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A young man with a hidden passion for femininity, secretly embracing his identity as Lily through cross-dressing, finds himself drawn into a dangerous game when he meets Oliver, a man who seems to share his desires. What begins as an exciting exploration of identity takes a dark turn when Oliver kidnaps Lily and takes him to a remote town, forcing him to live as a woman. Stripped of his old life, Lily struggles with fear, humiliation, and the growing realization that he might be embracing his true self. As he adapts to his new reality, Lily begins to question whether Oliver’s control is a prison or a path to freedom.

In this gripping first installment, Lily’s journey is one of transformation and self-discovery. From the initial shock of captivity to the gradual acceptance of his feminine identity, Lily navigates a world of conflicting emotions. As he prepares for a pivotal social event, Lily must confront his fears and decide whether to resist Oliver’s influence or surrender to the life that’s being crafted for him. This story explores themes of identity, power, and the blurred lines between coercion and consent, leaving readers eager to see how Lily’s journey will unfold.
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Appointment.

The next story I’m about to share happened during a vacation I took after finishing my last year of high school. At the time, I was around 23 years old. Since I was a child, I had always felt a deep fascination with women’s clothing. I have vivid memories of secretly trying on my cousins’ clothes whenever I was alone. On one occasion, as part of a playful “punishment,” two of my cousins dressed me in a miniskirt, a blouse, and even painted my lips. While it was all in good fun, it sparked a curiosity in me that lingered long after. I found myself yearning to explore more feminine garments.

As I grew older and started earning a little money, I finally bought some women’s clothing of my own. Living in a relative’s house meant I often had the place to myself, and I took full advantage of those moments. I would dress up, stand in front of the mirror, and take a few pictures. To my surprise, the clothes suited me well—I was thin, not very tall, and had a slender build, which made the outfits look quite flattering on me.

Over time, this fascination grew into something more. I began spending longer periods dressed in women’s clothing, experimenting with different outfits, trying on high heels, and even dabbling in makeup. I shaved the sparse hairs on my legs to achieve a smoother, more feminine look. My collection of photos and videos grew, and so did my curiosity. I started to imagine what it would be like to be with another man. It wasn’t so much a genuine attraction as it was a morbid curiosity—a fantasy of being seduced by an attractive man, of feeling his touch and touching him in return.

With these thoughts swirling in my mind, I ventured onto internet platforms in search of a casual encounter. At first, I simply enjoyed uploading pictures of myself, reveling in the attention and compliments that poured in. I called myself Lily, and the comments I received were overwhelmingly positive—many praised how good I looked, which only fueled my confidence. However, things took a different turn when I started messaging individuals privately. While the initial exchanges were exciting, I quickly realized that most of the interactions felt off. The conversations often became awkward or uncomfortable, and none of them matched the fantasy I had built up in my mind.

But one day, without actively searching for it, I stumbled upon a conversation with a guy who felt different from the others. There was something special about him—he was kind, charming, and, to be honest, I even found him handsome. His name was Oliver. We exchanged messages for a while, and he eventually asked me out. The way he made me feel was incredible; it was as if I were experiencing what girls feel when they talk to someone they genuinely like. For the first time, the fantasy felt real, tangible.

However, there was a complication: Oliver lived in the province, while I was in the city. Meeting him seemed like a logistical challenge, and it frustrated me because I feared my fantasy might remain just that—a fantasy. But luck was on my side. Oliver occasionally visited the city for work, and we agreed to meet during his next trip.

As the day approached, I began preparing myself. A couple of days before the meeting, I waxed my entire body to achieve a smooth, feminine feel. I even bought a lingerie set from a store—a beautiful purple bra and panties that I fell in love with the moment I saw them. To complete the outfit, I chose a white mid-thigh dress that hugged my figure perfectly and a pair of sleek silver high heels. The ensemble was undeniably sexy, and I felt a mix of excitement and nervousness as I imagined wearing it for Oliver.

But as the day drew closer, doubt crept in. I started second-guessing myself and even invented an excuse to cancel our meeting. Over the following days, I responded less and less to his messages, unsure if I could go through with it. Yet, deep down, a part of me still wanted to explore this side of myself. After some internal back-and-forth, I finally agreed to meet him.

On the day of our meeting, I packed all my clothes into a backpack and headed to the agreed location. Oliver greeted me warmly, and we made our way to the hotel where he was staying. The walk was quiet; both of us were nervous, and the tension was palpable. My heart raced, and I even felt a bit unsteady as I climbed the stairs to his room, but I managed to keep my composure.

Once inside, I collapsed onto the bed, trying to calm my nerves while Oliver put away his belongings and tidied up the room. After a few minutes, he turned to me and broke the silence.

–You can take a shower if you want,– he said, his voice calm and inviting. –Or if you’d rather change now, that’s fine too.–

–Yes, of course,– I replied, feeling a mix of embarrassment and anticipation. –Thank you.–

I stepped into the bathroom and took a long shower, partly to calm my nerves and partly to delay the inevitable. The warm water cascaded over me, and I tried to focus on the sensation, hoping it would steady my racing thoughts. Once I finished, I began the process of getting ready. I let my hair fall to my shoulders, styling it as femininely as I could. Next, I applied some makeup—eyeliner, mascara, and a soft pink lipstick that complemented my look perfectly.

I carefully put on the purple lingerie set I had bought, followed by a pair of sheer stockings. Adjusting the white dress over my figure, I slipped into the silver high heels and stood in front of the mirror. For a few moments, I just stared at my reflection. The grooming had turned out better than in previous attempts, and I had to admit—I looked pretty good. Yet, despite the confidence boost, my nerves were still on edge.

Taking a deep breath, I finally stepped out of the bathroom. Oliver was sitting on the edge of the bed, but as soon as he saw me, he stood up, his eyes widening in astonishment.

–Wow, you look incredibly beautiful, Lily,– he said, his accent thick but his tone sincere.

–Thank you,– I replied softly, my voice trembling slightly.

He stepped closer, his intention to kiss me clear. But as he leaned in, I instinctively pulled back, my discomfort overriding the moment.

–What’s wrong?– he asked, confusion etched across his face.

–It’s just… I’m not comfortable with this situation,– I admitted, taking another step back to create more distance between us.

–But why?– he pressed, his voice tinged with disappointment. –We got along so well in our messages. I thought you liked me. Maybe you’re just nervous?

–It’s true that we got along well talking through messages,– I explained, my words measured but honest. –But this… this is different. I thought I wanted this, but now I realize I might have just been confused and curious.

Oliver’s expression softened, though I could still see the disappointment in his eyes. –I’m sorry to hear that,– he said quietly. –I really thought we could make a nice couple.


Kidnapping.

Seeing Oliver so disappointed made me feel a pang of sadness. I sat down beside him, hoping to ease the tension. We started chatting, and he seemed to calm down a little. I reassured him that I wanted to continue our friendship and even suggested meeting up for a beer whenever he was in town, just like we were doing now. He nodded, seemingly accepting the shift in our dynamic.

–You’re right,– he said, standing up and walking over to the mini-fridge. –I bought these to pass the time. Here, take one.

He uncorked two bottles of beer and handed one to me. I accepted it with a small smile.

–Thank you,– I said, holding the cold bottle in my hands.

–Cheers,– he said, raising his bottle. –To our new relationship.

–Haha, cheers,– I laughed, clinking my bottle against his. –You really are very sweet. Thank you for taking this so well.

–Don’t worry,– he replied, his tone light. –The important thing is that everything ended well, right?

–Yes, you’re right,– I said, though I couldn’t shake the lingering discomfort. –I’m sorry, I just feel a little… weird.

–Sit down for a moment,– he suggested, guiding me back to the edge of the mattress. –Although, I don’t know why you keep talking like that. You shouldn’t say “weird.” You should behave according to how you look—like a girl.

His words caught me off guard. –I never really liked referring to myself that way,– I admitted, my head beginning to spin slightly.

–Well, maybe you should,– Oliver commented, sitting down close to me. –Look in the mirror and tell me what you see.

I glanced at the mirror across the room, my hands instinctively moving to my temples. –You and me,– I replied hesitantly.

–That’s right,– he said, his voice low and deliberate. –A man and his girlfriend.

–What? No,– I said quickly, pulling away. –What are you talking about? I think I’d better leave. I don’t feel comfortable with this.

–Comfortable, baby?– he said immediately, his tone shifting. –Don’t worry. Just lie down, and I’ll take care of you. You shouldn’t go out alone at this hour.

I tried to get up, but my body felt heavy and weak. Oliver easily guided me back onto the bed, his grip firm but not aggressive. My mind was foggy, and I couldn’t muster the strength to resist.

–Everything’s fine,– he said softly, his voice almost soothing. –Since we started talking, I felt something special for you. The truth is, I love you. But I was really sad when you stood me up the first time. I had so many plans, you know? I imagined you becoming my girlfriend, and after a while, I’d take you to my town. But I thought you might have doubts, so I… prepared myself for this situation. Don’t worry, I just sped things up a little. You’ll see—you’re going to love living in my town. It’s a beautiful place, and I know you’ll adore our home.–

His words barely registered in my mind. My thoughts were hazy, and I could feel myself slipping into unconsciousness. The last thing I remember was him adjusting me on the bed and covering me with blankets. After that, there were faint noises, and then… nothing.

When I woke up, my head was spinning, and a wave of dizziness washed over me. I pressed my hands to my temples, trying to steady myself, and slowly opened my eyes. The room was unfamiliar, and a surge of panic shot through me. As I sat up, I realized I was still wearing the women’s clothes from the night before. My heart raced as fragments of memory began to return—Oliver’s words, the beer, the way he’d looked at me. A mix of anger and fear churned inside me as I tried to piece together what had happened.

Before I could fully process everything, the door creaked open. Oliver walked in, a smile plastered across his face.

–Good morning, Lily,– he said cheerfully, as if nothing were wrong.

–What did you do to me?– I shouted, my voice trembling with a mix of fear and rage. –Where am I?

–Don’t worry, honey,– he replied calmly, stepping closer. –We’re home now, and everything’s fine.

–Nothing is fine!– I snapped, my anger boiling over. –I’m leaving right now. Give me my clothes!

–But you’re already wearing your clothes, honey,– Oliver replied, his tone unnervingly calm. –Besides, I don’t know why you’d want to change. You look so beautiful.

–Don’t talk to me like that,– I snapped, my voice shaking. –Please, just let me go.

Humiliation and fear overwhelmed me, and I collapsed to the floor, my legs unable to support me. Tears streamed down my face as I struggled to process what was happening.

–Don’t cry,– Oliver said, kneeling beside me. –Let me explain everything. I brought you to my town. I got rid of your old clothes and hid your phone—but not before using your little finger to unlock it and gather some information. I really didn’t want things to turn out this way, but you left me no choice.

He paused, his expression hardening. –I took pictures of you. Some of them show me lifting your dress, and… well, let’s just say several of them are quite compromising. From what I saw in your contacts, this is a secret you’ve kept very well hidden. So, you have two options. The first is that you keep refusing, and I send those pictures to all your contacts. Or, the option that suits you better—stay with me for a couple of days, behave as you should, and everything will be fine. I’ll even let you send a message to your family, telling them you went on vacation. So, tell me, which option will you choose?

–Why are you doing this to me?– I sobbed, my voice breaking.

Oliver sighed, his patience wearing thin. –I’m really trying to be patient with you, but you need to decide now. Okay?


The agreement

I couldn’t let him upload those pictures. It would ruin my life. After wiping away my tears, I turned to him, my voice trembling but resolute.

–Just for a couple of days?– I asked, trying to keep my composure. –And you’ll let me go?

–Of course,– he replied with a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. –If you behave yourself all week, I’ll take you back to the city myself—wherever you ask me to go.

–Okay,– I said, though tears still clung to my lashes. I felt trapped, my options stripped away, but I had no choice. I had to play along, at least for now.

–Very well,– he said, his tone almost cheerful. –Today will be a quiet day. It’s my day off, so we’ll spend it together at home. You might have a bit of a headache, so I brought you some coffee and bread. In the closet, you’ll find some clothes. I’m going out with some friends later, but how about I see you in the living room at 11?

–All right,– I replied, my voice hollow with resignation.

–Good,– he said, his smile widening. –But first, come with me to the door. You should see your man off.–

I followed him reluctantly, my steps heavy as we descended the concrete stairs. He led me to the living room, where he grabbed his wallet and keys, then walked toward the exit. My mind raced with the thought of running, but my body still felt weak, and I knew I wouldn’t get far.

–I’ll see you this afternoon,– he said, his tone light, as if this were all perfectly normal. –Get some rest.–

Before I could react, he pulled me close, his hand gripping my waist. He kissed me, his lips pressing against mine in a way that made my skin crawl. The door clicked shut behind him, and I heard the lock turn. I stood there, frozen, my heart pounding. I had thought about running, about fighting back, but my body betrayed me. I was still too weak, too disoriented. For now, I was trapped.

Once alone, the first thing I did was kick off my heels. My heart was racing as I began to explore the house, searching for a way out. The kitchen was sparse, with only a few groceries, some cutlery, and nothing else. The living room had a small TV, two armchairs, and a rectangular table in the center. I moved quickly, checking the bathroom and then returning to the bedroom. There, I noticed a set of clotheslines and a sink for washing. My eyes darted to the window—it overlooked the street, and only a metal mesh stood between me and freedom. If I could climb over it, I’d land in a garden with a small fence that I could easily scale.

The thought of escaping filled me with hope, but as I approached the window, fear crept in. What if I fell? What if he caught me? But the terror of being at Oliver’s mercy outweighed my fear of heights. I took a deep breath, climbed onto the windowsill, and managed to squeeze through the metal mesh. My heart soared as my feet touched the ground on the other side. Freedom felt within reach.

But just as I was about to jump the small fence, a pair of hands grabbed me from behind. I turned, and there he was—Oliver. His grip was ironclad as he dragged me back inside.

–Please, let me go!– I cried, my voice breaking as tears streamed down my face.

–You just had to wait a little longer,– he said, his tone sharp with anger. –But now I’m going to have to correct this.

He began rummaging through the items in his room, and a wave of dread washed over me. I felt paralyzed, my mind racing with fear.

–Please, don’t,– I begged, my voice trembling. –Don’t hurt me.

–You leave me no choice,– he said coldly, his eyes locking onto mine as I knelt before him, pleading for mercy. –I’m going to have to punish you. I need to make it clear that this is serious.

He pulled out a belt, the leather gleaming ominously in the dim light. –Get on all fours,– he commanded, his voice firm. –Unless you want what comes next to be worse.

Terrified, I obeyed, moving slowly as sobs wracked my body. I couldn’t stop crying, and the tears only intensified when I felt the first blow. The pain was sharp and immediate, but it was the humiliation and helplessness that cut deeper.

–It’s just a spanking, don’t cry,– he said sternly, his voice cold and unyielding. –Now you know better. Don’t try that again. Besides, you don’t even know this town. You don’t know what day of the month the buses run, or where you’d go. What were you thinking?

–I don’t know,– I answered, my voice barely above a whisper. –I just wanted to escape.

–Well, you’d better behave yourself from now on,– he warned, his tone sharp. –Or I might have to do something I’ll regret later. Now, tell me—are you going to behave?

–I won’t do anything else,– I said helplessly, my voice trembling. –It won’t happen again.–

–I hope not,– he replied, his eyes narrowing as he turned toward the door. –If I come back and find anything out of place, there will be consequences.

With that, he left, slamming the door behind him and leaving me alone once more. My body ached, and my mind was a whirlwind of fear and despair. After a while, hunger gnawed at me, and I reluctantly went to get the coffee and bread Oliver had brought earlier. It was cold by now, so I heated it up, though the act felt mechanical, devoid of any real comfort. After eating, I felt even more uncomfortable. I had never worn women’s clothes for so long, and the sensation was foreign and unsettling.

I went upstairs to the bedroom and rummaged through the dressers, hoping to find something else to wear. Most of the drawers were locked, but the ones that were open were filled with women’s clothing. I sighed, feeling trapped even in this small act of autonomy. I took a shower, trying to wash away the lingering sense of violation, and then dressed in what I could find: black boxer shorts, small socks, black leggings, and a long purple blouse that hung like a mini-dress.

I didn’t know what to do with myself. I wandered around the house aimlessly, my mind numb. Eventually, I ended up in the living room, sitting on the floor with my knees hugged to my chest. I didn’t feel like watching TV or doing anything at all. I just felt… empty. Sad. The weight of everything that had happened pressed down on me, and I let the tears fall silently.

After what felt like hours, I heard the door open.


Feminized

–I’m back, beautiful,– Oliver said as he walked into the living room, his tone cheerful as if nothing were wrong. He approached me, a bag of groceries in hand. –I see you’ve changed. I’m glad you’re getting comfortable. I brought food—today’s a day to rest and spend time together. Let’s watch a couple of movies.

I didn’t respond. My mind was still reeling from everything that had happened, but Oliver didn’t seem to care. He sat down beside me, close enough that I could feel his presence, and turned on the TV. The screen flickered to life, but I couldn’t focus on the movie. My thoughts were a jumbled mess of fear, anger, and helplessness.

After a while, I gathered the courage to speak. –Oliver,– I said quietly, my voice trembling. –You told me I could send a message to my family, to let them know I’m okay. I’d really like to do that now. And… I’d like to have my phone back. I promise I won’t do anything else—just send the message.

He turned to me, his expression unreadable for a moment. Then he smiled, but it didn’t reach his eyes. –Yes, I can help you with that,– he said. –But I’m not going to give you your phone. You’ve been very bad, remember? I’ll write and send the message to your family. Just give me your password.

My heart sank. Another plan foiled. Reluctantly, I told him the password and dictated what to write, my voice barely above a whisper. He typed it out on his phone, his fingers moving quickly, and then showed me the message before sending it. –There,– he said, slipping his phone back into his pocket. –All done.

When lunchtime came, Oliver led me to the dining room. He sat down at the table and gestured toward the kitchen. –I left some meat in the kitchen. Heat it up in a pan,– he instructed. –And warm up a couple of tortillas for us to eat.

I was annoyed by his commanding tone, but I didn’t want to provoke him further. Silently, I went to the kitchen and prepared the food, my hands shaking as I worked. Once everything was ready, I brought the plates to the table. As I set his plate down, he reached out and grabbed me by the waist, his touch making my skin crawl.

–Honey,– he said, his voice soft but laced with something unsettling, –I have a couple of beers in the fridge. Bring me one.

I hesitated, but the fear of what he might do if I refused pushed me to comply. I went to the fridge, grabbed two beers, and brought them to the table. Just as I was about to open one for myself, he stopped me.

–I don’t like you drinking this early,– Oliver scolded, his tone firm but with a hint of mock leniency. –But since today’s a rest day, I’ll make an exception.

We finished the meal in silence, the tension between us palpable. Once we were done, Oliver turned to me, his expression casual but his eyes sharp. –I’ll be in the living room,– he said, standing up. –Join me after you wash the dishes.

I hated the situation. I had never liked chores, and being ordered to do them by someone like Oliver made it infinitely worse. Reluctantly, I began washing the dishes, my hands trembling as I scrubbed. The sound of running water filled the kitchen, but my mind was elsewhere, racing with thoughts of escape and fear.

As I stood there, lost in my thoughts, I suddenly felt Oliver’s presence behind me. His arms snaked around my waist, and he pressed his body against mine, his breath hot on my neck.

–You’re taking too long,– he murmured, his voice low and teasing. –I want you to join me in the living room.

I froze, my heart pounding as he began kissing my neck, his hands roaming over my body. –Please, let me finish this,– I said, my voice shaky as I tried to pull away.

–I’m not stopping you,– he replied, his tone light but his grip firm. He slid his hands down to my thighs, giving me a playful slap that made me flinch. –Come on, let’s have some fun.

–I’m a little tired,– I said, trying to create some distance between us, though his hold on me was unyielding.

Oliver’s demeanor shifted instantly. His voice grew colder, his grip tightening. –I didn’t say anything about you not being made up today,– he said, his tone sharp. –I’ve been very understanding so far. But I’ve already told you—you need to behave the way you look. If you don’t, I’ll start sending those pictures to your contacts. And I’ll have to spank you with my belt again.

–No, please,– I begged, my voice breaking. –It’s okay. I’ll do whatever you tell me to do.

–First of all,– Oliver said, his voice firm but calm, –I want you to talk and behave like a good girl. Today you’ve rested, but starting tomorrow, you’ll have to take care of everything. I’ll leave you tasks every day. You need to learn how to be a good wife because that’s what you’ll be for me while you’re here. Do you understand me? And yes, that also means you’ll have to please me—or else there will be consequences.

I felt a wave of humiliation wash over me, but I nodded, my voice barely audible. –All right,– I said, my head bowed. –I’ll do whatever you ask.–

–Good,– he replied, his tone softening slightly. –Now, finish the dishes and come with me to the living room.

I moved slowly, my hands trembling as I cleaned up. Every second felt like an eternity, my mind racing with fear and dread. When I finally joined him in the living room, he motioned for me to sit beside him. I obeyed, my body stiff with tension. He pulled me close, wrapping his arms around me in a way that felt suffocating rather than comforting. The room was dark now, the only light coming from the flickering TV screen. His hands began to wander, his touch making my skin crawl.

–We’ve seen enough TV,– he said after a while, his voice low. –Let’s go to our room.–

He stood up, taking my hand in his. I followed, my legs feeling like they might give out at any moment. My heart pounded in my chest as we entered the bedroom. He started undressing, his movements deliberate, and then he began kissing and touching me. I wanted to resist, to push him away, but the fear of what he might do kept me frozen. I let him continue, my mind screaming for a way out.

–How about I put you on all fours on the bed?– he whispered in my ear, his breath hot against my skin. –That way, I’ll make you a real woman.

I panicked, searching for something—anything—to say that might stop him. –But… you’re supposed to love me as your wife, right?– I stammered, my voice shaking. –Shouldn’t you treat me as such and wait until after the wedding to do… that?

Oliver laughed, a cold, mocking sound. –Very clever,– he said, his tone dripping with amusement. –But you have to please me. That’s part of the deal—or else your little secret will be out for everyone to see.

Desperation clawed at me. –I can please you without going that far,– I said quickly, my mind racing. I began kissing him, my movements hesitant but deliberate, and let my hands roam his body, hoping to distract him.
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–I’ll give you a chance,– Oliver said, his voice low and threatening. –But if you don’t satisfy me, before I go to sleep, I’ll throw you onto the bed and take what I want.

–Okay,– I replied, my voice trembling with fear. I had no choice but to comply.

I continued kissing and caressing him, my mind racing with a mix of dread and desperation. The only thought that kept me going was the hope that I could avoid something even worse. Hesitantly, I began to touch him, my hands shaking as I tried to focus on what seemed to please him. When he reacted positively to a certain movement, I repeated it, my heart pounding in my chest. Slowly, I started to masturbate him, my lips still pressed against his as I tried to distract myself from the reality of what was happening.

Eventually, he ejaculated in my hand, and for a brief moment, I thought it might be over. But as he lay back on the bed, I noticed the grimace on his face—a clear sign that he wasn’t fully satisfied. My stomach churned with fear. I climbed on top of him, continuing to kiss and caress him, hoping to keep him content. I could feel his body responding again, and my anxiety grew.

–You’re doing good, baby,– he murmured in my ear, his breath hot against my skin. –But it’s not enough.

Panic surged through me as he started to sit up. I didn’t want him to force me into something worse, so with tears streaming down my face, I slid off the bed and knelt in front of him. My hands trembled as I reached out to touch his leg, then his penis. Up close, I could see its size, and the reality of what I was about to do made me hesitate. But when I felt Oliver’s hands move to lift me up, I closed my eyes and leaned forward, pressing my lips to the tip.

I tried to detach myself from the moment, imagining it was something else—anything else. I licked him tentatively, as if it were an ice cream, and used one hand to caress the same area. Slowly, I began to suck, mimicking what I had seen in adult videos. Oliver’s hands gripped my head, guiding me as he rocked his hips, increasing the pace. I felt him tense, and I knew he was about to finish. I tried to pull away, but he held me firmly in place, forcing me to swallow everything.

–You suck so well, baby,– he said, his voice heavy with satisfaction as he collapsed onto the mattress. –That’s enough for today. Now, come to bed. In one of the drawers, there are some nightgowns. Put one on, and let’s go to sleep.

I slipped into the bathroom for a moment, closing the door quietly behind me. As soon as I was alone, I fell to my knees, my body trembling with silent sobs. I covered my mouth to muffle the sound, terrified that Oliver might hear me. The weight of everything that had happened pressed down on me, and I felt utterly broken. After a few minutes, I heard a knock at the door, sharp and impatient.

–Hurry up,– Oliver called from the other side.

I wiped my tears quickly, splashed water on my face, and stepped out. My hands shook as I grabbed a random nightgown from the drawer and pulled it on, the fabric feeling foreign against my skin. I returned to the bed, where Oliver was already lying down. He wrapped his arms around me from behind, his body pressing close. I felt his pelvis against me, his member firm even in his sleep. Before drifting off, he spanked me lightly, a reminder of his control. It took me a long time to fall asleep, my mind racing with fear and despair, but exhaustion eventually overtook me.

Early the next morning, I felt Oliver stir and get out of bed. He turned to me, his voice cutting through the haze of my half-sleep.

–Wake up,– he said firmly. –I need to give you your to-do list before I leave.

I wanted to stay in bed, to hide under the covers and pretend none of this was happening, but Oliver wouldn’t allow it. Reluctantly, I sat up, still groggy and disoriented. The nightgown felt strange on my body, and the memories of the previous night loomed heavy in my mind. Before I could fully process everything, Oliver began speaking.

–I’m leaving the clothes I want you to wear on the bed,– he instructed, his tone businesslike. –Today, you’ll need to put on your makeup, sweep and mop the entire house, and wash some clothes. There’s food in the fridge for lunch. I’ll be back in the afternoon to eat with you. Now, come to the door to see me off.

I followed him sleepily, my body moving on autopilot. At the door, he turned to me with a smile that felt more like a threat than a gesture of affection.

–See you this afternoon, beautiful,– he said, his voice dripping with false sweetness. –Don’t go back to sleep—you’ve got a lot to do. We eat at 4.

With that, he left, the door clicking shut behind him. I stood there for a moment, staring at the closed door, feeling a mix of relief and dread. The house was silent, but the weight of his expectations hung heavy in the air. I had no choice but to obey.

I stumbled to the couch and collapsed onto it, my body heavy with exhaustion. All I wanted was to close my eyes and sleep a little longer, but the fear of Oliver’s retaliation forced me to get up. Reluctantly, I turned on the TV for some background noise and dragged myself to the kitchen to prepare breakfast. I chopped some fruit and poured yogurt over it, though the thought of eating made me feel slightly nauseous. Still, I knew I needed the energy. After forcing down a few bites, I sat in front of the TV, watching a show without really paying attention.

When the show ended, I headed to the bathroom to take a shower. The warm water helped clear my mind a little, but the dread of what lay ahead lingered. After drying off, I went to the bedroom to find the clothes Oliver had laid out for me. My heart sank as I saw the outfit: a red lace set, denim shorts that were far too short, a tight white blouse, and fishnet stockings. The only saving grace was a pair of white sneakers with pink details. I sighed, feeling a mix of humiliation and frustration, but I put on the clothes as instructed. I applied some light makeup, my hands trembling slightly as I did so.

Trying to remember the chores Oliver had assigned me, I grabbed a broom and mop from the closet. I put on rubber gloves and started sweeping, though I had never been particularly good at it. I did my best, moving from room to room, but by the time I finished mopping, I was exhausted. I collapsed onto the couch again, deciding to watch a little more TV before tackling the next task.

Washing clothes was another challenge. I had no idea what I was doing, and the lack of a washing machine made it even harder. After struggling through the process, I hung the clothes out to dry, my arms aching from the effort. By then, I was completely drained, but there was still lunch to prepare. I found some chicken in the fridge and decided to roast it, sprinkling on a seasoning I found in the cupboard. There was also a bag of mashed potatoes and some beans, so I heated those up as well. It wasn’t much, but it would have to do.

It was already past four when I heard the door open. Oliver walked in, his cheerful demeanor a stark contrast to my exhaustion. He headed straight to the dining room, surveying the house with an approving nod.

–Very good, baby,– he said, his tone almost proud. –I see everything’s done well. And the food smells amazing. Be a good girl and bring me a beer so we can eat.


Complying

As I uncorked the beer bottle, I felt a sharp slap across my back. I flinched but tried to ignore it, forcing myself to stay calm as I set the bottle on the table and sat down to eat. Oliver ate quickly, barely looking at me, and when he finished, he stood up abruptly.

–I’ll wait for you in the living room,– he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

I knew what that meant. After clearing the table and washing the dishes, I would have to join him. I dragged out the chores as long as I could, scrubbing every plate and utensil with meticulous care, desperate to delay the inevitable. But eventually, I ran out of excuses and had to go to the living room. Just like the night before, the same routine played out. By the time we made it to the bedroom, I ended up giving him oral sex again, my only solace being that it might prevent him from doing something worse.

At dawn, Oliver woke me with new instructions. –Everything will be almost the same as yesterday,– he said, his voice brisk and businesslike. –Only today, I’ll be working a little more.

True to his word, I repeated the same routine. The only difference was that Oliver arrived a bit later in the afternoon. He carried a few things with him, but I didn’t pay much attention to them. That night, he seemed calmer, and I didn’t have to do much before he decided to go to sleep.

On the third day, it was more of the same. By now, I had gotten the hang of the chores and managed to finish them more quickly, leaving me with a little more free time. I spent most of it resting in front of the TV, trying to distract myself from the reality of my situation. When Oliver arrived earlier than usual, I jumped up in fear, assuming he wanted to eat right away.

–No,– he stopped me, his voice surprisingly calm. –Stay seated. I brought something to eat today.

He disappeared into his room for a while, leaving me alone. When he returned, he seemed different—happier, almost relaxed. He started talking about his day, asking me a few questions about the house, and I answered cautiously. The atmosphere was unexpectedly pleasant, a stark contrast to the tension I had grown used to.

For the first time in days, I found myself talking a little more. Oliver remained kind and attentive, and the afternoon passed without the usual dread. He didn’t touch me much, and we ended up watching TV programs I actually enjoyed. We stayed up late, and I was surprised when he didn’t insist on taking me to the bedroom. When I finally got too tired to keep my eyes open, I told him I was going to bed. He stayed downstairs a little longer, and by the time he came up, I pretended to be asleep. To my relief, he didn’t disturb me and went straight to bed.

I woke up to the sound of Oliver changing his clothes. As I watched him, I couldn’t help but remember why I had initially decided to meet him. There was something about him that had drawn me in, though now it felt like a distant memory overshadowed by fear and regret.

–I hope you had a good night’s rest, honey,– he said, his tone surprisingly gentle. –Have a good morning.

He left the room, and for the first time in days, he didn’t give me specific instructions or choose my clothes. I felt a small flicker of relief. After showering, I noticed my hair was starting to grow out, so I trimmed it a little. I put on a dress that fell just above the knee, one I actually liked, and took a moment to admire how I looked in the mirror. It was a rare moment of feeling somewhat like myself again.

As I went about my usual chores, I noticed the laundry had piled up. It took me most of the afternoon to wash and hang everything, and by the time I finished, I was worried about the time. I hurried to start cooking, but just as I was halfway through, I heard the door open.

–I’m sorry,– I apologized quickly, my voice tinged with anxiety. –I’ve been a little busy, but I won’t be long.

–Don’t worry,– Oliver replied, his tone calm. –I’ll be in the living room. Take your time.–

When the meal was finally ready, we ate in relative silence. Afterward, I began clearing the table, but Oliver stopped me before I could start washing the dishes.

–Leave it for tomorrow,– he said, his voice softer than usual. –You look tired. Go to the bedroom and rest.

–Okay, thank you,– I replied, surprised by his unexpected consideration. –I think I’ll lie down for a few minutes.

I went to the bedroom and lay down on the bed, my body sinking into the mattress. The exhaustion from the day’s work quickly caught up with me, and I began to doze off. But just as I was drifting into sleep, I felt hands on my neck. My eyes snapped open, and I froze.

–Calm down,– Oliver whispered, his voice low and close to my ear. –Just rest.

I was tense at first, unsure of what Oliver’s intentions were, but after a few seconds, I began to relax. His hands moved gently, massaging my back in a way that felt surprisingly comforting. Despite everything, I couldn’t deny that I still felt a strange attraction to him, and I let myself sink into the moment, allowing his touch to ease some of the tension in my body.

It was still early when he suddenly stopped and stood up. –I’ll be back in a minute,– he said, leaving the room.

When he returned, he was carrying a couple of beers. I eyed them suspiciously, my mind racing with doubts. What if they were tampered with? Oliver seemed to notice my hesitation.

–Calm down,– he said, his voice reassuring. –I promise there’s nothing wrong with them. Look, I’ll open them both in front of you, and you can choose whichever one you want. Or, if it makes you feel better, I’ll take a sip from both to show you they’re safe.

Still hesitant, I finally took one of the beers. The truth was, I had been craving a drink over the past few days, but I hadn’t dared to ask for one, fearing his reaction. We started drinking, and to my surprise, the conversation flowed easily. Oliver seemed happier than usual, and even I found myself laughing a little. The alcohol helped loosen the tension, and for a moment, it almost felt normal.

Oliver went to get more beers, and we continued drinking, the atmosphere growing lighter with each passing minute. At one point, he moved closer to me and began massaging my shoulders again. This time, I didn’t mind. In fact, I found it comforting. When I lay down, he started massaging my legs, his hands moving slowly over my smooth skin. At first, it felt strange, but when I looked at him, I didn’t show any disapproval. I realized I liked the sensation of his hands on me, and I let myself relax even more.

As the night went on, I began to wonder if Oliver would try to take things further. But to my surprise, he didn’t. Instead, we lay down together, and for some reason, I found myself moving closer to him, allowing him to wrap his arms around me. I could feel his body against mine, and though I wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or the fact that he had been kinder to me lately, I started to feel a flicker of something more. But before I could act on it, I noticed that Oliver was already dozing off. Not wanting to disturb him, I simply rested there, feeling a strange sense of peace.

It was the first night in a long time that I actually felt like I could rest.


Femininity

The next morning, I woke up early. Oliver was just coming out of the shower when he noticed I was awake.

–Good morning,– he greeted me, his tone warm and almost cheerful. –It looks like you rested well today. I’m very happy to see you like this.

–I did sleep very well,– I replied, surprised by how genuine my words felt. –Thank you.

Once again, he didn’t leave me any specific instructions. I walked him to the door and said goodbye, noticing that he hadn’t kissed or touched me in days. Strangely, if he had tried to kiss me this time, I wasn’t sure I would have minded. The thought lingered in my mind as I closed the door behind him.

Luckily, there wasn’t much to do around the house. I took a shower and then rummaged through the drawers, choosing a white outfit that I liked. The feeling of the cheek strap adjusting to my body was oddly satisfying. I even put on a bra, something I hadn’t done unless Oliver had told me to. This time, I did it on my own, even daring to add a little padding for a more feminine shape. Over it, I wore a black fisherman-style skirt that hugged my legs nicely and a striped blouse.

I finished my chores early, listening to music on the stereo for the first time. The music made the day feel less monotonous, and I found myself enjoying it more than I expected. With the house clean and the laundry done, the only thing left was to prepare lunch. But it was still early, so I sat down to watch some TV. After a couple of programs, I heard a knock on the door.

My heart raced with fear. I didn’t know what to do, so I cautiously peeked out, relieved to see Oliver standing there.

–I’m sorry,– he said, holding up his hands. –I forgot my keys.

–Don’t worry,– I replied, opening the door wider. –I can prepare food if you’re already hungry.

–No need,– he said, holding up a bag of takeout. –I brought food. Today’s a special day.

We sat in the living room for a while, the atmosphere surprisingly relaxed. I offered him a glass of water, and when I brought it, I sat close to him. I felt his hand rest on my leg, and this time, I didn’t pull away. His touch was gentle, and I found myself feeling oddly comfortable. So much so that I eventually leaned against his chest, letting him wrap his arms around me. We stayed like that for a while, the silence between us feeling almost peaceful.

–Would you like a beer?– Oliver asked, his voice casual but inviting.

–Of course,– I answered quickly, standing up. –I’ll get them.

The hot weather made the idea of a cold beer appealing, and I thought the alcohol might help me relax and feel more at ease with Oliver. I brought two bottles, and we started drinking. The conversation flowed easily, and as the alcohol took effect, I found myself becoming more affectionate. I touched his chest occasionally, my fingers brushing against the fabric of his shirt, and I hugged him whenever the moment felt right. At one point, I even leaned in to kiss him. It was a soft, tender kiss, and to my surprise, I liked it—a lot.

–Come with me,– Oliver said, his voice low and inviting. He stood up and held out his hand.

I hesitated for a moment, my mind swirling with doubts, but I followed him to the bedroom. As we climbed the stairs, I felt a mix of nervousness and excitement. My thoughts were a jumble of conflicting emotions, but I couldn’t deny that I was starting to feel more comfortable—maybe even drawn to him. We kept kissing, and my hands began to wander, exploring his body. I was so caught up in the moment that I reached for his zipper, but he gently stopped me.

–Wait a moment,– he said, pulling away slightly.

I felt a pang of anxiety, wondering if I had done something wrong. But Oliver didn’t leave me waiting long. He returned quickly, holding a white dress and a pair of matching slippers. He laid them carefully on the bed and turned to me.

–You told me we shouldn’t be together until you were my wife,– he said, his voice soft but serious. –Well, what do you think if we make it official? The truth is, you’re very beautiful, and these past few days with you have been the best. What do you say?

I froze, my mind racing. I didn’t know how to respond. The weight of his words hung in the air, and I felt a mix of emotions—surprise, confusion, and even a flicker of something that might have been hope. Oliver placed the dress on the bed and began to walk toward the door.

–I’ll wait downstairs,– he said, his tone gentle. –I understand if you don’t want to.

I stood frozen for a moment, staring at the dress Oliver had left on the bed. My mind was a whirlwind of emotions—confusion, curiosity, and a strange sense of anticipation. I picked up the dress, holding it up to get a better look. It was elegant, simple, and undeniably beautiful. Without fully understanding why, I decided to try it on. I stripped off the clothes I was wearing and slipped into the dress. It fit perfectly, hugging my body in all the right places. The white slippers had a slight heel, giving me a more feminine posture and making me feel surprisingly confident.

I took a moment to apply some makeup, my hands trembling slightly as I did so. When I was finished, I looked at myself in the mirror. The transformation was striking, and for the first time in a while, I felt a flicker of something resembling happiness. I took a deep breath and headed downstairs.

Oliver was waiting for me in the living room. As I entered, his eyes widened, and he stared at me in awe. –You really look beautiful,– he said, his voice soft and sincere.

I felt a blush creep across my cheeks. –Do you want to come upstairs for a moment?– I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

–Of course, love,– he replied, his tone warm and inviting.

He stood up and took me in his arms, his hands gentle but firm. He ran his fingers across my cheek, his touch sending a shiver down my spine, and then he kissed me. It was a sweet, tender kiss, but it quickly deepened as our lips moved together. I felt his entire being in that moment—his warmth, his strength, his desire. His hands slid around my waist, pulling me closer, while I wrapped my arms around his neck, losing myself in the kiss.

We stayed like that for what felt like an eternity, our bodies pressed together, our breaths mingling. Eventually, I took one of his hands and guided it lower, letting him explore my body. His touch was electric, and I couldn’t help but sigh as he caressed me, his hands moving with a confidence that made my heart race. When he squeezed my buttock, a wave of excitement washed over me, and I felt myself surrendering to the moment.

We made our way to the bedroom, our passion growing with every step. I lay down on the mattress, and Oliver followed, his body hovering over mine. He kissed my neck, his lips soft but insistent, and I couldn’t suppress a moan. His touch was intoxicating, and I let myself go, giving in to the sensations coursing through me. I reached up and pulled off his shirt, my fingers fumbling slightly as I unbuttoned his pants.

.


First time

–Are you sure about this?– Oliver asked, his voice low and husky as he continued kissing me, his hands roaming up and down my legs.

–I am,– I answered without hesitation, my voice firm despite the nervous flutter in my chest.

I felt him shift, pulling down his boxers as I reached out to touch him through the fabric. My hands trembled slightly as I stroked him, feeling the heat and firmness of his body. Oliver quickly got up and rummaged through a drawer, returning with a condom and a small bottle of lube. He rolled the condom on and applied some lube to himself and to me, his movements careful but deliberate. He placed a pillow under my hips, lifting me slightly to make the angle easier.

–Once you start, don’t stop,– I said, my voice trembling but resolute. –No matter what I say or do, please keep going.

He looked at me for a moment, his expression a mix of doubt and concern, but he nodded. –Okay,– he said softly. –But tell me if it’s too much.

With one hand, he pinned my wrists gently above my head, and with the other, he gripped my hips, positioning himself. Slowly, he began to enter me. My breath hitched, and a sharp, intense pain shot through me. I clenched my teeth, trying to endure it, but the sensation was overwhelming.

–Stop,– I gasped, my voice breaking as I tried to pull away.

–Just hold on a little longer,– Oliver murmured, his voice soothing but firm. –You’ll see, it’ll get better.

–I’m serious,– I said, tears welling in my eyes as one escaped down my cheek. –It hurts too much.

–You asked me not to stop,– he reminded me, his tone gentle but unwavering.

The seconds felt like hours as he continued, slowly pushing deeper until he was fully inside me. The pain was still there, sharp and unrelenting, but gradually, it began to fade. Oliver pulled back slightly and then entered me again, his movements slow and deliberate. As he continued, the pain started to subside, replaced by a strange, unfamiliar sensation. It wasn’t pleasure yet, but it wasn’t pain either—it was something in between.

Then, as he picked up the pace, the sensation shifted. A wave of pleasure began to build, subtle at first but growing stronger with each thrust. I let out a small moan, my body responding in ways I hadn’t expected. My hands, which had been gripping the sheets, reached for Oliver, pulling him closer. I turned my face to his and kissed him passionately, my earlier hesitation melting away as I gave myself over to the moment.

–Do you still want me to stop?– Oliver asked, his voice husky and breathless as he paused for a moment, his eyes searching mine.

–Not for anything in the world,– I replied, biting my lip to suppress a moan. My body was alive with sensations I had never experienced before, and I couldn’t imagine wanting this to end.

I reached up and cupped his face in my hands, pulling him closer. Our eyes locked, and I felt a connection I hadn’t expected—a mix of passion, trust, and something deeper. Never in my life had I felt this good, this consumed by pleasure. I moved with him, matching his rhythm, each thrust sending waves of ecstasy through me. My body trembled as I reached my climax, my moans filling the room. Oliver gripped my hips firmly, his hands guiding me as I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper into me. I was lost in the moment, my mind and body completely surrendered to the intensity of it all.

–I love you,– Oliver whispered, his voice strained with effort as he thrust into me with renewed force.

–And I love you,– I gasped, my voice breaking as he bit my neck gently. –Don’t stop.

He shifted slightly, lifting my legs and placing them on his shoulders. The new angle allowed him to penetrate even deeper, and I felt a sharp twinge of pain mixed with pleasure. My face must have betrayed my discomfort because Oliver noticed immediately. He slowed his movements, his hand moving to my chest. His fingers brushed over my nipple through the fabric of the dress, and I gasped at the unexpected sensitivity. He noticed my reaction and continued, his touch growing bolder. When he pinched my nipple between his fingers, a jolt of pleasure shot through me, and I moaned loudly.

Encouraged, Oliver pinched both nipples at once, his thrusts growing harder and more urgent. I could feel his body tensing, his member throbbing inside me as he reached his own climax. Waves of heat spread through my body, leaving me breathless and trembling. When it was over, he collapsed beside me, his chest rising and falling rapidly. I curled up against him, resting my head on his chest as we shared a slow, tender kiss.

I lay there for several minutes, my mind racing. I couldn’t believe what had just happened. I had just had sex with Oliver, and to my surprise, I had loved every moment of it. The pleasure, the connection, the intimacy—it was unlike anything I had ever known. As I drifted off to sleep, I felt a strange sense of contentment, even as questions about what this meant for us lingered in the back of my mind.

When I woke up, I felt the warmth of Oliver’s body beside me. His arms were wrapped around me, and for the first time in what felt like forever, I felt a sense of comfort and safety. I didn’t want to wake him, so I stayed still, savoring the moment. Eventually, he stirred, his eyes fluttering open as he smiled at me.

–Good morning, sweetheart,– he said, his voice soft and sleepy.

–Good morning,– I replied, leaning in to kiss him gently.

When he got up to take a shower, I waited for a moment before following him. I took off the dress I had worn the night before, hanging it carefully on a hook. I ran my fingers over the fabric, a small smile tugging at my lips, before heading to the bathroom. I stepped inside, surprising Oliver as I joined him under the water.

–We should save water,– I said, trying to sound casual, though my cheeks flushed with embarrassment. Oliver laughed, his eyes lighting up with amusement.

As we showered together, I helped him scrub his back, my hands moving slowly over his skin. I couldn’t resist touching him, my fingers brushing against his body in a way that felt both playful and intimate. When we finished, I stepped out first, tiptoeing away with a grin. Oliver chased after me, both of us laughing as we dried off and got dressed. I slipped into a robe while he finished getting ready to leave.

I walked him to the door, our goodbye lingering as we shared a deep, passionate kiss. Once he was gone, I returned to the bedroom, feeling a strange mix of emotions. As I rummaged through the drawers for something to wear, I found the purple lingerie set I had worn the day I first met Oliver. I held it up, memories flooding back, and decided to try it on again.

As I put it on, I realized how much I had changed. I was growing accustomed to wearing feminine clothes, to the feeling of the fabric against my skin, to the way it made me feel. I had even started to embrace the routine of shaving and taking care of myself in ways I never had before. Without even noticing, I was acting more feminine, moving and carrying myself differently. It was as if a part of me I had always suppressed was finally coming to the surface.


Shopping

The day passed quietly, the rhythm of the house feeling almost peaceful. I went about my chores calmly, taking my time to clean and organize. During a break, I tuned into a morning program I liked, letting the familiar voices fill the background as I worked. While tidying up, I noticed Oliver had forgotten his keys again. My first thought was that he must be a little distracted lately. Surprisingly, the idea of escaping didn’t cross my mind this time. Something had shifted, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

When Oliver returned home, I could tell something was bothering him. His usual cheerful demeanor was replaced by a furrowed brow and a distant look. I didn’t have to wait long to find out why.

–Lily,– he said, his voice serious as he sat down beside me. –I’m afraid.

–What’s wrong?– I asked, my stomach tightening with worry.

–The time you told your family you’d be away is almost up,– he explained, his tone heavy. –Soon, I’ll have to take you back, and it hurts me because… I’ve fallen in love with you.

His words caught me off guard. I sat there for a moment, processing what he had said. The idea of leaving felt strange now, almost unsettling. After a long pause, I finally spoke.

–I can tell them it’ll take me more days than I thought,– I said slowly, the words feeling both uncertain and inevitable.

Oliver’s eyes lit up with hope. –Would you really stay with me longer?– he asked, his voice tinged with disbelief.

–Yes,– I affirmed, nodding. –At least while I figure out a way for us to continue… whatever this is.

Oliver’s face broke into a wide smile, and he pulled me into a tight hug, showering me with kisses. –You’re amazing,– he whispered, his voice filled with gratitude.

–But I’ll need my phone,– I added, pulling back slightly to look at him.

–Of course, love,– he said without hesitation, handing it over to me.

With my phone back in my hands, I began texting my friends and family. I told them I was fine and that I’d be away for a while longer, making up a believable story about helping a friend with a personal matter. To my relief, they all seemed to accept it without question.

–Well, your wife has already said everything’s fine,– I said, teasing him as I set the phone down.

–You’re the best,– Oliver replied, pulling me into another hug. –But we’re not married yet.

–So last night didn’t count?– I asked, pretending to be dramatic. –Or is it that I’m not a good woman?

Oliver laughed, his eyes sparkling with affection. –You’re more than good, Lily. You’re perfect.

–Yesterday was the best thing that’s ever happened to me,– Oliver said, his voice warm and sincere. –And for that reason, I think you deserve a ceremony—something big, my dear. You’re an excellent woman, but there’s still so much more for you to learn and experience.

I laughed softly, shaking my head. –Maybe I’m getting a little ahead of myself, but I really don’t think a big ceremony is necessary. And I’m not saying that out of fear or anything like that. I’m just… really happy right now. I don’t feel like I’m lacking anything.

Oliver smiled, but there was a glint of mischief in his eyes. –I agree, but there are still some things you haven’t mastered yet.

–Oh, really?– I said playfully, leaning closer to him. –I dare you to tell me one, and I’ll do it right now.

My intention was to flirt, to steer the conversation back to the intimacy we had shared the night before. But Oliver’s response caught me completely off guard.

–Well, if you’re so sure,– he said, reaching for a piece of paper and a pen, –I’ll leave you a list of things to buy at the market.

I froze, my playful smile fading. –Wait, what?– I stammered, my confidence wavering. –I’m not too sure about that, you know.

Oliver chuckled, clearly enjoying my reaction. –Don’t worry, love. The market isn’t far, and you can call me if you need anything. Besides, you look very pretty. The people here are quiet—they don’t bother anyone.

I hesitated, my mind racing. Going out into the world as Lily, as a woman, felt like a huge step. But Oliver’s calm reassurance gave me a flicker of courage. –I really don’t know,– I admitted. –It’s a big step, to be honest. But… I think I can try. For you.

After much internal debate, I took the bag and the list Oliver had prepared for me. I decided to wear a salmon-colored dress that fell to mid-thigh, paired with black leggings. I applied light makeup, took a deep breath, and stepped out of the house for the first time as Lily. The sunlight felt warm on my skin, and the gentle breeze helped calm my nerves, though my hands were still trembling.

My first stop was the butcher shop. A middle-aged man greeted me kindly, and I stammered through my order, my voice barely above a whisper. He prepared everything quickly, his demeanor calm and reassuring.

–Calm down, miss,– he said with a gentle smile. –Don’t worry. No one here is going to say anything bad to you.

–Thank you,– I replied, my voice shaky but grateful. –Thank you very much.

As I left the shop, my heart was still racing. The butcher’s kindness had helped, but I was still nervous. At the vegetable stands, I tried to smile, hoping to blend in and avoid drawing attention. Each step felt like a small victory, a tiny leap toward embracing this new part of myself.


Getting ready

My last stop was the grocery store. It wasn’t very big, just four aisles, but it had everything I needed. I filled my basket with the items on Oliver’s list and joined the line to pay. There weren’t many people ahead of me, but I noticed a group of three young women standing a couple of spots in front. One of them, in particular, caught my attention. She was stunning—a diva in every sense of the word. The way she spoke, the way she moved, even her clothes screamed confidence. She was the kind of woman who turned heads, the kind everyone dreamed of, and she clearly knew it.

Personally, I had never been fond of people like her. As I stood there, listening to her chat with her friends, I couldn’t help but feel a little intimidated. Then, she glanced over at me, her eyes narrowing as she made a disapproving gesture before turning back to her conversation. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, but there was nothing I could do. I focused on the cashier, who was now ringing up my items.

–Ignore her,– the cashier said quietly, her voice kind. –She thinks she owns this place and doesn’t like competition.

–Yeah, she’s a bit of a pain,– I replied, forcing a small smile. –But you’re right. I don’t have to let her get to me.

–You’re doing great,– the cashier said as she handed me my receipt. –Have a nice day.–

I left the store, my bag of groceries in hand, and started walking back home. As I crossed the street, I saw the same girl again. She stopped in her tracks, placing one hand on her hip as she lowered her sunglasses with the other. She looked me up and down, her expression one of disdain, before rolling her eyes and walking away. I didn’t let it bother me this time. I kept walking, my head held high.

As I made my way back, I realized something surprising. At first, all I had wanted was to get home as quickly as possible. But after spending some time outside, walking around town and experiencing the world beyond the house, I felt a sense of freedom I hadn’t known I was missing. It hadn’t been as bad as I’d feared—in fact, I found myself wanting to go out more often.

When I got home, I prepared the food Oliver had asked for and then sat down in the living room to check my phone. I sent a few messages, watched a couple of videos, and stumbled upon some stories online about girls like me—girls who had discovered their true selves and embraced their new lives without looking back. Reading their experiences made me feel less alone, more connected to something bigger. I was scrolling through my social media, lost in thought, when Oliver walked in.

–Hi, honey,– he greeted me, his voice warm. –How did it go?

–Very good,– I said, smiling up at him. –I had a lot of fun.

–I’m really glad to hear that,– Oliver said, his smile warm and genuine. –If you enjoyed it so much, we could go out together one of these evenings. Maybe even tonight.

–But… are you sure it’s okay for you?– I asked hesitantly. –To be seen with me, I mean.

–Of course it’s okay,– he replied without hesitation. –I’d love to. They often have parties here, and now that you’re not afraid to go out, we could go together. If you want to, that is.

–I think I’d like that,– I said, feeling a spark of excitement. –If you’re sure.

–Excellent,– Oliver said, his eyes lighting up. –There’s a party tomorrow night at the town esplanade. We could go together.

–Perfect,– I replied, smiling. –Then it’s a done deal.

We spent the rest of the evening talking about his day at work and watching TV together. The atmosphere was relaxed, and I felt a sense of closeness to Oliver that I hadn’t expected. When it was time to go to bed, I held his hand, my excitement growing as we made our way to the bedroom. The memory of the pleasure we had shared the night before was still fresh in my mind, and I was eager to experience it again.

We kissed passionately, my hands trembling slightly as I helped him out of his clothes. I knelt in front of him, my fingers tracing the outline of his body before I took him into my mouth. I started slowly, savoring the moment, my lips and tongue exploring every inch of him. Oliver’s breath hitched, and I could feel his hands gently gripping my shoulders as I deepened the kiss, taking more of him into my mouth.

After a while, Oliver lifted me up and carried me to the bed. I quickly pulled down my tights and pantyhose, my heart racing with anticipation. He kissed my back and neck, his touch sending shivers down my spine. Then I felt his weight on me, his body pressing against mine as he entered me slowly. The sensation was overwhelming, and I moaned softly, my hands gripping the sheets as he filled me completely.

The night was a blur of pleasure and passion. I lost myself in the rhythm of our bodies, my moans growing louder with each thrust. Oliver’s touch was electric, and I couldn’t help but cry out when I felt him reach his climax, his warmth filling me. We collapsed onto the bed, breathless and spent, our bodies tangled together.

We fell asleep soon after, the room quiet except for the sound of our steady breathing. For the first time in a long time, I felt a sense of peace and contentment, my mind free of the doubts and fears that had haunted me before.

I woke up nestled in Oliver’s arms, feeling a sense of warmth and safety that I hadn’t known before. I curled up closer to him, savoring the quiet moments before we had to start the day. But then an idea crossed my mind—one that made me feel a little daring, even a bit like a "slut," as I thought to myself. The idea of waking him up with a blowjob was exciting, and I decided to go for it.

I slid down the bed, my eyes fixed on his erect penis. It looked so appetizing that I couldn’t resist. I started slowly, my lips and tongue exploring every inch of him, savoring the taste and the way he responded to my touch. Oliver stirred, his eyes fluttering open as he looked down at me with surprise. He tried to say something, but I stopped him, my mouth too busy to let him speak. I kept going, my movements growing more confident as I felt him tense, his breath quickening until he finally finished in my mouth.

–What a nice way to wake up,– he said, his voice husky and filled with satisfaction.

I just laughed, a playful smile on my lips as I looked up at him. –Glad you liked it,– I teased.

Oliver leaned down to kiss me before getting out of bed. –Remember, we’re going to the party tonight,– he said as he headed for the door. –So make yourself pretty. I’ll pick you up in the afternoon.

–Of course, honey,– I replied, already thinking about what to wear.

I wanted to make a good impression, not just for myself but for Oliver too. I didn’t want to embarrass him, so I spent a long time going through my clothes, trying to decide what would look best. I also watched a few makeup tutorials online, focusing on evening looks that would suit the kind of event we were attending.

After much deliberation, I settled on a blue dress that fell just above the knee. It had a delicate silver detail under the bust and short sleeves, giving it a touch of elegance. To complete the look, I did some research online and found a way to adjust my bra using tape and makeup to create the illusion of cleavage. It took some effort, but the result was worth it. I wanted to look my best, not just for Oliver but for myself too.


Afterword:

"Feminized by Force" is a provocative exploration of identity and power dynamics. Through Lily’s eyes, we witness the struggle between resistance and acceptance, fear and desire. This first book sets the stage for a deeper journey into love, self-discovery, and the complexities of human relationships. Whether you’re drawn to stories of transformation or the tension of forbidden desires, this tale will leave you questioning where the line between captivity and freedom truly lies.
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