




Feminized by Love.
By: Sofia Bacon

Original Edition (c) 2025 by Sofia Bacon

All rights reserved.
This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Disclaimer:
This story contains adult material and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. It includes strong language, sexual situations, and themes of eroticism, including graphic and detailed descriptions of intimacy and exploration of identity.

If you, the reader, are of legal age (18+) and are comfortable with the themes and content mentioned above, then continue. Enjoy the journey.





In the second installment of this captivating saga, Lily’s journey takes a dramatic turn as he steps into the spotlight at a town party, fully embracing his feminine identity. No longer just a captive, Lily begins to find acceptance within the community and discovers a surprising connection with Oliver. As their relationship deepens, Lily must navigate the complexities of love, trust, and his own evolving desires. But with newfound freedom comes new challenges, and Lily must decide whether to fully commit to this life or risk losing everything he’s come to cherish.

From the glittering social events to the quiet moments of intimacy, "Feminized by Love" delves into the emotional and physical bonds that tie Lily and Oliver together. As Lily grows more confident in his identity, he also faces the daunting task of reconciling his past with his present. This story is a powerful exploration of love, redemption, and the courage it takes to embrace one’s true self. With its blend of romance, drama, and self-discovery, this concluding chapter will leave readers both satisfied and deeply moved.


Content

The party

A real lady

My boyfriend

The decision

New horizons

New work routine

My friends

Disclosures


The party

I spent a long time on my makeup, carefully applying each product to enhance my features. When I finally stepped back to look in the mirror, I couldn’t help but smile. The reflection staring back at me was one I was proud of—feminine, confident, and ready for the party. I practiced my movements, swaying my hips and adjusting my posture to appear as graceful as possible. Excitement bubbled inside me; I couldn’t wait to step out with Oliver and experience the night together.

–Wow,– Oliver exclaimed as he walked into the room, his eyes widening as he took me in. –You look absolutely stunning.

–Thank you, honey,– I replied, my cheeks flushing with pride. –I wanted to look my best for our first party together.

–Well, you’re going to turn heads,– he said, his voice filled with admiration. –You’ll be the most beautiful one there, and the best part is… you’re all mine.

He pulled me into his arms, showering me with kisses and holding me tightly. I laughed, gently pushing him away so I could touch up my makeup and fix my hair. Meanwhile, Oliver changed into a fresh shirt, and once we were both ready, we left the house together. I clung to his arm, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement as we walked. The thought of the night ahead filled me with anticipation, and I couldn’t wait to see what it had in store for us.

My heart raced as we made our way through the quiet streets. It was a strange combination of fear and exhilaration, but with each step, I felt more confident. Holding onto Oliver’s arm made me feel safe, protected, and more at ease. He chatted casually as we walked, telling me about the town and its people.

–Everyone here loves a good party,– he said, his tone light and cheerful. –Any excuse to celebrate, really. It’s been a long time since there’s been any trouble—people here just want to have fun and enjoy life.

I looked around as we walked, taking in the charm of the town. The streets were mostly empty, with only a few others hurrying toward the center, likely heading to the same party. Some of the roads were still cobblestone, and in the soft glow of the evening light, everything looked picturesque. It was a beautiful, peaceful place, and I realized how much I had missed experiencing moments like this.

–You’ll see,– Oliver continued, his voice brimming with excitement. –We’re going to have an amazing time. I’ve already told my friends about you, and they’re really looking forward to meeting you.

–Well, that does make me a little nervous,– I admitted, my grip tightening slightly on Oliver’s arm.

–Don’t worry, love,– he said, his voice calm and reassuring. –They’re going to like you. You have nothing to worry about.

–I hope you’re right,– I replied, trying to steady my nerves as we approached the center of town.

The party was in full swing when we arrived. The large esplanade in front of the town hall was bustling with life. A small kiosk stood in the center, surrounded by rows of tables and chairs—the kind typically used for events. The air was filled with the sound of music blaring from loudspeakers, and the atmosphere was lively and cheerful. Everyone seemed to be in high spirits, laughing, chatting, and enjoying themselves.

–Later in the evening, we can dance,– Oliver said, his eyes sparkling with excitement.

I held onto his arm as we made our way through the crowd. Oliver greeted people warmly, and I followed his lead, offering shy smiles and polite nods. As we passed groups of people, I caught snippets of conversations about me. Some commented on my appearance, praising my grooming and style, while others simply remarked on how pretty I looked. The compliments, though unexpected, made me feel a little more at ease.

Eventually, we reached a table where Oliver stopped to introduce me to a man who appeared to be in his late forties or early fifties. He had a kind face and an air of authority about him.

–Mr. Brown,– Oliver said, his tone respectful, –this is Lily, the one I’ve told you about. Lily, this is my boss.

–Nice to meet you,– Mr. Brown said, his smile warm as he leaned in to give me a kiss on the cheek. –You’re even prettier than Oliver described.

–Thank you very much, Mr. Hernandez,– I said, smiling politely. –It’s a pleasure to meet you.

As the conversation continued, I realized I wasn’t feeling as nervous as I had been at the beginning. The warm reception from Oliver’s boss and the lively atmosphere of the party were starting to put me at ease. I was actually having a good time.

–Look,– Oliver said, pointing to a nearby table. –Those are my friends over there. That’s Andrew, Henry, and Thomas. The girls with them are Miranda and Sarah.

I followed his gaze, and my heart sank when I recognized Miranda. She was the same girl who had given me that disapproving look at the supermarket. Before I could say anything to Oliver, he was already waving at them, calling them over.

–Hey, guys,– Oliver said as they approached. –This is Lily, the one I’ve been telling you about.

Miranda’s eyes narrowed as she looked me up and down. –It can’t be,– she said, her tone dripping with disbelief. –This is really your girlfriend?

–Of course,– Oliver replied without hesitation, his arm tightening around my waist as he pulled me closer. –She’s beautiful, isn’t she?

–Sure,– Miranda said, her voice laced with sarcasm. She grimaced, her lips curling in a way that made her disdain unmistakable, and rolled her eyes dramatically.

–Don’t mind her,– Thomas interjected, trying to diffuse the tension. –It’s just that… well, you two ran into each other at the supermarket the other day. You know how girls can be.

Oliver turned to me, his brow furrowed. –You didn’t tell me about that.

–I didn’t think it was a big deal,– I replied, my voice calm but firm. I didn’t want to make a scene, especially not here.

–Well, that’s all over now, isn’t it, guys?– Andrew chimed in, his tone cheerful as he tried to lighten the mood. –Let’s just enjoy the party.


A real lady

Although Andrew’s attempt to smooth things over worked for the guys, Miranda’s attitude didn’t change. She kept shooting me annoyed glances, her lips pressed into a thin line as she whispered complaints to Sarah. Every time Oliver hugged me or I touched him, her expression darkened, and it didn’t take long for me to realize she was jealous. Instead of letting her behavior ruin the night, I decided to ignore her and focus on enjoying myself with Oliver.

When the music changed to something more upbeat, Oliver grabbed my hand, his eyes sparkling with excitement. –Let’s dance!– he said, pulling me to my feet. I wasn’t the best dancer—I had never excelled at it—but as a woman, it felt easier, more natural. I let Oliver lead, and soon we were moving together like we’d been dancing for years. I loved the feeling of his hand on my waist, our fingers intertwined, his body close to mine. It was as if we were floating, lost in the music and each other. I couldn’t help but smile, completely swept up in the moment.

After dancing to several songs, I started to feel tired. Oliver noticed and gently guided me back to the table. We rejoined his friends, and the conversation flowed easily, though Miranda’s sour expression never wavered. Despite her, it was a wonderful evening. The alcohol had loosened me up, and I found myself kissing Oliver more freely, no longer caring if it bothered anyone—especially Miranda. The night wore on, and as people began to leave, only the younger crowd remained, including Oliver’s friends.

By then, I was a little lost in the haze of alcohol and laughter. We danced again, this time closer, Oliver’s hands roaming my back, his arms wrapped tightly around me. We sang along to the music, our voices blending with the others, and for a moment, everything felt perfect. But after so much fun, exhaustion finally caught up with me. Without realizing it, I ended up half-asleep in my chair, my head resting heavily on the table.

Oliver noticed and gently helped me to my feet. –Let’s get you home,– he said, his voice soft and caring. I mumbled goodbyes to everyone, hugging them with exaggerated enthusiasm, my words slurred but heartfelt. Oliver guided me out of the esplanade, his arm around my shoulders to keep me steady.

When we got home, he took off my shoes and tucked me into bed, covering me with a blanket. It was a sweet gesture, though I was too out of it to fully appreciate it at the time. He kissed me on the forehead, and I instinctively curled up in his arms, feeling safe and warm. Within moments, I was fast asleep, the night’s laughter and music still echoing in my dreams.

When I woke up, my head was pounding, and my throat felt dry, but more than anything, I wanted Oliver. My boyfriend was right there beside me, and I couldn’t resist the urge to wake him up. I started with soft kisses along his neck, trailing down to his chest and then lower, my lips brushing against his pelvis. I could feel him stirring, his body responding to my touch as his member began to harden beneath my hand. I caressed him gently over his boxers, slowly pulling them down as I continued to tease him.

When his eyes finally fluttered open, I leaned in closer, kissing his neck and nibbling at his ear, my tongue tracing slow, deliberate patterns. He groaned softly, his hands reaching for me as our lips met in a deep, passionate kiss. Nothing else mattered in that moment—just the two of us, lost in each other. His hands roamed over my body, one cupping my face while the other slid down to squeeze my buttock firmly. I let out a loud moan, and he smiled against my lips, clearly pleased with my reaction.

By then, I was completely aroused. I shifted slightly, pulling aside my pantyhose and positioning myself over him. Slowly, I began to lower myself onto his hard cock, feeling him stretch and fill me as I sank down. My breath hitched with each inch, my moans mingling with Oliver’s sighs. When I was fully seated, I leaned in to kiss him again, our bodies pressed tightly together. His arms wrapped around me, holding me close as I began to move, rising and falling in a steady rhythm.

The sensation was incredible, and I lost myself in the pleasure of it. Oliver’s hands gripped my hips, guiding me as I rode him, his occasional spankings sending jolts of excitement through me. I loved every second of it—the way he made me feel, the way our bodies moved together. But all too soon, I felt the familiar tension building inside me, my body tightening as I reached my climax. Oliver followed moments later, his release filling me as we clung to each other, our breaths ragged and hearts racing.

We lay there for a while, our bodies still connected, our eyes locked in a shared moment of intimacy. I kissed him again, softly this time, before collapsing into his arms, completely spent. I had loved every second of riding him, but the truth was, I was exhausted. As I rested my head on his chest, I thought about finding ways to build up my stamina so I could keep going longer next time. But those thoughts quickly faded as Oliver pulled me closer, his warmth and steady heartbeat lulling me into a sense of peace.

–You have no idea how lucky I am,– Oliver said, his voice soft but filled with emotion. –I wish every day of our life could be like this—waking up together after a great party, having you by my side. The truth is, I’m afraid of losing you.

I looked at him, my heart swelling with a mix of love and uncertainty. –These last few days have been wonderful, Oliver. You know I decided to stay longer here with you, and I’ll admit, I still had some doubts about what I should do. But I think time has given me the answer. Still, I’m a little scared. I don’t know if what I want is even possible.

Oliver’s expression softened, and he pulled me into a tight hug. –Whatever you decide, no matter how much it might hurt, I’ll respect and support you unconditionally, my love. You mean everything to me.

His words brought me comfort, but they also made me realize how much was at stake. When we finally got up, Oliver offered to go into town to buy some food. I insisted that I could prepare something, but he wouldn’t hear it. –You’ve been through a lot lately,– he said. –Just rest today. Let me take care of you.–

After he got dressed and left, I took my time getting ready for the day. I chose a white dress with a delicate purple flower print, something light and comfortable. My legs were still tired from the previous night, so I slipped on a pair of flats, relieved by how much easier they were to walk in compared to heels.

While waiting for Oliver to return, I picked up my phone and started scrolling through messages. My heart raced as I made a difficult decision. I texted my relatives, letting them know I would be extending my vacation and that I had an important decision to share with them soon. I also reached out to a couple of close friends, wanting to confide in someone about everything that had happened. At first, the messages were casual, just catching up, but as I started to hint at the deeper changes in my life, I heard the door open. Oliver was back, so I quickly set my phone aside, deciding to continue the conversation later.


My boyfriend

–I told my family I’d be staying until the end of my vacation,– I said as we ate lunch together. Oliver looked up from his plate, his eyes lighting up with a mix of surprise and joy.

–That’s wonderful,– he said, his voice warm. –It makes me so happy to know I’ll have you here for a little longer.

I smiled, feeling a sense of contentment as we continued our meal. The afternoon was spent lazily in the living room, watching movies and sharing occasional kisses. It was a quiet, beautiful day, the kind that felt perfect for staying in and enjoying each other’s company.

At one point, I turned to Oliver and asked, –Hey, wouldn’t you like a beer?

–I’d love one,– he replied, –but we’re all out.

–I can go to the store and buy more,– I offered. –If you want, of course.

Oliver’s face broke into a wide smile. –I’m so glad to see you’re comfortable going out now,– he said, walking over to me and handing me some money. –Get a few, sweetheart. And maybe grab some snacks too.

I took my small bag and headed out, feeling a sense of independence and confidence I hadn’t felt before. The town was lively, and everyone I passed greeted me with warm smiles and friendly nods. It was a beautiful place, full of kind people, and I couldn’t help but feel at home.

When I reached the store, I grabbed the beers and took the opportunity to pick up a few other things for the house. As I wandered through the aisles, I ran into Henry and Thomas, Oliver’s friends from the party.

–Hey, guys,– I said, walking over to them with a smile.

–Lily!– Thomas greeted me warmly. –How are you?

–I’m good, thanks,– I replied. –It’s nice to see you both.

–You look great,– Henry added, his tone genuine. –It’s good to see you so happy.

We chatted for a while, laughing about the party and catching up on what had happened since. As we lined up to pay, I decided to ask them something that had been on my mind.

–Do you guys know if there’s any place around here where I could work?– I asked, trying to sound casual.

–Why do you ask?– Thomas asked, his tone curious but friendly. –It’s a small, quiet town, so there aren’t many job opportunities here. Most people are self-employed or run their own businesses.

–I was just curious,– I replied, trying to sound casual. –I’d like to know, in case I end up moving here with Oliver. Actually, the reason I took this vacation is because I just finished my studies.

Thomas looked surprised by my answer, his eyebrows raising slightly. –Oh, I see. Well, to be honest, I don’t think Oliver would like the idea of you working,– Henry chimed in. –He’s pretty traditional in that way. But if you talk to him, I’m sure he could find something for you at his job. His boss might have something.

I thanked them both for their advice and continued my way back home, my mind buzzing with thoughts. As I walked, I checked my phone and saw messages from my friends. They were curious about the revelation I had hinted at earlier. I stopped for a moment, leaning against a wall to catch my breath and gather my thoughts. Taking a deep sigh, I began typing a long message, pouring my heart out to my closest friends. They were the ones who would understand me best and offer the support I needed.

I explained how, during this vacation, I had discovered not only love but also a new way of being. I told them about Oliver, how I had fallen for him, and how I was determined to move in with him, commit to our relationship, and build a life together. I even mentioned the possibility of marriage and living happily ever after. My hands trembled as I typed, but by the time I finished, I felt a strange sense of relief.

I stood in front of the door for a couple more minutes, my heart racing as I reread the message. Finally, I hit send, knowing there was no turning back. When I walked inside, Oliver was waiting for me, a smile spreading across his face as I handed him the beer. In that moment, seeing his happiness, I was sure I had made the right decision.

Over the following days, I found myself answering countless messages from friends who were eager to know more details. They bombarded me with questions, and I took my time responding, explaining everything as clearly as I could. At one point, I even sent them a picture of my new look—fully embracing my feminine side. They were stunned, unable to believe it at first, but as I shared more, they began to understand. It took time and patience, but eventually, they accepted the truth.

Once I had taken that step, the hardest part came: saying goodbye to my old life to start a new one alongside the most special man in the world. Telling my relatives was even more challenging. I didn’t have the courage to reveal everything immediately, so I framed it as a job opportunity that had come up far away. It was a story I could use for those who might struggle to understand my current situation. I explained that I had decided to accept the job, which meant I would be moving and starting a new chapter in my life. Convincing them wasn’t too difficult, as my original plan for the next few years had always involved pursuing opportunities elsewhere.

That afternoon, Oliver and I went for a walk to the town center. I wore a pink flowered skirt that fell just above my knees, paired with a white blouse. Since I had gotten the hang of walking in heels, I opted for white sneakers instead, comfortable yet stylish. I had grown to love going out into town—whether it was for shopping, attending events, or simply strolling hand in hand with Oliver. The town had become a part of me, and I felt more at home with each passing day.

When we returned home that evening, I decided to make dinner special. I went to the kitchen and poured two glasses of wine, a bottle I had bought specifically for the occasion. Oliver raised an eyebrow as I handed him a glass.

–What are we celebrating?– he asked, his voice curious but warm.

–Our commitment,– I replied, smiling softly.

He smiled back, but I noticed a flicker of sadness in his eyes, something he tried to hide but couldn’t quite mask. It made me pause, wondering what was on his mind.


The decision

–Oliver,– I began, pausing for a moment to gather my thoughts. –I’ve been making some calls and taking care of a few school-related things online.

–I understand,– he said, his voice tinged with melancholy. His expression made it clear that he thought this was the beginning of our goodbye.

–My vacation will be over soon,– I continued, –and I’ve been thinking about what comes next. I’ve started planning to look for a job. Actually, the other day, I talked to your friends about it, and they gave me some advice. I already have everything figured out, but… none of it would be possible without your support, my love.

Oliver’s eyes softened, though the sadness in them was still evident. –I promised you I’d support you no matter what,– he said, his voice steady but quiet. –And I meant it.

–I’m so grateful for that,– I replied, taking a deep breath. –And I hope you’ll keep your promise, because… I’ve decided to look for work here. I want to stay here, with you. Henry mentioned that you might be able to help me find something at your job. I’d really appreciate it if you could give me that opportunity. I know it might seem like a lot to ask, considering we’re engaged, but it would mean the world to me.

Oliver’s face lit up, the sadness melting away as he stood up and rushed to my side. –My love,– he said, his voice trembling with emotion. He pulled me into his arms, and we both shed a few tears as we kissed. In that moment, I felt a happiness I had never known before. Our life together was officially beginning.

After a long, tight hug, we finished our dinner, the atmosphere now filled with joy and excitement. When we retreated to our room, Oliver’s hands began to explore my body, his touch igniting a fire within me. He lifted my skirt, his fingers tracing delicate patterns over my skin, making me moan as he teased me. Our passion grew with each passing second, and soon we were rushing to the bed.

Oliver turned me around, pressing his body against mine. I could feel his hard cock between my buttocks as his hands roamed over my legs, my chest, and every inch of my body. His bites and kisses sent shivers down my spine, and my legs trembled with every touch. Then, I felt him take his member in his hand, his voice low and husky as he whispered in my ear.

–You love this, don’t you?– he said, pushing me against him and rubbing his cock against me.

–Of course I do, Daddy,– I replied, my voice breathless. –You drive me crazy.

We stood facing each other, our lips meeting in a deep, passionate kiss as I wrapped my arms around Oliver’s neck. My eyes never left his, filled with desire as I unbuttoned his pants and gently pulled them down, my hands caressing his legs. I used my teeth to tug at the waistband of his boxers, lowering them as I knelt in front of him. My lips wrapped around his hard member, and I began to pleasure him, my eyes locked with his as I worked. When I licked from the base to the tip, I could hear his breath hitch, his pleasure evident in every sound he made. I continued, one hand caressing his balls as I sucked him, savoring every moment.

–You’re so good at this,– Oliver groaned, his hands gripping my head gently. –I’m going to come.

I pulled away just in time, standing up to continue kissing and caressing his body. I helped him out of the rest of his clothes while I let my skirt and blouse fall to the floor. Then, I walked to the bed, climbing onto all fours with my heels still on. I glanced over my shoulder, my gaze inviting him to join me. When I saw him approaching, I turned my head forward, taking a deep breath. Before I could exhale, I felt him enter me, his cock filling me completely. It drove me wild. With every thrust and spank, I moaned, losing myself in the pleasure. I became his, completely and utterly, and I loved every second of it. It was one of the main reasons I had decided to stay—because of him, because of the way he made me feel like a woman, more feminine and alive than I had ever felt before. That night, he solidified my place as his happy, unconditional girlfriend. He was my everything, and I couldn’t have been happier.

Convincing Oliver to give me a job took some effort. After days of asking, he finally agreed, assigning me a role that involved managing databases—work I could do from home. I was thrilled to contribute, and soon, I began to excel at it. Oliver started trusting me with more responsibilities, and my life felt almost perfect.

As the months passed, I left behind every trace of my old life. I invested some of the money I earned in a wardrobe filled with feminine clothes—flowing dresses, skirts, and blouses—and a collection of high heels that I adored. I became good friends with everyone in town, including Oliver’s boss, who was impressed with my work. Henry, Thomas, and Andrew became close friends, and over time, even Miranda and Sarah warmed up to me. It wasn’t easy, but with patience and effort, I built genuine connections with them.

Today, I live happily in this small, magical town with my husband, Oliver. My life is everything I could have dreamed of and more. I have love, friendship, and a sense of belonging that I never thought possible. Every day, I wake up grateful for the life we’ve built together, and I couldn’t be happier.


New horizons

It had been about a year since I arrived in Oliver’s town. At first, it was difficult to adjust, but as time passed, I fell deeply in love with my husband and became an integral part of this beautiful community. I was now Lily 24 hours a day, and the idea of wearing men’s clothing or returning to my old life felt foreign, almost unimaginable. Though it had only been a short time with Oliver, it felt like this was where I belonged. I had adapted so well that the thought of a different life seemed absurd.

However, it was becoming increasingly difficult to hide my situation from my family. I shared photos of my new home, the festivals, and the events I attended, but the fact that I never appeared in any of the pictures raised suspicions. Rumors began to circulate, and some friends urged me to be honest with my parents. But despite Oliver’s unwavering support, I still couldn’t muster the courage to explain my current situation. The thought of their reaction terrified me.

While my life with Oliver was a dream in many ways, there were small details that began to wear on me over time. As I became an expert housewife, I found myself with a lot of free time. At first, it was refreshing, but soon the hours began to drag, especially when Oliver wasn’t home. I spent the first few months learning how to be a good housewife, perfecting my makeup, and embracing my femininity. I binge-watched countless TV shows and movies, read books I downloaded on my phone, and even picked up a few hobbies. But eventually, the monotony set in, and I grew bored.

I looked forward to the town’s festivals and events, which provided a welcome break from the routine. Helping Oliver with his work or accompanying Andrew, Henry, and Thomas on errands also gave me a sense of purpose. But the person who helped me the most with my boredom was Miranda. Despite our rocky start, she and Sarah became close friends. We spent many afternoons together, sharing a glass of wine and chatting about the latest gossip.

–You should talk to Oliver,– Miranda said one day, her tone matter-of-fact. –He should give you a real job, not just the occasional home office tasks he leaves you. You’re too talented to be stuck at home all day.

–Hey,– I replied defensively, –my job is real. I’ve helped Oliver with a lot of important tasks.

–I get that you’ve helped him with his job,– Miranda said, her tone gentle but firm, –but it wouldn’t hurt for you to have something of your own, outside of him.

Sarah stayed quiet for the most part, occasionally glancing away whenever Miranda or I looked to her for support. She didn’t seem eager to jump into the conversation, but she nodded subtly when Miranda brought up the topic of my work. Still, she acknowledged Miranda’s lack of tact with a small, apologetic smile.

–You might be right,– I admitted, my voice tinged with a hint of sadness. –I’ve never really thought about having my own job before.

–Don’t feel bad, honey,– Sarah said, reaching over to gently pat my hand. –Oliver does it because he wants the best for you. In his mind, he’s protecting you.

–Yes,– Miranda added, her tone softening. –But the baby’s getting bored of being the trophy wife, and that’s okay. Some of us just need a more active life, you know?

Miranda’s words hit home. She was right—I had never experienced this kind of boredom before. Back in my old life, there was always something to do, some goal to work toward. But now, with so much free time, I felt restless and unfulfilled.

–You don’t even have to work with Oliver, you know,– Sarah chimed in, trying to lighten the mood. –It might not happen right away, but you could look for something where Andrew or one of the guys works. There are options.

That afternoon, I decided to talk to Oliver about how I was feeling. I hoped he would understand and support me in finding a way to improve my situation. Maybe I was just looking for a distraction from the stress of my family situation, but I was determined to make a change. As soon as Oliver arrived home, I told him we needed to talk. He looked a little worried at first, but he’s always been understanding.

–Life here is wonderful,– I began, my voice steady but soft. –You know I love you, and I’m in love with this place. But…– I paused, taking a deep breath. –I need to do something more. I need to feel useful, to have a purpose. I hope you can understand that.

–I’ve noticed it for a while,– Oliver confessed, his voice gentle but sincere. –I was a little worried, but I’m glad you felt comfortable enough to talk to me. I had hoped that a quiet life would make you happy, but I understand that you need more. We’ll figure this out together. I’ll support you, no matter what.

Tears blurred my vision as I threw myself into his arms. The kiss we shared wasn’t just about passion—it was filled with understanding, love, and unwavering support. That night, we made love, but it was different from all the other times. It was tender, intimate, and filled with a deep connection that made me cling to him, never wanting to let go.

The next day, I began my search for a job. At first, I looked for opportunities outside of Oliver’s company, wanting to establish something entirely my own. But when Mr. Brown, Oliver’s boss, found out I was looking for work, he immediately reached out to my husband. –There’s no need for her to look elsewhere,– he said. –We’d be happy to have her here.

The position he offered was as an analyst. The company specialized in trading a line of clothing manufactured in the town and marketed in the city—a business I was already familiar with from conversations with Oliver. But this time, I wouldn’t be working from home. I’d have a place in the office, a real role with responsibilities and a team.

The morning of my first day, I woke up before Oliver and hurried to prepare breakfast. While he finished his coffee, I got ready, choosing an outfit that felt both professional and comfortable: black ankle-length pants, a gray plaid shirt, and a fitted black turtleneck sweater. I wanted to make a good impression.

I was incredibly nervous. On the way to the factory, Oliver reminded me of all the advice he had given me the night before, but the pressure in my chest made it hard to focus. My mind was racing with thoughts of what the day might bring.

When we arrived, we passed through the manufacturing area, where the clothing was made, before reaching the offices. I wouldn’t be working in the same section as Oliver, who was in sales. Instead, I’d be in charge of controlling and analyzing the operational data for the entire company. It was a big responsibility, but I was ready to take it on.

At first, I thought my new job was just a favor Mr. Brown was doing for Oliver, and that I’d be doing tasks similar to what I had done before. But I quickly realized I was wrong. While I considered myself proficient with computers and spreadsheets, the reality was far more complicated. The job required cross-referencing databases, creating logical formulas across multiple files, and even working with macros. It was a lot to process, and at one point, I had to take a break. I grabbed a cup of coffee, greeting my colleagues as I sipped it, trying to clear my head.

When I returned to my desk, Mr. Brown stopped by for a visit. He asked how I was feeling and what I thought of the files so far. His tone was kind but professional, and he suggested I take it easy, reminding me that the job was complex and would take time to master.

–By the way,– he added, –at the end of the month, we present a report on the season’s incidents. You’ll find examples of previous presentations in the folder. You won’t have to present this month, but it’s a good idea to familiarize yourself with the process and the work involved.

–Of course, Mr. Brown,– I replied cheerfully, though I felt a bit overwhelmed. –I’ll do my best to get up to speed.

By the time I got home, I was exhausted. Oliver noticed immediately and offered to pick up something to eat, knowing how hard my day had been. After dinner, I rested, grateful for the chance to recharge. I had spent the previous days preparing as much as possible, but nothing could have fully prepared me for the intensity of the job.

We went to bed early, and though I was tired, I didn’t want to spend a night without making love to my husband. I lay on his chest, my hands gently exploring his body. At first, he thought I was falling asleep, and for a moment, I just rested there, enjoying the warmth of his body. But then I shifted, sliding down his boxers and letting my lips trail over his sex. It was no longer unfamiliar to me—I knew him intimately, and I knew exactly how to make him shudder. A light caress from tip to base was all it took before I kissed him passionately and began to take him into my mouth.

That night, I lost myself in the passion between us. I moaned and cried out as Oliver made love to me with an intensity that left me breathless. Even as fatigue crept in, my desire to feel him inside me, filling me completely, kept me going. I rode him with abandon, my body moving in sync with his, until we both reached the peak of ecstasy.

I woke up feeling a little sleepy but in an excellent mood, still basking in the afterglow of the previous night. That morning, just like the day before, Oliver helped me get ready so we could leave on time and arrive at work early—something he did every day without fail.

The morning passed a bit faster than the first day. Now that I was more familiar with the company and my responsibilities, I threw myself into the work, focusing intently on the files and databases. By midday, I felt like I was starting to get the hang of it. That’s when Mr. Brown stopped by my desk for a visit.

–How’s your second day going, Lily?– he asked, his tone friendly but professional. –I hope you’re not feeling too overwhelmed with all the data.

–I’m still working through the different databases,– I replied, hesitating for a moment before continuing. –But I wanted to ask you something. Would it be okay if I made some changes to the files? Some of the tables could be more efficient with updated formulas, and I think I can improve the cells to make it easier to register and update the lists.

–Ahhh,– Mr. Brown said, his eyebrows raising in surprise as I showed him some examples on the computer. –Of course, you can make those changes. Honestly, I’ve thought about doing some of that myself, but it always seemed too time-consuming.

–Not at all,– I assured him, feeling a surge of confidence. –It would actually be pretty quick to implement.


New work routine

After Mr. Brown thanked me for my efforts, I continued with my day as usual, prioritizing the changes I had proposed. By the time the workday ended, I had made significant progress, and I felt a sense of accomplishment as I packed up my things.

The walk home felt shorter than the first day, and my mood was noticeably lighter. Oliver and I even stopped for ice cream on the way, treating ourselves to a sweet dessert. When we got home, I quickly prepared dinner while Oliver helped set the table, our teamwork making the task feel effortless.

That night was as tender and intimate as the previous ones, but now that I wasn’t completely exhausted, we could truly enjoy each other’s company. I was incredibly happy in my relationship with Oliver, and we began to discuss making everything official. We were already a couple in every sense, but not legally, and it felt like the right time to formalize our commitment.

The rest of the week passed smoothly. The updates I made to the files impressed Mr. Brown so much that he asked me to apply the same improvements to the databases in the other offices. I took on the task with enthusiasm, grateful that my efforts were recognized and that I could contribute meaningfully to the company. It felt good to be useful and valued.

When the weekend arrived, we hosted our usual gathering with friends. Miranda and Sarah were especially excited to catch up, as our wine evenings had become less frequent since I started working. Early Saturday morning, Oliver and I went shopping and prepared everything for the visit, making sure the liquor and beer were ready for our evening of drinks.

Our guests arrived right on time, and the atmosphere was lively and familiar. At one point, the girls stayed in the living room while the men watched soccer—a tradition that didn’t interest us much. I took the opportunity to talk to Miranda and Sarah about my first week at work. I shared how promising everything seemed and how my skills were being appreciated by Mr. Brown. It felt like I could build a long-term career there, and the thought filled me with pride and excitement.

That gathering left me feeling incredibly happy. The main topic of conversation had been my new job and the routine Oliver and I had settled into. Our friends were thrilled for us and the future we were building together. We drank, laughed, and enjoyed the evening—it was our weekend to unwind from work and have fun. I knew Sunday would be reserved for chores like shopping and laundry, but for now, I was fully immersed in the moment.

By the time I finished my last drink, I was completely out of it. I don’t remember much of what happened after that, but the next morning, I woke up with a pounding headache that made me feel like I was dying. Luckily, Oliver was there to take care of me. He spent the whole day making sure I was comfortable, hoping I’d feel better in time for work on Monday.

I started the week still feeling the effects of the liquor. I wasn’t particularly cheerful and drank a lot of water to recover, but thankfully, the day passed quickly. On the way home, Oliver teased me about my state, joking that I should consider my work responsibilities before drinking so much. He was right—I needed to be more responsible.

As time went on, I settled into my new routine. When I received my first paycheck, I couldn’t contain my excitement. I jumped for joy, thrilled at the independence and accomplishment it represented. I offered a portion of it to Oliver, but he refused at first. Eventually, we agreed to save that amount for future expenses. With the rest, I decided to treat myself and buy a nice bottle of wine to share with my friends at our next gathering.

During one of our conversations, Miranda and Sarah suggested I start saving some money so we could plan a trip to the nearest city square for a shopping spree. –It would be so much fun,– Miranda said, her eyes lighting up at the idea.

–It would be nice,– I admitted, though I hesitated slightly. –I’ve never really been shopping like that before. You know my situation.

–Of course,– Sarah replied kindly, her tone understanding. –We get it. But it’s never too late to start. It’ll be a new experience for you, and we’ll be there to help.

–But wait,– Miranda said, her tone curious. –When you decided to start your life with Oliver, didn’t you go shopping for clothes? I doubt everything you wear was brought from the city.

–Well,– I replied, feeling a little shy, –all the clothes I wear were actually given to me by Oliver. You know, because of his work at the factory.

–Are you serious?– Miranda asked, her eyes widening in disbelief.

Both girls exchanged glances, and Miranda grimaced slightly. –I didn’t expect that,– Sarah said, her tone thoughtful. –It’s a little strange that you didn’t choose your own clothes. Don’t get me wrong, you always look amazing, and Oliver has great taste, but it’s… unusual.

–I’ve never really thought about it that way,– I admitted, feeling a bit self-conscious. –My mind was always focused on other things, I guess. Maybe later I’ll ask him for something that really suits my taste.

–You don’t have to ask him,– Miranda interjected, her tone firm. –Not if you don’t want to. You have your own money now, and you work at the same factory. You can buy whatever you want.

Her words hit me like a lightbulb moment. I had never considered the benefits of working at the factory beyond my paycheck. The idea of choosing my own clothes, something that truly reflected my style, was both exciting and liberating.

–That would be great,– Sarah added, her voice enthusiastic. –Plus, we could take advantage of it too and freshen up our own closets a bit.

We sealed the decision with a toast, and the next day, Miranda and Sarah planned to come to the factory with me so we could shop for clothes together.

The following day, I worked as usual, feeling more comfortable and confident in my role. As the afternoon approached, I reminded Oliver that I’d be spending part of the day with my friends and that I’d see him later. Shortly after, I received a message from Sarah letting me know they were waiting for me. Before leaving, I decided to talk to Mr. Brown.

–Good afternoon, Lily,– he greeted me warmly. –What can I do for you?

–Thank you,– I said, feeling a little nervous. –I wanted to ask about the employee discount for the factory. I’d like to buy some clothes.

–Of course, my girl,– Mr. Brown said, his tone encouraging. –That discount was authorized from your first day, and I’m thrilled you’ve decided to shop with us. In fact, we’ll give you an extra discount on your first purchase.

I tried to decline the generous offer, but he waved me off, already on the phone giving instructions about my shopping. By the time I met up with Miranda and Sarah, I was still a little flustered. We greeted each other warmly, catching up on our days before diving into the shopping spree.

The excitement of the moment got the better of me, and I ended up spending all the money I had saved on a variety of clothes. I even insisted on buying something for my friends as a thank-you for their kindness and support. We left the factory with bags full of clothes, laughing and chatting as we made our way to Sarah’s house for a celebratory drink.

I arrived home later than planned, after Miranda tried to convince me to stay for one more drink. But I knew I had work the next day, so I politely declined. Exhausted but happy, I collapsed onto the couch and fell asleep with a smile on my face. At some point, Oliver carried me to bed, where I slept in my underwear, curled up beside him.

The next morning, I woke up late and had to rush to get ready. With Oliver’s help, I barely made it to work on time. That week was particularly busy—I had to assist Mr. Brown with additional reports and the monthly summaries. I stayed late every day, often arriving home after Oliver had already fallen asleep. I’d quietly slip into bed beside him, too tired to do much else. It was exhausting, but I reminded myself it was only temporary. By the weekend, I’d have time to rest.

That week, we didn’t host any gatherings. Between work and household chores, I was swamped. When the guys invited Oliver over to watch the game and have a beer, I encouraged him to go. –I’ll stay and catch up on everything I couldn’t do during the week,– I told him. –You deserve a break.

Being alone at home gave me the chance to tackle the mountain of chores that had piled up. I washed loads of laundry, cooked a big batch of rice for the week, and did my best to clean the house. I scrubbed the dishes we’d left in the sink, cleaned the bathroom, mopped the floors, and even wiped down the windows. By the time I finished, I was completely drained. I collapsed onto the couch in the living room, chatting with my friends over the phone. They were still excited about our shopping spree, and that’s when it hit me—I hadn’t even worn any of my new clothes yet.

After regaining some energy, I went to the closet to organize my new purchases. I felt a surge of happiness as I hung up each piece, imagining how I’d style them. But then my phone buzzed with messages from people in my former life, and a wave of unease washed over me. I knew that, at some point, I’d have to stop living in anonymity and reveal my current life to them. But for now, I pushed those thoughts aside. Today wasn’t the day for that.

That Sunday night, I went to bed early, exhausted from the day’s work. I didn’t even notice when Oliver came to bed, but we both woke up early the next morning, ready to start the week.

–Is that a new skirt?– Oliver asked, his voice muffled as he brushed his teeth.

–Yes,– I nodded, applying my makeup. –I bought it last week but haven’t had a chance to wear it yet.

–You didn’t tell me about it,– he said, his eyes scanning my outfit. –And those socks are new too, aren’t they?

–This bag is also new,– I added, holding it up for him to see.

That afternoon, Mr. Brown noticed my new look and complimented me on how well I was dressed. He even thanked me for choosing to wear the factory’s clothing. But the truth was, I loved the outfit. It was professional yet undeniably feminine, perfect for the office.

The next few days followed a similar rhythm. I mixed and matched my new clothes, creating a more polished, office-appropriate look. As Mr. Brown had pointed out, I was now an executive, and though there was no strict dress code, the change in my appearance was clearly appreciated.

Over time, I mastered my new routine, finding ways to balance work, household chores, and social life. I was always on the move—rushing to get to work with Oliver, preparing lunch, meeting up with friends, or running to the store to grab beers for our gatherings. Time flew by, but I was happier than ever with my new rhythm of life.


My friends

Of course, Oliver had his own obligations too. One day, he had to leave for a work trip, but before he did, he stayed late at the office to finish up a few things. This gave me the perfect opportunity to prepare a surprise for him. I hurried home, took a quick bath, and slipped into a beautiful set of blue and black lace lingerie. The fabric felt luxurious against my skin, and I couldn’t help but shiver as my fingers traced over the delicate details. The thought of Oliver’s hands on me made my heart race, and I felt a wave of desire wash over me.

I stood in front of the mirror, admiring myself as I carefully applied my makeup. When it came time for lipstick, I leaned against the dresser, striking a sensual pose as I painted my lips. I couldn’t help but smile at the reflection staring back at me. I was completely committed to this moment, and I felt confident and beautiful. I slipped on a small, silky robe, leaving it slightly open so the lingerie underneath was visible. The image was irresistible, and I loved how it made me feel.

As I prepared some drinks, my phone buzzed with a message. Oliver was on his way home. My heart skipped a beat, and I quickly typed out a reply.

–I have a surprise for you,– I wrote, attaching a photo of myself holding a bottle of wine in one hand, the robe slightly open to reveal the lingerie underneath. –I’m waiting for you.–

I stared at my phone, waiting for his response. It didn’t take long. Oliver replied that he was on his way, and I could almost feel the excitement in his words. I smiled, knowing he’d be rushing home to me.

I took a moment to rearrange my hair in front of the mirror, smooth out the sheets, and spritz on some perfume. When the door finally opened, I was ready. I lay on the bed in a mermaid pose, one hand playing with the tie of my robe, the other resting gracefully on the mattress. The look in Oliver’s eyes as he walked in was exactly what I had hoped for—pure desire.

He approached me, ignoring everything else in the room. I knelt on the bed, and we kissed passionately, his hands immediately finding their way to my waist. I placed a hand on his face, smiling as I looked into his eyes. He was so handsome, and the love and passion I felt for him were overwhelming. In that moment, I almost shed a tear, overcome with emotion.

But we managed to restrain ourselves, at least for a little while. I returned to my pose on the bed while Oliver poured us each a drink. We talked and laughed, the tension between us palpable. He joked that he should go on trips more often if it meant I’d spoil him like this. His playful tone made me smile, and we clinked our glasses together, toasting to the moment. When we set the glasses aside, the restraint vanished. We melted into a deep, passionate kiss, his hands roaming over my body as I arched my back, my hands above my head.

Oliver’s lips trailed down my neck, sending shivers through me as he unbuttoned and unzipped his shirt. I helped him out of the rest of his clothes, my fingers trembling with anticipation. Meanwhile, he slid the ribbon of my robe loose, letting it fall halfway down my back until I was left in nothing but the lace lingerie. The air between us was electric, and though we acted as if we hadn’t seen each other in months, we slowed down, savoring every touch, every kiss, wanting to prolong the moment as much as possible.

The feeling of his body on top of mine, his lips against my skin, his whispered words in my ear—it was overwhelming. He told me he loved me, that he wanted to make me his, to be his alone forever. I responded with soft moans, my body trembling with desire. I wanted to please him in every way, to show him how much he meant to me. When I felt his cock, hot and hard, rubbing against me, I moaned loudly, my eyes fluttering shut as a wave of pleasure washed over me, like a micro-orgasm.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. I was consumed by desire, by the need to feel him completely. I tugged off his boxers and took him into my mouth, my lips wrapping around him as I savored the taste and heat of his body. I loved him—his cock, his touch, his everything. He was my world, and the way he responded to me, the way he groaned and called my name, drove me wild.

Oliver’s voice was low and husky as he spoke, his words sending jolts of pleasure through me. He called me his princess, his whore, his woman, his wife. Each word made me feel more connected to him, more desperate to please him. When he decided he’d had enough, he gently lifted my chin, pulling me up to kiss him deeply. His hands roamed over my back, his touch sending shivers through my entire body. I writhed with pleasure, my skin prickling with electricity as he explored every inch of me. When his hands gripped my hips, pulling me closer, I felt a surge of ecstasy that left me breathless.

Those sensations weren’t new to me, but every time I experienced them, they felt just as intense and overwhelming. I wanted to wrap my arms around Oliver and never let go. I wanted to climb on top of him and ride him with abandon. I wanted him to throw me onto the bed and claim me as his. My legs trembled, and for a moment, I thought I might collapse from the sheer intensity of it all.

As he moved closer, his skin sliding against mine, I began to sigh and gasp, my body already anticipating what was coming. I was so accustomed to his touch, to the way he made me feel, that every movement felt like a wave of pleasure crashing over me. When he entered me, I felt him stretch and fill me, his heat flooding my senses. I clung to his back, my nails digging into his skin as I bit down gently on his shoulder to stifle a scream. I might have bitten him too hard—I could see a faint mark when I pulled away—but he didn’t seem to care. His focus was entirely on me.

I looked up at him, my eyes filled with a mix of innocence and desire. My gaze told him everything—how much I loved him, how much I needed him. When he thrust into me again, I couldn’t hold back. –I love you,– I whispered, my voice trembling. –You drive me crazy. I want everything with you.

Oliver’s breathing grew heavier, his movements more urgent. I kissed him deeply, my hands roaming over his chest as I pushed him onto the bed. Then I climbed on top of him, lowering myself onto his body again and again. My hands rested on his chest, and I felt his fingers intertwine with mine, his other hand gripping my hip to guide me.

We moved together like that for what felt like an eternity, each moment more delicious than the last. When we both felt the familiar tension building inside us, I quickened my pace, driven by a desperate need to reach that peak. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the room, a rhythmic echo of our passion. Then, suddenly, there was silence—a brief, breathless pause before the wave of pleasure crashed over us. My back arched, his hands playing with my nipples as I cried out, collapsing onto his chest.

I felt fresh, blissful, and utterly spent. My body felt like jelly, but I didn’t care. Oliver took my hand, and we shared a soft, innocent kiss, our lips lingering as if sealing the moment. We held each other tightly, our arms wrapped around one another with whatever strength we had left, before drifting off into a peaceful sleep.

The next morning, I woke up early to help Oliver prepare for his trip. We moved quickly, making sure he hadn’t forgotten anything, but when it came time to say goodbye, we took a moment for ourselves. We shared a passionate kiss, and I felt his hand squeeze my buttock playfully, making us both laugh. I wanted to go with him, but I had my own responsibilities at work, and I knew he needed to focus on his.

At work, I shared my mixed feelings with my friends over coffee. They were sympathetic but also excited for me. With Oliver away, I’d have the house to myself, which meant we could host our weekly gathering without worrying about time. The idea of extending our evening was appealing, even if I felt a little strange being without Oliver. I was so used to his presence, his affection, and his support. While I had been apart from him before, it was usually only for a day or two. A whole week felt daunting, and I found myself looking forward to the distraction of my friends’ company.

That afternoon, we bought a new bottle of wine to celebrate. My friends had also made progress in their jobs, and I was genuinely happy for them. When they asked about me, I told them about my work as an executive and how much I enjoyed the clothes I had bought. Still, I admitted that I wanted to expand my wardrobe even more.

–Good luck with that,– Sarah said with a laugh. –Your company’s catalog isn’t that big. Honestly, I think you’ve practically bought everything they have.

–They should update their catalog,– Miranda chimed in. –It wouldn’t hurt to add some variety and seasonal trends. The clothes are nice, but they’re a bit basic.

We spent hours drinking and discussing the idea. Miranda had plenty of suggestions, and Sarah backed her up, adding her own opinions. It was a lively conversation, and I found myself enjoying their company more than ever.

As the evening wore on, we slowed down on the drinking. I had work the next day, and we all agreed to meet again on Friday to finish the bottle—and maybe a few more, we joked. Since I was more sober, I offered to walk my friends home. They were both tipsy, leaning on me as we made our way through the quiet streets. Miranda, in particular, was in high spirits, laughing and saying outrageous things.

–You should have more fun, Lily,– she slurred, leaning heavily on my arm. –You’re too serious sometimes.

–I think you’re right,– I replied, surprising her. –But this is a good start, isn’t it?

–It is,– she said, her tone suddenly mischievous. –But you should take advantage of having the house to yourself. Bring a man over now that you can.

Her hand brushed against my chest, and I turned bright red. Miranda burst out laughing at my reaction.

–What a thing to say!– I exclaimed, my voice a mix of shock and amusement.

–It’s a joke, don’t get mad,– Miranda said, still laughing. –But seriously, you should relax. Not everything in life has to be about keeping Oliver happy.

We walked in silence for the rest of the way, both of us lost in thought—or, in Miranda’s case, half-asleep. When we reached her house, she turned to me, yawning.

–Take care, Lily,– she said, her voice soft but sincere. –Don’t be so serious all the time. Listen to me and have some fun. But not with another man, okay?

I was too stunned to respond. She disappeared into her house, still chuckling, while I stood at the door, speechless. As I walked home, I felt a little unsteady on my feet. Maybe I had drunk more than I thought. Passing through the esplanade, I suddenly craved ice cream and decided to treat myself. The cool night air felt refreshing, and as I strolled under the lampposts, I felt a sense of happiness and contentment. It was probably the alcohol, but I didn’t care.

Then I noticed a group of guys watching me. At first, I thought they were mocking me for being transgender, but as I got closer, I realized their eyes were fixed on my legs, their whispers more appreciative than cruel. They weren’t laughing—they were undressing me with their eyes. I quickly looked away, but I could still feel their gaze on me. My cheeks burned as I hurried home, my emotions a tangled mix of discomfort, confusion, and a strange sense of validation. It was the first time I’d walked the streets alone at night, and everything about the experience was new to me.

The rest of the week passed without much excitement. As planned, on Friday, we got together again for drinks, music, and dancing. My two friends were the best, and I loved spending time with them. The only downside was the inevitable hangover the next day.


Disclosures

By the time my husband arrived, I was dressed and ready to receive him with immense joy. I had missed him terribly, and we spent most of the night awake, savoring each other’s company and rekindling the intimacy we had both longed for. The wait had been worth it—every touch, every whispered word, every shared moment felt like a celebration of our love.

The next morning, feeling rested and rejuvenated, I woke my husband with a slow, tender blowjob, something I loved doing to start our days together. Though we didn’t have time to take things further, the warmth of the moment lingered as we got ready for work, our connection stronger than ever.

Weeks passed, and I continued to excel in my role at work. It brought me great satisfaction to see Mr. Brown pleased with my performance. My responsibilities grew, and while it required more effort, I didn’t mind. I thrived on the challenge and the sense of accomplishment it brought. One day, as I presented the monthly report, Mr. Brown asked to speak with me privately. He leaned back in his chair, his expression thoughtful but curious.

– Lily, you’re a young woman—feminine, delicate, and clearly talented, – he began, his tone measured but warm. – You’ve recently purchased some of our clothing, and I’ve noticed how well you understand our brand. Our sales have been steady, and we’ve grown, but since you arrived and started presenting these reports, I’ve realized there’s untapped potential we’re not leveraging. Even with the hard work of people like Oliver, our numbers haven’t taken off as much as we’d hoped. So, I want your honest opinion—what can we do to improve?

I hesitated for a moment, feeling the weight of his expectations. Then, gathering my courage, I spoke softly but with growing confidence.

– Well, sir, – I said, – I think I can develop some proposals to streamline our processes and improve efficiency. But I also believe there’s something else we should consider…

– Tell me, – he urged, leaning forward slightly. – Don’t leave me in suspense.

– In the words of a friend, – I continued, – our clothes are beautiful, but the catalog and variety are… basic. We only have one collection, and we don’t account for seasonal trends. I think expanding our offerings to reflect different seasons and occasions could significantly boost sales, not just here but across all our markets.

Mr. Brown’s eyes lit up with interest, and I could see the wheels turning in his mind. He nodded slowly, a smile tugging at the corners of his lips.

– That’s an excellent point, Lily, – he said. – I’d like you to work on a detailed proposal for this. If we’re going to make changes, I want them to be strategic and impactful. Can you handle that?

– Of course, sir, – I replied, feeling a surge of pride and determination. – I’ll get started right away.

As I left his office, I felt a mix of excitement and nervousness. This was my chance to make a real difference, not just for the company but for myself. The possibilities stretched out before me, and I was ready to seize them.

After a few minutes of discussion, Mr. Brown entrusted me with a variety of tasks: implementing changes, revising documents, and drafting detailed proposals. The responsibility was daunting, but I was determined to rise to the challenge. To gather ideas and insights, I reached out to my friend Miranda, whose sharp eye and candid opinions I trusted. I sent her a quick message:

– Hey, baby, – I wrote, – are you busy with work right now?

Her reply came almost instantly.
– Not really, – she said. – You know I handle administrative work for my dad’s stores. It’s pretty simple and routine, so I’ve got plenty of free time. Why? Do you have something in mind?

I explained the situation to her, recalling how she had critiqued my company’s catalog during one of our late-night conversations. Her insights had been brutally honest but incredibly valuable, and I knew her perspective could help me craft a compelling proposal for Mr. Brown.

With Miranda acting as an unofficial consultant, we worked together to refine my ideas. Her fresh perspective and keen understanding of fashion trends were invaluable. When I presented the new action plan to Mr. Brown, he was impressed. So much so that he promoted me to a key executive position, tasked with overseeing the implementation of these changes. I was overjoyed—this was a significant step forward in my career.

That evening, after toasting with my friends to celebrate the promotion, I returned home to share the good news with my husband. He greeted me with a playful smirk, his eyes sparkling with pride and a hint of mischief.

– Key executive, huh? – he said, pulling me close. – I hope you’ll still have time for me.

– Always, my love, – I replied, kissing him deeply. – Work won’t stop me from being a good wife.

I ran my fingers along his chest, feeling the steady rhythm of his heartbeat beneath my palm. Breaking away for a moment, I slipped into the bedroom to put on a delicate pink baby doll. I tiptoed across the room, spritzing on a hint of perfume, the scent lingering in the air like a promise. When I turned back, I saw him sitting on the edge of the bed, watching me with a mixture of admiration and desire.

With a playful grin, I leapt onto the bed, landing beside him. Our legs tangled as we kissed passionately, his hands roaming over my body with a mix of tenderness and urgency. I traced the curve of his back, my fingers exploring the familiar contours of his muscles, while his touch sent shivers down my spine. He brushed my nipples and caressed my buttocks, his fingers teasing and tantalizing before giving me a gentle squeeze that made me gasp in surprise.

We laughed softly, our eyes locking in a moment of shared intimacy. I loved this man—every inch of him. The warmth pooling between my thighs grew as I felt his arousal pressing against his boxer shorts. I began to undress him, my hands trembling slightly with anticipation, until I was kneeling before him, my lips hovering just above his hardened length.

– You drive me crazy, – I whispered, my voice husky with desire, before taking him into my mouth. The familiar taste of him made my head spin, and I savored every moment, my tongue swirling and teasing as I lost myself in the pleasure of pleasing him. I was addicted to him—to the way he made me feel, to the way we fit together like two pieces of a perfect puzzle.

– I love you, love, – he murmured, his voice trembling with emotion.I continued to pleasure him, my lips wrapped around his hardened length, savoring every moan and gasp that escaped his lips. My knees ached from the position, but I didn’t care—I would have gladly stayed there forever if it meant making him feel this way. But I knew what I wanted next. Reluctantly, I pulled away, my breath ragged, and climbed back onto the bed. While I had been focused on him, I had slipped off my panties and prepared myself, my fingers teasing and stroking to ensure I was ready for him.

We shifted to the edge of the bed, and I straddled him, sinking down slowly until I felt him fill me completely. A low moan escaped my lips as his hands gripped my hips, his thumbs pressing into my skin with just the right amount of pressure. He lifted me slightly, helping me move in rhythm with him, each motion sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I was lost in the moment, consumed by the sensation of being so intimately connected to the man I loved. In that instant, I wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of my life like this—wrapped in his arms, our bodies and souls intertwined.

I rush against him, my hands gripping his shoulders for support as I whispered how much I loved him. His response was a deep, guttural groan, his hands tightening on my hips as he guided me. Then, with a sudden shift, he moved me onto the bed, positioning me on all fours. I felt his hands on my hips, followed by a sharp, playful spank that made me gasp. He entered me again, this time with a force that left me breathless. I cried out, my voice breaking as pleasure overwhelmed me.

He didn’t let up, his thrusts growing more intense with each passing second. One hand tangled in my hair, pulling gently but firmly, while the other steadied my hip. With each powerful thrust, I felt myself unraveling, my body trembling on the edge of ecstasy. And then, with a final, deep push, he came inside me, his release sending me crashing face-first into the bed, gasping for air as waves of pleasure washed over me.

Oliver collapsed beside me, his chest heaving as he pulled me into his arms. We kissed softly, our lips lingering in a tender, unspoken promise. Wrapped in each other’s embrace, we lay there, our hearts beating in sync, until sleep began to claim us. But as I drifted off, a quiet thought lingered in the back of my mind—tomorrow would bring changes. My new job, my growing responsibilities, and the secrets I had buried deep within me were all converging. Soon, it would no longer be possible to hide my past. But for now, in this moment, I allowed myself to simply be—his wife, his lover, and the woman who loved him more than anything.


Afterword:

"Feminized by Love" is a heartfelt conclusion to Lily’s transformative journey. This book celebrates the power of love and self-acceptance, showing how even the most unexpected paths can lead to fulfillment. Through Lili’s story, we are reminded that true freedom comes from embracing who we are, no matter the challenges we face. This tale of love, identity, and redemption will stay with readers long after the final page.
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