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Feminized and Pretty

(A Prequel)

Lady Alexa

How Elizabeth laid the foundations to Patrick’s feminisation and his eventual change into Patricia. 

Two additional prequel chapters from the Feminized and Pretty series not included in the books. 
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This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

Contains explicit scenes of a sexual nature including male to female gender transformation, female domination, CFNM, spanking and reluctant feminisation. All characters in this story are aged 18 and over. 

Strictly for adults aged 18 and over. 

Prequel Chapter 1

His new girlfriend was an odd one. They had only been going out for one week and she was already making demands. Her demands were, to put it mildly, increasingly odd. Truth be told Patrick felt a little uncomfortable. In an exciting way, which made it OK. Sort of. He was standing stark naked in front of Elizabeth as she inspected him. 

She was sat down and remained fully dressed. This was most definitely one of her odd demands. Her eyes fell over his body and rested on his penis. Erect and firm. A long red manicured finger lifted it. 

Her face became serious, forehead creased. 

“You know Pat. I don’t like all this hair around your little thing.” Her head moved from side to side. She pulled at strands of his pubic hair and made a face of distaste. 

Patrick looked at the ceiling. It was just over a week ago when Elizabeth had walked into the bar where he had been playing guitar and left him her business card. She had left as abruptly as she’d arrived. Now he was naked and her fully clothed as instructed him as to what she wanted. 

“Why don’t we shave it off?” 

Patrick stepped bag a couple of inches. “Shave what off?” 

Elizabeth chuckled. “Your pubic hair.” 

Patrick’s mouth opened then shut. Why would she want his pubic hair removed? A second thought brushed that question aside. The thought of how erotic it would be for Elizabeth to shave his penis and balls. That sounded pretty nice. Sometimes odd can be very nice. 

“Yeah why not Liz.” 

Elizabeth dropped his erect penis like a hot brick. “Patty how many times do I have to tell you not call me me Liz. Elizabeth. Or Ms Remington.” 

“Ms Remington,” Patrick repeated, laughing. 

There was no reciprocal laugher. Elizabeth’s face remained serious, stern even. She wasn’t a great one for laughter and jokes so he guessed that it was Elizabeth being Elizabeth. But if she didn’t joke

why did she say he could call her Ms Remington? Maybe that was her idea of a joke. Who knew? 

“Patty?” 

“Yes Elizabeth,” he replied deciding to ignore her feeble joke about calling her Ms Remington. 

“Go and get a pair of scissors, a razor and shaving gel. You’ll find it in my bathroom cabinet. You can shave it all off now.” 

She was serious. He padded off to her bathroom, his erect penis crying out for some relief. It had been erotic standing naked for her. 

“And bring a towel as I don’t want your hairs all over my nice floor.” 

He heard her call out. 

She was much older than him but was incredibly sexy, in that older woman way. He rummaged through the cabinet looking for the things she had asked him to get. Or was that instructed? She was certainly an odd one but it was fun. She was also filthy rich. What did she want from him? He had nothing, an itinerant musician with no money. He would have his fun, get as much out of her as he could then move on. There must be a way to get at some of her riches he wondered. 

He skipped back to the living room with the scissors, shaver and gel. 

She had called out for him to hurry up. Calling him Patty again. He didn’t like that but there seemed to be one rule for her and one for him. No Liz but Patty was OK for her to use on him. He wasn’t too worried at the moment as his mind was on the erotic game they were about to play. Her shaving his penis and balls. His penis jerked at the thought of it. He held out the shaving things to her. 

“I’m not going to do it Patty, you are. What do you think I am?” 

Patrick’s face dropped. He had become excited at the prospect of Elizabeth shaving him in some kind of erotic game. Still, it might be

fun to be watched as he did it. He clipped at his pubes under the watchful glare of Elizabeth who sat back. He applied gel and shaved, a slight stinging which was not unpleasant. Elizabeth’s attention wavered and she picked up a magazine laying on the sofa. Patrick finished and asked her if she approved. Elizabeth placed her magazine down and looked up. She looked his desperately erect penis and balls over for a few moments. 

“Good. I think you should have left a little hair above your little fellow.” 

Patrick’s eyes went up to the ceiling again. She was never happy. 

“Anyway, now do the rest of your body. Legs, chest and arms. All hair off.” 

Patrick looked stunned. She was serious. 

“No Elizabeth I don’t want to do this.” 

Elizabeth stood up. He was surprised at how lithe she was. She gripped his balls. He flinched. Her grip was close to being too painful. 

“Patty. I’m not going to date a person with a hairy body. I expect you to be smooth. 

Now do it and when you’ve finished we can go to bed.” Her eyes flitted towards the stairs that led to her bedroom. “And I know you want that new electronic guitar tuner. We can go tomorrow to get it. 

Shaving comes first though.” 

She dropped her grip on his balls and wandered away. She stopped and turned back. 

“And don’t be long. I’ll be waiting upstairs for your silky smooth body.” 

He did as she had told him. 

Prequel Chapter 2

Elizabeth was an odd one and she had another odd new rule now he was shaved. Patrick had to be naked whenever they were at home. 

Strip off as soon as they got in. He also had to keep his body clear of any hair. He guessed it wasn’t so bad. 

Two weeks later, they lay in bed. Saturday morning. Elizabeth was tapping into her phone. She never gave up on work. He accepted it, that was what had made her successful and him not. 

“Patty?” she asked without looking up from her phone screen. 

“Yes dear?” he replied

“No Patty, call me Elizabeth, you know I don’t like being called dear. 

We have a couple of appointments today. Beauty stuff. Your hair and nails are a little untidy and if you want to date me you’re going to have to let me improve you. I do like your hair long and I want you to keep it that way. But it’s a little straggly. It needs styling.” 

Patrick nodded, he was resigned to her odd requirements and it was a price worth paying for everything else. Money, lifestyle and his new plan. A plan to go along with everything and then take her for a large chunk of her money. Yes he would accept whatever she threw at him then pounce. She had mentioned that she might want him as a husband. 

There was no discussion, just a decision that she would make. That would make things easier. Marriage would give him access to her funds. It was all going well. Apart from her demands but he could live with that for now. 

Elizabeth looked up from her screen and gazed over his face then smiled. “Good girl.” 

Patrick froze. “What?” 

Elizabeth continued to look at him. Inscrutable. Had she meant to say that. 

“You called me a good girl?” 

“Really,” she replied, a lop-side smirk on her face. 


* * *

Later on they drove to the high street and parked behind the shops. 

They stood before a wide shop front. Elizabeth motioned to enter. 

Patrick held her back. The sign proclaimed:

 Ladies’ hairstylist. 

“Elizabeth, this place is for women,” he stated. 

“It’s the one I use and they said they’d be happy to style your hair too. Your hair is too long for a traditional male hairdresser’s.” 

She pulled him in as he wondered why it would be too long for a male hairdresser. The receptionist greeted her and showed them to a leather chair. One stylist was waiting, a young lady. Elizabeth told her she wanted Patrick’s hair to look pretty. Patrick swung round. 

“Now you agreed to let me get your hair tidied up Patty.” 

Patrick mouth a couple of  buts  as Elizabeth swung his chair back round. Elizabeth took the stylist to the side and explained what she wanted. 


* * *

They walked into the street. The sun blazed down on them and there was no breeze. People thronged the pavement in shirt sleeves and summer dresses. Patrick’s hair felt different, thicker and more solid. 

They strolled towards the nail bar. Patrick pulled his fingers through his long hair. It was softer, full of body. It felt wonderful but he was concerned as it seemed so feminine. 

They passed a female clothes shop. Elizabeth hesitated, as though something seemed to come into her mind. A silent decision made, she pulled him in by his arm. They stopped before a full-length mirror. He peered in with Elizabeth at his shoulder, a couple of inches taller in her heels. His hair was flicked up in large obvious curls and sat on his shoulders. 

His fringe was long and fell into his eyes. 

“Elizabeth, this is a girl’s style,” he complained. 

“Yes. It is. I like it. It suits you.” 

He tried to ruffle it but she pulled his hand away. “I like it. If you want to stay with me then I want your hair tidy and styled. Like this. Maybe next time a little colour. Blond?” 

He muttered some more  buts but he had lost the debate. Elizabeth took his arm and pulled him over to the dress rack. She strolled along, occasionally touching one. 

“Which one do you like Patty?” She looked into his eyes. 

“What?” he replied. “I don’t think these are your style Elizabeth.” 

Elizabeth gave a short chuckle through her nose. “I wasn’t thinking of me Patty. Why don’t you try one on?” 

“Don’t be ridiculous,” he snapped. 
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Patrick marched to the door and into the street. Elizabeth followed him out a few minutes later, the ghost of a smirk across her lips. 

“Really Elizabeth, what’s the matter with you? Are you trying to annoy me?” 

“So you wouldn’t want to wear a pretty dress?” 

“No I wouldn’t,” he snapped. 

Elizabeth’s smirk returned. Her eyes fell down his body, stopping at his crotch. His skin-tight trousers were bulged out under his trouser fly. 

“Something tells me you’re not being entirely truthful. Patty.” 

She put the back of one finger to his erection and rubbed it twice. 

“Something tells me you would like to wear a pretty dress. OK

another day. Let’s go and get your nails done. 

Eh?” 

His face flushed. His mouth went dry. His erection the most intense he could ever remember. 

THE END

Find out what happens to Patrick in Feminized and Pretty 1 and Feminized and Pretty 2. They are available on Amazon and Kobo. 

Click on the Amazon or Kobo links below to buy

 Buy Feminized and Pretty 1 at:

Amazon or

Kobo

 Buy Feminized and Pretty 2 at:

Amazon or

Kobo
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