d had it all planned for weeks and had even made several batches of waffles in the month leading up to Annabella’s visit to make sure I had the recipe perfected.

Once it was all cooked I loaded up a tray with food, coffee, juice, and carried it through to her room. Outside her door, I paused, took a deep breath, then knocked. I waited for a moment and then…

“Come in.”

Her voice was sleepy, quiet. I smiled at the sound of it. Opened the door awkwardly as I tried my best to balance the tray.

As I stepped in I saw the beautiful blonde smile. She looked from me to the tray and her smile grew wider, shifting to sit up in bed. I did my best not to stare at her but it was hard given the flimsy, clinging negligee she was wearing. I could see the pale flesh of her cleavage rising and falling, her nipples just barely poking at the fabric.

“Is that all for me?” She asked.

I nodded, beaming. I felt my heart skip, a swell of joy at being able to serve her breakfast in bed.

“I thought I’d make a special effort for your first morning here.” I said.

I carried the tray over to the bed, placed it beside her.

“You are so very cute.” She said, looking at me with a pointed gaze. “Are you still wearing my panties and pantihose?”

I blushed at that, at how bold her question was. I nodded though.

“I… I am.”

Her smile widened.

“Show me.”

I felt my blush spread, but… I did as she said. I lifted my hands to the waist of my trousers and pulled them down far enough to show the material of the pantihose and the waist of the panties.

Annabella smiled at me, a bright grin.

“Good girl.”

Those words seemed to seep into some deep part of my brain, making my caged cock throb. I squirmed as she stared at me.

“Now, I think I will enjoy my breakfast you so thoughtfully made for me. Afterwards, how about we go shopping. You can’t keep wearing my dirty panties—though the thought does amuse me. We need to get you some of your own things to wear, so you can be cute for me, don’t we?”

I was still. She wanted me to have my own things… my own panties, pantihose? The thought made my head spin, my cage throb, and my belly flutter. I couldn’t refuse though. I wanted her to stay, wanted a chance to prove to her that I was a good person, that she could have a good life with me, and… it wasn’t that bad, was it?

Being smooth was fun in a way. Wearing panties and pantihose was fun, in a way. And… even being caged was kind of exciting.

“I… I…” I couldn’t quite get the words out.

“If I’m to stay then you then I want you to be cute for me. That means panties, pantihose, and more. You understand that don’t you? After how you misled me I think you letting me make you as cute as I can, for my pleasure, is the least you can do. And just remember, if you satisfy me, if you please me, not only will I stay, but you’ll get my attention too. After yesterday I’d have thought you’d want more of my attention. Didn’t you enjoy how I touched you? Don’t you want more?” Annabella said.

I nodded, slowly, a blush spreading over my face, over my chest.

“And… what about me? What about my pleasure? Think about what I might want from you. I would like it if you were cute, it would make me happy, and it would excite me. Think about all of that before you answer. All you need to do is be a good girl for me and I’ll stay and we can have fun. I think you’re so very cute, and you have so much potential. It’s why I agreed to come visit in the first place. All you need to do is explore with me, and I will stay, you will have the second chance you want to prove to me that you and I are a good match. I think we might be a good match too but… how will we know if we do not explore.”

Her words were like a spell. Yet, amongst all of it were the words good girl again. They sent a thrill down my spine, exciting me, thrilling me, arousing me.

Slowly, I nodded.

“I… okay. I said. I’ll leave you to have breakfast and afterwards, we can go shopping. I can show you around and… we can buy the things you think I need, for me, so… so I can be cute for you.”

Annabella smiled at me.

“Do you want to be cute for me Michael?” She asked. “Do you want to be my good girl? I know it would make me happy, but… would it make you happy?”

I was quiet, still. She’d shaved me, put me in her dirty panties, pantihose, and had caged me after making me cum. She’d made me pretty for her, had complimented me, and I’d enjoyed it. More than that though, I… I’d enjoyed feeling it, seeing myself. It was fun in a way I’d never have expected.

Part of me was almost excited for the prospect of more, for the prospect of being her good girl. I had no idea what it meant, what else she might do to me, what she might make me do, but… I wanted to find out.

“It would make me happy.” I said.

Annabella smiled.

“Wonderful.” She said.
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After breakfast, we headed out to the shopping district. Annabella insisted I take her somewhere classy.

“My good girl deserves the best.” She said, smiling at me.

That she meant me, that I was her good girl, meant something to me. It made me feel warm and fluttery.

Annabella led, finding her way around with relative ease. She told me she knew what she was looking for, and all I needed to do was give my opinion when asked for it, and to pay for the things she wanted to buy.

“They’re all for you, after all, so it seems only fair that you pay. Plus… you can consider them a gift for me since I’m definitely going to enjoy dressing you up and making you cute.”

I blushed at that, but nodded.

Our first stop was a department store. Annabella took me back to the lingerie section, and began browsing the underwear on display. I’d never been in a women’s underwear section so I was more than a little flustered. I kept glancing around, trying to see if anyone was watching me, observing me, watching for the pervert, but no one paid me any particular attention.

Maybe it was because I was with a woman, people just assumed we were shopping for underwear together for her, but… I knew the truth, and I couldn’t help but feel flustered and embarrassed and shamed and…excited by that. Around me there were more kinds of underwear than I ever could have imagined.

As a man, I was limited to a small range of relatively ordinary underwear, nothing that exciting, maybe a few bold colours or prints if I was feeling adventurous—which I never was. But for women, it was completely different.

There were so many different garments—panties in numerous different styles, bras, bralettes, negligees, bodysuits, slips, stockings, suspenders, waspies, and other things that I never caught the name of—and there were so many different fabrics, colours, prints. Some were more innocent and demure, almost ordinary, everyday underwear made for comfort, while some were very clearly made to excite.

It was the later underwear that Annabella was drawn to. She gravitated to the underwear that was skimpy, revealing, and very sexy.

“What about these? I like these.” She said, holding up a set of Brazilian thong panties in various colours. “We could get a few, in different colours. They look fun, no?”

She made no attempt to keep her voice down, instead talking in an almost loud tone, staring at me. I blushed. I could feel people around me turn and look in her direction, my direction. I saw a few women look at me, almost shocked that I was with a woman like Annabella, and even a couple of men shopping with their wives, desire directed towards Annabella, envy directed towards me. It felt good, being seen out with her, while at the same time, I couldn’t help but squirm given the fact that the underwear she was showing me was intended for me to wear.

They didn’t know that though, did they? No one could tell, could they?

“Oh, and they have matching bralettes to go with them. We should get some of those too. A few sets, but we want a few different styles, right?” She said to me. “We need a little variation to keep things exciting, don’t we?”

She looked at me, stared at me, clearly waiting for an answer. Slowly I nodded.

“Yeah, I… I guess.” I said.”Variation sounds good.”

I was staring at the panties Annabella was holding up, skimpy, sexy panties, and she’d picked up a selection of matching bralettes too, in matching colours—sets in white, black, pink. The bralettes were clearly too small for her given her ample chest, slightly padded. They were for me.

I felt my belly flutter. Was she going to want me to wear them for her? Why did that thought make my heart race?

“We’ll get three sets of these, then some more. We need pantihose too, and… I was thinking, maybe a couple of sets of fun lingerie, something just for the bedroom. Stockings, suspenders, that kind of thing. What do you think?”

Her voice was still loud, bold. People were looking. They didn’t know that she wanted all of that for me, did they?

The thought left me almost breathless, burning, but also…exhilarated. Annabella was playing with me, teasing me, and she was clearly enjoying herself. I wanted to make her happy.

“I… yeah. I think that sounds good.” I said.

I tried to keep my voice confident, going along with the act that we were shopping for her, but part of me was also genuine. It did sound good. I was curious about what even sexier underwear would feel like.

What would it be like to have my own underwear, my own lingerie, to be able to dress up in a way that Annabella liked?

I had assumed, hoped, that it would be her dressing up sexy for me. But… this felt even better. She was telling me what she wanted from me, she was telling me how I could make it up to her, how I could be more attractive for her. She was telling me how I could be hot for her.

I liked that. It made it easier, rather than guessing and hoping. I knew what she wanted. But… what she wanted was for me to be cute, for me to be her good girl.

“Perfect.” Annabella said, beaming. “You hold these then and we can keep shopping. I saw something on the way in that I just have to get your opinion on.”

With that, she handed me the underwear she’d picked out. The fabric was soft and sensual and feminine. Part of me was almost looking forward to trying it on, to seeing what it felt like, what I looked like.

Part of me wanted to see Annabella’s response to me looking cute. Part of me wanted to hear her compliments.

As she walked off I followed, holding my underwear in my arms. People were watching.

It was hard not to watch Annabella, she was stunning, but people were also watching me and I couldn’t help but wonder what they were thinking. Did they suspect the underwear was for me? Could people tell that I was wearing Annabella’s dirty panties and pantihose? And… why did that thought make my caged cock throb?
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In the end we were shopping for hours. Annabella bought lingerie, underwear—more items than I could ever imagine one person needing—along with accessories, some clothes, heels, makeup, perfume, a selection of wigs, and even toiletries.

I paid for all of it.

“It is for you after all.” She said each time we approached the cashier.

I hoped no one heard her.

Still, the final cost was less than the fine I’d get if Annabella left and went home claiming I’d misled her so maybe it was prudent financial planning? Plus… I was kinda looking forward to her calling me cute again.

After shopping Annabella insisted on taking me out to dinner. Or rather, she insisted on me taking her out to dinner.

She chose a fine dining place that was quiet, and she picked us a quiet table in the corner. I was glad to be spending time with her, and it was fun being seen out with her.

She was tactile with me, walking close, chatting and teasing me, and to everyone who looked I could tell that it appeared as though we were a normal couple.

Women looked at me with surprise, men looked at me with envy. She was the most beautiful woman in the restaurant by far and she was with me. Little did any of them know that I was wearing her dirty underwear and I was caged by her.

As we sat she looked at me and smiled. Her grin was full of mischief.

“You know… I’m looking forward to getting you home.” She said. “Are you looking forward to getting home with me?”

I nodded, unable to take my gaze off her. Beneath the table I felt something warm and soft tease under the cuff of my trousers, lifting them up, running over my socks and then…

I felt Annabella’s toes caress up my leg, my pantihose-clad shin, sensitive, soft, a tingle running up my spine. I shivered, blushed.

“I like how your legs feel all smooth and delicate.” She said, grinning at me. “Knowing you have cute underwear on under your clothes is exciting for me. I like that you are wearing my dirty panties and pantihose. Yet… all the underwear we bought today… I can’t stop thinking about it. About how you’re going to look in it. I think we should eat quickly and then head home so I can see just how cute you can be. Would you like that?”

There was a sparkle in her eyes, a twinkle in her smile. I felt her foot caress my leg, running higher, toes tickling over smooth skin.

The touch was electric and I felt my caged cock throb from more than the physical contact. Her words floated around my head.

I was too flustered to speak so I simply nodded. Annabella smiled at me.

“How about we eat light then head home?” She said.

I nodded again.

“And… if you’re a good girl for me maybe I’ll reward you with something special. I have been very excited to meet you, Michael. I’m excited to get to know you and… even if you misled me, I still think we could have a very interesting life together.”

My heart was racing, my head spinning. Her foot teased, cock agony. It was going to be a very long meal.


Five

“Go shower and meet me in my room. I have lots of things I need to get ready.” Annabella said.

I nodded, did as she was told. I left her with the shopping bags and hurried off to my room to shower.

I was a mess. I was so excited I could barely think, flush with arousal and anticipation. Annabella had spent the whole meal teasing me, flirting with me, whispering things to me, her foot caressing my leg.

My body was aching, my cock constantly throbbing in its cage, my panties damp with precum. I’d never experienced anything like it, the delicious sense of frustrated agony. I needed release. I needed… I needed to cum, and I was hoping that if I was a good girl for Annabella, that if I was cute enough, she’d reward me with something special.

I had no idea what something special would be, but I yearned for it. And… more than that, I wanted to try on the new underwear Annabella had bought for me—or rather, the underwear that I’d bought for myself.

Plus, there were all the other purchases. It was more than just underwear. There were clothes too, shoes, makeup, wigs. There was even perfume and jewellery. All of it was mine. I’d bought it, it was for me.

Even if Annabella left I’d own it. I had a pretty elaborate new wardrobe. A feminine, girl wardrobe. Enough to dress up and make myself pretty numerous times over. The kind of lingerie and clothes and shoes I’d have loved to see Annabella wear.

Only… I was going to be the one wearing the, I was going to be dressing up like a sexy girl, a woman. I was going to be cute for Annabella, was going to be her good girl, and if I did a good job, if I impressed, she’d reward me. I was looking forward to it. I was looking forward to the reward, the compliments, seeing Annabella look at me the way she had looked at me the night before.

And… I was looking forward to seeing how I looked too. I’d enjoyed seeing myself smooth, in the panties and pantihose. How would I look in lingerie, stockings, suspenders, heels? How would I look with makeup on? A wig?

Part of me was terrified. Would I look just like a man dressed up?

That thought chilled me for some reason.

Yet I was excited too. I was keen. Part of me wanted to see what I looked like because it wanted to be pretty, to be feminine, to be cute. Part of me wanted to be a good girl for Annabella.

And it was that part, loud, boisterous, and keen. That part of me practically ran to the shower to get ready.
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If it hadn’t been for the cage I definitely wouldn’t have been able to resist touching myself. As turned on as I was, with how good my body felt now it was smooth, I definitely would have played with myself and made myself cum

As it was I was locked up. I was caged. So I had no choice.

I washed in the shower, foamy hands slippery over smooth skin, and the caresses were almost intoxicating. My whole body felt alive to pleasure in a way I’d never felt before.

Shivers ran down my spine. My heart skipped. My belly fluttered.

Each touch made my cock throb in its cage, pleasure ebbing and flowing, rising to new heights, a need in me swelling. I would do anything.

I made sure to wash everywhere as thoroughly as possible. As I did I let my hands linger in places they hadn’t really lingered before. My legs, my chest, my nipples, my ass.

Especially my ass. As I washed I couldn’t help but grope and squeeze. My fingers explored, slick with soap and water, going deeper, into my crack, running along, teasing. A shiver ran along my spine and I bit my bottom lip to keep from whimpering out loud as a fingertip ran over my hole.

I’d never been sexually intimate with anyone before yesterday, when Annabella had touched me, made me cum with her hand, then… made me clean up. Was she going to offer me more?

I wanted her. I wanted to worship her, wanted to taste her, kiss her, lick her cunt, fuck her, but… after the experience the night before I was left unsure. I was caged now. Would she unlock me or would she just make me worship her without offering me any relief?

Or maybe… the words good girl floated around in my head. She wanted to make me pretty, cute, wanted me feminine. What if what she wanted all along was a man she could treat like a woman?

That thought struck me hard. I’d always been short, slim, androgynous. Is that why she was attracted to me? Was it because I’d make a pretty girl for her?

The thought was both depressing and exciting. On the one hand, she’d never seen me as a man, had never seen me, had just seen a man she could easily feminize, but on the other hand, if it was the case then she really was attracted to me. It would have explained why she liked me better in person than in the photos I’d shown here where I looked as masculine as possible.

Yet… I was a man. Even if not a very good one. I wanted to be desired as a man, didn’t I?

I sat with that thought but as I touched myself, smooth, caged, my fingertip teasing over my soapy entrance, I wasn’t sure.

Annabella was so hot. The way she’d touched me, the way she’d flirted with me, teased me, the compliments she gave me, the way she wanted me… she was so hot, so kind, so into me. The thought of her calling me a good girl again made me moan as I pressed my finger against my hole, the tip just barely slipping in.

In that moment I realised I didn’t care about being a man.

What I cared about was Annabella. I cared about her wanting me, the way she’d flirted with me, been kind to me, complimented me, called me cute. The way she’d touched me, teased me, made me cum, even the way she’d made me clean up.

I wanted her to stay. I wanted more of her. I’d do anything for her, even become her good girl. And… part of me wanted to become her good girl, because the truth was I felt happy for the first time in a long time, hopeful, and being a man had never felt this good before.
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I stepped out of the bathroom wrapped in just a towel around my waist. It was how I always dressed after a shower but it felt… wrong. With my body smooth, caged, having been in panties and pantihose all day it was like having my chest, my nipples exposed was somehow too brazen.

That thought tickled at the back of my brain as I headed towards Annabella’s room. The door was open so I stepped in and froze… Annabella was sitting on the bed waiting for me.

It was what she was wearing though that made me freeze. She was in black heels, but she was wearing almost nothing.

Annabella was clad in fishnet stockings, suspenders, a tiny black skirt, tight around her ass and hips, with just a skimpy bra covering her chest. Her tits rose and fell with her breath, the ample flesh jiggling, skin smooth and flawless.

She’d even redone her makeup, darker, heavier, sluttier. Her blonde hair was slicked back.

She looked good. She looked breathtaking. She looked hot. She looked… intimidating.

“Ready to get started?” Annabella said.

I smiled, nodded. She rose to her feet and turned to the bed. Laid out were various items out of the many she’d bought. I’d not seen them when I’d entered because I’d been too focused on her, but now I looked at them I felt my heart flutter, a tide of nervousness and excitement. She was going to make me wear that?

I smiled, blushed. I nodded.

“Ready.” I said.

Annabella smiled, then turned to pick up the underwear, the lingerie. She turned to face me.

“Stockings and suspenders first. Why will become obvious later, I hope.”

With that said she moved towards me. Without a word she grabbed my towel and pulled it off, leaving me naked, exposed. She smiled wider.

“Cute.” She said.

And then she began.

I dressed first in the stockings and suspenders Annabella had picked out for me, long, sheer, black stockings with lacy tops and seams running up the back. She helped me put them on, left leg then right. The fabric was so sensual against my smooth skin, clinging to my calves and thighs. She showed me how to make sure the seams were straight. I shivered as she dressed me.

My body grew hot, the way her hands touched me, teased me. My cock throbbed in its cage, aching, desperate for release. Maybe if I was a good girl…

With the stockings on she showed me how to wear the suspender belt, how to adjust the straps and attach them to the tops of the stockings. It was fiddly, but she demonstrated the knack of it. As I looked down at myself I felt a swell of emotions, light and fuzzy, joy, happiness. I looked… good.

My legs were long and full, my hips wide, and my ass looked smooth and peachy. I looked cute. I looked… kinda sexy.

“Panties next, and bralette. Then we can get you dressed and do your makeup and hair. I want you in heels too. I want to see how you look all dressed up. I think you will look very cute, and you need to learn how to walk in heels, since I will want you to wear them for me often.”

I blushed at that. She wanted me to wear heels for her often? How often was often?

“I’ve always had a thing for pretty toys in heels, the way it makes them wiggle and strut. I always thought you would look good in heels and you wearing them for me would make me happy. You want to make me happy, don’t you?”

The question hung. Her words were alluring, intoxicating. I nodded.

“Good girl.” She said. “Now, let us finish getting you in your underwear so we can continue.”

With that Annabella helped me into my panties, tugging them up around my hips and ass, barely enough cloth to cover my caged cock, leaving almost all of my thighs and hips and ass exposed, the thin string slipping into my crack. She then helped me into the bralette, fitting it like a snug vest, with just enough padding to shape my thin chest, giving me the barest hint of breasts.

She really did want me to be cute.

“Now clothes.” She said.

She turned and picked up the outfit she’d chosen for me, a pink dress, short, tight. She helped me slip it on, the skirt coming to my mid-thigh, showing off my stocking tops, while the top was low cut, with straps over the shoulder leaving my arms bare.

As Annabella zipped it up I felt the waist cinch tight, giving me even more of an hourglass figure. With my dress on she took my hand and led me to a seat at the dressing table I’d put in her room especially for her.

“Now, makeup.” She said.

And without another word she began.

Annabella had made me buy a lot of products, more than I’d ever known existed, but she kept it relatively simple to begin, telling me she didn’t want to overwhelm me at the start.

“You’ll have to begin doing this yourself, so we’ll start with just the basics. Once you get the hang of this we can move on to more advanced techniques.”

I nodded to that, but Annabella told me off, telling me to keep still so I didn’t ruin my makeup. She applied eyeshadow in pink and black, eyeliner, mascara, then a touch of highlight on my cheeks and some lipstick.

“We should get you some fake lashes and some fake nails too.” She said as she was finished.

Once done she stepped back to look at me and her smile was enough to tell me I’d made the right decision to let her do this to me, to be her good girl. No one had ever looked at me with such affection and desire.

“So close to being perfect. Or at least a perfect start. Just two more details.”

With that Annabella moved to get the heels—pink high heels—and the wig—platinum blonde, shoulder length waves. She fitted my wig first, slicking my hair back then pinning the wig to my roots so it was secure and felt almost like my own hair, then slipped my heels on.

I felt… transformed. The way the dress fit me, the lingerie, it felt sexy, and my long hair caressed my shoulder, ticking. Even the heels changed something in me, making me stand in a way that pushed my shoulders back, making my chest stick out, my back straight so my ass seemed even perkier.

“And when you walk in those you want to go heel-to-toe, one foot in front of the other. Let your hips roll and your butt wiggle. Not only will that help you keep your balance but you’ll look so much cuter as you strut around in your sexy underwear and cute outfits. And you want to look as cute as possible for me, don’t you.”

I nodded. My back was to the mirror. I could feel my curiosity burning like a wildfire.

“Now… I’m quite happy with how you look. In fact, I’m more than happy, I’m delighted, but… I think it's time for you to see. After all, I might delight in this side of you, but if it is a side of you do not want to offer me then it’s all to no good. I would like you to be my good girl, but if you’d rather be a man then I will leave.”

Her words sat heavy. I did not want her to leave. I wanted her to stay, wanted her praise, her attention, and her touch. Yet she was right. If I hated what I saw then it was no good pretending. If being her good girl made me miserable then her staying would just end in misery.

So… I had to face the mirror. I had to face myself.

“Turn. Have a look.” Annabella said.

I was still for a moment. Part of me was terrified of facing my reflection, but part of me yearned to see. Would I be ugly or beautiful? Would I be… a man or a woman? I felt a storm in me, a longing that was beyond words, but I knew I could not evade the moment forever.

So, slowly, I turned to look at myself.


Six

What I saw made me smile. A big, bright, joyful smile. A smile like I hadn’t worn for years.

I was beautiful. I was genuinely beautiful.

I could see myself in the reflection, but it was like a new self. It was like I had been reborn, transformed into someone new, someone better, someone hot and attractive, someone… pretty.

“Cute, no?” Annabella said.

I nodded. I was cute. I was really cute.

My face was delicate, refined and the makeup gave me big, dazzling, bright eyes, thick dark lashes, sultry and seductive. My lips were big, plump, wet, bee-stung.

In the dress, my body was slim but with subtle curves, hips, ass, tits. In the heels, I stood tall and elegant, though I was still shorter than Annabella, even with her being barefoot, and my legs looked long and smooth. I was… I was beautiful.

“You definitely make a very attractive good girl.” Annabella said. “I knew you would. The only question is… are you willing to be my good girl?”

I was staring at myself, watching the girl in the mirror. I shifted, posing, mesmerised by the way my skirt shifted, wiggling my hips and ass. I couldn’t stop smiling. My caged cock was throbbing.

I was hot, hotter than I ever could have imagined being, and I felt good. I felt happy. My heart was racing. I nodded.

“I… I want to be your good girl.” I said, voice soft. “I want you to stay and I… I want to be cute for you.”

“You like it, don’t you? You like being pretty, being sexy, don’t you?” Annabella said.

I nodded. I did like it. I’d lived life as a boring, drab man, trapped in a cage. I’d been miserable.

I’d never realised how good it would feel to look in the mirror and see someone attractive, to see a pretty girl, a hot woman.

“I knew it. Talking to you I knew there was something special. I had hoped… but I figured it would take longer to get this out of you. I’m so happy it didn’t take longer. The way you look excites me.” Annabella said. “But… there is more. For a start, Michael is no name for a girl as pretty as you. You need a pretty girl’s name, don’t you?”

I was still staring at my reflection, my body, my face. I nodded again.

“How about… Megan?”

The name sank deep. Megan. I could be… I could be Megan. I could be Annabella’s good girl. I nodded again, beaming.

“Perfect.” Annabella said. “Now, Megan, there is one additional thing. It’s all well and good to look like a good girl, but can you act like one?”

I turned to face the stunning blonde, looked up into her big blue eyes. I nodded.

“Yes.” I said, meaning it more than I had ever meant anything. “I can behave like your good girl.”

Annabella smiled at me, looking at me with affection, desire, hunger.

“I’m going to need proof.” She said. “And… I think I remember saying something about a reward if you impressed me. Consider this your chance to impress me. Get on your knees Megan. I want to see how well behaved my good girl is.”

I felt my heart race and my belly flutter. This was it, I was going to get to experience the woman I’d been fantasising about for weeks, the woman I’d been dreaming of.

Slowly I dropped to my knees in front of her, looked up. She was breathtakingly beautiful, sexy beyond my wildest dreams. I watched her tits rise and fall.

I watched as she stared at me, reached down to grip her skirt, began to peel it up over her thighs, hips, ass. Slowly her panties came into view.

Annabella spread her legs, parting her thighs, and pulled her panties to the side and… I could only stare as her cock popped free.
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Annabella wiggled her hips. Her cock, semi-hard and getting harder, swayed from side to side. I couldn’t stop staring at it.

It was massive. Thick and long and throbbing. She had a cock. She had a beautiful, perfect, cock.

“You like?” She said.

I was mute. I nodded. It was breathtaking. She was breathtaking.

“You see, this is how I knew you would be a good fit for me, how I could tell. I do not want a husband, I want a wife, but a special kind of wife, someone who understands me, someone I can be equal with. When we started talking I thought I had found my man, my good girl. I am very happy to have been right. I think we can be very happy together.” Annabella said.

Her words floated into my head. I was too fixated on her cock to listen. She wanted me to…

I giggled, blushing, as I realised what I was going to have to do to prove I could behave like her good girl. I felt a rush of excitement as I realised I wanted to do it.

“Now… are you still willing?” She said.

I nodded without hesitation.

“Then show me what a good girl you are Megan.”

I didn’t need any further encouragement. I crawled forwards, closer, and reached up to wrap my fingers around Annabella’s cock, stroking it gently, teasing. She moaned, thrust into my grip, and I felt her cock throb, getting longer, thicker, harder.

Slowly I moved closer, licking my lips. I caressed my hand up and down the hot blonde’s cock. I felt my belly flutter.

I was sexy, cute, pretty. I was her good girl. I was… I wanted to serve her, pleasure her.

With that in mind, I leaned forward and licked her cock, running my wet tongue up and over her shaft, feeling it pulse and throb. As my lips reached the tip I kissed, then pressed my head down, letting her girth pierce my mouth.

I began to suck.

I felt Annabella thrust her cock in, working between my lips, over my tongue. I kept my lips sealed tight, mouth hot and wet, and I sucked gently, letting her fuck my face.

Fingers tangled with my hair, gripping me, encouraging me to take more. Annabella pressed my head down, fucking her hips forward, her cock sinking deeper.

I felt the tip press against the back of my throat and I did my best not to choke, holding my breath so she could work her cock just barely into my throat. I felt it stretch, pain and pleasure. I pressed my head down, wanting more, wanting to impress her, wanting her to stay, to make me her good girl.

As I pulled my head back up, working my lips up until just the tip was between them, licking, sucking, teasing, I giggled. I’d thought, if I was lucky, Annabella might accept me as her husband, but that wasn’t what I wanted any more. I didn’t care about being her husband. I’d marry her to keep her, so she could stay with me, but I didn’t care about that title.

The only thing I wanted in that moment was to be her good girl. And that meant impressing her, sucking her cock, pleasuring her, worshipping her.

I was more than happy to do it too.

I worked my mouth back down, taking her cock deep, sucking, lapping, head spinning.

I felt amazing. My mouth buzzed with pleasure, Annabella’s fat cock throbbing, oozing precum, the taste of it sharp and sweet. My caged cock throbbed and my heart raced.

I felt hot, desirable, pretty, attractive and wanted in a way I’d never felt before. I felt good. I felt right. It was like something had clicked, like the door to my cage had been opened and I was free, a cage I’d never known I was in.

I was sexy. I felt full of joy, hot, eager. I wanted more. I wanted Annabella’s cock more than I had ever wanted anything before. I wanted to be her good girl. I wanted her to stay, wanted her to make me hers.

I worked my mouth up and down, wet, hot, tight, stroking, drooling spit. I choked myself over and over, feeling her girth stretch my throat. I lapped, teased, heard her moan, felt her thrust. I wanted her cum. I wanted her to cum in my mouth, down my throat, wanted her to show me I was good enough, pretty enough, that she would stay with me, that I was hers.

I wanted…

I felt Annabella’s grip in my hair tighten. She pulled my head back, pulled her hips back. Her cock left my lips with an audible pop. I looked up at her, desperate for her cock.

“So fucking close.” She said, grinning down at me. “But… you’ve impressed me. You really are a good girl.”

“Thank you.” I said, breathless.

“You know what that means?” Annabella asked.

I shook my head. I was too cock drunk to know anything.

“You can have your reward.” She said.

I felt my heart leap.

“Now, get on the bed on your back, and spread your legs.” She said. “I’m going to claim my good girl.”

I moved without thinking, no hesitation. I knew what she was offering, and I wanted it.
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I lay down on Annabella's bed on my back. I had hoped I would share a bed with her, but I had never imagined it would be like this, that I would be dressed like a sexy girl, a hot woman, her good girl, and that she’d be able to claim me with her cock, her cock wet with my spit.

It seemed so strange, yet also so perfect. As Annabella walked towards the bed, swaying her hips, hard cock bobbing, I spread my legs wider, advertising myself for her. The way she looked at me, lust and desire, lit a fire in me like I’d never known.

“Now… this is where you learn why it's panties after stockings and suspenders.” She said.

As she reached the bed she ran her hands over my stocking-clad legs, a shiver running up my spine, and her fingers gripped the hem of my panties, tugging them down.

I realised instantly why panties went on after stockings and suspenders. Easy access.

That thought made me blush, my heart racing, belly fluttering. Annabella pulled my panties down my stocking-clad legs leaving me naked, exposed, vulnerable, and… I loved it.

As she pulled her panties over my heels she tossed them to the side, then reached up to lift my skirt, looking down at me with a greedy gaze. She climbed up onto the bed, kneeling between my legs. I couldn’t take my eyes off her, her face, her body, her cock, all so perfect.

Annabella spread her legs, knees nudging my thighs further apart. Her hands caressed over my legs to my hips, squeezing, making me gasp and squirm.

“Please…” I whimpered.

“Please what?”

I blushed.

“Please… I’m a good girl. I’m your good girl. You said I’d impressed you so… please… reward me. I… make me cum.”

Annabella smiled at me.

“How do you want me to make you cum?”

I blushed a deeper shade of pink, smiling up at her. I wiggled my ass.

“Fuck me.” I said. “Claim be, breed me, cum in me and make me cum. Make me your good girl.”

Annabella’s smile widened.

“So polite it’s hard to refuse. In fact, you’re so polite, so sweet and cute, so sexy, that I think I might stay after all. I think I will fuck you, claim you, then keep you. Does that sound good?”

I nodded.

“Please.” I said.

Annabella loomed over me and then… shifted forward. I felt the tip of her spit-wetted cock press at my crack, slipping up and down, pressing at my entrance. I felt her thrust, teasing, barely entering me, stretching me.

It felt better than anything I’d felt before.

“Fuck… more…”

“So greedy.” Annabella said.

She worked her hips, pulled her cock out, then pressing it in just a fraction deeper, working my hole, wetting it with her spit slick shaft, stretching me, warming my hole up to take her prick.

Desperate, I began to squirm. I worked my hips, trying to capture her cock, but Annabella was too quick, too cunning. Her grip on my hips kept me under control.

She wanted to tease me, work me into a frenzy, and… she succeeded. Her cock slipped in and out, barely entering me, filling me, going deeper and deeper each time. My caged dick throbbed, oozing precum, belly fluttering.

“Please… I need it, I need your cock.”

Annabella smiled down at me. She was clearly enjoying my suffering.

“You really want me to fuck you? You really want to be my good girl?”

I nodded, working my hips and ass to try to feel as much of her as possible.

“You will let me make you cute? You will be my Megan?”

I nodded. I wanted to be pretty for her. I wanted to be cute for her. For her, I’d be anything.

I’d never felt so attractive, so wanted, so full of joy. I never wanted it to end. I wanted… I wanted to be her good girl, her wife, her Megan.

“Yes.” I said. “Please… make me yours. Make me your good girl, fuck me.”

There was a moment of stillness, Annabella pausing, and then, finally, she thrust.

She thrust hard. Her cock sank into me, filling me. There was a moment when I thought it wouldn’t fit but Annabella was not about to be denied. She pressed harder, forcing her cock into my tight, virgin ass, and then… I felt my hole stretch, felt it gape, felt it accept her.

Her cock filled me, utterly, balls pressing against my ass, her belly pressing against my cage, and then… she kissed me. Annabella kissed me for the first time, deeply, lips and teeth and tongue, a kiss of hunger and passion and desire. I kissed back.

Her hands began to roam my body, and she began to fuck me.
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I worked my hips in time with Annabella’s thrusts, riding her cock, feeling it fuck deep, slip out, stretching me, claiming me. The way it filled me delighted me, pulses of pleasure radiating out from my ass each time she slammed her cock into me. I spread my legs wider, trying to lift my ass up to give her greater access to my hole.

I kissed her deeply, kissed back as she kissed me, I felt her hands exploring my body.

Annabella fucked me, slamming her cock into me, pulling it out until just the tip was inside of me, tugging at the tight seal of my entrance, thrusting it back in. I worked my hips in time, riding her, clenching down to milk her cock with my hole. I felt her moans of pleasure through the kiss, could feel the beating of her heart through the throbbing of her cock inside me.

Each thrust seemed to tease over a knot of bliss inside me, bright lights flashing on inside my head. I moaned, whimpered, fucked back, desperate for more.

I’d never felt anything so intense, so bright, so remarkable. I wanted more, wanted all of her. My caged cock was agony, drooling, throbbing, aching. I rode the hot blonde’s cock squeezing my ass to feel more, delighting in how hard and thick it was.

Emotions swelled. I felt happy. Truly happy. I was wanted, desired, and it was like nothing I felt before, but it was more than that. I felt attractive. I felt comfortable in my own body. Smooth, dressed pretty, sexy, I felt confident and brazen and playful and bold. I felt empowered, and I wanted more of it.

I wanted more of Megan, and more of Annabella, and a lot more of her cock.

Annabella broke the kiss and looked down at me, still fucking me, slamming her cock in and out, stretching my hole, filling me over and over. Her face was a mask of lust and pleasure and her eyes sparkled.

“Fuck you feel so good. You are so much hotter than I had hoped, and so much more eager. I think I will be very happy with you.”

She fucked me deep, pulled her cock out. Her words delighted me.

“I… I never imagined it would be like this, but… this is perfect.” I said.

I meant it. It was better than anything I could ever have imagined.

“You are so cute and so sweet. I think we will be very happy together. Especially given how wonderful you make my cock feel.”

With that, Annabella thrust deep, hard, fucking me fast. I felt her cock getting harder, thicker.

“I am so close to cumming. Tell me what you want…”

I smiled, blushing.

“Please… cum in me.” I said. “Cum inside me. Cum in my ass. Fuck me and cum in me. Claim me. Breed me.”

Annabella thrust harder, faster, deeper, then kissed me again, tongue and lips. I kissed back, pleasure unfurling inside me.

I felt her cock swell, and then… she thrust deeper than ever, hard, slamming her cock into my ass, and I felt it pulse, I felt it engorge, and then…

She was cumming. She was cumming inside me, rutting, fucking, breeding me. She moaned into the kiss, groping me, claiming me, and I kissed back, fucked back, wanting her more than I had ever wanted anything.

I felt Annabella’s cum filling me, my ass hot and wet and sticky. I’d made her cum. She had claimed me. I was her good girl.

That thought, along with her throbbing cock and her kissing, was enough to push me over the edge. I felt the knot of pleasure inside me blossom and… I was cumming too.

My caged cock pulsed, drooled cum, and I came harder than I’d ever cum before, pleasure radiating out from my ass, filling my whole body, a joy more intense than anything I’d known was possible. I came hard, moaning into the kiss, as Annabella filled me with her cum.

Our climaxes swelled, pleasure, then began to fade. Annabella broke the kiss and looked down at me.

“That was… exceptional.” She said.

I smiled.

“I’m glad to know I satisfy you.” I said, giggling.

I wiggled my ass and squeezed to give one last flicker of pleasure. I could feel her cock softening inside me, her cum thick and creamy.

“You do more than satisfy me, Megan.” Annabella said. “You delight me.”

I blushed at that.

“You are more than cute. You are beautiful.” She said. “And… I think you will make a beautiful bride for me.”

I stared up at her, blinked. A… a bride?

I smiled, a swell of joy that was hot and bright and blissful.

“I…” I was lost for words.

“Just say yes.” Annabella said, grinning.

“Yes.” I said.

And then she kissed me again.

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! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


PARTY FAVOUR
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When Sam is sent off to military school he figures his life as he knows it is over. But a year spent trapped in an all-boys school beats prison, right?

The school isn’t as bad as he feared though, and he even finds there’s a secret underground party every week, a party with girls.

Maybe military school isn’t going to be so bad? But then Sam finds out that he’s in charge of hosting a party, and he learns that hosting means being soft, pretty, and feminine…

Sam is despondent. While all his friends from high school are heading off to college, he’s been sent off to military school. He expects the worst from his new school, yet what he finds is something different. He finds a group of young men like him, and soon he finds himself making friends.

Maybe military school isn’t going to be so bad? The only real downside is how boring it is. But then he’s told all about the secret private parties the students hold every Friday night and Sam wonders if maybe it’s not so boring.

But what fun is a party if it’s just boys? Only… it’s not just boys. To Sam’s surprise, the party features girls, and entertainment. He begins to think that maybe military school won’t be so bad.

Only there’s one small snag. Part of the agreement in attending the parties is taking turns hosting them. Sam wants to do his best, doesn’t want to let his new friends down, but he doesn’t realise what he’s let himself in for.

All too soon Sam finds himself being transformed by a fellow classmate, made softer, pretty, more feminine, and then… he learns just how much fun it can be to be the centre of attention.


PAVLOV'S STUDENT
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Damien is at risk of losing his scholarship. He needs to boost his grades and he’s hoping psychology 101 is just what he’s looking for... an easy A.

Desperate, he plans to charm his psychology professor, the handsome, charismatic Professor Wickes. Professor Wickes offers Damien a way to earn extra credit.

Professor Wickes has been looking for someone to help him research the effects of classical conditioning, and he thinks Damien is the perfect guinea pig.

Only the research project has some very interesting methods, and even more interesting results, and Damien ends up with a lot more than an easy A.

Damien is loving college. He’s finally got friends, going to parties, having fun but… his grades are suffering and he’s at risk of losing his scholarship. What he needs is an easy A, but when he signs up to Psychology 101 having heard it’s just what he’s looking for he discovers that the truth is very different.

His teacher, the smart, charming, and handsome Professor Wickes, expects his students to earn their grades. Damien thinks he has a solution. Maybe he can flirt his way to an easy A? But his plan doesn’t go the way Damien is expecting.

Instead, Professor Wickes offers Damien the chance to earn extra credit, and a guaranteed A, by helping him with his private research. Damien figures that while it’s not as easy as flirting his way to an A, it’s still easier than studying, so he agrees.

And then he discovers what the research project entails…

Professor Wickes wants to investigate the effects of positive reinforcement and classical conditioning and he thinks Damien is the perfect subject. Damien soon finds himself on a journey of feminization, self-discovery, and transformation that rewards him not only with the extra credit and A grade he needs, but so much more.

Only what’s to come of Damien once the research ends? Given how interesting the results of the project are maybe there’s the possibility of a follow-up study?


FULL SERVICE WAITRESS
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Eric is in debt, he’s unemployed, and he owes some dangerous people money. He needs cash, fast. Luckily for him his childhood friend, Tiff, thinks she can get him a job at the bar where she works.

Only the barmen don’t earn that much, at least compared to the waitresses. Eric, desperate, is willing to go to some extreme lengths to pay off his debts, including becoming a cute waitress, but then he learns that most of what the waitresses earn comes from the tips they earn.

How far is Eric willing to go to pay off his debt?

Eric’s life has spun out of control. He’s lost his job and he’s spent all this redundancy payout. Worse, he gambled away his payout and he’s accumulated some debts with some pretty unsavoury people.

When his close friend from childhood, Tiff, tells him she might be able to get him work at the bar she runs Eric is hopeful his luck is changing. Only he has no experience, so he’s starting at the bottom, washing glasses and stacking shelves behind the bar.

Still, he’s getting paid and he’s getting to hang around with a lot of very attractive waitresses, including the incredibly cute Cerys.

But when it comes to getting paid Eric realises working behind the bar isn’t going to be enough to pay off his debts and pay his bills. He needs more, and he realises the waitresses earn a lot more that he does working behind the bar. Tiff, ever the generous friend, offers Eric a solution.

He can work as a waitress. Eric, desperate but reluctant, agrees, and he’s astonished by the results. Erin discovers she quite likes working as a waitress, being friendly with customers for tips, getting compliments, getting attention.

But still, she’s not earning enough. Then her co-worker, Cerys, offers to show Erin how to earn more in tips, and Erin’s lesson in how to provide the full service promises to change the course of her life forever...


HONEYMOON SURPRISE
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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…
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