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Foreword by Lady Alexa

 Feminized by my Wife tells the story of my husband’s enforced feminisation by me and my development of our wife-led marriage in his own words. He documented it and his feelings. He also provided me with some of the content verbally. I then wrote it all up as this book. 

I have used the male pronoun and the word husband at times throughout this book for clarity and to demonstrate that physically, under the dresses, panties and bras, he is biologically and sexually still a male. However, as a gender and to me, I now think of him as a girl although I know he’s not where I would like him to be yet. However, I only use feminine terms for him in daily life and in my eyes, he is now my pretty housewife called Alice. 

For the past few years, I have written a blog about my Female-Led Relationship and my husband’s enforced or encouraged feminisation. I also wrote a book How I Feminised my Husband, so I assume therefore that many of you are familiar with my accounts of our story. Less well known is Alice’s side of the story and her feelings at being feminised. 

I therefore asked her to put down the story from her perspective. I know that it’s not always been easy for her to accept my demands, which to be fair, have escalated as time has gone on. For the normal standards of our society, what I want of him may be considered extreme; the idea that a biological male should be dressed as a girl and become subservient to the woman in a marriage. I didn’t expect to be where we are now when I started my FLR and the enforced feminisation of my husband. That said, many women change and rule their husbands inside a vanilla marriage. I’ve done little different apart from his

visible and psychological feminisation. 

The forced feminisation of my husband wasn’t some long-term plan of mine. 

Initially, I wanted to take some leadership in our marriage and soften my husband’s masculinity. I saw that this could be achieved by getting him to wear some female clothing. 

We were, and are, two strong personalities and, although we love each other, compromise is never the best option. I knew that my leadership would be the best solution to the problems of potential conflict, not least because I was the woman in the relationship. I am a fervent feminist. Feminising men within an FLR doesn’t necessarily turn them into real women, although it could be the goal for some dominant women. For me, the goal was for my husband to become a submissive facsimile of a girl. 

I found the feminisation part of our FLR by a happy accident. The idea of an element of feminine clothing worn by my, then, masculine husband was exciting for me. Once I had persuaded him to put on an item of feminine clothing as part of a sexual cross-dress game, I noticed a personality change in him. He became softer, more gentle and more submissive. This, I noted, was the key to me taking leadership of our marriage, with the added bonus of it being exciting to see him feminised. 

The following chapters tell the story from Alice’s perspective. Some of it was news for me too. I hope you enjoy the book and that all women and men reading this book can see the incredible benefits to both sexes that flow from feminising males and living an FLR lifestyle. 

CHAPTER 1

My reluctant road from masculinity towards

femininity

Up to 2012, my masculine lifestyle was as normal as breathing. I was an everyday typical man in appearance, attitudes and interests. If anyone had forecast that I would even consider wearing or doing something feminine, I would have laughed at them. Yet, just a couple of years later after my wife, Lady Alexa, began implementing small but clear changes, I now wear female clothing, have shaved body hair and she calls me Alice, Girl or Princess. What on earth happened? 

Unlike all the other feminised males I have met since my own feminisation, I didn’t have the urge to be girly or sissy before I met my wife. I have however, always preferred the company of strong alpha women. I was also always very careful with my appearance and cleanliness. That’s not to say that I am naturally submissive, as I’m not. I just prefer women who are assertive. It’s therefore no surprise then that I ended up marrying Lady Alexa, although she wasn’t called Lady or Madam in those days of course. 

In the early days of our relationship, as I had with my previous assertive female partners, we clashed at times. She was without doubt, the most assertive woman I had ever met. At the same time, I was the first male she had been with who didn’t accept her leadership without question. Something had to give I guess, and someone had to take the initiative. That someone was, of course, my wife. 

We never discussed moving to a female-led relationship (FLR), it evolved though my wife’s determination. Once she had glimpsed the lifestyle, she went for it with a steady determined focus. In truth we had never heard the term FLR

until we moved into the lifestyle and began searching online for guidance and examples. We had never discussed that I would be feminised and turned into a girl. That too, evolved over time. 

Neither of us had ever known about the forced feminisation, femdom or FLR

scenes, although on reflection, my wife told me that she had always led in her previous relationships. She didn’t think of them as FLRs as they were vanilla relationships, except for her being ultimately in charge through her forceful personality. And with hindsight, her choice of submissive boyfriends. It seems there are many flavours of FLR, most of them probably vanilla in all other respects. 

My feminisation started out as a bedroom game. My wife is someone who likes to experiment and push boundaries. I’m not sure if she actually has any boundaries herself; she pushes me over my own. It all started a year or two after e were married. She asked me to wear panties for a bedroom game. She started off with a pair of her small plain black ones. It was exciting for both of us. Her subsequent attempts to make me wear very feminine frilly pink panties failed initially as I refused to put them on. Instead, she used a technique that she has used ever since in increasing my femininity: small incremental changes. 

It wasn’t her initial plan, all she did after my refusal to wear small girly panties was to find something less frilly and pretty, but more feminine than the first pair of black panties. She changed the level of femininity each time we ‘played’ until one day she produced a pair with a little attached skirt around them and covering the traditional crotch area. She was clever as the panties were a dull brown rather than pink or white. 

I reluctantly put them on and made a play of my reluctance. However, it was

exciting for us both and they ramped up the sexual excitement to a new level. 

Her next challenge to my thinking was when she made her point later that the panties I had been using in bed had a little skirt attached. It was as if I had been wearing female panties with a micro skirt, she said. She suggested that we use a real little skirt, as part of the game. I was instantly horrified. A skirt? I was intrigued though, wearing the panties had been fun and why not? We were a couple doing things in private. 

She of course thought there was nothing strange in me progressing to a little skirt. For her it was a minor change to what we had been doing, but without the underwear part of the skirt. That is what she told me. Her logic is always impeccable, and on the face of it she was completely correct. What was the difference between an attached micro skirt on panties and a real mini skirt? I had worn a skirt so I could wear one again. 

I acquiesced, for the bedroom game, She didn’t have anything in my size of course or anything that short. She doesn’t wear mini skirts. She proposed going to a charity shop to find something second hand. Now I had gone from wearing a small pair of black panties as a bedroom game to shopping for a skirt for me inside a week or two. We found a couple of small black mini skirts and we were ready to play. I still have those two skirts. 

It all escalated from that point. First, I had to wear a skirt for the bedroom game. 

She then made me keep it on after we’d had sex. She then made me keep it on to go downstairs to get her a drink or a bite to eat. I’m not sure when the idea of getting me to wear female clothing more often came into her head, but the gradual approach became her modus operandi: increasing my feminisation step by step. She says she didn’t plan it that way but noticed how things worked well and others not so well. The gradual approach mixed with logic was, she said, the most successful approach to someone like me raised in a conservative society. 

Each time I used something female, she would push things up a bit to the next level. Usually the changes were small but always incrementally upwards. In this way she moved me from black panties to wearing a dress at home in a matter of weeks. To explain it in cut-down terms, her strategy and approach went like this: She asked me to wear plain black panties during sex –“it would be a fun bedroom game,”she said. 

She increased the femininity of the panties, more frilly and sexy –“they are just panties and you’ve been wearing them up to now with no problem,”was her logic. 

She introduced panties with a skirt-like frill attached –“they are just panties like you’ve worn already with no problem. A little naughtier yes, but still just panties.” 

She persuaded me to wear a little skirt for the first time -“a little skirt it’s not different to the little skirt frill you wore on the panties.” 

She made me wear a dress or skirt outside the bedroom by moving the ‘bedroom game’ outside the bedroom.“You wear a skirt in the bedroom so why not around the home?” 

She made me wear a skirt more regularly -“you wear a skirt in the bedroom and sometimes around house? It’s too much fuss to change into trousers, keep it on for the rest of the day.” 

 She put me in a dress - “you wear a skirt so what’s the difference?” 

As someone who has never before had the urge to wear female clothing, this meant breaking down many years of social taboos in my head. I felt as if I was doing something wrong, something deviant. That was also exciting as it’s fun to break the rules, isn’t it? 

At the same time, my wife’s obvious delight in seeing me in female clothes is what pushed me on. If it pleased her then it wasn’t bad. However, wearing female clothes, particularly skirts and dresses, unleashed strange and powerful new sensations and thoughts. I wasn’t sure if it was because it seemed so wrong or there was something else there, something hidden deep inside me that my wife had drawn out. The truth is that wearing very feminine items was incredibly exciting, erotic and sensual. Just why, I still can’t answer, but maybe I should just sit back allow my wife to take me where she wants to take me? 

It was in the early days of my feminisation, when it was still a game, that my wife began playing with the idea of giving me a female name. In the early days she renamed me Cindy for when we played. She never at that time called me a girl, just Cindy. Later on she changed it to Alice as she was never that happy with the name Cindy, thinking it a bit too sissy. She likes to see sissies at events and so on, and even makes me dress up as a sissy at times to play. But she thought the more natural female look and name was better for me, more natural. 

It was at this time that she started to seriously consider my transformation from a man in skirts into someone who thought and acted more like a girl. 

She only really uses my name Alice for talking or writing about me. In everyday

life she calls me girl. I am a little worried that she will use it when we’re with vanilla friends or family, but so far that hasn’t happened. She uses something vague in instead like dear. She doesn’t use my previous male name, even outside the house. It’s Girl, sometimes girly, sometimes Princess and very occasionally Alice if the situation requires something less obvious. If Alice can be less obvious. In comparison to girly or princess I suppose it is. 

She liked the idea of using a name for herself as part of the game. She settled on Lady A at first, using her first name initial for anonymity on the blog and it stuck for me to use at home too. It was only later, when she moved into writing novels, that she realised that she would need to use her proper name. She liked the title Lady as she had also introduced a dominant / submissive element to the game. 

Being Lady implied someone of a higher social status whereas I was Alice or Girl. She’s recently added Madam or Ma’am to her title after seeing a TV series about a female politician and a police protection officer. The officer called her ma’am as a sign of respect and status. She liked that. 

What I didn’t spot was that this early feminisation game was the beginnings of our future FLR. Once the feminisation and the dominant/ submissive role-play moved out of the bedroom and into real life, it became only a matter of time. 

CHAPTER 2

My feminisation increases

Once I was wearing skirts and dresses around the home, my wife pointed out how bad my hairy legs looked. In true Lady Alexa fashion, what she actually said was, “If you want to wear skirts and dresses and be more feminine, you need to tidy up your legs.” 

Of course, I never said to her I wanted to wear skirts and dresses and be more feminine. It was something she wanted me to want. I knew not to contradict her as she would reply that I didn’t know what I wanted yet and she was showing me. 

She bought female hair remover. Male hair remover products exists and are probably exactly the same, but it was an early sign of moving towards feminine products. She persuaded me to shave my legs in the bathroom, put on the hair removal cream and then shower it off. 

I can still remember the feel of a light skirt around my legs for the first time. I began to realise that being feminine, wearing softer prettier feminine clothing, was a deeply attractive feeling. That said, I did not ever want it be become more permanent. Lady Alexa had begun to have other ideas. 

What has really surprised me was just how far Lady Alexa wants me to go in my

feminisation. I had assumed she only wanted me in little skirts and dresses, female underwear and so on. What she really wants is for me to not only look and act like a real submissive girl, but for my gender to change to girl. It isn’t my objective, but I’m prepared to go along with what she wants for me as I don’t want to lose where I have been taken so far. It’s too addictive. Who would have thought? Not me. 

My feminisation has become part of her leadership as the head of the home and my role as her submissive housewife. She wants much more than forced feminisation or petticoating, with me as a man in a dress. My wife’s ultimate objective is r me to become a girl where I retain only a penis and balls, and the biological function I am expected to perform with them for her. In all other aspects, she wants me to look and act as a girl and this includes not only clothing, but breasts, body shape, manner and female hairstyles. 

So guiding me to become a girl is my wife’s ultimate goal, a destination that is terrifying. I now enjoy my femininity, but I like being able to swap back and forth. I would prefer more of a game than something permanent. That option is not on the table. It’s all or nothing, she says. I can be a man or a girl. There is no in between, no game playing. I don’t want to lose either and while I dither, she drags me further into femininity as I don’t have any alternative option to suggest. 

She is quite clear that if I was happy to live as a girl now, 24/7, this is how I would be living. She would have no problem if I started wearing skirts and female clothing outside the home and lived as a girl 24/7. Indeed, she can’t fully understand why I don’t just accept it and move on. 

However, she is not a tyrant and doesn’t want me to be upset or to be forced to do something I’m fundamentally uncomfortable with. She accepts, albeit reluctantly, that I want to be able to present a male face to the outside world for appearances. She therefore accepts that she has to take me with her on the journey she wants for me. At times that is very difficult. She doesn’t want to hurt

me, so her approach is incremental, little by little, to get me used to what she wants. She then moves on to the next phase of my increasing feminisation at her hands. 

She says my enforced feminisation is a loving transformation and that she is changing me for the better. She actually calls it encouraged feminisation as she believes that all men have a girl inside them that needs to be teased and persuaded to come out into the light. 

I do like to see her happy and the look on her face when I have (once again) accepted a deeper element of my newfound femininity. It is a wonderful thing to see. The pleasure on her face is genuine and she truly believes she is doing this for me, as well as her. I have to admit, there is much I love about my new-found femininity. My reluctance is fixed around the reaction and probable hostility of family and friends, and wider society, to a 6ft man with a masculine face living as a girl. 

CHAPTER 3

Living a real-life Feminised Female-Led Marriage One of the misconceptions of female-led relationships is the belief that the woman in the relationship is a cruel tyrant. This is untrue and probably only exists on fetish sites and in femdom fiction, including some of my wife’s fiction. 

Our own relationship is much like any other marriage: we talk, laugh, play, go on holiday shop, go out, socialise, going to the cinema and watch TV. Since moving into a Lady Alexa-led marriage lifestyle, and meeting others like us, I’ve found that all other FLRs operate like ours. Outside of the wife-led and feminisation angle, FLRs are like any marriage. It would appear, from my experience, that true-life FLRs are far more subtle that the flogging and slapping visions of fetish sites. 

The woman’s leadership in a real-life FLR is more subtle than the shouting, ordering and finger pointing of fetish sites and fiction. Often, it’s just a final point of reference to the wife or a pointed decision from the lady to show who is in charge. One mistress we know in a feminised husband FLR, uses a certain tone with her submissive husband and with other males. It’s not cruel at all, not even an obvious order. She uses a tone that shows who’s the boss and who’s the submissive. It’s the voice of gentle authority. 

The one major difference I have found so far, in all other feminised FLR couples I’ve met, is that the male always wanted to cross-dress from an early age. They

all had a female alter-ego before they met their partners. This was not the case for me. In fact, I didn’t even know about the concept of feminisation. 

As I’ve become accustomed to my feminisation, the attractions have become more obvious. However, I would probably return to male-hood without Lady Alexa’s control. I’m sure I’d never return to my previous version of masculinity, I would retain a large element of my new-found femininity. I would continue to use female beauty products and underwear. At home I would probably continue to wear skirts, they are freer, lighter and just more attractive and sensual to wear. 

I love how they feel around my smooth legs and sheer stockings. 

I could never have imagined any of this this before meeting my wife. However, the point is academic as my wife would never allow it. She wants a feminised girlie husband for a spouse and there is no going back in her mind. I’ll make the point again that it’s not out of some kind of petticoat punishment or cruelty that she wants me to become a girl. Rather, my encouraged feminisation it is enforced through what she firmly believes is her love and caring for what she considers as my improvement. I know that although my gradual feminisation process can be difficult at times and a bother, I do it as it pleases her and I know that she has been right so many times. Being feminine and letting her lead is better for me and better for my life. I just don’t always see it at first. 

In everyday life outside the home, our FLR and my feminisation may not be that obvious, if you’re not looking. I’m sure there are clues, but only if you know to look, or listen. She calls me Alice or Girl at all times, even outside the home, but no one has seemed to spot that. Yet. Or more likely they just didn’t comment or didn’t believe in the cafe that they had just heard her tell me to be a good girl and get her another coffee or said thank you princess in the supermarket. 

My wife tells me she loves the expression on my face when she calls me Girl in public. I know I cringe although there is also an electricity in it. It’s something so wrong according to my internal social conditioning. Me, being called a pretty

girl in public by my own wife. And in a loving tone. Is this an up or a down? A bit of both I’d say. 

In decision making, we discuss and decide things together, as any other couple in any normal vanilla marriage. I mean the word normal to mean any loving partnership. Often Lady Alexa isn’t too bothered about something so I get to choose by default. She can’t be a mistress every minute of the day, there is life to live and boring things, like work, to do. I even go to activities such as live football as she likes me to have fun. Besides, girls like football too. Some commentators on her blog tell her to make me do sewing or knitting or some past-time feminine activity. She doesn’t agree on me doing irrelevant activities just because they may be perceived as feminine. That turns it into a game, not real life. 

For my wife, my feminisation and her leadership is not about making my life miserable. If I enjoy what some think of as male activities, then so what? We live a loving FLR and she truly believes that it is for my benefit as well as hers. Why make me do something that bores me just to satisfy an out-of-date concept that sewing is female? Besides, I am already good at sewing and do the sewing as a necessity if a repair is needed. 

The abiding fact underpinning our FLR is that Lady Alexa is the leader, and it’s her decision whether I decide something. By choosing not to decide on something is a decision too. This is implicit in everything we do. If I were to challenge her then there would be problems. So as long as I understand her rules then life is smooth. 

The only area where she’ll get tough and even overrule me is in the area of my feminisation. It’s not for discussion, there is no back sliding permitted on my current level of feminisation. Once something is in place, then it becomes the norm. It’s why I have to think carefully about agreeing to pierced ears, for example. She would never countenance me having my ears pierced then

deciding not to wear earrings. Back sliding on feminisation is probably the only area where she will turn into a tyrant. However, she always works to get me to agree a new feminisation change. She says it works better if I accept it and understand her reasons for wanting it. 

We can debate something and she can be persuaded by my alternative ideas at times. However, when she does make a decision, it has to be followed. This seems fair to me these days, even if it didn’t in the past. Our marriage works better this way and I feel relived to not have the pressure to have to always decide. 

The best way to imagine this is to think of Lady Alexa as the Supreme Court Judge and the Prime Minister rolled up together. They don’t get involved in the everyday lives of their citizens, but the Prime Minister and her Government makes the laws and the Judge rules on those laws. Mostly we all follow those laws as we go about our lives so everything works. If we break them and get caught then there’s punishment by the state. Lady Alexa is the state in our marriage. This is how our marriage works. Even after a few years of our FLR, I still struggle at times with this concept, but I am improving. I find that an FLR

provides a release. I don’t have to be in charge and I don’t have to take responsibility. 

Our marriage therefore operates under my wife’s high-level laws. I’m sure that this type of matriarchy exists in many households, they just don’t call it an FLR. 

It’s just not explicitly described as a female-led relationship in the so-called fetish terms, neither is the man is feminised to look like a girl. This doesn’t mean that the man hasn’t been emasculated in other ways. He may look like a masculine man, but is submissive. My feminisation is a visible expression of my emasculation at the hands of my wife. 

CHAPTER 4

Lady Alexa’s rules for a successful FLR

My wife has never written down her FLR Laws, I have pieced them together based on the things she expects from our relationship and from me. When I presented them back to her she agreed they were what she expected, but she had never thought of them as a list before, just an intrinsic part of what we had. More accurately, they describe what she expects. 

The first of my wife’s FLR Laws is that she has the final decision. This doesn’t mean she will actually take the final decision, just that she has the right to decide. Her decision may be that I can decide. 

FLR Law Number Two is that I am responsible for all household duties. At times, she wants to do some of my housewife duties, clean up a little or do the washing. It helps her to unwind sometimes as she has a busy professional day job. Usually she does not do the housework, although she will sometimes sweep up or put the washing on. She does like to cook, so we’ll often do this together when she wants to. The point is that housework of all types is her choice to do, or not. The default position is that I have to do it. 

House work is not exciting although I like the submissive nature of it being for me to do and beneath her. 

Lady Alexa’s FLR Law Number Three is that I am a girl. By this she means that this is now my gender. She refuses to consider me as a male any more. My wife doesn’t call me a woman as she believes this to be something different: women lead, submissive male girls (like me) follow. Having to be a girl is a distinctly separate law from being feminised. Feminised, for her, can mean being petticoated. By this she means that a man can remain a man, but is feminised and embarrassed by being put into female clothes to rectify behaviour or as a punishment. She doesn’t want female clothing to be associated with punishment, she wants me to see it as a gift from her to me girl and as a pleasure for me. She does believe that me being in female clothing has changed my behaviour for the better and made me more gentle. 

My wife therefore, wants me to be a girl beyond any female clothing I might be wearing. She considers that I am a girl even when I have to dress as a man for external purposes. This is a fact she reinforces by calling me Girl at all times and referring to my body parts by female names: clitty, pussy, vagina, tits. She will never say for example, I’m looking handsome as she considers that a male adjective, instead she uses pretty or cute. She will use these adjectives outside the home without any embarrassment on her part, but plenty on my side. It’s all about her mindset that I am now a girl. 

I do have to be feminised at home at all times in a skirt or dress, since she tells me that’s what girls wear so why would I be any different? By chance, I mainly work from home and she travels to an office in the city. This means I remain feminised during the day, unless I need to go into my company’s offices or to go out to do the shopping. If I do need to change into male clothing, I will wear female underwear, including a bra and hold-up stockings under my male trousers. She’ll contact me when she’s at work and uses Girl or Princess on texts or phone calls. She’s started also using Missy or Girly at times recently. She is amused by my reaction to her use of these names and enjoys my discomfort. 

Lady Alexa’s fourth law is that I must show her respect. Lately she prefers being called Madam. This doesn’t mean that I never call her Alexa, as I often do and

this is fine depending on the situation. She prefers Madam more for when I’m doing something for her, serving or cleaning around her, for example. If we’re out having a meal together then Alexa is fine, Madam would be too heavy. She will still use Girl or Princess, occasionally Alice, to address me. 

She also expects me to curtsey to her. This again is more when I am doing something for her at home, such as making her a cup of coffee and bringing it in or serving dinner or she has just arrived home from work or going out. It would be too heavy if we lived our life with me permanently curtseying every time I entered or left a room. It is a balance as I have to remember the correct times and situations and to not forget. Sometimes, when we’re out and I get something for her, she tell me I have to curtsey. This is a tough one. She’s happy with a small drop of my knees and my head down, nothing too ostentatious, but a definite curtsey is needed all the same. It depends if she’s in a devilish mood or not. 

Her final FLR Law is, of course, that I must be in feminine clothing as much as is feasible. If she had her way, this would be permanently. She realises that this is difficult for me and for those vanilla friends who aren’t aware of our lifestyle. 

So she bides her time, fuming silently that it’s not possible We discuss most things and we have discussed why my feminisation is something she wants so strongly. I still haven’t really got completely to the bottom of why she wants me feminised. Not the fundamental reason she wants her husband to be a girl. I do know that my feminisation and my gender change into a girl are her basic laws. 

Other women I have met in the femdom FLR scene also enjoy feminised men, even though the men also wanted it. They seemed to find each other. Maybe we did subliminally. I’ve since met several women at femdom events who go to these events purely to meet submissive and feminised men. Some go to transvestite events for the same reasons: they prefer submissive girly men. 

My feminisation is my wife’s principal law as she believes all other laws flow from it: her leadership, my role as housewife, my gender change to be a girl, control, punishment and so on. In our discussions she says that seeing a male feminised is exciting for her in terms of her power and for the sexual element. 

She finds it erotic that I’m a girl. I find it strangely erotic and exciting too, as well as the obvious benefits of the nicer clothing. I also want to be able to revert to a typical male at times. My mind is in turmoil. I want to be feminised these days, but also I don’t. 

CHAPTER 5

The ups and downs of being feminised

I have to say that my wife loves power, and having the power to turn her husband into a submissive girl was a wonderful thing for her. My lack of obvious natural submissiveness is a turn off for many of the dominant women I have met, they don’t quite get it. For my wife it makes it even better as she enjoys my reluctance. It’s not that I’m a dominant either, more of an independent mindset. Or I was. 

I’m often ‘not in the mood’ to change into female clothing. It’s okay when I get up and get dressed into a dress. The problem is that I have to change into male top wear to go out then change back when I get home. The same problem if someone comes to the door, a delivery for example. I keep a pair of trousers and a tee shirt around to slip on quickly to open the door then take them off. It’s all aggravation. 

However, my wife does not permit me to wear male clothing in the home. I have to be feminised and to be a girl. There is no discussion or debate on this single point. If I haven’t changed quickly after being out, then her mood changes. The friendly caring lady turns. It’s not worth the trouble, I ensure I am feminised for her. I love the caring, loving side of my wife and I don’t want her upset. Yes she is angry if I’m not feminised, but there is more in her anger. There is a disappointment at me and my behaviour. It’s as if she feels I don’t respect her. I hate to see that. 

My feminisation and being considered as a girl has two aspects for me. Even

from the beginning, wearing a skirt or dress had an intense sensuality. There is also the feeling that I am doing something so wrong, even now. My wife doesn’t seem to understand the second point. She always points out that there is nothing wrong with me wearing extremely female clothing, it’s just my social conditioning and I need to overcome it. She says I have to get over my artificial feelings and accept my femininity. I’m not there yet and she knows that. She believes she is helping and guiding me towards a better way: femininity. 

One problem is the constant changing into and out of female clothing. I have discussed the issue with my wife, but she doesn’t understand. She says it’s a problem of my own making. If I were to wear only female clothing then I wouldn’t have to keep changing. It’s me who pulls on trousers and tee shirt over my dress, it’s not what she wants. She has a point. 

A second area that I can sometimes struggle with is the need to keep up my female regimes, particularly shaving my body. Lady Alexa knows this is a bit of a chore for me so she makes regular inspections. I have to lift my skirt and drop my knickers so she can check that I am properly shaved. If not then I’m sent to shave. She’s especially keen that my genitals are smooth with a feminine triangle of pubic hair. My genitals are an area of concern for her but I’ll cover that in a later chapter when I consider my wife’s and my own issues with my current state of feminisation. 

Once smooth skinned again, I’m spanked, usually on my clitty. This is a hugely humiliating routine. The difficulties of shaving are situations where I have to show my legs or worse, my genitals. Since Lady Alexa insists I go to the gym to try to reduce my waist size, I wear shorts with shaved legs. To be honest, no one seems to have ever noticed or are not the least bit interested. I worry though. 

There have been two occasions where I have had to expose my clean-shaven legs and genitals with the neat feminine pubic triangle. One was a medical examination. The doctor was a specialist, not my GP. He was male, but said

nothing. Nor did his face react in any way. I assume he’s seem all these types of things before. 

The other time I had to expose my smooth body was on a naturist beach while on holiday in Europe by the Mediterranean recently. My wife chose the location based on the number of beaches where nudity was permitted. She deliberately chose a beach where nudity was optional. I don’t know why, but she loves my humiliation/embarrassment almost as much as my feminisation. My feminine triangle and smooth legs and genitals stood out clearly. People who go to these types of beaches tend not to look, but I did attract glances. Lady Alexa’s face was a picture of pleasure. She said I attracted more glances than I realised. She of course remained in her swimming costume. 

To help me she with my shaving problems she bought me an electric lady shaver. 

It makes shaving my legs and chest very easy and much quicker. I still need to use a hand shaver on my more intimate parts. This regime is a concern for my wife and she wants to do something more permanent. She says that the only reason that it’s a chore is because I haven’t yet accepted that my body hair needs to be permanently removed. The chore of constantly having to shave my body is my own fault. 

I am now in a situation which my wife calls partially feminised. I have gone some way down the path to femininity in that I wear skirts and dresses at home and I follow some feminine beauty regimes such as body hair removal, using female beauty products such as shampoos, perfumes and so on. My nightwear is female, two pink baby doll nighties and a very short white baby doll. My male underwear was disposed of a long time ago, I only have knickers. I wear a bra daily. I also have a wig that I wear some evenings for when she gets in. 

I had thought this might be sufficient for my wife. It’s not. For her it’s a phase one. I realise that she is moving me into a second phase. My feminisation is being increased and she wants to push me into new area of what a girl would do. 

At the time of writing I could, in theory, reverse most aspects of my feminisation simply by returning to male clothing and refusing to play along any more. She therefore wants to change some aspects of my feminisation to make them permanent. It’s oddly exciting but also a big worry. 

CHAPTER 6

 Punishment

Punishment by my wife doesn’t seem, at first, to fit with my statement that ours is a loving FLR. Yet, my wife does punish me for what she considers misdemeanours, and this does include some forms of light physical punishment. 

How can this be loving you may ask? 

I’ll default to my wife’s explanation for why her regular punishment of me is performed for love. I understand and accept her reasons, they makes sense. She explains that my feminisation and her leadership are the key elements to my improvement. As a male, with nasty male habits, I need help to eradicate my faults. Sometimes the reminders of my failings need to be harsher so that I can equate poor behaviour with the consequences. 

My wife says that I was better than most males she has known, but I was still male and therefore flawed. I don’t need go into why feminisation and FLR

improves me since my wife has explained that extensively on her blog www.ladyalexauk.com and her book How I Feminised My Husband. 

Needless to say, I can’t argue with her logic about punishment, that it is an essential part of correcting my poor behaviours. It also cements the status levels in our relationship. Now I’ve accepted her superiority and leadership, that comes with certain privileges or lack of privileges. As my superior she has all the rights, including the use of punishment on me if she believes it necessary. She

calls ours an adult – child relationship in terms of status levels. By this she means that it is loving, as in a mother – child relationship, but that the mother needs to correct the child when necessary. 

At times, I feel uncomfortable about her punishment. She never causes marks or serious pain, it’s more about the humiliation of being spanked by your own wife. 

I do sometimes find the punishments humiliating, other times irritating and I’m annoyed. Sometimes, I even enjoy a slight spanking for the humiliation and sensations it brings. The indignity of pulling down or removing my panties and lifting my skirt to expose myself for her retribution is intense. As with everything, there are times that I enjoy her punishment, it can an erotic act. 

Other times But, there are other times when I am not in the mood or perhaps a little annoyed with her. It’s as if I were a little boy, or I should say, a little girl, and I sulk inside. 

I understand that I need to accept punishment when she deems it appropriate. I don’t enjoy conflict and therefore look to learn from her punishments about how to behave in the future. My wife explains to me that punishment, including spanking, is necessary in order to reinforce her leadership and my feminisation. 

In short, it’s for my benefit and personal improvement in the longer run. In a kind of Pavlovian manner, she often only has to raise her eyebrows and slap her thigh with a long wooden spoon for me to jump into action. 

Lady Alexa’s punishment regimes are varied, but none are nasty, nor do I suffer any lasting marks or pain. It’s more a reminder of the loss of any remaining pride and status. Aside from a reddened bum and legs at times, she would never hurt me. Her spanks on my clitty and pussy are more of a light stinging to hurt any lingering pride, rather than inflicting pain. 

She explains that as a biological male, I need to be treated like a naughty child, a naughty girl. She’d never advocate or practice corporal punishment on a real child, but she says it’s necessary for an adult in a child-like status relationship-

wise, which she says is what all males should be. 

Outside of our FLR and my enforced feminisation, we have a normal marriage and normal things happen. We have little arguments and we can snap at each other at times. The difference is that my wife is in charge. If she considers I have overstepped the mark, or she is in the right, which is usually the case, she will spank, slap me or maybe just verbally scold me. I have to accept this punishment even when I don’t want to. I may also be punished for not following my female routines or acting correctly. 

Lady Alexa is an advocate of what she calls maintenance punishment. This is usually at bed time. Maintenance punishment is, as the name implies, for no specific misdemeanour, but for the maintenance of her control. It’s part of her FLR regime. I have to bend over and drop my knickers/panties. If I’ve changed for bed, then I have to lift my nightie and present my bare bum. She’ll spank me with a wooden spoon, a riding crop, her hand or a flogger. I then have to thank her. 

For punishments due to something she considers I have done wrong, my wife has a variety of methods depending on her mood. She doesn’t like back chat, which is a problem I have been unable to eradicate. I also sometimes forget to curtsey at the right time. As I’ve already explained, the right time can be difficult to ascertain. 

For answering back on something minor I may be slapped on the face or legs. If a little worse, she will slap me with her open palm through my skirt on my clitty and pussy balls. If she considers that I’ve been very disrespectful then I am told to get the wooden spoon. Then I have to remove my knickers and lift my skirt. 

She will spank me on my clitty and pussy balls as I hold my skirt up for her. She may make me remove my skirt too and spend the evening naked from the waist down. I’ll then have to curtsey and thank her for trying to make me a better person. 

With any punishment I’m told I’m a bad or a naughty girl. I have to tell her I’m sorry and that I’ll try to be a good girl for her. I often find myself mumbling this which elicits more spanks and I have to speak up. She tells me I have to be proud to be a girl. She has a point, I should be proud to be what I am, what she has made me into, but I find it difficult. I can feel humiliated at my emasculation. 

As part of a bedroom game, spanking can be fun, of course. As a way of life it can be very demeaning to have your wife scold and spank you. The humiliation increases if I get an erection while being spanked. My wife finds this highly amusing. 

CHAPTER 7

Meeting other FLR couples

We like to meet and spend time with other couples who live our lifestyle. My wife loves these evenings and events as she enjoys spending time with other female leaders like her. She takes the opportunity to pick up ideas and learn from other women and to push things along further than we may have done on our own. She also likes me to be with other, more feminine submissive men and to learn from them. 

I’m always nervous at the prospect of spending time with other FLR couples as the evenings if we’re in a private home can be unpredictable. But also they can be enjoyable. I realise that serving superior women, cooking, clearing up and following their instructions has a great appeal. I’d always like being helpful and now I realise it’s more than that. 

I can sometimes forget to be suitably submissive. Here’s an example from one such evening where my wife pushed things on much further than I had expected. 

We were at another FLR couple’s home: Miss Treat and her girl. Those in the Femdom scene in England outside of London will almost certainly know of Miss Treat. She is a female leader and organiser of munches and femdom events. 

Another FLR couple we all knew were also there for a dinner party. The plan had been for the ‘girls’ to cook, serve and clear up while the ladies had a nice evening chatting and being treated properly. We were to play a little afterwards. I found myself in trouble after the dinner as I had not been sufficiently respectful. 

It’s a trait that Lady Alexa is trying to train out of me but it does surface at times. 

On this particular occasion, I had told my wife to hold on a few minutes after she had given me an instruction. I was doing something else at the time. It continues to be difficult as my wife’s instructions can interfere with a task I’m doing. I know that I have to attend to her demands instantly but I haven’t yet lost the instinct to want to debate. 

Punishment was swift and the other two ‘girls’ could only look on as my wife told me to strip off completely. Everything. I pleaded for her not to make me. 

This was too much, utterly naked in front of everyone. The two other domme wives stood by her and told me to do it too. I slowly and reluctantly removed my dress, shoes, stockings and bra. I kept my little knickers on. 

Although physically taller and larger than the three women, my body hunched lower in my humiliation. One of the other ladies told me to remove my knickers. 

It was difficult to expose myself to them. They told me I was being disobedient for not following a direct instruction. I knew I was being disrespectful, but removing my underwear was demeaning. My panties were torn down before I could react. A moment of anger flushed through me. How could my wife allow me to be exposed like this? 

My wife slapped me several times on my clitty and pussy balls as the other ladies laughed. The tense atmosphere dissipated. I knew I had caused it by not obeying my wife. I was told I had broken a covenant, one I should have accepted fully by now. The two sissies continued to watch from the corners of their eyes, grateful they were not being punished. 

The problem was that my clitty had jolted to attention. Firm and erect. Cue more laughter from the ladies. Miss Treat told me that despite the erection, I was

small, pathetic even. Lady Alexa said it as small but she liked it that way as it was cuter and more like a female clitty. I was told to lay on the floor. Miss Treat ground my erection and pussy balls with the sole of her boot as if they were an old discarded cigarette. 

Following this I was allowed to get up. I asked politely many times to be allowed to put something on. Lady Alexa would not permit me to dress for the remainder of the evening. I was the only naked person there. To make it worse, my wife tied a pink garter around the back of my pussy balls and the top of my clitty. I was forced to sit of the floor with my legs wide apart for twenty minutes while the ladies sat in front of me chatting on the sofa having drinks which were served by their more obedient sissy husbands. 

The situation was an intense humiliation, although I had a twenty minute erection to show that there was something else going on in my head. 

Punishment, whether it be the extreme humiliation of the dinner party, or the day to day version, has shown me that I have a dilemma. That is to always remember that I am not an equal partner in our marriage. 

This is difficult because for much of our time together at home or out, we chat and enjoy life as seeming equals. Yes my wife calls me a girl and I do all the housework and most of the cooking. Yes I have to dress in a little skirt or a pretty dress. But, if we’re discussing something, such as the news, events or whatever, we do it as a vanilla couple would. 

Despite all the reminders that I’m a submissive girl, I occasionally forget our asymmetric relationship level in the heat or aftermath of a pleasant discussion or if I’m busy. My wife enjoys a good debate and to hear my opinion, but she never forgets that she’s in charge. After a nice chat she may tell me to do something. 

I’ll utter the line, in a minute, and then there’s trouble. The entire atmosphere changes in a heartbeat. 

Even after all this time, it’s something I’m still learning to remember at times. 

I’m getting better. Her punishment helps me to remember. As she constantly reminds me, I have to be a good, respectful and pretty girl always. 

CHAPTER 8

The challenges of having my masculinity removed A point my wife makes about her feminisation of me is that it should not be considered odd or unusual. She says that what is odd and unusual is that society today considers that men should wear trousers, be the breadwinner and behave in a way that is considered as masculine. She asserts that this is just an artificial fabrication. Where in nature, she says, is it proscribed that men shouldn’t be dressed in pretty skirts and act in ways currently considered feminine and undertake what is currently considered as ‘women’s work’? 

Aside from using the word feminisation, my wife also refers to me being de-maled. She likes this expression to describe my masculinity being removed. She states that so-called masculinity is a male invention. She believes males should be taught to embrace the more natural state femininity instead. My femininity is the outward signs of my emasculation but she also says she still needs to eradicate my inner masculine traits

I cannot argue against her reasoning and in some ways, that is why I have submitted to her feminisation. I can’t find a reason to object beyond I sometimes don’t want to which wouldn’t always be strictly true. 

She points out that my concerns about my feminisation are therefore about what others would think seeing me looking like a girl and about how I was programmed during childhood. She regularly tells me that if I want to go out in public as a girl then she will support me. I’m sure she would although I’m not

ready for that. 

My wife has many concerns and frustrations about how my feminisation is progressing. This is because she constantly balances what she wants from my feminisation. This balance is between her deep desire that I be a girl with her concerns about not wanting to upset me or cause me problems with others who wouldn’t understand my feminisation. 

Another frustration, I know she has, is that the changes she has made could, in theory, be reversed. They are not permanent irreversible physical changes. She insists that the time is approaching to make non-reversible changes so that I can never return from being the girl she insists I am today, to becoming a man again. 

I can probably live with some of her plans, but others are both a worry. I’m worried about moving beyond her assertion that there is no reason for males to be able to look feminine into actually being female. Some of what she wants would be a step deeper into gender change and to take on female physical characteristics that don’t exist in biological males. 

My wife wants to guide me further along the line towards femininity. She says that at one end of the line is a 100% theoretical male and the other a 100%

theoretical female. She says we’re all probably somewhere between the two extremes and she wants me closer than I am now to the female end. 

Some of her ideas I can accept without too much debate. Some are probably not practical, but others are more daunting to consider. As with all things concerning Lady Alexa, my initial reaction to her plans and ideas generates a disbelief combined with an inner horror. Once processed and moving in the direction she wants, I relax and find her ideas have a certain logic and even an appeal. 

Once her ideas have been planted, she tends to guide me carefully, pushing and prodding me along. To my surprise, I usually find her proposal for my changes are fine, and sometimes more than fine. It’s often only the initial reaction to something that seems so off-the-wall to me, that it produces anguish and shock. 

Even so I need her to lead me along her path slowly. 

Some of her changes are just a different way of doing something. For example, as a male, I wore my trousers below my waist, they sat below my hips and belly. 

Lady Alexa has shown me that the waist on female clothing is much higher and I have to wear my female clothing this way now. At first this felt odd. In a dress, the waist line was often just below my chest. For skirts, my wife became exasperated at my tendency to wear them low on my hips like my male trousers. 

She has explained how they need to sit on my natural waist, covering my belly button. I do this now and I’ve become accustomed to it. 

The problem with wearing dresses and skirts on the waist is that it highlighted my male middle-aged paunch. My wife then put me on a gym and diet regime which I have constantly failed to stick to. I know I need to, my dresses and skirts look less feminine on me with the paunch. Besides, even in male mode in public, it’s much nice to be trim. 

Having my masculinity removed is a challenge. It’s a challenge that has it’s compensations. The need to, one day, lose my male paunch is a benefit in my looks and health. Not that I’m over-weight as I’m not. I just suffer from the gathering of a small paunch which is hidden in male clothes but all too prominent in female. 

I am aware that my continued de-maling will in time have an obvious impact on my looks and manner at all times, even when in male guise. I suspect that Lady Alexa is hoping for this too so that it becomes easier to be move towards being

more female in everyday life. This is her way, make gradual changes, not only for me to accept them, but for others too. 

She is trying to make my transformation less traumatic for everyone and this shows how caring and thoughtful she is, improving me but being aware of everyone else even though she wants me looking and acting like a girl now. It’s the thought of my eventual destination that is disquieting, even if there is a tinge of excitement too. I have to balance the loss of my male side with the benefits of gaining a proper female side. I’d like both, I don’t think ‘s going to be completely possible. She wants me as a biological male but a female gender in lifestyle and appearance. 

CHAPTER 9

My female clothing styles

My wife is responsible for anything I wear and has been for sometime. She chooses all my female clothing we buy and oversees what I wear in male guise. 

This doesn’t mean she selects what clothing I wear on a daily basis, just that my wardrobe reflects how she wants me to look. 

I am slightly confused by her choices regarding my female clothing. She claims she wants me to be a girl, not a sissy. I therefore have only female clothes from normal female stores. However, she insists I wear mini skirts and dresses, with girly colours. Many of my skirts are more micro than mini. 

Underwear

I no longer own male underwear, except for sports underwear which I use in the gym under my shorts and one pair of male underpants for any possible doctor’s appointment. To date, my wife has accepted that I can’t change and show my pretty panties inside a male changing room. Especially as my body is shaved. I have said that it could cause problems and she agrees. Reluctantly. 

It took a while to find a style of panties that fitted, both in material and fit. I prefer to wear female panties, I would never return to male underpants. Panties

are lighter, more attractive and more sensual. I much prefer the feel of panties and this proves that my wife was correct yet again. 

It quickly became apparent that I couldn’t wear artificial fibres or satin. They irritated my clitty. This includes those panties with a cotton gusset as the gusset only covers the area a real female vagina would be. It doesn’t enclose my larger male clitty. Being put it panties has proved to be a wonderful change and I’d never go back to heavy male underwear. 

More recently, Lady Alexa has insisted I wear bras. I couldn’t see the purpose initially as I don’t (yet!) have female breasts. She insisted though, saying that girls wear bras. I wear bras at home at outside, unless there’s a risk of being found out, such as in a family reunion. 

Strangely, bras are very comforting to wear. I don’t understand why that would be, but they are. At home I sometimes wear C-cup breast inserts which also feel oddly comfortable. The feeling of the frontal weight is nice. Lady Alexa has recently bought me some padded bras. They don’t have the weight of the inserts, but there give a nice delicate shape to my chest. They are probably an A cup. 

They are visible though a tee shirt as two small mounds. It’s a look lady Alexa adores. I wear the padded bras outside the home and the mounds are visible as breast shapes, albeit small. I’m constantly worried, especially as my chests are larger thanks to the gym work. 

My wife says that people probably just think that I have man boobs. I’m not so sure and I’m not comfortable. She insists, so I have little choice and hope she’s right. 

Skirts and Dresses

Lady Alexa rarely shows her anger in an obvious way. She’s generally relaxed and amenable. Her orders are not those of the fantasy shouting and ranting, but are given in a clear and emotionally positive manner. As with most aspects of my feminisation, she prods and pushes and likes me to accept and understand why it’s an improvement. She likes when I have become accustomed to aspects of my feminisation and when I prefer it to my old male ways, such as panties for example. 

Wearing skirts or dresses in the home though, is an unbreakable rule for her. I’m expected to put on a skirt/dress in the morning and use it at home for the day and evening until bedtime when I change into a baby doll nightie. She understands it’s difficult for me to wear a skirt/dress outside at present. There is a no-trousers rule in the home which applies to me only, not for her. 

She says that a pretty skirt or dress is the single most obvious way to see that I’m now a girl. She loves to see me in a skirt/dress and her face still lights up when she comes home to see me dressed in a pretty skirt. If I were to wear trousers the spell is broken for her. If I delay or forget, this is one of the few times I can expect to incur her wrath. 

She is so loving, caring and supportive in all aspects of my feminisation and I feel her desire to improve all aspects of my person through my increasing femininity. If I break her skirt/dress rule then there is trouble. I don’t want trouble or to upset her, so I try not to annoy her. I know this is important for her. 

In truth, I now prefer to wear a skirt or dress. They are more comfortable and attractive. They make me feel pretty and sensual. The problem is the constant changing for outside appearances. In reality, I wish society would accept males or feminised male in pretty skirts/dresses. But it doesn’t yet, or some aspects of society don’t understand, so I have to cover it up. Shame. 

My skirts are mostly very short. Most are gathered or pleated, Lady Alexa likes that look as she says it’s very feminine and I need a bit of an exaggeration of the clothing to make me look more feminine. I have one pink pleated skirt for example and a tartan schoolgirl style skirt. I have a longer one which is dark pink with a lighter pink pattern, also slightly gathered and pleated. Another dress, for example is white, another is bright red with white dots. 

She loves feminine colours on me, although I do have some black skirts too, but these are pleated and ra-ra style. She allows black as a way of not attracting attention from the neighbours through the windows. I suspect they may have seen me at times, but it’s best to be safe. 

Tops

My wife likes me in fairly normal female clothing so I have several female tee skirts. They are a fitted female style with very short sleeves, shaped bodies and lover fronts. All are in pretty colours. I have a white fitted blouse which my wife likes me to wear in either my secretary look or slightly school-girly look. I have other blouses and tops to wear around the home. 

My cardigans and jumpers are mostly pink, my wife loves to put me in pinks, whites and yellows. 

Shoes

I have one pair of silver four-inch heels which I only use if Lady Alexa wants me to dress up. They aren’t practical for everyday use in the house, where I’ll be cleaning and cooking and so on. This again, goes against the online images of men cooking and cleaning in six-inch heels and wide flouncy sissy dresses. My wife wants a clean house and nice food, not an over-feminised husband tottering round uselessly. 

For everyday housework, my wife is happy for me to use a pair of flat female shoes. They are comfortable and easy to wear. As long as I’m in female shoes, she is happy. I also have a pair of one-inch heeled black shoes. I’ll wear these often when Lady Alexa wants me with a more feminine look, maybe in the evening or if I want to look nice for her when she gets home. They are still practical but pretty. 

When I’m at home alone, I never wear heels and my wife is perfectly comfortable with that, so long as my shoes are female. 

Make-up, Jewellery and other feminine additions I tend not to wear make-up during the day as it is risky. Evenings and special occasions I wear a little lipstick and some eyeshadow as a minimum. I will also sometimes put on nail varnish. Lady Alexa would like me to wear nail varnish regularly, but it’s difficult as I’d have to remove it all the time. 

I have my own necklaces and bracelets. I wear clip-on earrings. They are excellent and make my ears appear to be pierced. The springs are hidden inside then hollow rings or clips. I know my wife wants my ears pierced, but these have temporarily solved the debate. I think the question of pierced ears will come up again. I know that my wife has other feminine improvements she wants to make

on me which have priority. I’m relieved by that as pierced ears would show when I’m in male look. 

My wife likes me to wear sanitary pads inside my panties. Like the bras at first, I never saw the purpose. I am still not entirely sure why she likes me to wear them. For the bra wearing, I now see it was a first step towards having breasts and wearing a full set of female underwear. Bra and panties look pretty, I get that. For the sanitary pads the reason is less clear to me. Her argument is that I need to feel what a girl feels. I have pointed out that I’m at an age where a woman wouldn’t need to wear a sanitary pad. She sees that but likes me to have them all the same. She hasn’t made it a monthly regular practice. 

CHAPTER 10

Interacting with other feminised males

I have known for some time that my wife likes the idea of having other feminised submissive men to serve her, alongside me. I understand she’s into female domination, so her dream of having other feminised or naked males serving her as maids and servants is no surprise. We have no worries about inviting dominant women to join us, but we’re less comfortable with other males who profess to be submissive. We need to be careful. The reasons are twofold. 

Firstly, I am not comfortable with being naked or interacting with other males as it strays into some of my red lines. Although feminised, I remain heterosexual, so anything that veers into male homosexuality is uncomfortable for me and would be an unpleasant experience for me. Being gay is absolutely fine of course, but since I’m not, it isn’t for me personally. Therefore being humiliated by another mistress is very nice, naturally. Being viewed naked or touched by another male is more than an uncomfortable concept for me. The question my wife wants to find out is, what is acceptable and what is not for me? She wants to test my limits. 

Secondly, there seem to be an enormous number of males who want to experience forced feminisation and femdom. We would be inundated by requests and it would be impossible to filter them out. She’s not going to go down that route. 

My wife doesn’t always share her ideas with with at first, they kind of slip out

when the opportunity arises. One such opportunity for feminised male on male interaction arose for her when we were at a femdom event. On that occasion, there was a game where mistresses and sissies received random written instructions pulled from a hat. Lady Alexa’s instructions were to find two submissive males and make one of them give a blow job to the other. 

I was extremely surprised when my wife was enthusiastic about the challenge. 

We’d never discussed this before, she knew it was a red line for me personally. 

She threw herself into the task and found two ‘reluctant’ submissives to order to give and accept the blow job task. Not wanting to be involved or even view this, I withdrew to the bar area alone. My wife instructed the two submissives to find a private room. She was followed by two other submissives, who wanted to watch, and another FLR couple. 

She emerged a little while later from the private room, saying how much she had enjoyed the whole event. I had never expected that she would want to ‘force’

submissives to perform fellatio, but she did. She knows this is a red line and would never expect this of me. Nonetheless, she has said she would enjoy it if I did not mind. I do mind. In our loving FLR, she would never make me do anything I did not like. 

Since this experience, she has continued to push this particular envelope gently. 

Lady Alexa believes that submissive males have no rights concerning their clothing or bodies, within agreed limits. This means that not only can she choose my clothing, she owns my body. If she wants me naked or exposed then I have to comply. I accept this although she exercises her rights in ways I don’t always expect. She has told me she enjoys naked submissives around her as it demonstrates the inequality she likes. Indeed, she enjoys the right she has to expose me to others, including other submissives males. 

It is a fact that I had never seen another erect penis until I met Lady Alexa and we had moved into an FLR relationship. We had invited FLR friends of ours for

dinner at home. After I, and my feminised friend, had cooked, served and cleared up, Lady Alexa announced she wanted us to remove our skirts and panties. 

We both received some minor maintenance punishment from our mistresses and had to parade for our mistresses to demonstrate our feminine walking style. The other sissy was very good, so she had to walk first with just high heels, stockings and a blouse. I was told to copy her style as my female walk is not so good. Both fully exposed, we had erections. It was the first time I had seen another male’s penis in an erect state. It was a shock for me to be seen erect and to see an erect penis live. But in the environment and ambience, it was quite acceptable. I was surprised at my acceptance and that once again, my wife had called it correct. 

Although the other sissy was allowed to get dressed and cover up, my wife said I had failed as a girl. She put me in a tutu with no panties as a punishment. The tutu didn’t cover me so I remained exposed for the remainder of the evening. I had been taken across my first red line by my wife. I could have said no, this is too much. I hadn’t. 

The next step in closer contact with other feminised males has been documented by my wife on a blog post on her website www.ladyalexauk.com so I’m not going to go through it here in any detail. In short, she invited a very feminine sissy, who we know well from femdom events, to stay the weekend. After dinner, my wife told to strip off, except for bra, stockings and shoes. The sight of another erection and my own was a little more intense than the previous time as there was just one dominant woman there: my wife. 

She told us she wanted us to parade in front of her as before. As is her way, she added something new. Not a big change, but a small increment: we had to walk holding hands. It seemed a small increment and harmless enough so I said nothing. 

Although uncomfortable, it was not really a red line as I had never set any red lines about holding hands with another submissive male. She had pushed the envelope that little bit further as she always does. 

My looks of anguish were met by her saying that if I wanted to be a girl, I had to do girly things. Girls held hands at times in all innocence and were more intimate with each other. I don’t think that I’ve ever said I wanted to be a girl, but I let it pass. To complain might be considered as backchat. I was learning. 

Besides it was just holding hands. 

I never quite know what is going on in my wife’s mind regarding my feminisation. I don’t know if some of her ideas pop into her mind in the moment or whether there are things swirling around in her mind beforehand. Then with them in her head, when certain situations appear, she implements them. This gives any occasion with her an equal measure of agonising anxiety at what she might do and heightened excitement. 

True to form, she introduced her next challenge: she wanted us with pretty decorated clitties and pussies. She likes my clitty to look pretty at home so this is normal. She had already said she would expect this for the evening so we were both prepared for this to happen. Of course, it was never going to be so straight forward with my wife. She instructed us to decorate each other’s clitties, while she sat back, watched and gave instructions. 

Utter horror filled my face and she caught it out of the corner of her eye. She told me she wasn’t asking me to do anything sexual or to touch the other sissy’s clitty sexually, only to decorate it. She wanted us to tie pink ribbons around them into a bow, draw some pretty designs on it with a felt tip pen and to write clitty along the length of the shaft. 

I leant back in horror, but she was firm. It was a simple request that would please her. The other sissy was not horrified and performed the task on me with no problem. I was frozen as his fingers held me lightly to steady my clitty whole he tied pretty bow around it. Then a touch of two finger tips to hold it while he drew little flowers and write clitty along it. 

Another first, the first time another male, albeit a very feminine male, had ever touched my clitty, aside from a doctor. It was the first time I’d been touched when erect by another male though. 

I did the same to the other sissy, tied a bow around his clitty and drew and wrote on it. Another first. I’d touched another male’s clitty. It was not sexual, I’d only touched it to steady it and move it to tie the ribbon on and to draw on it. I felt as if I was experiencing someone else, not me doing this. 

Lady Alexa was ecstatic. She had successfully moved me beyond anything I had ever expected once again. She was testing my limits deliberately and finding them to be elastic. I wouldn’t say I really enjoyed the tasks and want to repeat it, but I wasn’t disgusted and that is enough for my wife. She doesn’t want to make me upset, but if there is a chink of light through a door that’s slightly ajar, she’ll push that door open much further and me through it. 

Lady Alexa then moved things up another notch, another first. She told us to masturbate ourselves in front of her. This time I whispered to her that I could not do this when another feminised male was in the same room. She accepted that the evening had gone far beyond anything I had ever experienced and that I didn’t have to do it. As she turned to watch the other sissy she added that she was disappointed in me though. No shouting or histrionics, just disappointment. 

That was worse. Nevertheless, another first. I was in the room when another man masturbated and came. I’m still struggling to understand how I came to be in this

situation and accepted it. 

She is now talking openly about a next time with a very feminised sissy. There’s no going back for me. She has pushed me into it once, now we have to repeat it. 

She wants to repeat the evening but to go further. She says I have touched another feminised male’s erect clitty, so I will have to do it again. She pointed out that I did it without any problem. I have no argument, I did. 

She acknowledges that I wasn’t excited by it or at the prospect of repeating it again. However, she wants to see me, as a girl, with my hand and fingers around an erect clitty and another sissy’s hand around mine. She says I have to think as a girl and that is that. 

She insists she wants nothing more than that. It’s the limit. My protests have been pushed away and, in truth, I don’t know what to say beyond I don’t want to. 

I have now touched another feminised male’s erect clitty, albeit for short moments and lightly in order to do something else. She explains that because I’ve touched an erection and all was fine, then what she wants is no different. 

She wants us holding each other’s clitties while parading for her and sitting down in front of her holding on to each other’s clitties. No more. And no less. 

She has asked, not told, that I masturbate myself this time. I am not sure I like the idea, but equally I don’t want to disappoint her again. 

I’m not sure where this is all going, if it’s going anywhere. I asked if there was a next step after this, and she insists there is not. I’m clear that we will not progress to the blow job idea that she plainly loves. She says that that is proper sex and she’d like to force this again, but at an event with sissies she’s not married to. She won’t share me with anyone in this way so that is most definitely out. I’m relieved by that, but nervous of how far the touching and holding might

go. 

CHAPTER 11

Strap-ons, chastity and milking

We both think of our male feminisation and FLR lifestyle as alternative rather than fetish, as a rule. With this lifestyle, some elements of what some might think of as a fetish lifestyle are inevitable. The fact you have to buy strap-ons and male chastity devices in sex-themed stores, online and bricks and mortar, show this to be the case. 

We do indulge in some of what might be considered as fetish activities. Lady Alexa wants certain things and they provide that. The ‘fetish’ elements are not the main focus of our FLR lifestyle, but play a part at times. 

Strap-ons

I’ve never had the desire to have anything put into my bottom. It doesn’t excite me and I don’t feel anything if something is inserted in me aside from some discomfort. For me the area had one purpose, and that purpose was not sexual. 

My wife doesn’t see things that way. She says that I’m still not thinking like a girl. Girls should be penetrated so it’s something she is going to help me accept. 

She’s started things off by buying me a small butt plug. She’s used it on me

several times. I still don’t feel anything exciting physically, there would appear to be no nerve endings or anything sensitive to excite me in that area. 

I do, however, enjoy the penetration from the point of view of it being a humiliation for her to ‘violate’ such as private area. Some humiliations are exciting in the way that you can allow someone else to ‘own’ you and do as they please with you. My wife spotted this characteristic in me before I knew I had it. 

She is pleased with the discovery. It allows her to go much further with me than I would otherwise be comfortable with. 

I don’t, therefore, enjoy anal penetration for the purpose of some exciting physical feeling from being entered. It is highly charged from a humiliation point of view though. It’s the excitement of surrendering to my wife so she can do as she pleases with me. I do this knowing she won’t abuse the power I have conceded to her. It wouldn’t happen with anyone else. She likes that surrender to her only. 

Anal penetration isn’t a red line for me in principle as, between the partners in a marriage, we can do these things. I don’t have an aversion to it either, it’s just that I don’t understand the physical excitement side of it. 

I don’t have a choice, Lady Alexa sees it as part of my feminisation and my conversion to being a girl. She wants to eventually use a strap on to penetrate me. She says it demonstrates her superiority by taking me and that as a girl, I should be regularly penetrated by her. She even now calls my anus a vagina. The idea of being taken like a girl is exhilarating in the concept of an idea. 

She has purchased a life-like strap-on penis. Although she doesn’t want me sucking on any real penis (I hope), she does want to see me sucking on her strap-on. This is something I find difficult. Sucking on a male penis is wrong in my

head, but I do it for her and it’s a pleasure to see her face as I do it. It’s another safe humiliation, which is good. 

She says I suck like an experienced girl and asks me if I haven’t done it before. I haven’t of course, but her words always embarrass and excite. More of the strange mix of hating and liking something at the same time. She says that girls suck on cock so I have to do it. Between us, I don’t find it so bad, just humiliating. 

The penetration is something else. I know that I tense up when my wife tries to insert the butt plug. I suppose this is one of the reasons that it’s not so exciting for me physically. If I could relax, it may be more exciting. There have been a couple of occasions when I have been relaxed playing with Lady Alexa, when she has managed to insert her finger all the way inside me. 

At present, her current strap-on is too big to fit inside me. She has pushed it against my bum and she loves that, but she hasn’t ever entered inside me as she doesn’t want to physically hurt me. Instead she wants to find a smaller strap-on penis to start me off small. She says that, in time, I will be able to take the large one, it’s just a case of stretching me gently over time and getting me used to it. 

Although I don’t yet enjoy this aspect of our FLR, I don’t object to it either. I’ll follow my wife’s instructions (of course) and her attempts to bring penetration more into our lifestyle. I will try to relax and enjoy it. She’s usually correct in the things she wants, they bring a new level of intimacy and enjoyment. If she says I’ll enjoy it eventually, then I probably will. 

Chastity and Milking

Lady Alexa has tried chastity devices on me. Not because she wants to put me in chastity, as she doesn’t, but to have ultimate control over my clitty and pussy. 

She felt that by locking it up, she has demonstrated physically that it no longer belongs to me: it’s hers. The reality is that I have accepted that she has full ownership of my body including my clitty and pussy area. The device is merely a physical demonstration for me rather than her. Since I’ve accepted and live by that, the chastity device is not that useful. 

Lady Alexa doesn’t believe in putting me in chastity as she wants regular use of my clitty for sexual purposes, for control and for playing with. She also enjoys regular access for many reasons, including light punishment and control. She also believes that chastity devices are wanted more by the sissy than by the woman. She says that the excitement of denial is purely for the sissy’s benefit. 

She asks why she should be denied sex with her husband; what’s in that for her? 

I tried two different chastity devices when we were experimenting with them. I found them to be uncomfortable. Lady Alexa did like the idea of me not being able to unlock my clitty from the device, and that she had the key and therefore the control. She didn’t like that I found them uncomfortable or all the fuss of putting them on and taking them off. She likes to have unrestricted access to my clitty for sex, humiliation and play purposes. When we’re alone she will often lift my skirt to play, poke or prod. She says it’s hers and she can do what she wants with it when she wants. And she does. Having to fiddle with a lock and to unclip devices is inconvenient for us both. 

Being honest, which husband wouldn’t enjoy that level of attention on his genitals from his wife? Even if her attention is not the normal attention of a vanilla marriage. 

Because she expects very regular use of my clitty in bed, she’s comfortable that I

won’t play with myself when she’s not around. A failure to perform for her may elicit punishment and a bad situation. So I don’t dare. I have no opportunity to have sex with another woman. Even if I did get the opportunity, which I don’t, I have a great FLR that many husbands would love to have. Why would I jeopardise that? 

In the hypothetical case that I did want to go with another woman, the fact that I might need to perform for Lady Alexa the same day, would mean a risk of failing her. I’m not so young any more, I can’t perform multiple times a day. 

Twice is multiple for me now. 

Secondly, I wear female panties, sometimes stockings, under my clothing. My clitty is shaved clean, with a female pubic triangle. This means that I’m not likely to want to be seen in this feminised state by a vanilla-thinking woman who is not into male feminisation. 

Therefore, Lady Alexa has decided that chastity devices will no longer form any part of our FLR. I’m not unhappy about that, although I know that many other feminised males don’t understand why this is the case. I think it’s because being feminised was never my goal until my wife started the process. 

Milking

Lady Alexa likes the concept of milking as a control mechanism, but feels that it would waste a good opportunity in bed for her. These things take a little time to build up again at my age. She thinks that there may be occasional situations where milking me is appropriate. For example, as a public humiliation with others. She has said that when we are with another mistress, or a sissy, then she will at some stage want to milk me in front of them. Or for me to do it myself. 

With a mistress, the idea of a public masturbation is an exciting prospect, I will admit that. Something so private as self masturbation being watched by another woman is an intoxicating idea. The idea of self milking is less exciting with another sissy around. I suppose as long as he plays no physical part in my public milking, I would accept this. It doesn’t fill me with any enthusiasm, to put it mildly, but if it’s my wife’s very strong desire to see then I will comply. I would get little pleasure, apart from pleasing my wife. Her pleasure is the most important factor. Knowing that she wouldn’t push me into something I really found awful means I’ll accept this if it’s her wish. 

Knowing that she would never expect me to do anything I absolutely hate, allows me to do things I’m not excited about but get pleasure from pleasing her. 

CHAPTER 12

Exposure

My wife likes to see me in submissive and uncomfortable situations. We’ve spoken about why she wants this, but it seems that it’s exciting for her in the same way that it’s exciting for me to be in these humiliating situations. It’s sort of symbiotic. 

My enjoyment of humiliation is something she has teased out of me that I hadn’t known existed. I’m pleased she has although I’m on constant alert for her to push it a bit further than I’m comfortable with. To be fair, if I am really adamant I won’t like something, she never pushes further. It’s a balance for me though. I need to be pushed as this is the way I’ve found a whole new world of possibilities I would never have considered. Lady Alexa is to thank for this. 

A mild version of humiliation is her insistence on calling me girl or referring to me as a girl, even when we’re out of the home and in public. The best I can hope for is to be called Alice, and hope no one notices. She says she accepts it would be difficult for me to wear female clothing in public (not for her), but says that I can’t just become a man again so something has to remain to show that I’m now a girl. That something is a female name. 

My wife loves to see my face when she calls me girl out loud. Or calls out

‘Alice’ in a shop. I’m conflicted. I die with embarrassment but find an exhilaration at it too. 

We don’t like to include others in our lifestyle unless they are willing participants. She doesn’t believe using my female names as including others. She does include shopping and bringing a sales girl into me trying on clothing as forcing an unwilling participant into our lifestyle. We are both keenly aware that not everyone would accept the way we live. It’s unfair to foist this on them unless they want and enjoy it. Lady Alexa does want to take me to a transvestite shop or TV dressing service though. This would be humiliating enough and the attendants willing participants. 

We don’t like the idea of subjecting others to what we like just for our own pleasure. It’s a kind of abuse on them we believe. We do go shopping together for my female clothing, but we’re more subtle about it. It’s just between us. 

A more extreme version of humiliation is her love to have me very feminised or naked or exposed in a public situation. This is acceptable for me at femdom events and when with others like us in the scene at our home or theirs. My wife is now looking for more public ways to expose me as a girl. 

She’s long had the idea of visiting a nudist beach, but she wanted one where nudity is optional. In 2017, when on holiday in Europe by the Mediterranean, she found her opportunity. She had researched the area and found that nudist beaches were common. She then found the clothing optional beaches. 

I didn’t have too many problems in principle going to a nudist beach. My problem was that my body is shaved except for the clear feminine pubic hair triangle. This, she informed me, was the whole idea. Not only that, she was not going to be naked. Just me, although she only announced that twist once we were there and I was already naked. 

The beach was in a secluded spot as you’d expect and most people, but not all, were naked. I spent the first twenty minutes or so laying down and hoping not to be seen. No one was bothered and seemed not to notice me. More specifically, no one had seen my single brown triangle of hair above my clitty on an otherwise clear white English body. 

My wife was looking directly at my pussy area and told me how prominent the triangle was. She then said I had to stand up and walk to the water’s edge and turn so she could see me and see how I looked. I reluctantly did as she ordered. 

Her whole purpose was to expose my feminine-looking body (not counting the small male punch). 

I didn’t look up, but she was clear that an older naked lady behind us was fascinated by my triangle and smooth genitals. She pointed out when I returned that a couple of younger women in bathing suits had also been interested in me. 

Normally no one looks obviously, but she said they did. She was ecstatic. She insisted it didn’t break our rule of not including others in our lifestyle as they were merely observers, not being pulled in as a shop assistant might be. She points out that there is a subtle difference. The same applies if I were to wear a skirt in public. No one else is involved, I’m just being observed. 

My wife wants me to be exposed outside as a girl more. She isn’t going to force me to go outside the house and walk around in a little skirt in broad daylight. 

Not because she doesn’t want to, but because she knows I don’t want to. 

Her idea is therefore for us to go somewhere remote and to get me used to wearing a skirt or a dress outside the home. I have done this at femdom events. 

Now she wants me to get used to female clothing outdoors. She wants to find a quiet woods or a dark car park later at night for me to walk around dressed as a girl. She has spoken about this for a long time. 

She also wants me to wear a skirt while driving. I have picked her up in the dark from the station in a skirt, waiting for her in the car. I’m constantly petrified that a bus or van driver will be able to look down into the car. She says it’s time I do this anyway. Using her well-used expression: if I want to be a girl I should start to wear skirts outside the house. She says she’s being kind and willing to start me off in less obvious locations to get me used to it. I’m frightened of what I’m expected to be getting used to. 

 CHAPTER 13

New and difficult feminisation challenges to come In addition to wearing female clothing outside the home, my wife wants to increase my feminisation and make certain changes to my physical appearance. 

The changes in this chapter outline what we have spoken about and how I currently feel about them. Some are less possible than others. Other less palatable to me than others. 

 Hairstyle

What my wife would love, is for me to have a long flowing natural female hairstyle. She wants to see me with hair to my shoulders, or longer. She would love nothing more than for me to have it styled in a female hairstyle at a female hairdresser’s and for it to be dyed. As my hair is mostly grey these days, she wants it dyed a silver colour. She has said that if this were possible she would find a female hairdresser who was comfortable with styling my hair and agree it with them, rather than just turning up and involving them in our lifestyle without agreement. 

She has a particular style in mind, with a fringe (bangs in USA) to my eye lashes and straightened or waving hair which curls up on my shoulders. She would eventually like it even longer down my back and to be able to put it in various styles and curls. 

I would probably accept her desire for me to have longer hair without too much fuss, I think. Even hair to my shoulders, and a female cut. Longer hair is not unusual in men, even older men like me. I believe I could disguise it into something approximating a male style for when I went out in public. A gel to smooth it down or tie it in a pony tail. I’d probably look a bit like an older hippy. 

It would be a distinct change from my current very short style, but I think it would eventually be accepted by everyone. Those who don’t know about my secret lifestyle as a girl, would probably think I was having a male menopause moment. 

There is, however, a snag to my wife’s dreams and my hypothetical acceptance to having female hairstyles. My hair is thinning on top so this isn’t currently practical as a natural style. 

Lady Alexa did make me grow it longer in the past. She bought straighteners, helped me to dye my hair and even began to curl the bottom with her curling tongs. However, the long sides and thin top look wasn’t great or particularly feminine. She told me to get it cut as it wasn’t working. 

Instead, we sometimes return to my wig. It’s just past the shoulders. As a substitute, she sometimes likes to put clips and a flower in this. She’ll tie a pink ribbon in the back so I have a bow and a pony tail. It is limited and she doesn’t feel it’s quite the same

Maybe the fact I can’t grow my hair, means I’m relaxed about the idea of having female hairstyles. At the moment, Lady Alexa doesn’t know what to do abut my balding hair. She is frustrated, especially knowing I would put up no resistance. 

She has considered hair transplants and hair weaves, but she isn’t convinced and besides, it’s costly

It seems like mother nature has thwarted this option. It’s wigs or a short style. 

Mostly I just have my short hair, maybe with a flower or female hair-clip. 

 Permanent Body Hair Removal

I obviously have to shave my body. It’s a chore and I can be lazy about it. My wife has toyed with the idea of having my body hair waxed for some time. She did buy me an electric Lady Shaver as a present, and this has helped me to be better with my body hair removal. I admit to finding shaving my body every few days to be boring. My wife wants me with smooth skin. She says it’s what girls have to do and it’s prettier and more attractive. 

Smooth skin does indeed feels lovely against a soft skirt, or even under my male trousers when I’m out. It looks much nicer too. As usual, she’s correct. All that hair on my chest and legs is ugly, it’s true. But it’s a such a bother to remove it. 

My wife insists on it so I have to do it. She never misses a moment. As soon as I have the slightest whisker on my legs, she’s on the case. 

She likes the idea of me going to a waxing salon and being waxed by a young female. I know that many men do this these days, especially younger men. The reason we haven’t is the point of that we’d be forcing someone else into our alternative lifestyle. The body waxing would be no problem, but the pubic hair shaping a potential problem. 

Since we haven’t gone down this route for there reasons, she is a little annoyed that she has to constantly remind me. She has started to talk about something more permanent to get over it: laser removal or something similar. She’s keen

that my pubic triangle is clear and that my clitty/pussy balls area is permanently clear of hair. She believes this shouldn’t be any problem for me as they are hidden and no one would know. For her, permanent body hair removal and pubic hair shaping would make my male bits more feminised and less masculine. She is always concerned that they look too masculine. 

I have argued back that if I ever need a medical inspection or even if spotted when changing in the gym changing rooms, I could be ridiculed at my feminine pubic hair style. She says doctors don’t care and have seen it all before. As for the gym, if I’m worried, she says I just need to hide behind a towel when changing in the gym. She says it’s about time I was proud of my femininity anyway. 

Her idea is to purchase a device that zaps the roots of my body hair. She’s more interested in removing and shaping my pubic hair than spending months zapping every hair on my chest and legs. She says she wants that pubic triangle permanent. 

My problem here is that by having a permanent triangle of pubic hair, I have now crossed a line between a male wearing female clothing, acting female and doing female work to having something that simulates a female body style – the pubic triangle. It’s a small but significant difference. I could presently, in theory, grow my pubic hair back. If my hair was permanently removed, there’s no going back. 

Lady Alexa has a big dilemma generally over my male bits, this approach would start to satisfy her. I may have to go along with this to please her. 

 Pretty Nails

Lady Alexa says that men can have pretty nails too. It’s false to say that men have to have short plain nails and women can have long pretty coloured nails. 

She asks why can’t men have pretty nails too. I see her point, but it’s how things are. She doesn’t like how things are. 

I do paint and shape my nails at home. But they are short. No one would think that I have female nails as once the varnish is cleaned off they are plain. They are neat, clean and shaped, but short. My toes are more regularly painted and in pretty colours. They can be hidden inside shoes of course. My wife wants my fingernails to be a little longer. She says a that a little longer would be no problem, to start with. She wants them varnished too. She says clear is fine to start with, but it’s time for a lacquer or sheen of some kind. 

As for the hairdresser’s, she’d love to be able to take me to a salon and sit with the women to have my nails done. She hasn’t taken me as it collides with her not wanting to pull in and include people without their consent to our alternative lifestyle. 

I have no problem in principle with nicer nails, I think they would look nice. 

Maybe I could get away with a clear lacquer? As ever I’m worried about my more feminine nails being spotted and being ridiculed. More concerning is that I’m fully aware of her strategy. Once she’d got me into clear lacquer on my fingernails and slightly longer nails, the next step would be a light colour, then a slightly more obvious colour and so on. She says clear varnish and slightly longer nails are a start. 

The other worry is that she wants to find a way to get me into a nail salon to have them done if she can find someone happy to do them on a man. Once again, she says it would be just for a file and tidy up. She wouldn’t ask for the full

colouring service. I just know that she’d add something on the day she eventually gets me there. I know she will but I’m trying to delay the agony and the embarrassment. In principle, it might be nice to have someone tidying my nails. A luxury moment. She’s taken me to a pedicurist to have my toe nails tidied up. No colouring or anything overly feminine, just a cleaning and cutting and shaping. That was fine and the work was done in private. 

Nice looking nails are attractive and I know I should let them grow out a bit and maybe have a sheen. The problem is stopping there. I don’t know where it would end and that is my worry. 

In the meantime, my nails are clean, shaped and tidy. My encouraged feminisation through my wife’s guidance has shown me that care of my nails is a very sensible and attractive addition. It shows how male feminisation helps us to improve our hygiene and looks. 

 Female Breasts

The thought of having female shaped breasts is one of the most worrying aspect of the changes my wife wants to make to me. After not initially seeming too concerned about breasts, when she first feminised me, she began to get the idea of me wearing a bra. This quickly moved into me having breast inserts and then padded bras. For a while this seemed okay for her and I went along as it felt nice. 

One day, we met a couple where the feminised male was using breast suction to try to grow his breasts into something resembling female breasts. Lady Alexa was taken with this idea instantly. It sparked an idea in her head that I don’t think was there before. She has since moved more and more strongly into the idea of

giving me real breasts. I have argued the logic that giving me breasts is not natural. Having breasts moves the needle towards actually being more like a female biologically. 

Her answer is that’s good, what’s wrong with me being a more like a true female? Why can’t she have a husband who has the attributes of a female? She argues that biological gender is a line and we all sit somewhere on that line. 

There is no black and white one, she says. She wants to move the gauge on my line a little further towards the female end. I would be the best of two worlds, she claims. From my perspective, female breasts would make things too obvious. 

That’s a worry, even though in principle I agree that small female would look pretty. It’s the idea that I can’t then switch off my femininity and look like a real man when it’s needed that worries me. 

She is clear that hormones are out as she expects me to perform in the bedroom as a male. The problem with hormones is that it seems there is no going back. 

Chastity is not an option for Lady Alexa, hormones are not the answer for her. 

She also says openly that my functioning male clitty is a great control mechanism and a source of fun and playing for her. Outside of these functions, she wants everything else about me to be female. And that means real tits. 

I have acquiesced, reluctantly, to her demand. We have agreed that an A-cup would be discrete and I could put them down to man boobs if asked what was going on. With this in mind, she purchased a breast suction device hoping to stimulate my breast growth. They haven’t achieved anything to date, at all. We think from feedback that this is because the instructions for 15 minutes use a day were for women who already had boobs. They were not for a man with a flat chest. We suspect that I might need to use the suction device for a couple of hours a day. 

My wife also insists that I focus on chest exercises in the gym. She thinks that if I can grow my chest muscles then this will also help the appearance of breasts. 

She’s not after real breasts that lactate, she’s after the appearance of real female tits. To date this exercise has indeed grown my chest muscles a little. Under a tee shirt or tighter top, there are two definite lumps of chest and raised nipples. She’s not overly excited though, as my chest, whilst a little larger, doesn’t have the pretty shape of a proper female breast. 

There do seem to be some herbs, Saw Palmetto and Fenugreek, which may be an answer to help the breast growth naturally that my wife desires in me. However, we’re not clear. Saw Palmetto seems to block some types of testosterone which some websites say is beneficial for males sexual performance. Fenugreek however, seems to increase oestrogen so that may not be suitable. The problem is we don’t know as we’re not medical people. The internet is often full of contradictory advice and made-up opinions. She thinks saw palmetto plus the breast suction device for an hour a day or more is the way to go. 

For now, we’re persevering with the chest suction pump and gym exercises until she’s comfortable with adding a herb to the mix. As with everything, her drive and enthusiasm for me having real breasts is infectious. I go along with it as having small breasts is becoming a more attractive idea, as long as they are sufficiently small for me to have an excuse – man boobs – or I can hide them away. 

 Pierced Ears

Pierced ears have been a bit of a running sore for some years. My wife wants my ears pierced. I am worried that I’ll look stupid when in male appearance. With short hair, due to my balding problem, I can’t easily hide the holes. 

I’ve got round the disagreement for now by finding clip-on earrings online with

a spring inside the loop. They look just like I have pierced ears when I wear them. I thought this would be enough and it has calmed my wife down a little. I missed the point though, that she wants me with actual pierced ears more than just wearing earrings. She says that it’s something that most girls have as normal and therefore I should have them too. Although we’re in a lull at the moment, I think this one will return until lady Alexa gets her way. 

 A more feminine male clitty and pussy

We both want a normal husband/wife sexual relationship. This is indeed what all FLR/male feminisation couples we know want too. Indeed, my wife is very demanding. She also loves to play with my bits and loves the ownership and control of what were once a sign of my masculinity. 

There is however, a dilemma for her. Male genitalia is, by definition and by appearance, something very masculine. She insists I shave them and cut a neat feminine pubic triangle above my clitty. She really loves this, and for her, it goes some way to feminising my male parts. Permanent hair removal would make her even happier. 

She has found underwear online that shapes male balls into what looks like a female vagina lips through the panties. She’s going to buy these for me to wear. 

So far I have no problem with her ideas and I’ll go along with them to please her. 

It’s not worth fighting over, and besides, I’d lose. 

Lately, she’s become less happy with the size of my clitty and pussy balls. She thinks they are too large for a girl. She’s seen photos of feminised males on Pinterest and from some of her readers on her blog with small clitties. She loves the tiny male clitty look, a thin girth and short length. She thinks that a small

male clitty is incredibly cute and much more feminine. 

My wife says I’m not that big anyway when flaccid. She says it’s cute, but not cute enough. She is aware that size reduction may affect some feeling for her in the bedroom, but as long as my male clitty still functions, she says that it would be a worthwhile sacrifice. I used italics deliberately. 

She knows that hormones would reduce my clitty size, but they are not an option. Neither is surgery to reduce the size. It is risky and I don’t believe any surgeon in the UK would do it on a normal sized healthy male clitty anyway Besides, neither of us would want this as it’s too drastic. 

There seems to be no other way for her to reduce my male clitty size aside from temporary reduction through exposure to coldness. I think I would be much more worried about this if there was a practical way to do it. I think it’s a non-realistic idea so I can park it with a sigh of relief. I think that in reality, she likes the idea more than the practical reality of me with a tiny clitty. 

My wife will continue to want to make it pretty through dressing it, covering it with the special panties and other humiliation techniques to reduce its former aura masculinity. These technique include various feminine names for it. 

Formally she calls it a clitty and, less formally, a little princess. My wife also refers to it with feminine pronouns such as she, as in she’s so small and cute or she looks pretty with the pink ribbon. 

She has had some vague thoughts about piercings or tattoos on my clitty. The idea of a ring to attach a leash has crossed her mind. But, she’s never gone beyond throwing some ideas around and then not having much enthusiasm. 

With the more extreme options including size reduction, not in her plan, I’ve otherwise grown to enjoy the feminisation and humiliation of my male parts. I cannot explain why it is so exciting to have my genitals humiliated. My story is about the consequences and feelings of my lifestyle rather than any rational or scientific explanation for what I do or do not like. 

What these changes do mean as a whole is that my wife wants to move things to a new level physically with my feminisation. This would be a much deeper transformation than anything I’ve had to do up to now. I can’t deny, this would be challenging. 

CHAPTER 14

Am I A Girl Yet? 

I don’t know where my feminisation will end up or where I would want it to end up. I’d probably choose to stop where I am now. My wife has taken me to a place I never dreamt of and a place I would never have gone without her guiding hand; a guiding hand that has been very firm at times. 

What has kept me going is that I know that my wife is pushing me on for love and my personal improvement. She genuinely believes that my feminisation is for my betterment, physically and mentally. In all aspects of my feminisation to date, my wife has proved to be correct in her ideas for what had initially seemed crazy. I now prefer to wear female clothing and I enjoy the freedom and peace that a wife-led marriage brings me. 

Once I had got over the sense of it being wrong, the swish of a light skirt against my shaved legs is a wonderful, light and sensual feeling that cannot be replaced by hard male trousers rubbing against a layer of body hair. The soft, delicate cotton of small panties against my pussy is another world of sensation when compared to hard cotton boxer shorts. The light but obvious weight of breast inserts held inside a tight bra encasing my chest a heady and balancing feeling. 

The re-shaping they give my body is erotic and heady. 

Other elements of my feminisation have proved to improve my personal hygiene, care and appearance. I initially thought that being made to sit down on the toilet to pee was just another stage of my feminisation, for example. An act

to demonstrate my feminisation only. Only girls sit down, don’t they? There is probably something in that, but also it is cleaner and more hygienic. There are no longer splashes around the toilet bowl. I can now see that all males should be made to sit to pee, despite the connotations of sitting rather than standing on masculinity. Or maybe because of that too. 

Being feminised has changed me inside too. I am now a more relaxed and thoughtful person. By stripping away my inner masculinity and macho behaviours, my wife has uncovered a new person., someone more at peace with life. Whilst never a dominant personality, I was never submissive either. 

Allowing myself to retreat into submission has opened up a new world, away from fake responsibilities associated with males. 

It’s the same with an FLR. Although our initial vanilla marriage was lovely, the FLR has added an increased connection between us in our marriage. Submitting and giving up the relationship leadership to your partner brings a new level of intimacy and trust to our relationship. This flows both ways. By submitting to Lady Alexa’s will, I have shown her my love and commitment to her, In return, She will love and care for me, totally. It’s a big responsibility for her. She knows that any investment she makes in me is rewarded by my devotion to her. 

Both Lady Alexa’s domination of the marriage and my feminisation continues to add an exciting frisson to our sexual life too. Her constant pushing to a new level of my increasing feminisation keeps this on the boil. 

These are the benefits of our lifestyle, but there are downsides and concerns too. 

I’ll never pass as a real woman. My face is classically masculine and my body shape and height obviously male. I know that this is not a problem for many cross dressers and transgenders, but for me it is. I am not an extrovert and I have no wish to attract the attention I would undoubtedly receive if I were to venture out as Alice. 

I’m not sure that I ever want to venture out publicly as Alice, Lady Alexa’s girl. 

My wife would be absolutely fine with this at present. I have no wish for long-term friends or any family to know about this side of our life. This has to be hidden away. For now I’m comfortable having two lives and two personalities. I know that Lady Alexa is less comfortable, but I’m relaxed as I know she won’t do anything to cause me any upset. 

In answer to the question posed in the title of this chapter, I think yes and no. My wife thinks of me as a girl, although not a woman. She doesn’t like the term forced womanhood as she believes there is a difference between women (superior females) and submissive male girls (me). 

I think I’m getting the best of both worlds at the moment. Lady Alexa doesn’t curb some of my interests that might be considered as male – sport, action novels, certain types of films and TV programmes. She would never consider curbing this despite some saying she should force me to undertake what might be considered as female activities. 

I do know that the time is fast approaching when I’ll be faced with much more significant changes in my feminisation. I don’t think my wife will countenance my continued feet dragging on losing weight and having a more slim female shape. She wants me with a small waist that suits a dress better. I’m going to have to diet and be serious about it. This, of course, has benefits as with all her changes. I should take her caring more seriously and just lose some weight. I’m not too over weight, just a little out of shape. 

She also wants me with female-shaped breasts. I still don’t fully understand why as she says she wants me as a male biologically. But she wants me with female-looking tits! My efforts in the gym are not sufficient for her as the shape is not turning out right for what she wants to see: pretty little female-shaped breasts. 

This idea is terrifying and been delayed by her concern over hormone use. She’s investigating safer options. I’m on breast suction now in addition to chest exercises, so let’s see where this leads. 

Similarly, permanent hair removal and a permanent pubic triangle is a big step. 

Nail colouring and deeper interactions with other feminised males is taking me further into femininity. Her argument is than some interaction with other feminised males is all part of my feminisation. 

Am I a girl yet? I think not, and I think I can never be. My wife wants me to get much closer. She isn’t a woman who takes no for an answer. That’s a worry and an exciting prospect. 

THE END

I hope you enjoyed this book. Please leave me a review if so. 

Lady Alexa

xxx
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