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Prologue

 My husband is a girl. I wrote husband but what I really meant was housewife in the old-fashioned sense of the word. I also mean girl as a gender, not biologically. I have uses for the still fully-functioning vestige of her former gender. 

 It wasn’t my plan initially to write a book about my personal lifestyle and it certainly wasn’t my husband’s. I usually write novels based on my love of the femdom and feminisation lifestyle under my pen name and my femdom scene name of Lady Alexa. However, as I’ve got to know one or two others who live the femdom lifestyle, they told me that my own story was just as interesting as the novels I write with the additional element of it being completely true. 

 So my story. I didn’t start out with the idea of feminising my husband, not at first anyway. I have always been a dominant lady and I always led in my relationships before I met my husband later in life. I didn’t lead them in the classical femdom way, I was just in charge of things, decisions and so on. I was never in the femdom scene or any other fetish scene nor did I know much if anything about forced feminisation and petticoating. I just liked being in charge which is not uncommon in marries couples. One is usually the leader and it’s often the woman. Once I’d made the decision to take control of our previously democratic marriage and to force feminise my husband, I looked for guidance online and found mainly porn; wild unbelievable tales of forced feminisation and stories of cruelty including forcing males to take female hormones, chemicals or even to undergo surgery. This type of thing is probably fantasy, I hope so. It’s definitely not appropriate in a loving relationship such as ours. 

 I therefore adopted what I believe to be a natural approach to femdom and feminisation within a permanent relationship. I have tried to bring my husband along with me towards his fate as a submissive girl within my female-led authority. As I had no guide in those early days, I made it up as I went along and I made some mistakes. On reflection, I could have probably achieved my objectives much sooner if I’d been firmer and surer about my goals. My desire to remain in a happy loving relationship with the man I was feminising and taking control of did colour my approach. I was occasionally too soft, I often listened to what he wanted. This soft approach wasn’t always necessary as our marriage is still strong despite becoming tougher and more demanding as time has gone on. 

 I now realise I should have been firmer with him early on as when I do apply strong leadership and discipline, things go far smoother for both of us. It’s a balance though as this was a significant lifestyle change for the two of us. We’ve come out of it at the other end having enjoyed the journey and still enjoying it, even when I look back at those difficult situations where my husband didn’t always want to comply with my demands on him. He got there and he has largely accepted it in the end. 

 When we first met, he was a successful businessman working for a major company. He, I’ll use her former male pronoun for clarity for now, wasn’t what you would call a typical macho alpha male but neither was he a soft touch. He was confident, independent, articulate and assertive. He was always sensitive though and often seemed to prefer the company of women although he wasn’t averse to an alcoholic night out with the boys or an afternoon at the football. He was, and is,100% heterosexual and now he’s a girl he still only finds women attractive. He told me he had always liked strong women although he had never allowed them to dominate him, until now. Ours was the first relationship where I had been equal partners with my man and I mostly liked that at first although it began to lead to some friction, a friction which we no longer have. 

 So you might ask, why would I want to feminise a man like this and jeopardise a good strong marriage? Surely he would be many women’s ideal male partner and his soft confident masculinity was indeed what attracted him to me in the first place. But, was it entirely this or was there something else? Was there something deeper in me and something deeper inside him that we both saw

 without realising it? Looking back I now believe so. What was it that made me change this tall slim assertive businessman into an obedient housewife and submissive girl? Why have I renamed him ‘Alice’, call him a girl and now refer to him as she or her? Why do I insist he always wears a skirt or a dress at home and knickers and a bra at all times? And why did I do this when I was faced with a sometimes strong reluctance from him to be feminised? It has taken considerable effort on my part to turn him into a girl. 

 If I wanted to analyse why I did it and I was writing a university thesis, I would probably write about breaking down the artificial social rules constructed over time and about him being released from the expectations and pressures of men within our society. There is some truth to this but whatever the underlying reason, I came to believe he needed to be feminised and that this would be good for me and for him. Indeed, he is now far better off and happier as an obedient girl with all the expectations of manhood now stripped away forever. He would also be the first to admit, he now has the benefit of wearing much nicer clothing and beauty products. 

 The benefits to me and to any woman taking control in this way are obvious and immense. What woman wouldn’t like an obedient partner to put their needs first and to look pretty and sexy? I now have someone to not only maintain the home as a submissive housewife should, but also someone who does all that I want. 

 Let’s also be very honest and admit we all like to look at the bodies of those we find attractive. I do find my housewife’s body very attractive now that her masculinity has been smoothed away and she has a more female body type. I insist that Alice wear very short skirts and fine stockings. I want to look at her legs, it’s a pleasure for me and I don’t want to be denied this pleasure. At times I want her exposed and to admire that too as well as to bathe in the pleasures of the ultimate control that this demonstrates. Her underwear is feminine, small and revealing or, at times, non -existent. She wears a bra. But, to be clear, I don’t want to turn my husband into a female biologically, I wanted to change him into a submissive female gender-wise which is what I did. 

 This then is the real-life story of how I gradually uncovered the incredible pleasures and benefits of a loving female led relationship with a feminised husband. Our journey isn’t yet complete and I still have some changes to make in our relationship in terms of control and to Alice in order to deepen her feminisation and submission. I have to be honest and say that it’s impossible to have Alice dressed as a girl in many situations; at work and with family and friends for example. Times will change but we’re not there yet. 

 This amazing true story is therefore about how I took a loving masculine husband and changed our lives forever by turning him into my very own loving submissive girl. 

Chapter 1

Once upon a time there was a husband and wife I’ve always been extremely liberal-minded when it comes to sex and sexuality. 

My husband Adam, on the other hand, was more conservative, very British you might say. We met later in life, in our middle age, so we both had had a good number of relationships before finding each other. It was an instant match and we married despite neither of us having planned to do so again. 

Our marriage was an instant success and the best relationship I’ve ever known. 

However, although I loved things the way they were, I began to realise that I as I matured I needed something more from life. It wasn’t anything to do with my husband, he couldn’t have been any better. But I wasn’t getting any younger and I like to seize the moment when I can. A dream, a fantasy and a lifestyle idea that I’d had since childhood began to crystallise and firm up in my mind, one in which I was the dominant and a man or men were submissive to me. I had thought it to be no more than a fantasy at one time, a dream that could never be real. But as I matured in life, I realised that in some small way, I could just possibly make something happen and, if I had the right, sensitive man with me, then I may just be able to propose the changes I had in mind. I now had that man but I knew I’d have to be very careful as any sudden moves may just annoy him at best and scare him off at worst. It’s funny that only once everything was good in my personal relationship did I really begin to think seriously about making my fantasies a reality. 

So what was that fantasy I’d had since I was a very young girl specifically. 

Domination obviously, but specifically my domination of a man who would serve me but love and adore me at the same time, worship me even. I really wanted this man serving me as my slave or very submissive servant. More than that, as a measure of my domination and their submission, I fantasised about him being naked. I also had another fantasy that the man was somehow forced into

very revealing and feminine clothing. I’d never done anything before about my thoughts in this area and I don’t know why I hadn’t. I now know that there are many men out there who would love to be in the position of being a submissive servant to an assertive woman such as me. Even so I had always dismissed my secret desires as little more than an illusion I could never have. Having found the (near) perfect partner, a man who is sensitive, open and supportive, I thought that just maybe I could introduce my ideas as a bedroom game. I could then realise some of my dreams within a game environment and that was how it all started. 

It wasn’t easy to bring up the idea despite our great relationship. How do you say, “I want to play a game where you’re the submissive naked or feminised slave and I’m in charge and you do exactly what I want?” The secret to success would be, I thought, to not expect too much; to stick with it as a bedroom game with a bit of female domination and a bit of feminisation. Why did I want my initially very male husband to be submissive and feminised? I really don’t know but I’m guessing it was as a control mechanism and I do like to be in control. 

Once the idea was seeded into my mind I found myself increasingly thinking about my husband Adam wearing female clothing or serving me naked. My original idea had only to be a dominant lady served by a male servant but the idea of feminising him started to creep into the whole fantasy. I could feel that feminising him or petticoating him, is a powerful way to subjugate a man and change his macho tendencies around to become far more gentle and sensitive. 

Feminine and female to be precise. 

As I’ve said, my husband was already gentle and sensitive but as a male. He was also prone to drinking beer, watching football and throwing himself down on seats without care and so on. So not physically gentle all the time. I wanted my husband to be gentle and thoughtful in a feminine way, his movements to be more subtle. The other point is that male body hair and clothing can be quite rough and unpleasant and I yearned for him to have softer skin and finer clothing. Yes the more I thought about this, the more I wanted it and the hotter I felt. It’s true to say that beyond the obvious benefits of having a submissive servant to look after you as a kind of housewife and to put my sexual needs first, there would be the whole ambience change in a household where I ruled supreme. The end of any potential for strife. I knew I really had to do something about this or I’d explode with desire. 

It all started on a holiday. Holidays are a time for relaxation and to be more open. Adam knows that I always like to push boundaries and he often tells me

that was one of the attractions he had for me as he was so conservative. So the holiday. It was 2010 and I told Adam it would be great to play some sex games. 

Tell me more he said. I suggested domme and submissive but I didn’t specify who would be which one. I didn’t fancy the submissive side but it might have been fun to try in the context of a sex game. Adam, not surprisingly at that time, chose to be the domme. I was to be naked in the hotel room and he was to be fully clothed and I would serve him as he ordered. It was a failure. He may be independent but he’s no leader and didn’t know or even care about telling me what to do. I suggested we switch roles. This time it was a success as I was more than happy telling him what to do without the constraints of attempting not to anger him by my directness. He was permanently hard during the whole game and we had found a new dynamic. We didn’t do any feminisation at that time, he was the naked submissive in the room. 

We got home and life went back to normal. He never mentioned the domme/submissive game we’d played on holiday. I tried to speak about it but he just smiled and said it was fun and then changed the subject. I thought about it a lot though and I spent several weeks thinking about how to broach the idea with him again. It built up in my mind and I became anxious and snappy and he didn’t know why. It seemed that it was not important for him and he’d reverted to normality away from the holiday escapism. I wanted to be the domme again in real life not in my dreams, it had stirred something in me. The main problem was clearly that he was a male man not a feminine or submissive one so I was nervous about raising the idea again. He is tall, broad-shouldered and masculine so how do you come out with, “hello darling, I’d like you to become a submissive girl for me. I do hope you don’t mind.” 

Since moving into the femdom lifestyle I have met and communicated with many men who want to be feminised via my ladiesontop wordpress blog or, more recently, at fetish events. My husband didn’t want to be feminised and didn’t want to be a girl. He was more or less a typical modern metro-sexual male. 

I was unable to find any way to discuss what I wanted with him. I hinted at times but as with any typical male, hints went over his unaware head, out the door and floated away on the breeze. In the end I just came out with it during sex. I remember it well, Saturday 12th February 2011, the day our whole world changed and turned around. I honestly didn’t think about turning him into a girl at that time, it was more about getting him to wear some female clothing as a sex game and allowing me to lead in the bedroom in an extended recreation of our

holiday game. Even this was a concern as he didn’t like to be pinned down or underneath so I knew I had a challenge on my hands. 

It was in the afternoon and I was feeling frisky as I had been thinking about my fantasies again. I led him into bed. It was a bit of a struggle at first as he was busy doing some work on the house and he kept telling me to wait until he’d finished. I couldn’t wait so I took the tools from his hands and led him to the bedroom and into bed. I didn’t have a plan at that time to put him in knickers, more that I was feeling hot over my daydreams. As we played in bed, I developed the idea in my head that I could manipulate him into putting on a pair of my knickers as he was drifting into that zone of no return. Maybe it wasn’t so sudden as I had been thinking about how to do this for several weeks. However, I thought I could see an opportunity. I knew that my conservative man would never agree to anything so strange for him as wearing women’s knickers unless I could get him in a weak moment and I suddenly became aware that he was slipping into that zone where his juices were about to flow. A man’s weakest moment. I did know that to suggest an item of clothing more feminine than knickers, such as a skirt, would frighten him off entirely. Knickers would be an excellent choice. 

We were naked and I concentrated my attention on his cock and balls. Men like us to focus on that area, even my husband. I could feel his cock hardening reaching that point as I gave him a lot of attention and stroked the end with my thumb and forefinger, licking my finger tips and then re-applying gentle regular strokes. I stopped as I felt the first spasm and looked at him. 

His eyebrows knitted, he didn’t know why I’d stopped. He looked at me with confusion in his eyes and asked what was wrong. I looked away as I found it difficult to say what I wanted as I didn’t know how he’d react but I didn’t re-start the sex as I wanted to blurt out that I wanted him in female underwear. Instead I stuttered and mumbled, saying “Oh I don’t know, I wanted something but I’m not sure.” 

He began to show frustration at my hesitation and swept away the crumpled sheets with a frustrated hand and they fluttered and then settled on the mattress in the fraught moment of silence. He insisted I tell him what I had on my mind. 

I screwed up my eyes. I had to go for it. “Please don’t be annoyed but it would be nice if you wore something naughty while we made love. It would be exciting

for me.” 

“What?” he said brusquely, “wear what? What are you on about?” He now sounded nervous as he propped himself up on one elbow facing me. He didn’t tell me to stop being silly or complain, in fact his face settled into something resembling inquisitiveness. 

“I don’t know, something fun,” I was struggling to come out with it. My mouth was dry. 

“Come on out with it,” he said. “I think you know what you want.” 

I felt as if he was interested and trying to draw it out of me. I became emboldened by his interest. 

“Knickers?” I whispered nervously and I remember looking away, my eyes still scrunched up in expectation of a negative reply, waiting for him to tell me not to be stupid or something similar. Instead he thought for a few seconds. 

“Knickers? What do you mean knickers?” His voice went up a pitch. His first reaction was surprise but he thought a little more as he sat up fully, a raging erection possibly colouring his thinking at that moment. Which was of course, the whole idea. I told him I’d like him to put some on

“OK, if you want,” he agreed and fell back on the bed as if to say just get on with it. It was difficult to tell if he was interested or merely humouring me. His reaction suggested humouring me but I didn’t care, I’d got his acceptance. 

I rushed out, slipping slightly in my haste on the polished laminate flooring and came back with a pair of small black g-string knickers of mine that I had retrieved from my drawer. I returned and gave them to him and his eyes widened in horror as I held them up and giggled nervously. They were far too small for him as I’m much smaller in the body but he took them with a sigh and put them on. They didn’t fit and the front part just slid to the side of his erect unrestrained cock. I could see the fine black lacy feminine material wrapped across the side of his balls and I was happy. The love-making came to its desired conclusion with a great deal lot more excitement for not just me, but for him too. 

Knowing that he’d also enjoyed making love with the knickers on, I made sure I got him to admit that it as exciting to wear them. This was a strategy I would

return to many times although it was a natural request that first time. I found it important for him to recognise and admit that wearing female clothing was a good thing for him and that he enjoyed it. At this time I was just starting to learn learn about what I came to know as femdom, feminisation and petticoating. I had no teacher or mentor to help me find a path to femdom and the eventual forced-feminisation of my husband. 

The moment we finished making love, he turned onto his back and ripped the knickers off. I logged his reaction in my head as I knew I would have to find a way to get him to keep them on longer in the future. I liked him in knickers, I wasn’t entirely sure why but I did and I now wanted more. This was the first time he had ever worn an item of female clothing in his life and I didn’t yet know that I would want to take it as far as I eventually did. At this moment I just wanted him to wear feminine clothing from time to time for play. 

I left any talk of knickers until the next evening as I didn’t want to embarrass him, something that I did want to do later. I had noticed that when he was wearing my knickers there had been a small change in his attitude. He allowed me to take charge of our love making as if the knickers had sucked some masculinity out of him like a syringe taking blood. The next day we’d both been in central London working and returned separately. After dinner and a wind-down in front of a bland TV programme, we went to the bedroom to prepare for bed. As we were getting undressed I told Adam that I’d really enjoyed him in the knickers and I asked him to try some other pairs on. He didn’t want to but he also wasn’t angry or annoyed at my suggestion. It was sometimes difficult to read Adam. He never realised for one second that me getting him to wear my knickers was the culmination of many weeks of thoughts and ideas. I managed to look innocent and plead softly and I passed him a pair I’d selected which were a light pink and had black tassels hanging down around the elastic waist band. He looked a little fed up to see them and his eyes went momentarily to the ceiling. 

By now we had stripped off ready for bed and he hadn’t yet put on his pyjama trousers. With an audible sigh of reluctance he put the pink knickers for me and looked up through his eyelashes with a look that said it was just for me and my weird ways. I saw a flash of femininity in that look and I missed a breath. I was getting feelings I didn’t expect from these small insights into a potential feminine side in him. I asked him to look at himself in the full length mirror hanging on

the wall at the foot of our bed and I stood behind him looking over his shoulder with a grin. I told him how lovely they looked on him. He pulled them off, almost tripping in the attempt which made me laugh out loud but this time made him embarrassed. I liked his embarrassment. 

“They are too feminine with the frill,” he complained with a mock seriousness but I saw a glint of interest down below. He’d started to get an erection. That was interesting and showed me that what he said and the expression on his face didn’t tell the whole story of how he felt. It was like seeing a shaft of light from an unlocked door to my fantasies. I knew at that moment I had a chance to kick that door open a whole lot further. I just needed to be careful. 

Chapter 2

Skirting around my plans

I was now thinking. A lot. My mind was full of new ideas and of ways of expanding the game we’d just started. At this stage I knew that if I didn’t keep pushing, things would not progress. My husband had worn an item of women’s clothing and he had associated it with great sex and this was significant. I came to learn that sex was one way of controlling him and introducing more femdom. 

I wanted to move things up a notch, to get Adam in something more feminine more often. It seemed important to me although I wasn’t sure why at that time. I knew that Adam wasn’t thinking about any of this at all, he was oblivious to what was going on once we’d finished playing with the knickers. Coupled with this, and probably more important really, was the need to get him serving me. 

The holiday game had shown me that I was born to be served and to give orders. 

Adam has always been very good at doing his fair share in the home. As a modern man, he believed in equality between the sexes and always did a lot around the home, whether that was cooking or cleaning. He did tend to do most of the home maintenance activity, decorating and repair work and so on, but I helped in this too. My germ of an idea was that he didn’t stop this but included even more of the home cleaning and cooking work. I know that seems unfair on him if you look at it coldly as he really was a model husband (and now a model housewife), but the point is I didn’t want equality any more. I wanted some kind of female led relationship (FLR), my leadership. In these early days I allowed my submerged and repressed feelings about female superiority to come out. 

Femdom and FLR weren’t terms I knew about at the time but their principles were there in my mind naturally, I’d just never expressed them to myself before. 

I had conformed and believed in working for female equality though my support of feminism. Now I knew I wanted something more that equality between the sexes. I don’t know if I could have said previously that I had thought that females were superior to males as I never considered it. Now I was questioning myself and my answers were yes, we were superior. 

I did a great deal of thinking. There was something inside me that told me that

some feminisation of Adam would improve him. This was one of my early drivers, his improvement and as he was about as good as he could be as a man, then the next step was to introduce and element of feminisation. It was about his personal development now I had accepted that deep-lying belief that women were better somehow. I hoped he would see it as that as I wasn’t yet ready to discuss it with him. At this time I didn’t even think about how far it might go, I just wanted to push him along a line towards a higher level of femininity which we would then both benefit from. How this linked to my being firmly in control I wasn’t too sure but it seemed a natural outcome. 

So I continued to insist he wear knickers a couple more times in our love-making to get him used to this but I always I knew I had to move this on eventually. So I decided to pretend I couldn’t find the black g-string knickers so that I could introduce a far more feminine pair of knickers. He had become used to the black pair and he hadn’t yet associated what was happening as some kind of feminisation. 

I selected a pair of knickers with a lace frill. They were purple and the knicker part covered his bum and cock. It may seem odd that I wanted more of him covered but the idea was that he be encased in feminine material. I didn’t yet think too much about a plan to get him into a skirt, I just wanted him in something utterly feminine and what could be better that a little frilly bit of white lace. 

When I introduced them I told him I couldn’t find the black ones. He protested that they were far too feminine but I pointed out that they were knickers, he’d worn knickers before and that he should put them on. I was more confident about being firmer this time, deliberately dismissing his argument as irrelevant which would be an important approach later when I took full control of the relationship. He put them on which was encouraging. not only to have him in more feminine underwear, but also that he obeyed my firm order without fuss. I would have to be careful exposing my bossy nature too much but it was now apparent that I did have some leeway to be more demanding at least in the bedroom. As before, he pulled the knickers off as soon as our love making had finished. This wasn’t what I wanted now but I bided my time until I could think of a way to make him keep them on. 

It was at this time that I began to think that I could get him into a skirt having seen him in feminine knickers. I adored the sexy look and it made me very

excited. I could see that he was excited too and I knew from discussing it with him that it was what he called the wrongness of it that was exciting and not that he wanted to wear female clothing. Not yet. 

The most apparent thing of all though was the change in his manner. Whilst still small it was obvious. His movements when wearing female underwear were more gentle and much slower and delicate and he allowed me to take charge in bed. I hadn’t expected this to the extent that it manifested itself. It was clear that clothing affects our attitude and ways and it was an observation that first linked my increasing need to exert control over him and using pretty feminine clothing to achieve that. This then made me think that a skirt is an item of clothing which exposes legs and exposes the genitals making them easier to access as compared to trousers. I imagine his reaction if I’d said at that time that I wanted to put him in a skirt. 

The idea of putting Adam in a skirt began to consume my thoughts. Sexually it was exciting, I just knew I would find him deeply attractive in finer soft clothing. It was becoming clearer that a sexy short chiffon or cotton skirt flowing around the tops of his legs was a much more attractive proposition to a rough pair of jeans hiding his body away. Secondly the idea of using a skirt as a method of controlling him was building, the whole concept of exposure and lack of bodily protection, especially in a short skirt, could mean that he was less likely to argue back. What man would get into a debate while wearing a mini-skirt I reasoned? Finally, I began to see immense benefits of this as a way of improving him. He would be even more gentle and graceful. The vestiges of masculine roughness would be smoothed away like the effect of a fine grained sandpaper on rough plaster. 

I churned this around in my mind over the next day or two, round and round. I wasn’t about to discuss it with Adam of course. I had to fight my thoughts about Adam in a skirt, it was invading my mind all through the day. He was my husband, was I being unduly cruel? Why would I want my man in a skirt? Would I make him less of a person? Being honest it was a concern as to put him in a skirt would be stripping away some of the veneer of his very masculinity and I was worried it would change him away from the kind caring man I’d fallen in love with. In addition, asking or telling him to put a skirt on was going to be met with a resounding refusal and most likely some anger at my preposterous suggestion. 

And yet, I wanted it so much. I wanted to make him more gentle, I wanted his movements to be more graceful and I wanted his clothing to be soft and sexy. 

Like a girl’s clothing. I wanted him to think about how to sit down properly with his legs together to avoid showing his knickers, to avoid that awful wide-legged sitting posture that all men adopt. So vulgar and aggressive. I was so sure that Adam in a skirt would be more willing to serve me as he would be unlikely to argue or become macho. It was obvious, who could be macho when in a little skirt showing lots of leg while trying to cover his knickers? There was no choice, I could see that this was a natural progression of my desires and I believed that once I’d broken down his defences, he would see it too. I told myself he would grow to love wearing feminine clothing and adopting more feminine ways. He would be improved so this was for him too. I became enthusiastic. 

What I did want was someone to discuss this with. Discussing this with Adam was out of the question. I have no sister and how could I ever bring up the topic with my female friends and work colleagues? Imagine it. “What do you think about me telling Adam to wear skirts?” They would think I was out of my mind. 

At this time I didn’t realise that many women had taken charge in their relationships and done exactly what I was planning to do to my own husband. At that time I felt I was pioneering a new way a new future. I wasn’t alone but I felt I was and I had no guidebook or advice at that stage. My only option was to carry on as I was and do it the best way I could. 

Over the next few days I introduced increasingly feminine knickers into the love making and Adam accepted each incremental change without comment or refusal. I don’t believe he even noticed that they were more feminine each time. I even got him to wear pink knickers without complaint. I knew I was winning although I had to be careful as one false step or moving too fast could make him refuse. He may be sensitive but he is not a soft touch either. 

It had become our game, in fact we had begun to call it ‘The Game’. Only it wasn’t a game to me it was real life but it suited me for him to think we were just playing. I wanted so much more. I had a pair of very attractive knickers, in fact I have kept them as a memento of something that changed the playing field in our game. They were the catalyst that paved the way to Adam wearing skirts and on the road to him becoming the girl I wanted him to be. They are a pair of knickers with a frill. But it was more than just a frill, it was a tiny skirt that extended from the elastic part of the knickers to just cover the crotch area with a wavy patterned

hem. They looked like just a small lacy skirt, in light purple. 

On this occasion he did stall when I produced them for him to wear but I brushed his meek protest aside and helped him put them on. I told him how lovely they looked on him and he actually blushed. On a roll, I told him they suited him and again he looked bashful. I decided to push things a bit further as I was now certain that I couldn’t rest until I had him wearing skirts. I adored how he looked, his more feminine facial mannerisms now coming out. I was thrilled and becoming hotter. Sparks exploded inside like little firecrackers in my body seeing him what looked like a mini skirt. I knew that femdom was going to be my lifestyle choice from now. I was fixed on the idea now and I wanted to push a little harder and get him to enjoy the look of a skirt albeit a pair of knickers with the effect of a little skirt

“Oh it looks like you’re wearing a little skirt in those knickers,” I said jokingly and acting as if I didn’t realise how they would look. Had I gone too far with that statement? He looked mortified. 

“They look really nice. You look very sexy Adam. How do you feel, nice?” I knew it was important to praise him and complement him. Who doesn’t like to be told they are attractive? 

“Yes they feel nice. Nice fine material too,” he said, “they feel very naughty, like I shouldn’t be wearing them.” 

“Yes that’s the excitement isn’t it?” I added, “it looks like you’re wearing a skirt. 

It’s nice. I really enjoy seeing you in them, it’s so exciting.” 

I had mentioned that they were like a skirt. That was risky but he didn’t really reply, he just adopted a feminine look out from the top of his eyes. It was working. We made love and I could tell he was very excited too and afterwards I made sure I got him to admit he had been very turned on too. 

My plan was now ready for the next stage which would be the big one. I felt emboldened by the way the had enjoyed wearing something that had seemed like a skirt and had enjoyed it so much. Part way through our next love-making session and even before we had got to any great level of excitement, I asked him if he wanted to do something very naughty and extremely exciting. 

“Of course,” he said, by now carried along with the exhilaration of the changes

I’d introduced into our sex life. I went off and came back with my little black sports skirt with an elastic waistband that I’d got ready earlier. 

“I’m not wearing a skirt,” he protested when he saw it. 

“It’s no different to those knickers, they were like a skirt and you enjoyed them. 

They are in the wash so you can wear these instead and there’s no need to take them off or slide the front to one side to make love. It makes a lot of sense,” I reasoned. 

He did as asked and put the skirt on. This was the first time I saw his expression, a mix of embarrassment, pleasure and femininity. I loved this and it made my stomach flutter, like two butterflies dancing a mating ritual. I just had to have him feminised and girly. I had to improve him. Once we’d finished lovemaking though he took the skirt straight off as he had with the knickers and I couldn’t but help feel disappointed. However, on the positive side I had got him to wear a skirt, even if it was just for a short time. This was a true male, someone who would have run a mile if I’d told him to put a skirt on just a few days ago. Now he had worn one. I had to think of the success I’d had but also for the next stage; to get him to wear a skirt around the house outside of love-making. This would be a tough step and one that would be tricky to make happen. It would be easier now he had worn his first skirt. 

I began to learn at this time that it’s so important to bring your man into the discussion when you’re transforming him and to get him to admit he enjoys the experience. Once on the feminisation path, men will see the benefits and they will feel nice and start to enjoy it. Adam, as he still was then, had began to enjoy the experience. I knew that it would be a matter of time before he was wearing a skirt more regularly. I still knew that I would have to tread carefully though. To deliberately mix my metaphors I’d be walking on egg shells through a minefield. 

Chapter 3

Wearing skirts is for life, not just for the bedroom The next time we were in bed I produced the sports skirt again, as before. This time it was easier to get him to wear it during love-making than the first time. 

This time, once we had finished I stopped him removing it by holding his arms as he started to slide them off. I insisted we cuddle first. I had thought about this and subterfuge was the only was to move this along. I kept him in the hug for some minutes to get him used to wearing a skirt outside sex, when he was calmer. It was like hugging a folded ironing board his body was so tense. After a few minutes I suggested we have a cup of tea in bed. I asked him if he could he go and make it for me and bring it up? I think I even widened my eyes and fluttered them innocently. I told him to put on his tee shirt but suggested as innocently as I could act that he keep the skirt on as no one would see and, since he had been wearing it anyway, he might as well keep it on to go downstairs and be covered up. 

“Why not it’s just an item of clothing. You’re already wearing it. What’s the problem?” I told him using the logical argument that was to serve me well during the coming years of his increased feminisation. He hesitated and I gasped in pleasure to see him standing there in the skirt. I pushed a bit harder which was a risk as he didn’t like being told what to do. “Adam, it’s just us here so if you can’t wear a skirt in front of me then something’s wrong with our relationship.” 

It was the right side of being pushy and he kept the skirt on although I saw that he was unhappy. He brought the tea up. He served me for the first time ever in a skirt. This was going well, very well, but I wanted to move things on. It was a

significant move getting Adam to serve me while he was wearing my skirt but I wanted him to wear skirts more regularly and for those skirts to be his. Wearing my sports skirt was nice but a more sexy and feminine skirt was more appropriate for where I now wanted to take him. Where the skirt helped me was that I could see it was about a size too small for him, the elastic waistband compensating for his larger waist but it was too tight across his hips. Adam is tall but slim and this was to prove a benefit when looking for skirts, less so when we got to dresses but I wasn’t yet thinking that far ahead. 

It’s interesting to note that at this time I was still thinking of Adam as a male, a male I wanted in female clothing. It was much later that things developed and I wanted him as a girl. But my thinking was more prosaic at that time, where could I find a skirt for him? The easy answer was a charity shop. We could go together and no one would know it was for him. Furthermore, it would be inexpensive and therefore a way to find what looked and fitted best. I thought about shopping for a skirt for Adam and a thrill shook through my stomach. I had uncovered something and I wanted more of it. 

That weekend we went to one of the many charity shops in the high street. There do seem to be rather a lot these days and they were the ideal place to find something cheap for Adam to try out at a low risk. I didn’t tell him that was the reason for our trip as I guessed he would refuse. The feminisation was still a bedroom game in Adam’s mind and although he was obviously excited by it, he wasn’t ready to wear skirts more regularly. Knowing from the sports skirt that Adam’s size was probably one size larger, I found a short pleated black skirt with an elastic waistband in UK size 14. An elastic waist seemed safer and the skirt had a good deal of material so would be loose around his hips and thigh tops. 

The skirt also appeared new or nearly new which seems to be common for female clothing in charity shops and something I registered for later trips to the women’s section of charity shops to buy things for Adam. 

“What do you think of these?” I asked him holding it up in two hands. “Feel the material, nice isn’t it?” It was indeed a lovely soft material he admitted. The

pleats were very obvious but the material was loose and soft to the touch. 

“Yes very nice although I’m not sure this is your style,” he replied. “It’s far too short and you never wear anything this short.” 

I said, “what do you think of the material. It’s not fair is it? Woman get to wear much nicer material and you don’t. Feel it. Do you like it?” 

He agreed it was very sexy material and felt lovely. He liked the floppiness of the material. He was confused as he couldn’t understand why I was spending so much time with a skirt that I wasn’t never going to wear. He hadn’t yet realised. 

I looked at him and said softly so no one could hear me, “good, I’m glad you like them as it isn’t for me it’s for you.” 

He looked at me with his mouth open. His mind as whirring and I could see an internal fight over the excitement of having his own little skirt bought for him and his social conditioning kicking in. 

I continued to press home my advantage. “We had some great fun playing our new games, it was exciting don’t you think? It would be nice to carry on playing. 

I’m going to buy this cute skirt for you for our game”. And I did as he looked on shocked. In the not too distant future I was to make him do the buying but for now the most important point to focus on was getting him his own skirt. He didn’t object and I knew all I needed to do was push, an approach I have used ever since. When we got home I insisted he try them on as soon as we walked into the house, I didn’t want him to begin to think too much about what was happening. He was embarrassed but I asked nicely and with a deliberate look of

innocence. Just wearing the skirt wasn’t enough as he had boxer shorts on under his trousers and while I was ahead I wanted the skirt on with knickers. 

I looked at him and said. “You’ll need to take your boxers off as they will disturb the flow of the skirt and hang below the hem. I’ll get you some knickers.” I smiled at him as he stood there in the kitchen which is not overlooked by any neighbours although this was not for his benefit as I would have loved for the neighbours to see him in a skirt. I went upstairs to find a pair of knickers and I came back to find him still in his trousers. However, he had waited for me, he was waiting for me to push him. 

“Trousers and underpants off Adam,” I said while holding out the little skirt and knickers. 

He pulled his trousers down and stepped out of them. I nodded at his boxer shorts and raised my eyebrows. “Come on Adam, once you’re in the skirt we can play again.” 

He pulled his boxers down and stood there and I saw that his cock had grown hard. I had him where I wanted. I had never appreciated that it was possible to control men so easily with sex or the promise of sex. He stepped into the knickers I’d given him then pulled on the skirt. His face blushed and his eyes went down. 

I was unable to stop smiling. “Let’s go up and play.” I had no intention of going upstairs immediately I wanted him in his skirt doing normal stuff first. I looked at his long slim legs in the skirt. It was a wonderful feeling but I did blanch at the slight of his hairy legs. It was great to see him in a skirt, standing there on the black tiled floor. I wanted to delay the sex and stretch the time he was in the kitchen in his little skirt. I had an idea. “Let’s have some coffee first. Can you

make it for me please darling?” 

He complained and wanted to put his trousers back on. He offered to keep the knickers on and just pull on the trousers. Of course I gently refused and picked up his discarded clothing and reminded him to make the drinks. He didn’t know what to do at first, this was, to be fair t him, a highly unusual situation. He was now standing in a little black pleated skirt with pink knickers on underneath. I told him how lovely he looked and made a ‘mmmm’ sound before looking him up and down. 

“Hurry up and make that drink and afterwards we can play upstairs.” He did as he was asked and I was very pleased as Adam served me in his own skirt for the first time. I observed that he was more malleable with the skirt on, no debate about who was going to make that drink. He followed my order. I was going to want this more often. A whole range of thoughts were flooding though my mind now. His legs were too hairy, he had male slippers on, he was wearing a male shirt with the skirt and that just didn’t go. First things first. I still didn’t know where this was going to go, how it would end up, but I did need to make a few adjustments to get Adam looking better. To improve him further. It was for him too, even if he didn’t know it yet. 

I decided that the next priority was to get him a female top. I got him to attempt to put on some of my tops but unlike the elastic-waisted sports skirt, nothing came even close to fitting. I was pleased that Adam was less concerned and embarrassed about trying on my clothes, that was progress. Finding something to fit him was a failure. The problem of course was that he was a man. His shoulders were far too wide and his chest too big. I wasn’t sure this time just what his size would be. We would have to make another charity shop trip and try a couple of different sizes to see what worked. Once there, I suggested to Adam that he try on some blouses but he was horrified and refused, naturally I suppose. 

Instead I selected two blouses, one at UK size 16 and the other at 18. I was clear that the blouses were for Adam and to my pleasure, he put up no resistance. 

Once home, he tried them on without any debate. The 16 was too tight across the shoulders and too short in the sleeves. The size 18 fitted well across his shoulders and chest but was far too baggy around his waist. Never mind they would do and I knew that the 18 was going to be the best size for him as long as he tucked his blouse into the skirt waistband. I told him to put the little skirt on again and we’d see how things looked. Surprisingly he agreed without debate again. He put the skirt on and tucked the blouse in, commenting that maybe he needed to take the blouse in a little. After a bit of a struggle to get him into female clothing, he was now seeming to accept that I wanted him to sometimes wear female clothing and was even giving suggestions to improve his feminine look. More than that, he appeared to have started to enjoy it. I should have been happy but I wasn’t. Of course I wanted him to wear a skirt, but my excitement was him being reluctant to be feminised, I know that sounds strange but it’s how I felt. I adore seeing feminised men, sissies and lady boys but in Adam I wanted the pleasure of knowing he was not so keen and his feminisation was for me alone. I just didn’t want him to accept it so easily. I was aware that my excitement was as much his humiliation and seeing his embarrassed body language and the look of discomfort in his face. I wanted this, not a preening sissy, not that he was there but he was now too accepting of the feminisation. I would keep making him wear feminine clothing and in fact push further, but I would also keep an eye on the situation and if I saw him enjoying it too much, I would act. 

On the positive side, I had managed to go from a normal masculine husband to getting him to wear a skirt and a blouse inside seven days. OK he was hardly feminised or a regular cross-dresser but never had I expected to get him so far in such a short time. So my feeling were a combination of utter joy mixed with a little concern. My purpose in feminising him was around my female domination of him and not about him wanting to feel good. I was going to continue of course but with that alert the back of my mind. 

Chapter 4

A winter girl

It was the cold weather that helped me move Adam’s feminisation on. Yes I have a lot to thank the winter for. I did buy him two more skirts from the charity shop on my own. One was also black as I didn’t want to scare him off with bright pink. It was a ra-ra skirt though with three fine layers of material. Very feminine. 

The other was a plain grey skirt. The thing about them both was that they were very short. I only ever considered mini skirts for him, something that persists today. Back to winter. Like most British homes, we had very efficient central heating and double glazed windows and doors. Being a modern home, it was fully insulated. This doesn’t mean that we go about semi-naked though. The heating is at an appropriate level and we tend to wear a couple of layers. 

So the problem was that when Adam was wearing one of his new charity shop mini skirts, his legs were bare and he got a bit chilly. They were summer clothes. 

I wasn’t going to wind the heating thermostat up to 30 degrees centigrade when he complained of being cold. I had a much better solution and an opportunity to move his feminisation on a little further. Not that I was yet on a proper programme of forced feminisation, I was just playing and seeing how far I could go. I loved him in female clothes so I wanted more. 

So it was off to the charity shop again to find him a warm female top to wear when he was cross-dressed, as it was then. The idea came to me in the shop. 

Pink. Large sizes at 16 and 18 are readily available and I found a deep pink woman’s pullover in size 18. he didn’t want pink he wanted something neutral. I assured him it was nice and plain and would go well with his black skirts. I emphasised the pronoun ‘his’ before the word skirts. That shut him up and I

bought the top. 

We marched out of the shop and I stopped and said to him. “Now you need something to cover your legs when you’re wearing one of your skirts.” 

I took his hand and we went to the female clothing area of the local department store. 

“You need some thick tights to keep you warm,” I told him in a normal voice level. He looked distraught and told me to keep my voice down. This was the first time I found out that I enjoyed talking about female products for him with him. I had to do this more often. The idea popped into my mind that he could be my girlfriend as well as my husband. I parked that thought for now as I needed to find an extra large size in tights to keep him warm. I took his hand again and pulled him to the lingerie department and found the tights. My eyes flitted to the stocking next to them but today was about keeping him warm. I didn’t want him to find an excuse to put trousers on when he was in a skirt so the tights were important. I held up two boxes, one black and the other a dark grey. 

“I looked at him beside me and said. “Which ones do you like best?” 

His face dropped into that meek look of horror at asking him that question. I had begun to love that look of humiliation. I made the decision for him. Both. 

At home I was desperate to see how he looked in a skirt, pink top and tights so I told him to get changed. To my surprise again he did as I asked without any debate. It was a Saturday afternoon and I told him how lovely he looked and added, “would you keep the clothes on for me, you look so lovely?” 

This time he wasn’t so keen and complained that someone might come to the door or other similar excuses. I put my fingers to his mouth and just said to him, 

“please?” He kept them on all afternoon and evening. We had lunch and dinner and watched TV, all the time he was dressed in a little black skirt, glossy tights and a pink top and all thanks to winter. And a bit of persuasion from me. 

Night time was set for the next move. My husband had always worn cotton pyjama bottoms and a plain tee-shirt to bed. I had already started my campaign to get rid of the pyjama bottoms. It not just a feminisation move but also that they looked like something an old man might wear. He’d tried to find something better but I just didn’t like pyjama trousers. I told him how pyjama bottoms were not sexy and how old-fashioned they looked. I said they looked like something an old man would wear. Although we’re middle-aged, he hates to accept being old like most mature people these days, 

So at my instigation, he had thrown away his pyjamas and was now just wearing a tee-shirt with no bottoms. Not bad but only half way there. That night I used the same tactic about how un-sexy it was to wear tee-shirts to bed. He had to stop wearing tee-shirts and he went to bed naked. This was good but the next morning we woke early and the heating had only just come on. It was cold for him to get out of bed to go to the toilet. When he returned I offered him one of my larger satin nighties in a dark mauve colour. He told me not to be ridiculous. 

I pointed out that there was little difference to a skirt and he wore skirts with no problem so he should put it on for now and be warm. He visibly cringed a my accurate comment that he wore skirts. He hesitated as my nightie was very feminine, two thin straps and a low front and space for boobs. He said he’d find a tee shirt but I didn’t want that I wanted to see how he looked in a nightie. I pulled it onto his head and down. He struggled a little but he was becoming accustomed to my demands for him to put on female clothes. I told him it covered him better and would keep his little ‘willy’ warm too. 

It was too tight but I had him in nighties and he looked attractive. What was it with him in female items? I couldn’t get enough. His cock told me he was excited by it too, it’s a great indicator of how men are feeling. I ran my arms over the tight satin material, looser on the skirt area. I rubbed the material above his cock and wrapped it around it. His protests died out like a flame that had burnt up the oxygen in a sealed bottle. I whispered into his ear at the same time that we’d find him a nightie that fitted better. 

I had no time to lose. We live close to the high street and I suggested a stroll and a coffee at a café at the weekend. My motive was something else and, after the coffee break, I told him I wanted to buy something in the clothes shop. The shop was for the larger woman. My own nightie was a size 14 which was too big for me but too tight for Adam. We went to the lingerie section and found a pink silky nightie with thin shoulder straps in a similar style to the mauve one I’d put him in earlier. I asked him to feel it and to agree how nice it was. He put his hand to the nightie hanging on the rack then withdrew it quickly looking around to see if anyone was watching. I then pointed out how his current nightie was a little tight and he needed the right size. 

He objected in a whisper not wanting to attract attention. “I don’t have a nightie.” 

His lips were pursed and he was glancing at a lady hovering nearby and who seemed to be interested in what we were doing. 

“Let’s get you this one” I said and the lady looked up, her pretence of idle shopping gone. I wished I had said something to her, maybe asking her opinion of the nightie for Adam but these were early days and I didn’t know if I wanted to involve anyone in what to both of us was a highly unusual new interest. We still didn’t know that feminisation and petticoating of males was far more common that we would one day come to realise. 

He tried to move away from the interested shopper. He objected again about buying a nightie. However I applied logic again. “Adam, you wore my nightie

this morning and you wear a skirt so we should just get you one that fits you and is your own nightwear.” 

“But it’s pink,” he complained. 

I explained that he was going to be wearing a nightie to bed as he need to be warm and the colour was unimportant, no one would see it except me.” I knew just what I was doing, I loved to see him in pink and I wanted that pink nightie for him. I also realised just how much I enjoy shopping for female clothing for him and I wanted to go more. For now I had him wearing nighties to bed every night. I didn’t initially appreciate how significant this was. His new nightie was to be his first item of female clothing he would wear every night. It was a change in attire from male to female. And it was permanent, all he had was female nightwear, his old male nightwear was gone. Thank you winter. 

Chapter 5

Regular feminisation

The move to wearing nighties every night was more important in the route to Adam’s future feminisation that I realised. It was the move to regularity. Every night was a revelation when I saw him put on his pink nightie, so feminine, so soft. The idea of getting Adam to wear female clothing more often was now coalescing in my brain. I now saw his male clothing as coarse and vulgar. 

Feminisation or not, his boxer shorts had to go. I threw them away without telling him but he also had cotton male briefs. They were better than boxers but knickers were more attractive. He made no fuss about his boxers being disposed of, no argument at all although it was too late once I’d told him. I never liked boxers, there is nothing attractive about them. The lack of argument about his boxers emboldened me and I decided that the briefs would have to go too. I had to buy knickers to replace them first which is the only thing that prevented me from doing this the moment I’d thought about it. 

I had used the cotton knickers sold in supermarkets for everyday use and this was the first place to go during the weekly shop one evening. I didn’t discuss it with Adam I just popped two packs of five into the shopping trolley. Mostly pinks and they had this cute little bow on the front. At home I took them upstairs to his underwear drawer and removed all the male briefs and filled it with knickers in their place. I said nothing and thought this was a good way to show normality, the normality that he was to wear female underwear all the time from now on. 

The next day when he was getting dressed he froze in surprise when the opened his underwear drawer. 

“What’s all this?” He asked. 

“Knickers,” I replied trying not to giggle. “I’ve thrown all your horrible male underwear away. These knickers are much better I think.” 

“Well we could have discussed it. What if I have to go to the doctors. How am I going to get changed in the gym changing room?” 

I hadn’t thought of that, so caught up in his feminisation. I suggested he buy a pair of male ones for emergency but he will now be wearing female underwear from now on. It’s what I wanted. He had little choice in the short term as it was all he had. He did eventually get round to buying an emergency pair of male briefs but he never stopped wearing knickers and he told me they were more comfortable and lighter. 

Although I hadn’t started out to do this but he was now wearing an item of female clothing every moment of every day, nighties at night and knickers under his trousers during waking hours. I started to ask him to put on a skirt most evenings too. He argued at times but not too strongly, it was evident he was enjoying the feel of female clothing. A nagging worry was triggered in the back of my mind that he may be enjoying it too much and I wondered what sort of door I’d opened. I put that to one side and thought about the unexpected benefits that had appeared now I had Adam wearing skirts. He’d become more docile, more gentle and, the most important element, more open to my instructions. I hadn’t thought this would happen when I first pushed him into a skirt but it had happened and I wanted more. I reasoned that the more feminised he was, the more submissive he could become. This was worth progressing and testing and I decided his next step in his improvement would be to get a dress. Just like that, easy to say, difficult to do. 

Getting your man to wear a dress is a significant step-up from wearing skirts. It is such an important change. We had, up to now, gone to the high street charity shops, department stores and supermarkets to buy clothes for him but now I encouraged him to look through online female clothing sites and one evening I went to the dresses. I only ever wanted him to wear short skirts and dresses to expose his legs and body. I felt it was part of the control I was now feeling over him. To make his genitals closer to the hemline and closer to exposure and easier to get to. I still loved him and nothing had changed in this regard but there was something else now, something deeper. I was enjoying asking him what styles he liked and I could see he was excited too. He was becoming my girlfriend too. I wanted that. 

“So if you had to choose one what one would you choose?” I asked innocently. 

He picked a short red skater style dress. “OK let’s order that one for you” I said. 

“I’m not wearing a dress, what on earth are of thinking,” he protested weakly but I could see his eyes flitting back and forth to the video of the model walking in the dress on the screen. My hand slipped to his leg and up the smooth tights and under his little skirt. It rested over the front of his knickers, a demonstration of the usefulness of having a man in a mini skirt under your control. I moved it about softly. 

“Well you’re wearing a skirt and you are enjoying it aren’t you?” 

He nodded. “And you wear a pink nightie to bed so this really isn’t any different Please just for me, let’s order the dress.” I smiled and withdrew my hand and completed the online order form. It arrived within two days. I made him wear it the same evening it was delivered. He looked fantastic, there is something exhilarating about getting a man into a dress. It was not as a punishment, but as a method of exerting control and submission. I had discovered petticoating for

control. I knew this was to be our future, there was no going back. He didn’t know it at that time, but I wanted his feminisation to go even further now. Seeing him wearing a dress and being careful how he sat down made me realise that I wanted him to be a girl and my mind was full with the emotions, ideas and the excitement of the notion. It didn’t matter that I hadn’t discussed the plan with Adam. I could see he enjoyed it as a game and I was confident he would learn to enjoy being a girl too. And if he didn’t he would learn to accept it. Either way that was to be his future. How much I wanted to say her future but that was still some way off. I couldn’t be too aggressive or pushy as Adam would push back. I had navigated him like a little ship in a strong current and manoeuvre him to the port. The harbour lights of his full feminisation were shining in the distance. I had been careful so far and I would have to continue this way if I were to be successful in turning him into a girl. It would be worth it I was sure. 

Chapter 6

New names and a smoother body

So I had managed to get my husband to wear dresses, skirts, nighties and tights on a regular basis at home. There were times at this stage of the process when I questioned myself as to what I was doing. I was a firmly heterosexual woman who enjoyed men and in particular, my man. I had never had any interest in women although I have many gay and lesbian friends so the opportunity was always there. What was the attraction of turning my own husband to a woman? 

Or to be more accurate, a girl. I couldn’t and can’t answer that question from a psychological, sociological or anthropological perspective as I am in none of those professions. I am driven more by a desire to be in control. Forcing a male to dress as a girl, especially when he is reluctant, hits the mark for me. Control and domination is a powerful driver for me of sexual excitement. Of course, my husband Adam is physically more powerful than me so could at any time refuse to do what I ask of him but usually doesn’t. Even if he does object, I am able to get him to change his mind through persuasion or at times, orders. It’s all about using control and psychology. 

There were still several steps to go to turn him into a girl. Most pressing now was a new name for him as Adam was too masculine. I did try to engage him in the discussion (he was still a male at this time I’m writing about so I’ll continue with the male pronoun for now), but he wasn’t interested. He thought it was a ridiculous idea, he had a name and that was fine for him. I searched the internet for girl’s names. I didn’t want a strong woman’s name, it had to be something girly. I settled on Cindy and I used this for some months. He didn’t like it at all but it wasn’t up to him. Eventually he came up with a better name himself but that was later, for now he was Cindy when he was dressed as a girly. It was a good change as a female name cemented the idea of femininity in his mind. It

was becoming more than just a game, only female underwear and night clothes and now his name had been changed to Cindy. I hadn’t yet thought to call him girl as in “you’re a good girl” or “be a good girl and pass me the salt,” and so on. 

This was all new to me and if I had my time again I would have started using

‘girl’ around this time. 

It also came to me that him calling me Alexa wasn’t respectful enough. It denoted an equal relationship and that was changing now. He had taken to calling me Lady Alexa as he said I held myself like I was an aristocrat. I adopted his previously jokey nickname to be what he should call me. He now had to call me Lady Alexa or ‘my Lady.’ This name continues to the present day but I now insist he call me ‘Mistress’ as this is more reflective of the type of relationship we have today. 

With the naming problems resolved for the time being, I had to do something about the next problem – hair. It’s funny how things which you have accepted for years as normal become a problem when you make a change to your life. With Adam as a man I had never considered his body hair a problem, indeed it was normal and acceptable that a male had copious body hair. I wouldn’t go so far as to say it was attractive but it was a fact of life and I didn’t think it was a turn off. 

Now when he was being Cindy, my eyes were being drawn to the thick hair on his legs which showed through his new tights. My fingertips which had enjoyed circling through his chest hairs when he was a male now recoiled when he was in a low-cut dress, nightie or blouse. His body hair was now becoming a turn off. 

There were the extensive pubic hairs around his genitals which felt and looked masculine and untidy. When I put my hand up his skirt or nightie, the handful of long coarse pubic hair was rough and inappropriate. I wanted softness and femininity. 

I had to get this hair removed to improve him but I was very aware that this was another biggest change I was to ask of him to date as it was a more physical change. Previously he could change out of his female clothing and be a man again. Being hairless would up the game. He still considered this a fun cross-

dressing game whereas I was starting to see a bigger picture which I was not about to share with him. I fretted over just how to tell my man that I wanted his body shaved clean of all hair below the neck. I was encouraged by thinking back to that first time I had got him to wear knickers and that Adam was not an aggressive man and more liable to discussion and debate. However, I had learnt that Adam, like anyone, liked to be praised even if that praise was about his increasing femininity and this had to be the card I played. 

It was a warmer evening and I was feeling sexy and persuaded Adam to put on his dress but without tights. 

I looked at him. “You have such lovely long legs. So sexy, I love seeing them in a short dress or skirt”. 

He looked very embarrassed as he always does when I give him praise about something feminine but also he liked the attention and having me so attracted to him and this was apparent when I put my hand on his cock and began to play. 

This was a great benefit of a skirt, it gives instant access. 

I asked him. “Why don’t we just remove the hair on your legs and chest. It would look so much more sexy. Hairy legs and chest look very ugly with a dress Cindy.” 

He refused but I kept on. Another important thing I began to learn is that it is a very effective strategy to get a tiny bit of forward movement, even if it is temporary, and then use that as a bridgehead. Just getting his legs and chest shaved once would that bridgehead. He might even like it as indeed he did. I suggested we do it just for ‘the game’, and then it could grow back. I never allowed him to ever grow it back but I needed that first step. An approach I took which I still do, is to bring Adam along with me in the process, Just ordering him

would not make permanence but possibly lead to eventual disagreement and I didn’t want things to change now I was on the road to loving female domination of our marriage. I love Adam and I want him to be happy and I believed being feminised would make him happy and content, eventually. That said there have been times when I have had to be firmer but that came later on. 

I kept on asking and complimenting him. I had already purchased hair removal cream and when his defences cracked and he seemed to become less sure I led him into the bathroom and undressed him. I applied the cream and once again he was embarrassed which makes it worthwhile. I had the cream on his legs and chest and after the time period I scraped his hairs off with that little plastic scraper they provide and then got him in the shower to wash it all off. His skin was a bit red but I gasped at the totally feminine look of his long slim legs. They were girl’s legs. My stomach did a twirl like two butterflies looping the loop again. I wanted this. The hair removal cream hadn’t taken everything off so I got a razor and gel and I shaved off the remaining stray hairs on his legs and chest. 

His cock and balls were still a mass of male pubes and now I had him this far I went for the rest. 

We were still in the shower and without stopping after I had finished with his upper thighs, I applied the shaving gel to his cock and balls and above his cock. I applied it slowly and seductively. 

“What are you doing?” He asked looking at me quizzically but displaying his enjoyment very clearly and thinking I was just playing. 

“I want your sissy stick and balls clean too so I’ll have to shave them,” I said as I massaged the gel more than necessary. I told him to hold still so that I didn’t nick his delicate bits (I hadn’t thought of renaming them clitty and pussy at this time.)

He did object but didn’t push me off either. I couldn’t get to him fully in the shower so I led him naked to the living room naked pulling him along by his sissy stick. I lay a towel on the laminate floor and I ordered him to lay on it with his legs as wide open as possible. He lay there as ordered with the largest erection and I shaved him clean. I hadn’t yet thought of the feminine landing strip or pubic triangle and I had emasculated him that little bit more than I appreciated by shaving the pubic hair off. I could see the power of this can not be under-estimated and I vowed that he would remain hairless for ever. I did break this vow later but it was for a good reason as l came to prefer him with the female triangle - once I’d thought of it. There really should be a proper readily available guide for all woman on how to feminise your man at all good bookshops and online stores. 

Chapter 7

Sitting like a good girl

I never did allow Adam to re-grow his body hair and it wasn’t that difficult as he liked the feeling of smooth legs and chest. The feel of a skirt against hairless legs is something we, as real women, have understood for all our adult lives but for a man who first discovers the softness, sexiness and thrill of fine material against smooth skin the whole sensation is one of extreme intensity. It was a new world for both of us and it therefore wasn’t difficult to ensure that my husband maintained his feminisation at the state he was at. The problem was that it started to take over and he wanted to buy more dresses and skirts. He began to want me to look with him at online or in charity shops at women’s clothing. This wasn’t exactly what I was after, I enjoyed forcing him and now he was pressing me to feminise him. Something was wrong and I was concerned that the dynamic could change, a dynamic were I was being led to do things for his new fantasy. 

I had read about this scenario in a book I’d downloaded off the internet about being a mistress. I wish I could remember the name and author now as it was the first real guidebook I had encountered online that seemed to deal with the reality of femdom and forced feminisation. It described the different types of submissives including the type that were so driven by their fantasy to be forced feminised that the domme effectively became their submissive in their game having to do humiliating acts to their ‘submissive’. Later on I saw real examples of this phenomenon when I began to attend femdom and fetish events. In one event in London I saw a mini-skirted feminised male with a dog collar and lead walking ahead of his ‘domme’ with her following behind almost running and him deciding how he would be ‘humiliated.’ There is obviously a high degree of acceptance in this type of relationship but the point is that it should be the woman in charge of everything and the submissive’s role is to do what I, as a

dominant woman, want. If the submissive gained some benefit then that is OK

but not the prime motive. I had to stamp on Adam’s behaviour quickly. It wasn’t that he did this deliberately but he just got carried away with what he thought was a game. I took back control by speaking with Adam sternly and explaining my disappointment. He was embarrassed by his behaviour and I began applying sanctions such as making him wear nothing below his waist at home rather than skirts. I refused to look at dresses and skirts any more and made him do more household chores which I hadn’t pushed before. Eventually I took back full control though this approach and out of the crisis came a more pliant Adam /

Cindy who was now doing the majority of household chores even though we were both working. Bodily shaving, knickers and nighties were still the rule, I was just applying control for a short time to show who was the boss. 

Once I felt he had learnt his lesson with regard to skirts and dress I re-introduced them in a novel way that he wasn’t expecting and re-enforcing the fact that skirts and dresses will eventually be his only home-based clothing option, but on my terms. Although Adam had now taken on the majority of household cooking and cleaning, he continued to do the traditional male jobs such as decorating and maintenance work. Up to his obsessive period he was regularly wearing skirts and dresses and he would always change into old male clothing for decorating. I decided that this was the ideal task to re-introduce skirts to his daily life. More importantly it would show that it was me who decided what he wears and when. 

Another trip to the charity shop alone and I found a couple of very short frilly skirts for him, one with an orange flowery pattern and the other in a red pattern. 

He came into the room to paint in his old jeans and tee shirt and I was waiting with the little orange coloured skirt. 

“Oh no you don’t,” I said holding out the little skirt. 

He looked back at me confused, he hadn’t worn a skirt for almost two weeks by this time. “Remove your jeans and put this on. It’s time you got back into skirts.” 

He took off his trousers. He only had knickers as that was what he was wearing underneath his jeans. He took the skirt and put it on. It was so short it only just covered his knickers. 

“OK get on with your work, there’s a good girl,” It was the first time I called him a girl, I’m not sure where the idea came from at that time but it was the right time to get him to start to understand the change that was coming. I really enjoyed watching Adam painting with the little skirt on and I was back in control. What a great night we had in bed later, forced feminisation really adds some spice to your sex life. I made sure I called him girl again. From now on I always called him a girl and it became more common than Cindy. 

Another important change that I hadn’t initially thought of was making him sit down when going to the toilet. It’s amazing how these obvious things don’t come to you at first, amazing in that even if you are not feminising your partner it makes complete sense. All men should be made to sit down as it avoids all those disgusting splashes as they just can’t control their aim. Sitting down has the additional benefit of emphasising his feminisation. I started the sit-down on the toilet campaign by constantly highlighting the splashes around the toilet and the toilet seat, even when there weren’t any I would invent them and get him to wipe them up and focus on the problem. I would show my anger and disgust at the horrible mess he made when he didn’t sit down. By constant reinforcement of the problem of his dirty splashes he started to sit down. It might sound strange but it is very satisfying to see my girly husband sitting on the toilet with his knickers round his ankles and his little skirt across his thighs. I still insist that he always leave the toilet door open when he has to wee. He now had to ask permission to go to the toilet and then I would go in with him and stand over him to check that he was sitting. This also enshrines my domination over him as I moved the relationship more firmly to an adult / child one, that’s to say a woman and girl relationship. It’s worth the small effort to sometimes accompany him to the toilet as it puts you completely in charge of things. It’s not really an effort, it’s a

pleasure to stand over him in such an intimate personal act as if he were a naughty child, a naughty girl you are toilet training. I will emphasis at this point that I only stand over him when he’s having a wee. The other is a bit too disgusting and besides he has to sit down to do that anyway. 

Chapter 8

Feminising his little willy

I have devoted a stand-alone chapter on the topic of willy feminisation as I now know this this to be a far more important area than first appears in the field of male feminisation. It is often overlooked entirely. This book, up to this point, is written from a chronological viewpoint as it made sense to describe my husband’s feminisation process as it happened. For willy feminisation I’ve diverted from the sequential order in order to give it the attention is so richly requires, the topic not the willy. 

Blogs, articles and books on forced feminisation have tended to focus on three main areas: ensuring the outside look is female, such as adopting female clothing and hairstyles, developing the male’s submission such as turning them into a housewife or maid and finally, changing the inside physiology of your target male to make them act, look and feel like a female. The male willy is often overlooked as a separate topic to address when feminisation is concerned which is a concern as it is a lasting reminder of masculinity. Just tucking it away isn’t really enough. Just when you think you have your man where you want him then there it is, a large (or small) erection and two ugly balls with all their connotations of manliness and virility that you’ve just worked so hard to banish. 

Of course, just how unattractive the male genitals are is a reason alone to make them much prettier. 

I think much of the published work, especially amateur internet work, seems to be written by men for men and they all think their little things are wonderful. I found this with Adam. It’s great fun to dress up and play but once they’ve had

their fun then they want to go back to masculinity. This has to be stopped and they need to learn that it’s not a game and their role is as submissive girlies all the time, even when they’ve had their sexual fun. It’s no game it’s their life. 

There is some nasty stuff out there about forced chemical and physical castration but frankly that is for the sick end of what should be a rewarding process for both parties. Really if a lady can’t control, feminise and prettify a male’s willy through her own power, dominance and use of psychology alone then she’s not a real or worthy mistress. 

To start with I hate the word cock for the male appendage as it’s a very macho word and it makes us think of a strutting cockerel and brings to mind all that is wrong with masculinity and the reasons we have to cleanse it from the male psychology. I was in two minds whether to use it here but did so to highlight the power and the danger of words. Men love to call their little things a cock as it boosts their little egos and makes them feel important and macho when nothing is further from the truth. There’s little behind their bluster and we’ll banish the word from now on. If I’m forced to talk or write about this male appendage in male terms, for example with people not in the femdom scene, then the more boyish word ‘willy’ is the most appropriate noun although not exactly good. I’ve used this term here as this is what Adam started out with. Even before I put him on his great adventure to his emasculation I never used the ‘c**k’ word, only ever willy. 

So it’s evident that I always saw the danger and ugliness of the male genitals. 

That said, I would never be without his little bits as they give me enormous pleasure and now that my husband is a girl, it’s even more exciting. But this is its only role now; to give me pleasure. Once we’d started what was initially the game, I did use the word willy but quickly saw a problem. With his shaved genital area it seemed that he was more of a boy and I don’t find boys attractive; too young. I found some blogs which used the term ‘sissy stick’ which I adopted and I thought this was fun at first. As things moved on I found a couple of problems with this. Firstly I didn’t like associating him with anything sissy. Now I do like seeing sissies and in recent times it’s wonderful to see them at femdom events with all their frills and pinks. I love it. One of my mistress friends has a sissy husband and I never tire of seeing him serving and flouncing in his little

frilly maid’s dress. However, I didn’t want Adam as a sissy I wanted him to become a girl, a girlfriend. Although I’m a dominant mistress, I still enjoy wearing such things as make-up, nice hairstyles and painted nails. I wanted Adam to enjoy these too. That’s not to say I don’t sometimes dress him in something sissy but that is for control and punishment as he doesn’t like it. I feel that the word sissy implies a man who’s been made or chosen to wear extremely feminine clothing and I wanted my husband to be a girl not a male sissy. So sissy wasn’t going to work. Worse still, the word stick means piece of wood or branch and although this is usually small and thin it’s not very feminine either. 

The answer came to me and was, like all good ideas, obvious. We don’t always think of the simplest solution and that was that he had a clitoris. I actually call it a clitty as this feels even more girly. I now know that many mistresses call their feminised partner’s willies clitties but I was still learning with no teacher for guidance. This was a good first step but I didn’t know what to call his balls. His male sex organs had to be converted mentally and physiologically to female sounding sexual organs. Clitty was a great start but I needed something else for his balls. I started calling them pussy balls. This now sounds daft as I was still using the word balls. I kick myself when looking back as the more general word pussy does the trick. 

So one night I told Adam / Cindy as he/she was becoming at that time, that his/her sex organs could only be called clitty and pussy. I made him tell me back. 

“Cindy what is this?” I would say holding up his clitty. Then “Cindy what is this?” Now cupping his balls. He had to answer clitty and pussy. 

If he ever made a mistake I would correct him instantly with a slap on his clitty. 

“No Cindy, you don’t have a willy and you don’t have any balls. Tell me what

you have.” There was never any need to get angry or punish him too severely as it was more a process of constant reminder. I discovered during Adam’s feminisation that in many cases, constant reminders, reward and increased affection worked very well and all that was necessary. The renaming of his sexual organs to feminine names was a good example of this technique. At times when we were in bed I would pull his nightie up and take hold of his little thing. 

I’d ask him what it was called and when he answered ‘it’s a clitty’ I’d tell him what a good girl he was. This is such an effective re-enforcement. 

He always looked sheepish when answering that he had a clitty and pussy but complied without argument or debate and it didn’t take that long before he used these terms permanently. As I write this today, I can say that he hasn’t used the words willy or balls when referring to his own sexual organs for more than three years. 

This was a good result but not the end of by any means. You can’t just make him shave and rename his genitals and expect him to not think it’s all still a game although I was halfway there. I still didn’t like his smooth shaved pubic area look for its young-boy look. Once again the solution came to me like a light being switched on in my head. A little triangle of pubic hair, how feminine that is. The female look of his clitty area was greatly enhanced by him shaving his pubes into a triangle above his little clitty. It was at this time that I began to inspect his pussy region to ensure it was always smooth and with the neat triangle. 

A side effect of feminising their genitals is that it becomes unlikely they will every stray. Unless they can find another mistress, which is not likely, any other potential female partner is going to find shaved male genitals and a triangular female pubic area rather amusing. The former male is not going to want to expose this look to any interested female party. They have been controlled and this then is the final piece of the jig-saw. Control of the male’s genitals is, I now understand, so important to ensuring the submission and feminisation of the male. A key point here is that each separate element of transforming a man’s willy into a feminised clitty are slices of a whole cake. None work on their own

but as an integrated set then you will have him where you want him. 

A lot of how we approach feminisation is done through discussion. Some of those commenting on my blog site, ladiesontop.wordpress.com, don’t appreciate that we are a happily married couple and only see the female mistress and submissive. Whilst this part is true it is only a part of what we are. Living together as a married couple we have bills to pay, family and friends to see, other activities to enjoy such as the cinema and concerts and so on. A Female Led Relationship and Forced / Encouraged Feminisation are a foundation of our relationship and the dynamic that I’ve decided we will live under but there is a whole lot more within our marriage which is how normal people live and this has to be remembered at all times. Therefore I like to bring my husband along with me and I usually start this off by explaining what I’d like to do next. 

What I wanted next was him to accept my formal ownership of his clitty and pussy. It may have been implicit but I wanted my ownership to be out in the open and accepted by him. The best way to do this was to speak to him which I did over dinner one evening. 

“I think it’s time that you told me that you give up any control of your clitty and pussy and that I have full ownership,” I blurted out. 

I think all he could say was “Oh.” 

I had to make this serious as it was so important to his submission and making his feminisation a success. 

“Look I’m serious about this my girl,” I said avoiding his name Cindy as it was becoming apparent to me that the name was too sissy. “I want you to tell me that you’re handing full control and ownership to me.” 

“Yes OK then,” was his muted and disinterested reply as he ate. I continued. 

“This means I can do anything I want with your bits. What ever I feel like. It means that although they are attached to you, they belong to me. Do you understand me?” 

This caught his attention. I continued. “Everything we do has to be agreed and I want you to tell me you agree with what I want.” 

He stopped and looked straight at me. He put his knife and fork down. “Yes I agree.” 

“Good. Since they are mine you are unable to object or complain about anything at all I do regarding your pussy. I won’t ever damage it but I will do what I want.” 

“Yes I understand.” I wasn’t sure he did so I needed to demonstrate. 

“Stand up,” I ordered. He complained that he was eating and I told him he could continue in a minute. I went round to his sit when he was standing and unzipped his skirt and let it drop the floor. I then pulled down his knickers to his ankles. 

He was surprised to say the least. I told him to step out of his skirt and knickers

and wait for me. I went and got a light chiffon scarf I have and come back and tied it in a bow around his clitty and to the back of his pussy (balls). It did look nice. 

“You’ll wear that around your pussy until bedtime.” 

“Why?” He asked. 

“I don’t know,” I answered with a wide smile. “Because I can as I own your pussy and I quite like it.” 

He wore it the whole evening and my point was made. I enforced the idea but telling him repeatedly that I liked it now I was the owner of his pussy. I added new humiliations at various times by putting clothes pegs on it for example. It was at this time that during the daily inspection of his pussy that I added verbal humiliation. It wasn’t planned but I had him naked from the waist down with a ribbon around it one evening and, as it was a bit chilly, it had shrunk to a smaller than usual size. So I asked him what had happened to it. He cringed in embarrassment, what man likes to be told his ‘manhood’ or, in his case former manhood, was insignificant. I spotted his discomfort and from this time on I have added verbal humiliation when talking to him about his clitty: how small it was, how feminine it was and what a pretty clitty it was. I even bought some body paints and I’ve painted it fully pink at times. I told him he had become a girl as no man could have such a pathetic little thing. But other times I tell him how cute it is. It’s all about making it feminine AND insignificant. 

I’ll come to discipline in another chapter but I added clitty and pussy (ball) slapping to my disciplinary methods making him lift his skirt, drop his knickers and present his clitty for slapping when admonishment was necessary. 

I really do believe now I’m reflecting back on the key successes of my husband’s submission and feminisation, taking over his genitals and feminising and humiliating them was possibly the single most effective control mechanism of them all. 

Chapter 9

Adding those feminine touches

So I had my husband wearing a skirt, his body hair had been removed, I’d given him a girl’s name and I controlled his body. What more could there be to do? All these things have him looking like a girl but I wanted a girl and a girlfriend so the next stages were smaller steps but no less important. These were the changes around the edges which add vital feminine touches to his life. 

Firstly I had given a lot of though to his name. I wanted him in everyday normal female clothing so I wanted a name which was female but not sissy. In the end it came by accident when we were abroad on holiday in Spain. For some reason a hotel receptionist misheard him say Adam as his name and she called him Alice. 

I’m not sure why as apart from the A, they are nothing alike but there you are, some things are fate. He is an Alice, it was perfect. At this stage in the book I’m also going to change my former husband’s and now housewife’s pronoun gender from male to female as it was now how I thought of HER. 

Our bathroom had been full of male products: razors, after-shaves, male shaving gel, male shampoos and so on. How could Alice accept she was now a girl when everywhere there were products with chisel-jawed male models splashing on masculine creams? As I had with the underwear, I just threw the whole lot out one day and then we went to the supermarket to replace every item. It was an expensive impulse of me but it had to be done. I even made sure his razor was replaced with female branded pink razors. The most expensive change was the female perfumes, although we now share the same perfume so this shows I have

achieved my objective of turning him into my girlfriend. This was a fantastic development as we go to the shop and smell samples together and choose. I splash samples on her neck and wrist. I had the girlfriend I’d wanted. Deodorants and moisturisers, shampoos, shower gels were all changed to female branded products in one afternoon. 

Another item I threw away in my financially costly but effective disposal binge was Alice’s wash-bag. It was brown leather. I bought her a white female make-up bag with flower patterns and stocked it with her own make up, lipsticks and nail varnishes. At this point I hadn’t told her to wear make up or nail varnish but it was all to change that afternoon. I bought a clear varnish for her fingers as it was less obvious if anyone was to turn up unexpectedly at the house but pink nail varnish now became the rule for her toes. No excuses. 

Things were going well and it was a period of rapid and deep changes in our married life. Alice had changed to working from home for her company and this meant even less time in male clothing as the rule was female clothing only in the home and this meant even when I was out at work myself. This move told me that my transformations were fate. Alice now got up and put on a dress or skirt without me having to say anything. I then saw that something was wrong. She had a flat chest. More than this, she had to feel like a girl and how could she do that without the feeling of a bra around her chest? 

We went to a Marks and Spencer’s department store as they have sizes for the larger lady. Alice is a 40 chest when flat chested. We chose a couple of bras, one white and the other with purple trimming. Alice queried the need for a bra as she said she was flat-chested and still didn’t see the bigger picture that I wanted her with breast forms so she had the look of a real girl. I was surprised that it was so easy to get her to wear a bra everyday, even under her male clothing. Alice queried my choice of a C-cup. I told her that she would be getting breast forms which surprised her as I hadn’t previously mentioned it. Once home we went online and we chose a C-cup breast form which she now wears every day at home. 

Finally I’ve added Alice’s need to curtsey to me in this chapter as it’s a very feminine thing to do as opposed to bowing. I don’t actually remember when I thought of this or where the idea came from but in terms of both accentuating her submission and femininity it’s a wonderful thing. Alice must curtsey after serving me anything. Sometimes I insist on lots of curtseying but other times I relax. The minimum is when she serves me anything. 

Chapter 10

Discipline and punishment

It seems odd to have a chapter on discipline in a book where I write about my love and affection for my Alice and then write about striking her. I didn’t initially bring discipline into the relationship because of this concept. At one time we had been equals but once I’d registered the fact that the dynamic between us had fundamentally changed and our relationship had moved to an adult/child, woman/girl one, I could see the need to provide discipline. If when we first met anyone had told us that I would be spanking her in our marriage we would have said they were mad. It just goes to show what can be achieved with a programme of gradual systematic change. 

We all discipline our children to help them improve and although I would never use or condone corporal or physical punishment on youngsters, it is a different situation with Alice who is not a real child just a child in relationship status. 

Even where Alice is well-behaved, some form of discipline is needed to maintain control and dominance and to constantly show Alice how the relationship operates. Pulling her knickers down and putting her over my knee or telling her to bend over while I spank her is, I have learnt, a completely necessary element of any femdom relationship. 

I have over the years I have brought in various aspects of discipline and punishment. I have developed two types of discipline which I call ‘Management Discipline’ and ‘Punishment Discipline’ and the two work together. Let’s look at them one at a time. 

Management Discipline:

There are many forms I employ but essentially management discipline is not used for any misdemeanours or bad behaviour by Alice. Rather it is used to maintain standards in our Female Led Relationship and to actively demonstrate who is in charge. I insist that Alice drops her knickers and lifts her skirt to receive the discipline. I make it clear that she hasn’t done anything wrong although if there is any reluctance or delay in jumping to my instructions to prepare for maintenance punishment, I will add additional to spanks. I use various tools to spank her and I usually, but not always, spank her bare bottom. 

At other times I do enjoy spanking her exposed clitty. I try to spank Alice at least once a day but this depends on how much time I have, how late I get home from work and how tired I feel. This restriction doesn’t apply for punishment discipline. 

If I have a belt on I will sometimes use this as I like the symbolism of sliding the belt from my trousers or dress and then brandishing it in my hands while Alice bends over. I always use the belt on her bare bottom and she has to thank me for spanking her. I didn’t use to make her thank me but I watched one of my mistress friends spanking Alice recently and she made Alice say thank you Mistress. I felt hot at the whole scenario so now I have added that to all punishment types. 

My favourite item to use for spanking is a riding crop as it’s nice and springy. 

Although I also use this on Alice’s bare bottom, I also use it regularly to spank her exposed clitty or pussy (balls). Knickers down, skirt front up and Alice has to hold her hem up with one hand and her clitty for me to spank with the other one. I try to get her pussy balls as well. I enjoy this as it re-enforces my power over her formally male area. A variation to this is for Alice to let her clitty hang lose and I slap it from side to side. This is amusing for me to see it swing about and go red. 

A new tool I’ve purchased from a sex shop is a leather flogger which I use to whip Alice on her back. This is a device I saw in use at a femdom event and I really enjoyed using it. Another mistress showed me how to employ it effectively and now Alice has to suffer as a consequence. 

I sometimes use my hand if a belt or riding crop are not immediately available. 

Clothing discipline is another form of maintenance discipline that is overlooked by others. Of course just the wearing of female clothing is a nice humiliation for Alice but she doesn’t mind a nice skirt or dress these days. I know how she hates wearing exposed sissy clothing, so I bought her a pink ballerina tutu which doesn’t cover her pussy and an equally short pink see-through micro skirt. I prefer her without knickers and with high heels to accentuate the humiliation. I do know that many sissies would enjoy this but Alice doesn’t. She hates it so if I think she’s enjoying her normal dress or skirt too much I’ll shake things up a little by making her wear this. 

The final area of discipline is a mix of discipline and ensuring the subjugation of her clitty and pussy. Apart from the clitty slapping discipline, I will at time make her stand there while I decorate her little clitty and pussy. Alice then has to spend the evening in just high heels, stockings and a bra and top and a decorated pussy. 

I may tie it in a pink bow or paint it with pink or yellow body paint. I’m no artist so I just colour it in. I sometimes tie beads or a necklace around it or put rings around it or maybe clip things to it such as hanging earrings. I do enjoy putting clothes pegs on her clitty and pussy too. 

Punishment Discipline:

This is used for any misdemeanour that Alice may do and that annoys me. It could actually be for anything so it’s difficult to list anything specific. Maybe Alice is too slow to serve a drink, maybe she forgets to curtsey which is something that happens far too often. Maybe I can see she was getting too fond of wearing a beautiful dress and forgot to compliment me. It doesn’t matter as it is me who decides. As with maintenance discipline, the type of punishment can vary. 

I have at times forced Alice to to remove all her clothes and remain naked for the rest of the day/evening when she’s become too immersed in her own femininity. 

After a good spanking with the belt that is. 

Where Alice does something very stupid, which is not unknown, or is cheeky then I may instantly smack her bottom through her skirt with my hand. Other times I’ll hit her clitty through her dress. Very occasionally I may slap her face or legs but that is rare. 

The most common approach is for her to remove her skirt and knickers so I can spank her hard with a crop or a belt. The main difference is that I will spank harder than for any maintenance spanking as she does need to understand this is punishment. 

Finally on the issue of discipline, Alice is no longer permitted to use my first name Alexa on its own. She can call me my lady which is very nice but in everyday life I do like her to address me as Mistress or Mistress Alexa. I think that’s very appropriate now. 

Chapter 11

Femdom and Forced Feminisation in real life

It’s worth digressing again at this point to talk about femdom and forced feminisation in the real world. As much as I want our home life to move out into the real world it’s currently not possible. This means that when Alice leaves the home in daylight she puts male clothing over her female underwear. Sometimes she’ll wear a bra under male clothing and sometimes stockings or tights but at other times it’s not possible, family events for example. Knickers are one item of clothing that are always worn no matter what the situation. Of course she is fully depilated and has pink varnished toenails. This changes when it’s dark as I often insist she wears a skirt when in the car. 

To overcome this obstacle for outside appearances I use various techniques to maintain her feminisation and my control. Firstly I have never reverted to her former male name. I use Alice or girl at all times in the home and outside. I will use ‘dear’ if we’re with friends or family. In shops and in the street I just call her Alice or girl. I try to regularly use a sentence where I can call her ‘a good girl’ or some such thing. In a shop I may say, “could you pass me the sugar Alice?” or

“be a good girl and get me another coffee would you?” if we’re in a coffee shop for example. Aside from the need to re-enforce her femininity, the expression of fear and humiliation on her face is a sight to behold and I’ll never get bored with it. 

For those times when we’re not together, I’ll contact her on email or text with a little message. “Hello Alice, are you being a good girl?” Or, “hello you were a very pretty girl this morning in your new skirt,” and other variations. 

In more recent times, we’ve become friends with couples who live a similar lifestyle through social media which enables me to show Alice off as a girl to other people. We occasionally go to femdom events too where she can be dressed as a girl in the company of many other people who accept her as such. 

The unfortunate situation of having to allow Alice to wear male clothing in the outside world means that I have to be observant and on my guard as Alice can be lazy and slack. This means I have some overt rules to help to overcome the realities of life. One rule is that she is not permitted to ever wear trousers in the home although I am allowed. This means that when we come in I can remind her to change into a skirt or dress immediately in a suitably condescending manner. 

“Alice, what’s the rule when we get home?” 

Another disappointment for me is the lack of pierced ears. Alice did talk me out of this because of the obvious holes that would be spotted by family and friends. 

I can’t currently see a way out of this. I know that many men wear earrings these days but it would indeed be odd for an aged 50 plus conservative male to suddenly sport ear studs. 

Worse than this is the fact that Alice is slightly thin on top which isn’t conducive to a pretty female hairstyle. She has to therefore wear a wig which can get hot for her in the summer months but this is the reality of the situation and I have to look on the positives of our situation which are far stronger than the minor negatives. If it really is too hot I will allow her to remove her wig but insist on hair clips. She has a couple with pink material flowers which are better than nothing. 

I have to accept that although I’ve turned my husband into a girl, she is never going to look entirely like a biological girl. Being six-feet tall with wide shoulders, big feet and having a masculine shaped face does that. I have to say

that in many ways this isn’t a bad thing as having a partner who has to wear girly things and act feminine but retains aspect of a previous gender is a powerful excitement for me as It demonstrates that my dominance over her is complete and that I can do what I want. I would never do anything bad to her and I want to care for her but it is necessary that she’s a submissive girl. 

Chapter 12

Looking to the future

The future is bright the future is femdom and feminisation, paraphrasing that old mobile phone advert. Despite the restrictions I’ve written about in the preceding chapter, my life in a female led relationship is a truly wonderful experience and my only regret is that I found it in my middle age and not earlier. The clues to my character were always there, I just didn’t see them. As for Alice, she has a better life despite what some may think. Gone are the expectations of a male in our culture to be replaced by something much more gentle and probably closer to her true personality. I’ve failed so far to find any documented material that really investigates at some depth why a female, such as me, would want to not only to dominate a relationship but to forcibly feminise her husband. Force is a strong word and although I can get annoyed with Alice if I don’t get my way, much of Alice’s feminisation has come about through firm encouragement and gentle persuasion. Plus a fair amount of trickery and constant demands, some might say nagging. 

After initially finding out about femdom and forced feminisation as I went along, I am now delving deeper into the lifestyle. I have met other couples and I’m exploring the lifestyle further and learning from them. I’ve attended a couple of mistress courses, not to become a professional, but to strengthen my command over my Alice and find new ideas. We now attend the occasional femdom event and I want to go to more and increase my dominatrix skills. At home I will deepen my leadership of our marriage and increase Alice’s feminisation. The time is fast approaching where I need to move her on to a deeper level of submission to me. As regards her feminisation, I want her to give me a sign of her submission to me whether this be pierced ears or breast surgery I want to see some progress as I can’t rest at where we are at present. 

So why did I feminise my husband and why should more women feminise their partners? I’ve always been an avowed feminist. Not the type of feminist who hates men, I love men but I just know that the patriarchal structure of society just doesn’t work and it’s not natural. Things are improving but we’re not there yet. I don’t want to be one of those women who dresses and acts like a man to gain any kind of equality, I want to be attractive and feminine with nice but feminine power clothing. I don’t go along with the notion of equality between the sexes, as women are naturally superior in our way of looking and dealing with situations and our less aggressive approach in life. It’s no surprise that when we have equal opportunity, women will always do better than males in education. Nothing will change if we look to others to make the changes, we’re all change agents to use that rather apt but horrible business expression. I can’t change society on my own but I do have to practice what I believe and I passionately believe that women are superior to males and so I live my life in this manner. If we all did this then change would happen. 

Another factor, to be blunt, is that women are more far more attractive and beautiful than men. This is not just an inherent physical characteristic of the female sex but also a factor exacerbated by most men’s personal grooming and style. How often do we see a male with cropped short hair, beer belly and untidy clothing? There is no comparison between a man in pair of trousers and a man in a pretty dress. A dress is flowing, attractive and exposes legs and arms. Men do not usually consider shaving their awful body hair and we just don’t want to see that, it’s untidy and unhygienic. As a mature experienced woman I can tell you that most men don’t look after their pubic hair which can be excessive, straggly and a turn off. And while I’m thinking about that area of a male, although it has a very relevant purpose and I enjoy its use immensely, the male penis and balls are ugly. When not doing their biological function of giving women sexual pleasure or fertilising us, they need to be either hidden away in pretty underwear and feminised and decorated to make them more pretty, respectable and attractive. 

Feminisation of the male body is really a fundamental requirement in any relationship so they may be made more respectable for women. With the addition of nicer more attractive female clothing, the male will begin to become more presentable. It’s a fundamental need really. 

I’m a person who just doesn’t understand why only women are supposed to wear skirts and sexy lingerie and men long trousers. Is there any rational reason why males shouldn’t shave their legs and show their bodies off to women? No, there is no reason and that’s what I want, men in pretty female clothing. And to be girls of course. 

I also want to emphasis that when you feminise and control your man you are demonstrating love. I have found, as has Alice, that our love has deepened though our new experiences in a female led relationship with Alice feminised. It takes a great deal of faith for a man to allow a woman to feminise and control him and this faith in me has only strengthened our relationship. We concentrate on pleasing each other within the confines of the dynamics of a loving female led relationship. Alice knows that her role is to serve and ensure my pleasure as my concerns are primary. In return I provide loving care and affection for her. 

Once I’d feminised Alice, I found I’d completely removed her previous male ego and the macho viewpoint that went with this. She has become gentle, caring, feminine, more attentive and far more attractive. The benefit to our relationship is immeasurable. 

Gender of course only describes those characteristics that our Western culture proscribes to someone who is biologically a female and those characteristics that our culture proscribes to a biological male. I happen to believe that in this aspect of our society and culture our traditional beliefs of what gender should be male and what should be female are wrong and it’s time to change them. Therefore I can be very clear that Alice’s gender is female although she performs the biological function that the male biological sex performs. 

I feel a change in the air towards my way of thinking, at least in the way that women have become more ‘alpha’. I haven’t any hard evidence on the changes to

the feminine gender role change but I really believe that like with Alice and me, it goes on behind closed doors and, like us, people are reluctant to be too open to avoid the risk of abuse or worse. 

Of course, there’s a bit more to it than this as I like Alice to fill the role of typical pretty housewife in the 1950s sense and have an exaggerated feminine dress style. I think that’s necessary as part of the overall realignment of our society. 

Positive discrimination I think we could call it, a move towards more truly feminised men can only take place if we accentuate and exaggerate their femininity, whether this be as I have done with Alice by turning her into a girl wearing tiny mini-skirts doing housewife work or as a sissy in bright pink and frills. All cliché feminine roles are valid for males so long as they have the purpose of changing more males into submissive females. Gender realignment of men to girls is a positive approach which benefits women most importantly and society in general. After my experiences of what I’ve managed to do with Alice, I truly believe that there’s a girl inside every man, you just need to encourage her to come out. 

So where do we go from here? As I have said, although I consider Alice as a girl at all times, I continue to have to allow her to wear male top clothing outside the home and with those not in the same situation as us. I’m unsure how our family would react to Alice suddenly appearing as Alice and we’re nervous about that. 

As I do want her feminised permanently at some stage in the future, we are going to have to face this eventually. Before then I have some work to do on her appearance, little things like having her ears pierced and body shape improvements should prepare the ground for Alice’s future ‘coming out’. If possible, I would like her to have some minor breast augmentation, maybe to A cup. I don’t know if surgeons would do this in England but I’m sure there are some areas of the world where fewer questions are asked and I’d like to look into this. I would like her to try some low doses of oestrogen or similar to help in her feminisation but here I’m concerned about her losing the ability to have an erection in her clitty which isn’t something I would want. 

I think the time is right for Alice to have her nails, make up, hair and waxing done by female beauticians like all girls. I don’t like the idea of bringing others into our lifestyle and making them uncomfortable so we’re not going to just march into a high street beauticians although perversely I love Alice’s discomfort despite caring for her. I understand that there are ladies out there who do this for feminised males so I need to start looking. 

I’ve started exploring the idea of butt plugs, strap-ons and clitty cages as means of further control and domination. Alice doesn’t like her bum played with much so I have had to do things gradually, as I always do. I have started to put a butt plug in her and she’s uncomfortable with it but is becoming accepting of it, knowing I want it. As always I want her to accept this change. I now have a strap-on which I make her suck as if giving a blow job. It’s wonderful to see this. 

I have put it around her arse area but I’ve not yet penetrated her with it. I’ve told her it will happen but we’ll take things carefully. She’s not ready yet but I told her that her arse will become her vagina for me to use in time. I am going to try the clitty cage as although she wouldn’t dare play with herself, it re-enforces my ownership of it. 

We’ve started attending femdom events and meeting others in similar relationships. I’m going to expand this network as I believe it’s good to meet others like us and it’s good for Alice to be seen by others as the girl she’s become. It’s a safer environment to get her used to this before any wider unveiling. I’m also very keen on exposing Alice as Alice to other women who are not in ‘the scene’. I’m sure they would find it enjoyable and amusing. It would help to cement Alice’s mind into her role of subservience to all real women and not just me. I’ve been very unsure how to do this. I’m certain that many of my female friends would love to be served at home by Alice or have her clean up their place but it’s a risk as they may just not like my proposal and it worries me that I may upset otherwise good friendships. I will plant some vague idea in discussions and see how they react. 

As a woman in a female led relationship with a feminised husband I know that I have to remain committed to this type of relationship at all times, watching for relapses and other problems and pushing Alice’s feminisation and humiliation to new levels. This is a small price to pay for what gives me a wonderful lifestyle and is certainly the way all real women should live. 

THE END

© Lady Alexa 2019

Please let me know what you thought about my book and leave me a review. 

You can also email me at ladyalexa@mail.com or leave a comment on my blog; www.ladyalexauk.com. 

I would genuinely love to hear from you about my book or any aspects of FLR, femdom and forced feminisation. 
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