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Chapter 1

A plan is hatched

It  was  one  of  those  moments  that  come  to  you  and  you  wonder  why  you  hadn’t  ever thought  of  it  before  she  thought.  Samantha  lent  back  in  her  high  backed  leather executive  chair  and  nodded  her  head  to  herself,  it  was  a  perfect  plan.  Outside  two large black birds hovered by her office window floating in the thermals swirling gently around the building, their bodies nodding as if in agreement to her idea before flying off in synchronisation. A sign maybe. 

Samantha’s office was large and impersonal, just a place to get business done and there were lots of things to get done. She removed her black stiletto high-heeled shoes and placed  them  under  her  massive  prime  ministerial  style  desk  and  looked  over  to  the door  where  her  back  suit  jacket  hung  smartly  on  a  wooden  hanger.  She  smoothed  out her  tight  black  suit  skirt  against  her  smooth  sheer  stockings.  Samantha  buzzed  the intercom and a male voice answered. “Yes Ms Stone.” 

She  told  him  to  bring  in  two  fresh  coffees.  “Right  away  Ms  Stone,”  came  the  swift response. 

Samantha looked over to the young lady sitting stiffly on a small square grey sofa by the window. 

“Remember  and  beware  Isabel,  men  are  weak  and  need  instructions.  Don’t  let  them ever think they are in charge and ensure you always control them. Completely. It’s very easy though as they are simple creatures with simple needs.” There was a knock on the door and Samantha called out enter. 

A slim young man came in, hunched slightly as if expecting to be admonished, with a tray carrying two white bone china cups on small saucers. A slight wisp of steam rose from the cups and a smell of coffee followed him. 

“Be a good boy and put them over there,” Samantha ordered. 

The young man scurried over to the coffee table, placed them down and scurried out, looking back briefly with anxiety before closing the door behind him

“Keep  them  under  control  Isabel,”  Samantha  smiled,  “they  make  great  Personal Assistants as long as they have clear simple instructions.” 

Her  niece  scribbled  down  some  notes  and  tucked  a  strand  of  her  bobbed  hairstyle behind one ear as Samantha continued, explaining how to build, manage and control an organisation. 

“Never  let  men  make  decisions,  they  will  ruin  things,”  she  told  her.  Isabel  looked

quizzical and asked why Samantha had two men on her management board: the Finance Director and the Operations Director

“Men are structured but unimaginative, ideal for the types of roles that are reactive but I  would  never  let  them  actually  make  a  decision,  just  to  manage  their  departments efficiently  and  let  me  make  the  decisions  for  them.  Whereas  Sales,  Marketing  and Products  need  someone  more  creative  with  independent  decision  making  abilities. 

Only women can do this effectively.” 

Isabel  nodded  at  her  aunt  and  mentor’s  words.  One  day  Samantha  would  hand  it  all over to her and she wanted to learn everything about how she succeeded. 

Samantha swung her office chair round to face Isabel and told her that was enough for the day, she had to get on with her work. Isabel thanked her and left. 

Samantha didn’t have any specific work to do but wanted to put her idea into action, the one  that  had  come  to  her  in  that  moment  earlier.  Once  she  had  an  idea  there  would never be any hesitation. She had been worried for some time about her younger sister; married to a loser. Her own sister who could have done so much better just as she had done but her sister, little Suzy, was a bit of a dreamer. Yes her husband was kind and gentle  but  he  was  poor  and  had  little  aspiration,  or  inspiration  for  that  matter. 

Submissive,  simple  and  easy  to  order  around.  And  she  did  often  like  to  order  him around. A thin smile appeared on her lips. The idea that had come to her while she was mentoring Isabel about how to deal with men was the best way to deal with her sister’s loser of a husband and help her sister. 

She wondered just why she had never considered this idea before now. She had always managed  men  by  using  them  to  do  as  she  demanded  and  this  was  rewarding  and  an improvement  on  their  inferior  ways,  but  she  now  realised  that  there  was  a  way  to improve them more permanently. That was to to make them act as females do and that was the answer and that was her master-plan. She smiled broadly. She would turn her lovely sister’s loser of a husband into a female. Her sister would be shocked at first of course  but  Samantha  was  convinced  she  would  see  how  much  better  it  was  for her…eventually. 

“If she can’t see how useless he is, let me transform ‘him’ into a ‘her’ so she can see for herself  the  improvement  this  will  surely  bring.  Now,”  she  said  out  loud  to  herself picking up the phone, “let’s invite the fly into my spider’s web.” 


Chapter 2

An after dinner proposal



The rain splashed against the windscreen, the rapid sweeping and scrapping of the old wipers brushing away most of the heavy drops to be replaced instantly by more large drops of water. John peered through the gloom, leaning forward and squinting as if that could  improve  the  visibility.  7pm;  the  December  light  had  long  disappeared  to  be replaced  by  a  dark  greyness  diffused  by  an  orange  glow  from  the  street  lights.  Red bricked Victorian town houses of this residential city district lined the street, a darker shade  of  grey  in  the  gloom.  Travelling  in  first  gear,  tail  to  tail  in  angry  traffic,  the flashing red lights on the tops of the skyscrapers in the centre of the city shone through the darkness. 

He was not happy even before he went out into the evening. As he continued to peer into the night, he thought about their current home and tried to think of solutions to their predicament. The rental term had finished and now the landlord wanted an increase of one hundred pounds a month. That would mean one thousand five hundred a month, for a two bed flat! Ok, he thought, it was close to the city centre and very convenient. But it was just a flat after all. 

John’s thoughts were interrupted abruptly by the radio. The sound of the traffic reports started  explaining  about  the  delays  on  the  main  road  -  again.  John  hadn’t  worked  out yet  how  to  turn  this  feature  off  and  it  was  very  annoying  although  not  as  annoying  as having to spend the evening with his wife’s sister. The food and the wine was always wonderful and of high quality which was scant compensation for having to put up with this  bossy  arrogant  woman.  Assertive  and  confident  was  how  Suzanne  his  wife preferred to describe her. John stuck with arrogant. The trouble was that once the two of  them  got  together  they  tended  to  gang  up  on  him.  Not  in  any  way  that  could  be described as rude but more in a patronising way and he ended up doing the clearing up. 

Samantha, Suzanneś sister, was the CEO of her own Financial Services company and was used to giving orders which was exactly what she did to him, with Suzanne joining in. They treated him as a servant at times he thought. 

“Pour  another  glass  of  wine  for  us  could  you  dearie?  Would  you  mind  making  the coffee  darling?  Oh  be  a  dear  and  take  these  dishes  out  to  the  kitchen,”  and  so  on. 

Suzanne would always giggle as Samantha gave him his orders but John would comply in order to keep the peace knowing that it was just for the evening and it was better that way.  Suzanne  had  a  blind  spot  about  her  sister.  He  had  argued  with  her  in  the  past about Samantha’s behaviour but it just led to bad feelings between him and Suzanne for

days afterwards with nothing changing so now he thought it best to keep quiet; put up with it and then forget all about it the next day. 

Samantha  lived  alone  after  ejecting  her  husband  two  years  ago,  or  as  she  put  it: dismissing him. John was not sure why she had ‘dismissed him’ as she would only say that  he  had  failed  to  live  up  to  her  expectations.  After  he  had  left,  Samantha  had employed a young female housekeeper and seemed happy with this arrangement and it was the housekeeper who did her cooking and cleaning. 

Suzanne  was  chatting  away  to  him  but  John  wasn’t  paying  attention,  he  knew  that  he could  just  grunt  and  say  yes  occasionally  and  she  was  happy.  His  daydreams  were broken as he approached the turning for Samantha’s road and he inched in past the slow moving traffic, relieved to get out of the crawling snake of metal along the main road. 

Samantha’s house was in a very smart quiet square just off the busy main road and it felt like a world away. They swung into the driveway of Samantha’s six bedroom four storey Victorian town-house. John guessed there wouldn’t be much change from three million  pounds  for  this  place.  The  driveway  sloped  down  steeply  towards  the  house leading to a garage which had been excavated under the house. He knew that the garage housed  Samantha’s  brand  new  large  silver  Mercedes.  She  changed  it  every  year  and always silver. Suzanne looked over to John. 

“I know you don’t like spending the evening here John but I do appreciate it that you do this  for  me.  I  know  Samantha’s  a  bit  direct  but  she’s  my  only  family  and  she  has  no other family and, since her husband left, she’s alone.” 

John just smiled at her thinking about how she had put Samantha’s husband’s departure -

‘left’. “Kicked out was probably more accurate,” John supposed. 

However,  he  loved  Suzanne  and  would  do  anything  for  her,  including  spending  an evening  with  her  sister  as  it  gave  him  pleasure  to  see  her  happy  although  it  was  a shame he had to suffer to see it. Suzanne was a big contrast to her older sister who was certainly a multimillionaire whilst he and Suzanne were barely able to make ends meet. 

He  held  a  lowly  manager’s  job  at  the  local  office  of  a  power  company  and  Suzanne worked  at  a  major  supermarket  chain’s  head  office  in  the  administration  department. 

The problem for them was that their rent and bills were increasing but the wages were not,  and  it  had  been  like  this  since  the  financial  crisis  of  2008.  The  government  was reporting low inflation in the UK but it really didn’t feel like for them. 

He parked their ageing car in the sloping driveway, pulling the handbrake up as hard as he  could,  not  fully  trusting  the  handbrake’s  effectiveness  on  such  as  steep  slope. 

Suzanne jumped out from the car and rushed up to the front door which fortunately had a  small  canopy  to  provide  some  cover  from  the  rain  which  continued  to  fall prodigiously. Meanwhile, John took their overnight bags from the boot of the car as the rain  quickly  plastered  his  greying  hair  against  his  head  and  large  patches  of  damp started to expand on the front of his dark brown slim corduroy jeans. His fringe hung

over his eyes and he could feel water dripping down his back and into his ears. He’d meant to get his hair cut but he was waiting as long as possible until having to pay a hairdresser £10. He thought he had probably left it far too long this time and he would go on Monday. 

Seeing  his  gloomy  face,  Suzanne  smiled  at  him.  “Things  won’t  seem  so  bad  after  a couple of glasses of wine and some food.” 

John watched her standing there and felt a pang of love again. She hadn’t changed in the fifteen years he’d known her. Although not as tall as his five feet eleven inches, she did match  his  height  tonight  in  her  four  inch  heels.  She  felt  the  need  to  dress  as  well  as possible  when  meeting  up  with  Samantha.  It  wasn’t  that  it  was  a  competition  as  they couldn’t think to compete but more that Samantha was always immaculate and Suzanne felt the need to make a big effort. 

Suzanne stood waiting after pressing the doorbell, its chimes echoing on into the house. 

The large black panelled front door reflected the large bare oak trees from the square opposite,  illuminated  by  the  bright  street  lights  which  gave  off  a  harsher  whiter  light than  those  of  the  main  road.  The  reflection  slid  away  as  the  door  opened  to  reveal Samantha standing there looking at Suzanne with a radiant expression. 

“Oh please come in, lovely to see you Suzanne,” she cried out. She held out her arms and Samantha kissed Suzanne on both cheeks, a ‘mwa’ sound emanating from her lips as they touched her sister’s cheeks with an affectionate force. She turned to face John

“Oh hello Johnnie, welcome to the spider’s lair.” 

“What?” John frowned, “what was she on about?” He thought. He hated being called Johnnie and he felt his anger rising earlier in the evening than it usually did when he had  to  spend  any  time  with  Samantha.  He  decided  to  ignore  the  spider  comment, whatever that was about. He’d told her many times he preferred to be called just John but she then started calling him ‘Just John’ but had got bored with that joke and returned to calling him Johnnie so he let it lie, as usual with all things to do with Samantha. He said hello through tightened lips. 

Samantha then kissed at John although this time missing his cheeks and making a softer sound in thin air, her eyes looking beyond him and onto the square behind. She stood back as they entered the large entrance hall with two large closed double doors to the left. A smell of fresh flowers was in the air of the room with a faintly artificial back tone.  A  white  ornate  balustrade  and  a  dark  wooden  handrail  swept  up  alongside  the stairs from the right hand side to the next floor. And the floor after that. 

Samantha  turned  her  head  round  to  Suzanne  and  her  face  changed  to  a  serious expression. 

“Suzy, I’ve dismissed the housemaid, just this morning, can you believe it? She really wasn’t up to the job.” 

“Oh  no  that’s  terrible  timing  Sam,  we  could  have  come  another  time,  “answered Suzanne. 

“No, no, no I’m so pleased to see you, don’t be daft. I’ve prepared everything myself, I can do it you know, I just never really have the time usually but I took a little time off work this afternoon. Anyway I’m sure Johnnie will be happy to help me serve it up and so on. It will give us girls a chance to catch up.” 

Suzanne laughed, “I’m sure he’d love to help, wouldn’t you John?” 

John just nodded as a feeling of impending doom flooded over him. 

Samantha opened the double doors after John had placed their bags on the floor. The doors  led  to  a  dining  room  which  bore  little  resemblance  to  its  original  Victorian heritage. A light modern dining table with white plastic seats with black metal support rods  and  wooden  legs  which  were  all  the  rage  now.  The  table  was  already  set,  a brushed  chrome  up-lighter  threw  a  subtle  cotton  white  light  against  the  ceiling  while several candles on the table gave off a flickering warm light. 

“Let’s have a little drink first shall we?” Said Samantha, “and have that catch up.” 

Samantha  sat  down  at  the  head  of  the  large  dining  table  and  Suzanne  sat  to  her  right. 

Samantha  looked  up  at  John  who  continued  to  stand  and  feeling  already  like  an  extra now the two women were settling down. Samantha was eight years older than Suzanne and her dark brown deliberately styled tousled hair fell down over her shoulders. She was  wearing  a  white  dress  which  clung  to  her  slim  body  and  emphasised  her  gym toned muscles. John’s eyes fell onto her legs as the dress was, he considered, far too short  for  a  women  approaching  fifty.  But  he  had  still  found  himself  looking  just  the same  as  Samantha  had  the  body  of  someone  twenty  years  younger  with  long  perfect legs and, if you didn’t look too closely at the wrinkles around her eyes and mouth, then she could get away with it. 

Samantha noticed him gazing at her legs, she didn’t miss anything, and she cut short his stare by asking him to get the wine for them deliberately staring at his eyes to let him know she knew. John broke himself away, embarrassed at having been caught looking at  Samantha’s  legs  but  John  knew  the  easiest  approach  was  to  do  as  asked  and  keep quiet. Even though it was humiliating for a forty-something man to be spoken to like a junior employee. 

John went to the wine fridge in the kitchen area as he heard Samantha telling Suzanne in  a  hushed  voice,  that  nonetheless  carried  into  the  kitchen,  that  she  had  caught  him looking at her legs and that he was a weak man. He returned to the dining room feeling ashamed but carrying a bottle of red wine with a label he would never find in the local supermarket. Samantha scowled at him briefly and then pointed at the glasses in front of  her  and  Suzanne  with  a  raise  of  her  eyebrows.  John’s  face  started  to  redden  with anger and humiliation. Even so, he opened the bottle expertly and was about to pour the

wine when Samantha slid her hand over her glass. 

“Just a little so I can try it,” said Samantha. 

John’s eyes rested on hers as he felt the urge to tell her he wasn’t a waiter. A breath of air emanated from John’s teeth as he became less able to control his anger. 

Suzanne looked up at him with a stern expression and was not happy, “John, don’t get funny  with  us  and  don’t  spoil  the  evening  with  any  of  your  sulks.  You  know  that Samantha needs to check the wine, it’s very important for her.” 

Now it was Suzanne telling him what to do but there was a logic to what she had said as Samantha was very fussy about wine. Their logic always made sense at the time and in this case, of course Samantha would want to check the wine. Later on he would start to think about things and realise he’d been taken for a fool as he would asked himself why he had to stand there like a waiter while Samantha swilled the wine around in her mouth. 

“Sorry Suzy,” he looked down at the floor, his shoulders slumping slightly. 

“That’s  ok  dearie,”  said  Samantha,  “just  pour  the  wine  as  I  asked  and  we’ll  forget about your little tantrum.” 

John  gritted  his  teeth  and  poured  the  taster  of  dark  red  ruby  coloured  wine  for Samantha. She smelled it and took a sip through dark red lipstick covered lips which left  no  mark  on  her  glass  and  rolled  the  wine  around  her  mouth  as  John  stood  there before swallowing. Samantha then smiled and nodded to him, indicating that he pour a glass for them both. He did as asked, the thick red liquid filling their glasses. He was just about to pour his own glass when Suzanne spoke. 

“John dear, poor Samantha has had such a terribly busy week so I offered that we’d do all the serving of the dinner and clearing up. You don’t mind do you?” 

John looked at the ceiling and said no. Suzanne hadn’t finished though. 

“Samantha wants to have a chat first about the problems she had with her maid, so do you mind serving up the first course? It’s all prepared in the kitchen so it shouldn’t be too much trouble.” 

John stood there for a couple of seconds saying nothing then moved to the kitchen. He understood  how  the  evening  would  be  and  it  was  turning  out  as  expected.  He  was straining against the desire to say something rude but pushed it away from his mind. 

John served the dinner and cleared up afterwards while the two women talked together for the whole  evening, ignoring John  except for occasional  instructions from  Suzanne and  a  series  of  non-verbal  finger-pointing  and  indications  from  Samantha.  John  was sure that at one stage he had heard Samantha click her fingers for him when he was in the  kitchen.  Finally,  once  the  food  had  been  eaten  and  the  plates  stacked  in  the dishwasher,  he  could  relax.  He  wandered  into  the  dining  room  and  poured  himself  a glass of wine and decided to look around the room inspecting the books on the line of

bookshelves to kill time. John wasn’t sure how Samantha found the time to read any of them as she was always working. Possibly just for show, that would be just like her he thought. 

“John,”  it  was  Suzanne’s  voice  and  John  had  guessed  his  peacefulness  wouldn’t  last very long, “can you come over here please dear. Samantha has had a fantastic idea.” 

John  put  down  a  book  he  was  scanning  and  sauntered  over  without  enthusiasm  and stood to  the  side of  the  two ladies  who  were  still seated  and  rested his  hands  on  the back of a dining room chair. 

“Yes,” he answered expecting some impractical advice. 

“Samantha  has  suggested  that  you  work  for  her,”  Suzanne  blurted  out,  a  broad  grin lighting  her  entire  face.  John  felt  a  pang  of  love  for  her  seeing  her  face  before  her words sunk in. 

“She really wants to help us. However, the best part is that as part of your job with her we can move in here and take over the top floor area the previous maid used to live in; the  large  bedroom  and  the  en-suite  bathroom.  We  could  use  the  other  bedroom  as  a living  area.  It  would  all  be  part  of  the  package.  Free  of  charge.  Imagine,  we  would save  one  and  a  half  thousand  pounds  a  month  on  rent  alone  and  you  know  how  much you dislike your job, it sounds so perfect,” she purred. 

John still didn’t say anything but his face betrayed the fact his mind was whirring in a strange  mix  of  horror  and  of  thinking  it  was  a  good  idea.  Horror  to  be  working  for Samantha but excitement at a solution to their financial woes. 

Samantha continued with the pitch.“Your rent and all costs such as food and electricity would  be  included.  I’ll  provide  all  your  clothing.  Plus  I’d  pay  you  a  small  salary  of five hundred pounds a month.” 

John  just  looked  at  them  without  speaking.  Working  for  and  living  with  Samantha would be an absolute nightmare he thought. He face dropped. 

“I can see how surprised you are John,” said Samantha, “but don’t worry as Suzanne has accepted and you will be moving in tomorrow. It’s all sorted out.” The pitch of her voice rising on the final word. 

“And  what  does  this  job  entail  exactly?”  Asked  John  knowing  he  was  trapped  but trying to regain some composure and control of the hole he realised he had just fallen into. 

“It’s true it’s not exactly a high powered job,” said Samantha, “as you have heard, I lost my housemaid and I just can’t cope with cleaning and cooking on top of all my business responsibilities. But you never were one for responsibility and you’ll be much happier with me making decisions for you.” 

John frowned at her jibe. 

“So you’ll pick up her duties plus you’d be my driver at times and you’ll maintain the

garden. Oh I nearly forgot you will get to use my car when I don’t need it which is often so you can even save the cost of your car. Sell it and get some extra money.” 

Suzanne looked at John. “We would actually be better off than we are with your current job and we’d keep our privacy as we’d have the whole top floor to ourselves like a self-contained  flat,  and  it’s  stress  free,”  she  said  with  a  smile  before  echoing  her sister’s comments, “and you do prefer taking instructions and doing as you’re told so it would be perfect for you.” 

John  looked  confused.  “Where  was  this  thing  about  not  liking  responsibility  coming from and preferring to take orders?” He asked, not unreasonably. 

“You hate responsibility I have to do everything,” said Suzanne, “and when you’re here you follow Samantha’s orders with no problems.” 

He knew he was in the minority here so swallowed any further objections. He decided instead  to  appeal  to  Suzanne’s  better  judgement,  she  wouldn’t  want  her  husband working as a domestic servant, surely? 

“I’m not sure, it sounds like a bit like a kind of butler and cleaning job?” He said to highlight the pertinent fact. 

Suzanne  appeared  unmoved  and  continued  to  smile  broadly.  Samantha  answered instead, sitting straight backed in the chair, her hands resting on her knees. The picture of authority. He felt a brief moment of sexual attraction towards her and had to tear his gaze away. He always realised she was attractive physically but had never before felt any physical feelings or urgings for her previously. He brushed the thought away. 

“Well it’s not exactly a butler but yes you’d take on the duties of a housemaid, cleaning, cooking etc. plus a little more as I said. It’s not too onerous, in fact you’d clean just one floor of the house a day then you can get lots of time to relax and no responsibility and stress which I know you’d like.” That jibe again. 

“OK it’s agreed then,” said Suzanne who seemed, to John at least, to have no problems with  him  working  in  a  domestic  role.  Suzanne  agreed  that  they  would  move  in tomorrow evening. John was being steamrollered into it and he knew he was beaten on this topic. 

Samantha looked at John more seriously than usual. “This will be a formal arrangement Johnnie, so we’ll need to keep the actual work arrangement business-like, contract and so on. And of course, this is my house so I’m the boss and what I say goes. Samantha’s Law operates here,” Samantha smiled coldly. 

John  looked  at  both  women  in  turn,  Samantha  looking  cold  and  Suzanne  continued  to smile with excitement. John didn’t need to be told about Samantha’s Law, he knew all about that. 

“OK  I’ll  try  it,”  he  answered  but  knowing  he  had  no  real  choice  in  the  matter  as  the decision had already been made between the two sisters without him but he wanted to

attempt to salvage a vestige of pride in pretending he was in agreement. 

“One  more  thing,”  said  Samantha,  “my  previous  housemaid  wore  a  uniform  and  you will do the same, it’s a condition of the housemaid’s role. It’s a domestic job and I’ve always  insisted  on  a  smart  uniform  as  I  sometimes  entertain  business  partners  and customers  at  home.  Once  a  month  I  host  the  London  Business  Women’s  Association here so you need to look the part. So you would need to always be dressed formally during work hours even when cleaning hence the uniform, which I will provide and pay for of course.” 

“No problem and it will save money on clothes so even better,” answered Suzanne for John, “you don’t mind at all do you dear?” It wasn’t a question, it was a statement on his behalf. 

“Obviously not Suzy,” replied John sarcastically. However he knew that whatever his concerns, the two women were set on the plan. 

“I’m very keen for you to start Johnnie,” said Samantha. 

“Me too,” said Suzanne replying for John once again. 

“But  you  called  it  a  housemaid  role,”  John  complained,  remembering  what  Samantha had said earlier, “we should call this something else as a maid is a girl, I’m not a going to be a maid.” 

“Oh don’t worry about names,” said Suzanne, “Samantha didn’t actually mean you’ll be a maid it’s just that that’s the normal name for the role, like a chair man isn’t always a man is it silly. It’s all just perfect.” 

Samantha didn’t speak but a faint smile came over her lips. Her plan was live. 

So he had a new job and a new place to live and no more money worries. What could possibly go wrong he thought? 






Chapter 3

Preparations



John  handed  in  his  resignation  the  next  day  at  the  power  company.  He  had  started  to prevaricate  in  the  morning  but  Suzanne  had  ordered  him  to  write  a  formal  letter  and hand it in to his manager and had seemed angry that he was attempting to delay. He did as  he  was  told  and  was  surprised  that  his  manager  took  his  resignation  without  any debate.  He  had  hoped  for  some  attempt  to  keep  him  but  his  manager  just  told  him  he had to work one month’s notice. 

Suzanne and he moved in to Samantha’s house the following evening, as Samantha had suggested. 

Two weeks later and John reflected that life wasn’t proving to be so bad once they’d settled  in  and  they  were  saving  money  for  the  first  time  in  a  long  time.  The neighbourhood around the house was very upmarket and the house was large, modern and  beautiful.  In  fact,  despite  the  fact  that  Samantha  was  very  bossy  and  she  and Suzanne  did  enjoy  telling  him  what  to  do  far  too  often,  he  settled  in  to  life  at Samantha’s while working out his notice at his old company. 

He still hadn’t had his hair cut and it now covered his ears and hung over his collar and onto the top of his back. He had asked Samantha where the local barbers were and she had  told  him  it  wasn’t  necessary  as  it  looked  fine  and  besides  he  could  use  her hairdresser  who  came  to  the  house  regularly  and  have  it  styled  free  of  charge  as  she would  pay.  She  had  playfully  run  her  hands  through  his  hair  saying  it  looked  cute  a little longer and of course, Suzanne had joined in and Samantha suggested they put it in a pony tail which had made Suzanne laugh very loudly, especially when Samantha went off  to  retrieve  a  pink  ribbon  and  waved  it  front  of  his  face.  Thankfully  they  became bored with taunting him. Samantha’s hairdresser did turn up that weekend but Samantha told John that he would have to wait, maybe next time she had said. 

One evening, exactly a week before he started working for Samantha formally, Suzanne called  him  into  the  large  living  area  on  the  ground  floor  next  to  the  dining  room.  A modern  square  grey  sofa  and  black  square  chairs  giving  the  room  a  magazine  style design  appearance.  Samantha  and  Suzanne  were  with  a  smart  elderly  lady  who Samantha  hadn’t  bothered  to  introduce  him  to  but  who  was  chatting  politely  with  the two  sisters.  He  had  been  in  the  kitchen  where  he  was  preparing  a  cup  of  tea  for everyone.  When  he  entered  the  room  with  a  metal  tray  carrying  the  tea,  Samantha instructed him to put it on the rounded oak coffee table and then to stand in front of the lady  who  had  a  tape  measure.  The  elderly  lady  stood  up  and  started  taking

measurements of his body: leg length, waist size, chest, and so on without a word. As usual the sisters didn’t explain why. 

While  she  was  measuring,  John  asked  Samantha  why  she  was  taking  such  detailed measurements. 

“They are for your uniform silly,” said Suzanne. 

“Why can’t I just buy a suit from the shop, I’m a fairly standard size,” he replied Samantha  looked  at  him.  “No  don’t  be  silly  Johnnie,  I  told  you  you’ll  be  wearing  a uniform not a suit as isn’t really appropriate. A suit is for a business person and you’ll be more of a domestic worker, a driver, gardener and housemaid.” 

John cringed as she said ‘housemaid’ and looked at the lady who didn’t appear to have heard anything until she glanced up at him and raised her eyebrows. An uncomfortable feeling came over him like a wintry chill. Suzanne noticed him grimace and reminded him that housemaid title was just a type of role. 

“Yes I know, like a chairman can be a woman,” he finished her sentence for her with a touch  of  sarcasm.  “So  what  will  the  uniform  look  like  then?”  He  asked,  “can  I  see  a photo or a drawing?” 

Suzanne looked at him and told him to stop asking silly questions as the lady continued quietly  and  methodically  to  take  measurements  and  to  jot  them  down  on  a  small notepad. 

“I  don’t  know  what  it  will  look  like  either  but  I’m  sure  it  will  be  something  of  very high quality if I know Sam.” Samantha looked on silently but with a smirk on her face. 

The lady stood up and announced she had all she wanted and that the uniforms will be ready for his first day next Monday morning. 

”You  can  run  along  now  Johnnie,  we  have  some  women’s  business  to  attend  to.” 

Samantha waved him away with a movement of her hand. 

John ambled away as instructed. It seemed the easiest thing to do. 




Chapter 4

The First Day of the Job

John  woke  and  felt  the  trepidation  of  the  day  immediately  his  eyes  opened.  The  first day of the new job had arrived and he would be working formally for Samantha. The past  four  weeks  had  passed  without  too  much  stress  for  him  and  he  had  managed  to spend  much  of  his  time  in  their  private  area  on  the  top  floor,  leaving  Suzanne  and Samantha to spend time together, when Samantha wasn’t out working late. Suzanne had become more distant but he imagined she was just enjoying time with her sister. 

Suzanne  had  left  early  for  her  job  at  the  supermarket  offices  that  morning,  explaining that  she  had  extra  work  to  catch  up  on  and  wished  him  luck  and  told  him  to  do  as Samantha asked. 

“Follow Samantha’s Law,” she reminded him as if a reminder were needed. She wasn’t so bad Suzanne explained and it would be fine once he got more used to her. 

John  had  made  his  wife  some  breakfast  and  a  cup  of  tea  and  decided  to  stay  in  the kitchen to have another cup of coffee and summon up some confidence to prepare for whatever  Samantha  might  throw  at  him.  He  knew  he  wouldn’t  be  able  to  get  back  to sleep with wondering how Samantha would be as a boss rather than just a bossy sister-in-law. 

The light was rising outside and starting to stream through the window. He hadn’t seen Samantha  yet  that  morning  although  he  had  heard  her  moving  about  in  her  office.  He then  noticed  a  handwritten  yellow  post-it-note  that  he  hadn’t  seen  before,  stuck  to  the side of the black glossy microwave sitting on the kitchen work-surface. He wandered over and plucked it off and saw Samantha’s handwriting giving instructions for him to meet  her  in  her  home  office  on  the  first  floor  at  8am  sharp  before  starting  work.  He looked up at the clock: 7.58am. 

“Lucky I’d spotted that note,” he thought, “as that would not have been a good start.” 

He sauntered up the stairs to Samantha’s office on the first floor. The gloss white mock panelled  door  to  her  office  from  the  landing  was  closed  but  he  could  hear  the  faint clicking of Samantha’s long red finger nails against keyboard keys. John rapped sharply on the door. 

“Come,”  called  Samantha  and  John  opened  the  door  and  entered  feeling  a  sudden nervousness. 

Samantha was sitting at a light oak desk in a large study office. Her modern desk was clear  with  just  a  keyboard,  screen  and  mouse  and  was  facing  out  to  a  large  picture window and onto the garden below which was small yet immaculate with some green

plants  around  a  neat  lawn.  The  hazy  low  sun  threw  a  weak  light  into  the  room.  The desk  faced  the  door  and  as  John  entered  the  study  he  stood  in  front  of  her.  Samantha regarded John with slightly screwed up eyes as if analysing his thoughts. She finished typing something and looked up again to face him as he stood silently. 

“Johnnie how nice to see you and I’m so happy to have your help in the house. How are you settling in?” She had adopted a condescending manner but he’d expected that. 

“Well I must confess I was worried but it’s been quite good really.” 

“Excellent, I’m so pleased,” Samantha replied. She held out a piece of paper. “Here is your  schedule  Johnnie,  it’s  the  same  one  as  the  last  housemaid  followed  but  with  the addition of the driving and gardening duties.” His body jolted perceptibly at the sound of the word ‘housemaid’ but he decided she was probably oblivious to his discomfort at her usage of this word. 

He took the paper and it was a list of task and times from breakfast through to dinner and it included the rooms to clean and the clothes washing days. Nothing too difficult he thought and plenty of time to get this all done. 

“OK Samantha, I’ll get started.” 

She looked at him sternly again. “Johnnie, hold on. We need to get a few things straight here. You are my domestic employee and I am now your boss and I insist we keep this arrangement on a formal basis. While you’re working you are not to think of yourself as my brother-in-law but my employee. I am the CEO of my own company and you are  my housemaid in  my house. I set the rules and the law here and I have done a big favour for you but only because I care for my little sister and I want to help her because  you couldn’t provide properly for her. Do you understand me housemaid?” 

John stepped back in surprise at Samantha’s words and not just the repeated use of the dreaded word ‘housemaid’ which was now very clear. She meant to use it to demean him. 

“Do you understand me?” She asked with more emphasis. 

“Yes, I..I..I.. guess so,” he stammered, confused at her change from bossy sister-in-law to aggressive manager. 

“Good I’m glad we understand each other. To start, from now on you will address me as  Mistress  or  Mistress  Samantha  to  show  the  respect  I  deserve.  Do  you  understand me?” 

John froze and looked at her, without blinking. “Yes?” This was not what he had been expecting.  Mistress Samantha?  This was weird he thought. 

“Yes what?” 

John hesitated. “Yes… Mistress Samantha?” 

“Good,” she replied, “that’s better.” She relaxed back in her chair as if assessing the

situation and how he was reacting. 

John  was  unsure  how  to  react.  He  knew  that  he  was  going  to  be  doing  cooking, cleaning and so on but hadn’t expected this attitude from Samantha. He wondered how much Suzanne had known about Samantha’s plans. 

Samantha stood up and leant forward her hands on her desk, looked at John in the face and then her eyes moved up and down his body from toe to head. 

“Not much are you? But I’m sure you’ll be a good housemaid.” 

“I beg your pardon?” He said. 

“You’re  not  much  are  you?”  She  repeated,  “not  a  man  at  all  really.  You  couldn’t provide for my sister and I’ve had to step in as I care very much for her and I couldn’t bear to see her suffer low income and poor accommodation.” 

“Oh come on now Samantha, this is…” 

She held up the palm of her hand to his face. 

“Stop this now, you are my housemaid and you will do exactly what I tell you to do. 

Now admit to me that you’re no man. Come on now.” 

John’s eyes widened as Samantha faced him, a furious look on her face indicating her real thoughts and feeling for him. “Now,” she reminded him. 

He  looked  down  and  felt  shaky  but  decided  to  play  along  despite  the  severe  loss  of face he was feeling now. “No I’m not.” 

“Not what boy?” 

“Not a man,” he mumbled with a catch in his throat. 

“No you’re certainly not a man. Now follow me,” she ordered, “the lady has delivered your uniforms and you need to get changed into clothes appropriate to your role here.” 

Samantha  walked  out  of  the  room  towards  the  spare  room  opposite  her  study.  John followed  confused  but  he  went  in  after  her.  The  room  had  a  single  bed,  white  plain walls  and  along  one  wall  there  was  a  tall  rectangular  white  modern  wardrobe  with four doors. She pointed to the cupboard doors without speaking. He walked over and touched the round metal handles not knowing what he would see inside. He opened the doors  and  his  face  fell  into  incomprehension  as  he  saw  ten  dresses  hanging  in  a  neat row  inside.  Five  were  identical  plain,  black  cotton  dresses  with  white  neck  high collars  and  the  skirt  part  was  about  12  inches  long  from  the  waist  to  the  hem.  Short plain sleeves finished the look of these maid’s dresses. Hanging alongside them were five  other  dresses,  also  identical  to  each  other  and  each  a  different  colour:  white, yellow,  pink,  light  green  and  red.  All  were  made  from  an  expensive  looking  satin material.  They  had  short  sleeves  and  a  large  frill  at  each  shoulder.  Each  of  the  satin dresses  was  very  short  in  the  skirt,  shorter  even  than  the  plain  ones,  maybe  just  six inches long. The skirt part, although very short, was fully pleated and flared out from

the waist. On the floor of the wardrobe were three pairs of flat black ballet style shoes and three pairs of high heeled women’s stilettos, at least four inches high, one in white, one black and one yellow. Packs of knickers, stockings and tights were stacked neatly on a shelf to the side of the hanging area. 

“What are these?” He said as he stepped back still staring fixedly at the contents of the wardrobe, “why are you showing me this?” His immediate assumption being that they were left over from the previous maid. 

“These are your uniforms,” stated Samantha icily, “all were made specifically for you and in your exact size and proportion.” 

“But these are women’s maid dresses,” he said. 

“Indeed they are and the problem is?” She replied. 

“These are women’s housemaid dresses. Where are my uniforms?” 

“These  are  your  uniforms.  I  told  you  that  your  job  will  be  the  housemaid  so  what exactly  did  you  expect  a  housemaid  to  wear?  A  business  suit?”  Samantha  laughed coldly. 

“I’m not wearing a dress Samantha. This is ridiculous. I didn’t know you were such a joker.” He said considering the possibility that this was a joke. 

“I’m not a joker and I’m not joking now. I told you that the job requires a uniform and you agreed. This is the uniform of a housemaid and this therefore is  your uniform as my housemaid. I also told you that you will call me  Mistress Samantha.” 

“Ok I’m sorry Mistress Samantha. However, I don’t want to wear a dress.” 

“If  you  don’t  want  to  wear  your  maid’s  dresses  then  you  don’t  want  the  job  and  you don’t want to live in my house. That’s fine you can leave now,” her eyes were fixed on his. 

“I want the job Sam…mistress, but I’m not going to wear a dress.” 

“As  I  said,  no  maid’s  dresses,  no  job,  no  home  and  probably  no  wife  as  Suzanne  is very happy here with me.” 

“But  I  have  resigned  from  my  old  job  and  left  my  old  flat,  I  have  no  job  or  place  to live.” 

“Do you want this job and to stay here?” 

“Yes please mistress. But please don’t make me wear a dress. I’m a man,” he pleaded and looked at her forlornly. Samantha sighed in impatience. 

“You’re not a man and you demonstrated that very effectively by not looking after my little sister so you’re now the housemaid you deserve to be and I’m looking after my sister.  Housemaids  wear  maid’s  dresses  so  if  you  remember  my  law  applies  in  my house and my law states you  will wear a maid’s dress.” 

“But I need to stay here.” 

“So you want to wear a dress then.” 

“No” he replied. 

“The dress is the uniform for the job if you do not want to wear a dress then that means you do not want the job or to live here. So, for the final time, do you want to wear a dress? If you say no you leave now.” 

John looked at Samantha. His mouth opened but nothing came out. 

“I am a very busy lady and I don’t have time to debate these things with my housemaid. 

Want are you going to do?” 

“Ok, ok,” he said, now very flustered. 

Samantha stared at him, her lips pursed. 

He looked down and mumbled. “Ok I’ll wear the dresses.” 

“Not  quite  good  enough.  I  need  to  hear  you  tell  me  that  you   want  to  wear  the  maid’s dresses then I will know you  want the job and you  want to stay here,” she emphasised each ‘want’ with relish. 

She looked at him, silence permeating the room. “NOW,” she screamed, “tell me what you want.” 

He  looked  up  at  her  defeated.  “I  want  to  wear  the  maid’s  dresses.”  He  looked  at  the floor as Samantha moved closer to him and raised his head by his chin with her thumb and forefinger and looked directly at him from just inches from his face. 

“Finally we got there, I’m so pleased that you want to wear a dress as I know it will suit you perfectly as the girl you are. The black plain ones are for during the day for cleaning and working in the garden. You’ll then change into the pretty colourful dresses for the evening with a pair high heels to serve me and Suzy dinner and drinks and wait on our needs”. Samantha’s face turned into a large smile which didn’t quite reach up to her eyes. 

John’s  whole  body  slumped,  his  shoulders  dropping  as  he  moved  up  towards  the wardrobe and took the first black dress. 

“Put it on and come back to my study so I can see how pretty you are,” and with that she turned around and strode out. 

John hesitated and glared at the open wardrobe but knew he had no choice. He slipped off  his  trousers,  shirt,  underpants,  shoes  and  socks  and  stood  for  a  moment  naked,  he felt his heart beating fast as the image of him in this dress came into his head. Disbelief flowed  through  him  that  this  was  happening.  First  he  hesitatingly  pulled  on  a  pair  of white knickers taken from the drawer. They fitted neatly around him, his cock bulging a little at the front. The material was not unpleasant and they felt quite light and delicate after wearing heavy boxer shorts for the past forty years. Maybe not so bad he thought. 

He opened a pack of tights. They were black and thick but he noticed packs of black

and other tan hold-up stockings, shiny and fine also in the drawers and he gave a heavy sigh. He took one of the black dresses and pulled it over his shoulders, the white collar circling  his  neck  as  if  he  were  wearing  a  shirt  collar.  But  he  wasn’t.  The  skirt  part covered his white knickers and then came down to about a third of the way down his thigh.  Finally  he  stepped  into  the  black  ballet  shoes.  Another  hesitation  as  he  caught himself in the reflection in the large window, a man in a dress although his slim build could have been that of a flat chested woman. He went back out to the hall feeling the little dress flowing against his thighs and to Samantha’s office where the door as shut again so he knocked again and waited outside. 

A small delay. “Come” she called and he opened the door and inched in, head bowed in disgrace. 

“Well, well, what a pretty girl we have here, stand up straight. I can’t call you Johnnie any  more  as  you’re  a  girl  now  and  a  pretty  one  too.  The  dress  suits  you  much  better than those nasty male trousers you had on, but of course you never were much of a man so  this  is  a  vast  improvement.  I’m  sure  we’ll  have  to  make  some  more  alterations  to you but this will do for today. OK run along now girl and get to work and every time you encounter me at any time you will curtsy to me like a good maid. Now curtsy to me girl.” 

John glared at her. Samantha stared at him. Silence in the room and then the faint sound of a vehicle passing came in from outside. It passed and the sound of a bird chirping from outside in the garden filled the air. Slowly he bent his right knee and put his left leg back and lowered himself. 

“Good girl but don’t forget to hold each side of the skirt of your dress as you curtsy and bow your head.” 

John  held  the  flared  skirt  of  the  dress  and  looked  down  at  the  floor.  The  ultimate indignity he thought as he felt weak, humiliated. Samantha smiled again which was not a good sign. 




Chapter 5

Exposed and renamed

John  was  preparing  the  evening  dinner  in  the  kitchen,  peeling  potatoes  and  washing vegetables.  Winter  darkness  had  consumed  the  scenery  outside  the  window  and  faint spots  of  rain  were  tapping  against  the  kitchen  window  pane.  5.30  pm,  John  was working  and  wobbling  unsteadily  on  his  four  inch  heels  and  feeling  odd  wearing  a dress;  a  dress  that  barely  covered  his  knickers  and  showed  the  tops  of  his  fine  shiny light  tan  coloured  hold-up  stockings.  Samantha  hadn’t  given  him  any  time  to  become accustomed to his first ever time in high heels. She said he would get used to it and it was  a  question  of  practice.  Samantha  had  told  him  to  change  for  the  evening  thirty minutes earlier into the yellow dress and ‘kindly’ provided him with a frilly apron to protect his dress. It was a relief as it was a little longer than the dress and gave extra cover to him as the hem of the dress barely covered his knickers. He heard Samantha enter the kitchen as he was working at the work-surface preparing food. 

John turned to face her with a quizzical look on his face. Samantha had her hands on her hips. She was in a looser dress today, dark blue and low cut. She had a flared skirt part of the dress which again was too short for someone of her age but he was unable to avoid looking before tearing his look away. 

“Curtsy girl! I’ve just entered the room,” she ordered

“But  I’m  busy  working,”  he  protested.  Samantha  stayed  waiting,  hands  remaining firmly on her hips, her whole body straight and erect. Like Suzanne, she was tall and, in her heels, almost the same height as John. Suddenly she swung out and slapped his face. 

“Don’t answer me back girl.” 

John  touched  his  face  in  surprise.  It  stung  but  mostly  it  was  the  shock  of  Samantha striking  him.  As  he  recovered  he  knew  he  would  have  to  curtsy  and  the  slap  had confirmed it so he curtsied delicately to Samantha, holding out the hem of the skirt as she’d instructed him to do earlier. Demeaning was his only thought. 

“That’s better my girl and now you need to apologise for forgetting.” 

“I’m very sorry Mistress Samantha,” he said as sincerely as he could muster. 

John looked up at the clock and could see that Suzanne would be home very soon. He looked  down  at  his  short  yellow  dress  and  stockinged  legs  with  high  heels,  for  a moment  he  caught  himself  admiring  his  own  slim  legs  but  then  shook  his  head  as  he took in that it was him, dressed as a girl. A moment of panic passed through his body as

he  thought  about  Suzanne  seeing  him  dressed  like  this.  He  made  for  the  door  to  go upstairs  to  change  into  male  clothing.  He  considered  that  Samantha  was  enjoying humiliating him but didn’t expect that Suzanne would find it so good to see her husband in this state. 

“Where are you going girl?” Samantha moved to stand in his way, blocking his exit. 

John  stopped,  hesitated  for  a  moment  then  explained  he  was  going  to  get  changed before  Suzanne’s  arrival.  The  moment  the  words  had  come  out  Samantha’s  face registered an exaggerated look of surprise and he started to take in an awareness that Samantha  was  expecting  him  to  remain  dressed  as  a  girl  for  Suzanne’s  arrival. 

Samantha’s  continued  presence  standing  firmly  in  front  of  him  confirmed  his  growing realisation. 

“You’ve just changed into your pretty evening wear so why would you want to change? 

Suzanne is going to see you in your pretty new dress when she arrives and that will be the  correct  thing  as  we  can’t  have  secrets  can  we  girl?  She’ll  need  to  get  used  to  it eventually as this is how you’ll be dressing from now on so there’s no point in delaying the  grand  reveal  of  you  as  a  girl,  so  let’s  show  her  that  you’re  now  the  pretty housemaid. She probably always knew deep down you were more of a girl than a man so, although she may be surprised at first, I guarantee she’ll get to love you looking like this very quickly.” 

The sound of a key entering the door made them both look to the hall. John’s stomach turned  over  and  he  felt  hot  from  head  to  toe  as  he  stepped  back  from  the  hall  but Samantha  reached  out  and  took  his  arm  which  John  initially  thought  was  a  sign  of friendship but quickly understood that her purpose was to pull him into the hall to meet his wife. John looked around, no escape as she held him tightly and Samantha led him into  the  hall  as  he  tottered  unsteadily  on  his  four  inch  heels.  Suzanne  entered  through the now open front door, a strong breeze carried in some leaves and some of the rain now  falling  heavily.  Suzanne  started  to  remove  her  damp  coat,  more  concerned  with getting  in  and  taking  off  wet  outer  clothing  than  greeting  anyone.  She  therefore  hadn’t yet  seen  John  now  standing  behind  her  sister  resplendent  in  his  new  bright  yellow maid’s  dress.  Samantha  continued  to  hold  his  arm  with  a  firm  grip;  he  was  not  going anywhere. 

“That’s  ok  Suzy,  the  housemaid  will  get  that  for  you,”  said  Samantha  seeing  Suzanne still  struggling  to  remove  her  coat  while  holding  her  damp  open  umbrella.  Suzanne looked up and for a few moments didn’t register the scene before her. Then her facial expression dropped slowly as if it were melting as comprehension of the scene directly facing  her  unfolded  before  her  eyes.  She  froze,  her  umbrella  dripping  steadily  on  the wood floor for several moments, her eyes widening, her mouth opening. 

She mouthed what appeared to be a question but no words emerged. She could see her husband  standing  there,  unbalanced  in  high  heels  and  a  very  short  yellow  dress  and

stockings.  Her  mind  refused  to  process  what  she  could  see.  She  shook  her  head  and started to recognise exactly what she was looking at as a beaming Samantha stood back to allow Suzanne a fuller view of the be-frocked figure of John standing there, his head bowed, his hands clasped in front across the little pleated skirt part of the dress as if to hide it and himself. 

“What  on  earth  are  you  doing  John?”  Asked  Suzanne  in  a  much  higher  pitch  than  her voice normally sounded. 

All three looked looked at each other, Suzanne continuing to stare at John, John looking back  with  a  growing  alarm  at  his  predicament  and  Samantha  with  a  broad  content smile. John shrugged his shoulders still clasping his hands together as if to explain that it wasn’t his idea and then in the silence, knowing that he looked ridiculous. He had a feeling  that  he’d  just  lost  all  respect  from  his  wife  even  though  her  frozen  expression remained one of utter shock. Samantha on the other hand was calm and in control. 

“This is our new housemaid with her pretty uniform,” started Samantha, “she told me she wanted to wear a pretty dress, didn’t you girl?” 

You,  you,  you  asked  to  wear  a  dress  John?”  Stammered  Suzanne  as  she  continued  to stare  at  John  in  amazement  while  holding  the  dripping  umbrella,  knowing  what  she could see but still disbelieving. Her husband in a very short yellow dress… and high heels? She couldn’t comprehend the reason she was seeing this and Samantha had then just told her he had wanted to wear it…and called him a girl! 

“No, well yes, but I had to. Sort of,” he stumbled and mumbled though a dry mouth, he needed some water he thought. 

“Suzy,  this  is  John’s  uniform.  He  took  the  housemaid  job  and  this  is  the  uniform.  He really  did  say  he  wanted  to  wear  it  when  I  showed  him  the  dresses.  He  was  a  little taken aback at first I must confess but I once he realised how much he wanted the job he became more enthusiastic and has got quite used to it now, well apart from the heels but  I  know  she  wants  to  practice  don’t  you  girl?”  Samantha  switching  to  the  female pronoun and noun once she had made her point. 

Suzanne  and  John  remained  in  a  locked  stare  whereas  Samantha  was  enjoying  the unfolding events. Suzanne’s coat was still only partially removed. 

“Why  are  you  calling  him  girl  Sam?”  Suzanne  asked  but  Samantha’s  only  reply  was

“Well what do you think Suzie?” As if this were an everyday situation. 

John looked up at the ceiling but felt Suzanne’s eyes move up and down his entire body, taking  in  what  she  could  see  but  couldn’t  quite  believe  but  starting  to  appreciate  the look. Her mouth twitched at the corners, the start of a smile, then a snort and Suzanne then  burst  into  laughter,  doubling  up  as  she  started  laughing.  Samantha  looked  even more pleased but John looked at the floor his face feeling hot and reddening instantly. 

“Samantha you did this didn’t you?” Suzanne said through her laughing. “Well… I was

more  than  a  bit  shocked  but  now  well,  actually  it  does  look  rather  nice.  You  are naughty Sam,” Suzanne said during gasps for breath between her giggles. 

“He has to curtsy to me. I think he should curtsy to you too; respect for his superiors,” 

Samantha said before turning sternly to John. “Girl, curtsy to Suzanne.” 

John  looked  at  Samantha  and  back  to  Suzanne  who  had  managed  to  compose  herself and  she  nodded  to  him  to  do  as  Samantha  had  said,  her  lips  turning  up  again  into  a broad  smile  now  the  initial  shock  had  passed  and  her  eyes  widening  and  eyebrows raising in happy surprise. John paused but Suzanne now looked as if she liked what she saw.  He  thought  of  how  he  would  be  in  serious  trouble  with  Samantha  if  he  didn’t comply  with  her  instruction  to  curtsy.  But  curtsy  to  his  wife?  The  two  women  were waiting,  no  one  had  left  their  positions  in  the  hall  for  several  minutes  and  Suzanne’s umbrella  continued  to  drip.  Horror  passed  over  his  face  like  a  shadow  and  he  could feel  his  blood  pulsing  in  his  neck.  It  wasn’t  a  great  feeling  but  he  knew  he  had  to comply. He swallowed as the two sisters watched expectantly and he took the hem of his  dress  in  slow  motion  and  looked  again  at  the  two  women.  Samantha  lowered  her head  as  if  to  say  ‘do  it’.  He  lowered  his  knees  slowly  and  pushed  his  left  leg  behind him and curtsied to his wife. Suzanne screamed with delight, clapped her hands once and then put a hand over her mouth. He raised himself again, not wanting to look at his wife’s  face  so  he  kept  his  eyes  looking  down  at  the  floor  where  he  could  see  his stockings shining from the light from the small obscured window beside the black front door which was still open. With a sense of panic he could see pedestrians walking by just a few feet from where he stood. Samantha dropped her hold and he retreated back to  the  kitchen,  Suzanne’s  sparkling  eyes  following  him  and  Samantha’s  eyes  gazing  at her sister knowing her calculated guess had been correct, he would become submissive and  her  sister  would  enjoy  it.  She  knew  her  sister  well,  someone  much  stronger  was buried below the meek surface and she’d started to bring it out. She’d also relegated her waste-of-time husband to his rightful role as a submissive maid, well the role for all men really she mused. Her plan was going well. Now for the next stage. 

John spent the evening bringing drinks and then dinner to the two sisters as they chatted and  joked.  He  had  tried  to  join  in  but  Samantha  told  him  to  go  away  and  Suzanne chuckled  embarrassedly.  Samantha  had  adopted  a  finger-click  method  of  requests whenever she wanted to summon John to do something. John had just served the dinner to the two ladies still feeling exposed and embarrassed in his yellow maid dress and then carried his dinner into the dining area with his head down and trying to keep his knickers  barely  covered  by  the  tiny  dress  by  standing  tall  and  avoiding  bending.  He was just starting to sit at the table with the plate in his hand when Samantha ‘barked’ at him to stop. Her face twisted into a scowl. 

“Housemaids doesn’t sit with us at the table, go to the kitchen, you can eat there,” said Samantha. 

John looked at Suzanne and waited for her to object but she said nothing but tapped her sister  on  the  arm  playfully  saying,  “oh  Samantha,  you  are  hard,”  but  her  comment  as made with an accepting smile. 

Samantha  continued,  “Suzanne  doesn’t  like  me  calling  you  girl  as  she  thinks  that  not using your name is just a bit too severe and impersonal. I don’t really agree but I want her to be happy of course so we’ll use your name. Would you like that girl?” 

John noted she couldn’t resist putting in a final put down but nodded his head. At last Suzanne appeared to have put her foot down with her older sister and he wouldn’t have to  listen  to  Samantha  calling  him  ‘girl’  which  made  him  wince  inside  each  time  he heard it. He waited and glanced down at the sheer stockings on his slim but hairy legs. 

His face flushed at his appearance, clad in feminine attire. 

Samantha’s  eyes  watched  him  and  she  said,  “ok  we  can  use  your  appropriate  name,” 

she hesitated before adding, “when you’ve eaten, you can clear up our plates and serve us the coffee… Jane.” 

John’s head bolted upright as he looked at Samantha and his body went tense. “You just called me Jane? Mistress.” 

“Yes Jane, that’s your name now. You’re a girl so you need a girl’s name, you’re not a man are you Jane, standing there in your pretty little dress and your high heels?” 

John had no reply, he couldn’t think of a way out of this although angry at being called Jane,  he  also  felt  a  pang  of  excitement  and  a  tingling  feeling  in  his  cock,  which  gave him  a  strange  feeling  of  pleasure.  He  pushed  the  thought  away,  angry  at  himself.  He looked  up  at  Suzanne  expecting  her  to  complain  about  the  use  of  the  name  Jane.  She was smiling and he couldn’t understand why, she was not only going along with this but enjoying it. She looked back at him and smiled kindly. 

“Coffee please  Jane,  when you’ve eaten of course.” Samantha said sweetly but clearly emphasising his new name: Jane. 

“Come  on  Jane,  we’d  love  a  coffee,”  added  Suzanne.  This  wasn’t  going  as  John  had expected. 


Chapter 6

A new Saturday



Friday  evening  arrived  not  a  moment  too  soon  for  John.  A  week  spent  clothed  in dresses, day and evening serving Samantha… and his own wife. He was relaxing now in their bedroom on the top floor. A room painted in a subtle shade of pink which he’d not  noticed  before  but  now  seemed  to  be  mocking  him.  A  large  walnut  vintage wardrobe  faced  him  as  he  lay  on  the  queen  size  bed,  alone  as  the  sisters  talked downstairs  together  as  usual.  He  heard  the  faint  sounds  of  classical  piano  music coming up from their downstairs lair. 

Samantha had let him finish his work early and to enjoy his own time and he was keen to  spend  it  on  his  own  although  Samantha  had  emphasised  that  he  was  to  continue wearing  a  short  coloured  dress  and  tonight  he  was  in  pink.  However,  Saturday  and Sunday would be his days off and he will be able to return to some normality he felt. 

Back to being a male. 

He  did  realise  that  he  felt  quite  comfortable  in  the  knickers,  light  and  surprisingly comfortable and erotic. Maybe he will actually continue to use them under his trousers he thought. The material of the stockings was also pleasant on his legs but impractical of course, and the lighter ones showed his hairy legs and the look was not good. Even the  hated  dresses  felt  good  against  his  legs  as  he  worked  and  walked  because  of  the quality  and  lightness  of  the  material  and  the  freedom  of  the  air  around  his  legs.  Soft, smooth and arousing and he had become used to it. The work wasn’t too hard. It was cleaning  and  hovering,  cooking  and  serving  drinks.  But  it  was  only  one  floor  of  the house per day to clean and tidy and then he could watch some TV or listen to music or read until the evening work. He had no choice over his clothing though. Maid’s dresses only,  all  week,  day  and  night.  He  didn’t  understand  why  Samantha  had  decided  to humiliate  him  in  this  manner  and  even  worse,  Suzanne  went  along  with  it  apparently happily with him in a dress. There was little he could do at present as he had nowhere else to go and he started thinking that maybe if he had to suffer in female clothing for the  week  to  live  easily  then  maybe  it  was  a  comprise  worth  taking  and  he  could understand why women liked the clothes, they were very nice he had to admit. Despite the  comfort  and  nice  material  and  the  arousal  the  clothing  gave  him,  he  was  really looking forward to getting back into male clothes. His free time, normality, man-time. 

At dinner that evening which Suzanne had cooked to give him a break, Samantha had informed  him  that  she  had  bought  him  a  completely  new  wardrobe  of  clothing  for weekends and they had been delivered earlier that day when he was cleaning upstairs. 

He had told her he would like to have been able to choose but he let it go. His previous clothes were old and were cheap and then Suzanne had said it was another example of how wonderful Samantha was in providing for them and that the new clothes would be of  much  higher  quality  than  anything  they’d  been  able  to  buy  before.  Suzanne  already had  a  new  wardrobe  provided  by  her  sister  and  she  looked  very  different  in  more sophisticated  dresses  and  suits.  She  had  started  to  exude  a  kind  of  power  he  noticed and  with  these  thoughts  he  drifted  into  a  deep  dreamless  sleep  with  Suzanne  still downstairs passing the time with her sister. 

John  woke  at  8am  on  Saturday  morning  and  Suzanne  was  next  to  him  in  bed  already awake,  reading  a  newspaper.  He  had  been  sleeping  all  week  naked  as  Suzanne  had thrown his pyjamas away saying they were old and ‘tatty’. He got up and went to his side of the wardrobe feeling sleepy and he opened it sleepily to look for the old pair of jeans and a shirt that he’d left there but been unable to wear all week. Maybe he was still dreaming as, apart from his work dresses hanging there, the rest of the wardrobe was empty. 

“Suzy, where are my clothes?” He moaned sleepily. Suzanne looked at him over the top of her newspaper and smiled kindly. 

“Samantha  had  your  new  clothes  delivered  yesterday  so  we  took  the  opportunity  to clear  out  all  your  old  clothing.  The  delivery  man  left  your  new  clothing  in  the  spare room opposite her study. We’ll need to go and pick them up.” 

John remembered that was where he had first set eyes on his maid’s dresses. John then looked around for his blue stripy dressing gown. That was also missing. 

“I  threw  that  way  too  dear  as  it  was  old  and  of  course  Sam  has  got  you  a  new  one. 

Borrow one of mine and we’ll go and look for the new things,” explained Suzanne. 

Suzanne had two gowns, one white and one pink. Both satin and both short just below the bum. They looked sexy on her but he didn’t really want to put one of those on. 

“I can see you dithering dear but it’s one of them or naked so take your choice, I’m sure Samantha isn’t bothered one way or the other.” 

He chose the white one as the least of the two bad options and put it on quickly with anger in his face. He stood in front of her with it on, the tip of his penis hanging below the hem. Suzanne giggled which John thought was becoming a habit. 

“Oh Samantha won’t be looking at your little thing let’s go,” she jumped up and put on her  other  gown  and  dragged  him  downstairs  to  the  spare  room  where  John  could  see the branded bags laying around the room with he assumed his new clothes in. The soft sound  of  radio  music  could  be  heard  from  the  kitchen.  Samantha  was  already  up  and about. She couldn’t settle and always seemed to have something to do. 

They could hear Samantha’s chair scraping on the kitchen tiled floor and then the sound of her footsteps on the stairs as she had heard them above her and came to meet up with

them in the clothes room. She climbed the stairs and she entered the room already fully dressed.  John  pulled  down  the  front  of  his  short  dressing  gown  and  kept  his  hands there. 

Samantha’s nod to a casual outfit was a tightly fitting pair of designer jeans topped with a  tight  blouse  which  accentuated  her  full  breasts  and  rounded  but  toned  bum.  John noticed  again  and  admonished  himself  in  his  mind  for  finding  his  awful  sister-in-law attractive.  In  another  attempt  at  casual,  she  had  pulled  her  hair  back  in  a  pony  tail, exposing  her  large  round  earrings.  In  the  corner  under  a  large  Georgian  style  double glazed window a large pile of clothing bags were deposited. John mused that it must have taken a couple of trips for the delivery man to bring them in; Samantha certainly didn’t do things by halves. 

“Have  a  look  at  your  new  clothes,  I  think  you’re  going  to  be  so  happy.  Samantha’s spent  a  fortune  looking  after  you  and  chosen  some  lovely  styles,”  an  excited  Suzanne exclaimed. 

John  moved  warily  over  to  the  pile  of  bags  and  started  delving  into  the  first  one, bending  over  and  exposing  a  bare  bottom  to  the  sisters  who  giggled  lightly.  He  was wondering how his sister-in-law would know his styles. He looked at the first three or four bags, he fell silent and his jaw locked tight, a cloud descended over his face. He spun round on his haunches. 

“These are all women’s clothes, dresses, skirts and blouses.” 

“Yes you’ll look beautiful,” Suzanne said with her now almost permanent smile. 

John  spun  back  to  hold  up  a  little  pink  skirt,  forgetting  the  shortness  of  his  dressing gown in his indignation now exposing the lower half of his penis. 

“It’s my weekend off work and it’s my free time and I want to wear my male clothing.” 

Suzanne and Samantha both looked at him and continued to smile as they both looked down to his still flaccid cock. He saw them and instantly pulled down the front of the gown and kept his hands there. 

He  dropped  the  skirt  down  on  the  floor  and  then  folded  his  arms  in  defiance  as  his anger made him forget again that he he had a short gown on. His act of defiance was shattered by both sisters laughing out loud and Suzanne pointed for him to look down. 

In  folding  his  arms  he  had  raised  the  front  of  the  again  short  dressing  gown  to  fully reveal his penis hanging there limp as if to signify his exposure and his weakness to do anything.  He  pulled  down  the  front  of  the  gown  as  the  women  observed  him  without speaking. 

“I’ve gone along with the dresses for work but now I want to relax back in male wear and be a man so could you please give me my old clothes back. Enough of this joke.” 

Samantha  looked  at  him  for  a  few  moments.  “No  Jane  you  can’t  have  your  old  male clothes. You’re living in my house now remember and I’m in charge and I’m supporting

you. Samantha’s Law states that no men are allowed to live in the house so, apart from me and Suzy, no trousers can be worn.” This made the two sisters laugh out loud. 

“I  had  to  help  my  sister  and  save  her  from  your  uselessness  and  that  meant  allowing you in too. I’ll be honest I didn’t want you here but, I’ve found a great solution and that is that you,” she said pointing her finger at him, “becoming a girl. I have discussed it with  Suzanne  and  she’s  accepted  my  conditions  for  you  being  here.  So  you  are  now Jane you’re a girl and there is no going back on this unless you want to leave my house and your wife and go it alone.” 

John looked at them both. Suzanne was smiling at him sweetly, she was happy. 

“Now  be  a  good  girl,  get  into  something  pretty  and  come  down  for  breakfast.  A  nice little  skirt  and  blouse  would  be  great.”  Samantha  went  over  and  started  rummaging through the bags and produced a short white Ra-Ra style skirt and then a pink blouse with short puffy sleeves. 

“Here  you  go  Jane,  this  one  is  very  pretty,”  Samantha  held  them  out  to  him,  “we’ve thrown all your other clothes away so this is all you have unless you want to wear that gown with your little willy poking out the bottom all day? Or be naked. I really don’t mind. Skirt or naked.” 

John placed his hands down to hide his cock again and stooped over to maintain a tiny vestige of his remaining dignity. 

“I really like very feminine clothes to help accentuate your new femininity. You’ll find everything  is  in  nice  feminine  colours  and  all  the  skirts  are  very  short  to  show  your lovely legs off,” Samantha continued. 

He  had  been  trapped  again  and  there  was  no  escape.  What  could  he  do  he  thought? 

Female clothing or naked? That’s no choice and this was too much. Samantha wandered out  the  room  telling  him  to  hurry  up  and  he  could  hear  her  footsteps  going  back downstairs. Suzanne looked at him and told him to hurry up and get the ‘lovely’ skirt on that Samantha had chosen for him and come down to breakfast with her. 

She  was  waiting  in  front  of  him.  He  slipped  out  of  the  gown  and  picked  up  the  little mini skirt that Samantha had chosen. He pulled it on, the elasticated waist clinging to his trim waist. The fine cotton material did feel nice again and he felt a stirring below which pushed out the front of the little skirt and Suzanne spotted. 

“Don’t tell me you don’t like it now as I can see you do, now hurry up. I suggest you find some knickers unless you want Samantha seeing your only sign of being male,” she giggled before adding, “Jane.” 

John accepted that he would have to play along with Samantha’s game for a while and even that Suzanne seemed to be enjoying his utter humiliation, but this was something more.  They  both  wanted  him  to  be  a  girl  and  this  was  a  new  revelation  as  he  had thought that Samantha was just taking the opportunity to humiliate him. Not to turn him

into  a  girl!.  For  now  he  couldn’t  think  of  a  way  out  of  the  trap  he  had  fallen  into.  At least  it  was  all  happening  within  the  confines  of  the  house  and  with  Suzanne  and Samantha.  He  knew  his  best  option  was  to  comply  with  their  increasingly  extreme instructions and look for an escape route, but what that could be was not yet clear to him. With this in mind, John pulled on a light pair of new knickers and the pink blouse. 

He saw himself in the full length mirror hanging on the opposite wall and he felt a pang of shame as he knew he looked ridiculous. His saw his hair had grown further and he pulled it down and swept it to one side to try to give a more manly appearance to it. 

There was nothing he could do about the clothing though. He could see Suzanne in the reflection looking at him with a full smile on her face and he felt the shame of what he was wearing fall across him. Suzanne grabbed his hand and led him downstairs to the kitchen area to have breakfast. Samantha was waiting and didn’t seem to be interested in  his  clothing  now,  treating  it  as  normal  and  accepted  and,  although  she  kept  calling him Jane, or Janie, she treated him now as more kindly which was pleasing although she  still  maintained  the  air  of  superiority.  John  relaxed  and  this  made  him  feel comfortable but occasionally he looked down at his bare legs and the tiny white mini skirt with it’s three light overlapping layers of material and shook his head to himself. 

He spent breakfast in silence trying to think what he could do; the women had painted him into a corner. 

At  the  end  of  breakfast  Samantha  followed  by  Suzanne  started  to  clear  the  table allowing  John  to  remain  there  nursing  a  cup  of  coffee.  He  stared  idly  into  it  as  if  he could find some inspiration there to alleviate his dilemma. 

Samantha  and  Suzanne  were  chatting  about  the  weather  and  some  news  items  when Samantha  added  in  a  loud  voice.  “My  beauty  therapist  comes  in  once  a  month  every Sunday and she’ll be here tomorrow. I’ve added a couple of hours to her time so she can treat you both too, as part of our arrangement so no need to worry about cost. Ok have a nice Saturday.” 

And  then  she  wandered  off.  John  perked  up,  finally  he  could  get  his  hair  cut.  He’d decided to go for a short crop haircut. As masculine as possible. 


Chapter 7

A Depilated Sunday



Sunday  morning  and  John  was  sitting  in  the  chair  in  the  utility  room  area  where Samantha had just finished her own beauty therapy. The therapist, Charlotte, had very blond straightened bleached hair, long false eyelashes and long probably false, finger nails with a luminous pink base and patterns and swirls on each one. Her red skirt was tight  and  short  and  her  jumper  pink  and  also  tight  accentuating  her  large  breasts.  She seemed  very  excited  to  see  John  who  was  dressed  in  a  red  tartan  pleated  mini-skirt chosen by Suzanne and pink pullover with high heels. Charlotte told him how pretty he was in a high pitched excited voice. John wanted to hide and crossed his arms across his  chest  in  an  involuntary  covering.  He  had  thought  that  his  destroyed  dignity  would only  be  observed  by  Suzanne  and  Samantha  but  now  Samantha  had  introduced  a  new person to witness his shame and to increase it. He looked up at Charlotte’s enthusiastic face, he thought she seemed far too keen. He told her he’d like his hair shaved off short. 

Samantha and Charlotte chuckled at this and they ignored him. 

“So Charlotte,” started Samantha, “Jane here looks far too male I think you’ll agree, we need her to be the girl she really is.” 

John looked at her with wide eyes. No one was asking him or speaking to him. 

“No  problem  Sam,”  Charlotte  replied,  “I’ll  give  her  a  full  beauty  make-over:  facial make-up and nail varnish on toes and fingers. She needs earrings, would you like me to pierce her ears today? I have my tools here.” 

“No, no ears pierced,” John bawled out. 

“Yes do that first would you Charlotte dear?” Samantha ignored him, John looked on aghast. 

Charlotte put a hand into her bag and produced a staple type machine which she moved to to his left ear lobe. He swung his head away and to the side. She instructed him to stop moving or there would be an accident and she said she didn’t want to get him in the eye or staple his nose. Samantha explained coldly that he was going to get his ears pierced so it would be easier if he just accepted it to avoid any problems. He stopped struggling and considered his predicament and immediately she clicked on one earlobe in a smooth action and then the other. He put his hand to one lobe then the other and felt small rings there. He had earrings in his earlobes. 

“OK the hair next, let’s make that pretty shall we? It’s already nice a long and think,” 

said Charlotte and she spun the chair on which John was seated around on its wheels

so that he had his back to a large sink. She proceeded to wash it and John forgot about the  earrings  for  a  while  as  he  thought  about  getting  his  hair  shorn.  He  could  feel Charlotte put a gel in his hair and then she sat him up. Charlotte told him to wait for twenty minutes while the gel took effect but she ignored his question as to what it was and  why.  Samantha  made  coffee  for  them  and  he  waited.  After  washing  it  through twenty  minutes  later,  Charlotte  sat  him  up  again,  dried  his  hair  and  wrapped  a  cover around  his  body  before  starting  to  comb  it  though.  She  told  him  and  Samantha  it  was quite long and she could give it a little bob style until it grew even longer. 

“No  just  cut  it  all  off  please,”  John  explained  before  he  heard  Samantha  behind  him agreeing that a bob would be perfect. He could feel Charlotte working with her comb and  scissors  and  finished  by  styling  with  a  hair-dryer  and  brush.  He  could  feel  her styling it under his chin which seemed odd. 

Charlotte then set to work on his face with her brushes. Samantha pushed his head back and ordered him to close his eyes and enjoy the experience. He gave up. Eventually he thought that it was pleasurable to have a young lady softly applying brushes to his face and eyes. He couldn’t fully relax as Charlotte continued with a constant stream of chat about TV, people, film stars and he lost interest. He felt Charlotte apply something to his lips. He felt Charlotte holding his hands and painting his nails and then working on his  toes.  The  feeling  was  of  pampering  and  he  let  it  continue  although  knowing  he should be fighting more, he allowed it with the excuse that Samantha would be angry if he refused. 

After a short time Samantha ordered him to open his eyes. His lids popped open stiffly as  and  he  could  feel  something  on  them.  Charlotte  stood  in  front  of  him  and  was holding  a  small  square  mirror  to  his  face.  He  peered  in  the  mirror  and  couldn’t understand  as  he  was  looking  at  a  woman  with  a  bright  blond  female  hairstyle,  red lipstick  and  full  make-up.  His  hair  framing  a  perfectly  made-up  female  face.  The  gel Charlotte  had  applied  earlier  had  been  hair  dye.  He  was  now  bright  blond.  It  took  a few moments to sink in exactly what she had done. 

He screamed. “What have you done to me?” 

“We haven’t finished yet Janie,” smiled Samantha as John looked at a now moderately attractive woman in the mirror, “can you remove your top and your little skirt now.” 

“What? Why?” Said John, still staring at the woman he’d become in the mirror. 

Charlotte looked at him. “How else can we get rid of all that nasty hair on your body?” 

John  said  he  wasn’t  going  to  strip  naked  but  Samantha  and  Charlotte  tugged simultaneously  at  his  pink  pullover  and  in  one  movement  it  was  off.  Instinctively  he raised his arms to cover his chest and Samantha instantly tugged his skirt off and down to his ankles. “And now your little knickers,” Samantha instructed. 

He stood up from the chair and backed away from Samantha, standing in just a small

pair of knickers. He didn’t consider Charlotte to be any threat as she knelt by the side of him and pulled down on the knickers with both hands and they too fell to his ankles. 

Charlotte knelt there looking up at him with eyebrows raised in feigned innocence. He was  standing  there  naked  with  just  a  pair  of  knickers  around  his  ankles.  His  hands came round to cover his cock instinctively. 

Samantha  motioned  for  him  to  lie  down  on  the  chair  which  was  now  lowered  into  a reclining  position.  He  stepped  out  of  his  knickers  with  Charlotte  taking  them  away. 

Charlotte laughed out loud seeing his penis was now fully erect. 

“You know my instructions Charlotte. Please remove all the hair except above her little thing just as I described,” Samantha then turned and walked out. 

John  was  lying  back  with  his  penis  stuck  sharply  up  in  the  air.  He  could  feel  the  air around  it  and  the  exposure.  Charlotte  looked  at  it  and  back  at  him  and  laughed  again and  raised  her  shoulders.  She  apologised  without  any  feeling  and  explained  that Samantha was her best customer so she had to do as asked, even if it was a bit odd. 

She said he wasn’t the first male she’d depilated and not the first she’d worked with to be feminised. He shuddered at the mention of the word ‘feminised’. 

She  applied  hair  remover  over  his  body  except  around  his  balls  and  penis.  She scrapped  it  all  off  after  a  few  minutes  and  led  him  to  a  shower  to  shower  him.  His penis refused to relax and continued to be rigid, which was made worse as Charlotte didn’t bother to avoid it and knocked it and held it to one side with two fingers as she showered him. She then led him back to the chair where he looked with horror as she applied foam around his ‘little thing’ and balls. He closed his eyes as she removed the hair with a razor. It did feel good he had to admit to himself but he hoped she would be gentle. 

“Ok you can open now,” cried Charlotte. He looked down. He had no hair left at all except  for  one  very  prominent  area.  She  had  made  a  triangle  of  pubic  hair  above  his

‘little thing’. 

“You’ve made it look like a women’s pubic hair shape,” he moaned. 

“Yes  of  course  that’s  just  what  Samantha  asked  for.  Now  I’m  all  done  and  what  a transformation. I’ll just call Samantha before you get dressed so she can have a look.” 

John  stood  there  naked  and  Samantha  arrived,  this  time  with  an  expectant  looking Suzanne. They looked him up and down dwelling on his new ‘pussy’ shape. 

“Perfect,”  purred  Samantha  and  turned  to  look  at  an  astonished  Suzanne.  “You  see  I was right. I said he’d make a lovely girl and that he’d accept it without any real fuss, it’s what he should always have been; a girl.” 

Suzanne  merely  nodded  and  held  her  hands  to  her  face  with  a  mix  of  surprise  and pleasure. 

“Now we have a pretty girl. Ok Jane, get dressed and you can get on with your day off. 

There’s  a  good  girl,”  said  Samantha,  “and  put  that  nasty  thing  away,  I  don’t  want  it spitting at us.” The three woman laughed out loud. 

Samantha  had  one  more  change  before  she  was  finished.  She  ordered  John  to  wait  a minute as Charlotte walked up behind him and slipped on a white bra. She then tucked two breast forms into the cups. John stayed still; defeated. 

They  laughed  a  little  and  then  turned  away  started  chatting  excitedly  amongst themselves as he dressed back into the little tartan skirt and pulled the pink blouse over his  new  breasts  and  he  knew  he  couldn’t  go  out  looking  like  this!  Was  this  indignity worth  it  for  work  and  a  nice  house  to  live  in?  He  stood  and  pulled  up  his  stockings, watched  now  by  the  thee  women  who  had  momentarily  stopped  talking  and  all  three now fixed their eyes on his long legs, with interest. A jolt of excitement racked through his stomach and down to his cock once again. 

Perplexed at his feelings of excitement, he wandered into the living room and sat on the sofa. As he relaxed in his little skirt, hanging loosely over his hairless legs and body, he  felt  lighter,  released.  No  heavy  jeans  or  work  shirt,  just  a  little  skirt  and  a  soft pullover and the fine stockings he’d just put back on. He could feel the sensation of his newly styled hair falling around his face and onto the back of his neck. He rested his hands on his knees to see perfect pink shiny nail varnish reflecting from the light. He shook his head from side to side and the sensation of the soft hair touching against his face was sensual. 

“What  am  I  doing?”  He  suddenly  asked  himself,  aware  of  the  new  sensations  and experiences  and  a  strong  anger  at  himself  for  his  enjoyment  of  the  feeling  of  being feminine. He had to fight it he told himself. Even though Samantha had clearly won for now,  he  needed  to  keep  a  clear  head  and  plan  his  escape  from  this  torture.  Only  it wasn’t exactly torture, was it? He was beginning to enjoy it. 

However  he  needed  to  think  realistically.  It  wasn’t  normal  and  it  certainly  wasn’t practical;  he  could  not  go  out  looking  like  this,  could  he?  Suzanne  came  in  at  that moment. She told him that she thought the changes were all ‘just fine’ and she was so impressed with how wonderful Samantha had been to him, or should that be ‘her’, she added with a smile putting her head innocently to one side. 

The  presence  of  Suzanne  had  brought  John  back  to  the  real  world  and  he  told  her  he needed to discuss his situation with Samantha to complain about his inability to go out now she had trapped him in the house by feminising his appearance. Suzanne told him to go ahead but that she liked him this was, it was cute and that she was confident that Samantha was not going to relent. 

By  the  evening,  John  was  becoming  bored.  He  knew  he  couldn’t  leave  the  house dressed like he was. Samantha wandered into the living room where he was sat trying to watch television and Suzanne followed her carrying a plastic carrier bag.. 

“We need a little chat with you Jane,” Samantha said sternly. John looked up, anxious at her tone. 

“It’s about your living accommodation. Suzanne and I have been speaking and now that you’re  a  girl  and  a  housemaid  things  are  going  to  be  different.  Suzanne  didn’t understand at first but now she sees it and so she’ll be moving out of your bedroom and getting her own bedroom on the next floor.” 

John looked bewildered at the two women who had just announced another change out of the blue. 

Suzanne spoke now. “Jane,” John winced at hearing her using Samantha’s name for him, 

“we’re still married and together but our relationship has changed.” 

“What?” Was all John could manage. 

“You’re not going to ever penetrate me again now you’ve transformed into a girl. Girls can’t penetrate their Mistresses so instead I’ll call you when I need pleasuring and you will give me oral. Our relationship is now different and Samantha has shown me how things should be.” 

Samantha sat beside her smiling smugly. 

“Suzanne,” John pleaded. 

“That  will  be  Mistress  Suzanne,”  Suzanne  replied.  Samantha  continued  to  watch  but say nothing. She was looking content. 

Suzanne continued. “You are to wear this at home to avoid you playing with your little thing.” Suzanne rummaged in the carrier bag and pulled out a small box and started to open it. John looked on aghast. 

Samantha now spoke, “Jane stand up and lift your dress.” 

John’s  head  turned  from  looking  at  Suzanne  to  Samantha,  his  mouth  wide  open  in surprise. However, he stood and lifted the hem of his dress. 

“Now pull down your knickers to your ankles girl.” 

“No please,” pleased John. “Why are you doing this to me?” His voice took on a tone that indicated he may be close to tears. The women waited and he knew he would have to comply. He held the hem in one hand and slid down his knickers with the other and let them fall to his ankles. 

“Lift  your  dress  higher,”  ordered  Samantha  and  John  immediately  pulled  it  up  to  his stomach,  his  cock  springing  to  attention.  He  felt  ashamed  to  be  exposed,  standing  in front of his wife and her sister. 

Suzanne took a small transparent pink plastic device out of the box. It was shaped as a penis and she clipped it round his cock after pulling his balls though an attached ring. 

She tightened the around his erection causing him to cry out on pain as she squeezed it into  a  space  that  it  wouldn’t  fit  when  in  the  erect  state.  This  caused  him  to  lose  the

erection momentarily and Suzanne clipped the padlock onto the top of the device and turned  a  little  key  in  a  lock  on  the  padlock  and  stood  back.  He  had  encased  it  in  a plastic cock cage where his penis was struggling to become erect again but there was now nowhere for it to grow. 

“There,” said Samantha, “that should do the trick. We’ve decided to lock it away until we  decide  to  let  you  relive  yourself  of  nasty  men  juices.  We’ll  control  those  desires from now on.” 

John  stood  there  and  looked  down  at  the  cage  around  his  cock,  which  was  straining against the transparent pink plastic. He could see his constrained clearly cock inside. 

Samantha’s  gaze  fixed  on  him,  a  smile  growing  up  her  face  as  she  contemplated  how well her plan was going. Very well indeed she thought. 


Chapter 8

The Business Meal

The week passed in a haze of serving and cleaning for John. It was now Thursday and John sat in the living room nursing a cup of coffee, thinking, brooding. He had finished cleaning for the day and, although he had the house to himself as Samantha had gone to her  company  offices,  he  was  dressed  in  his  black  maid’s  dress  and  stockings.  He couldn’t get used to the cock cage but the women had told him it was permanent so he knew he had no choice. Samantha had also told him she was going to check that he was dressed properly occasionally by video call on her smart-phone whenever she was out. 

She had not called him so far but he did not want to take the risk. By dressed properly she  meant  as  a  female  maid  of  course.  However  that  wasn’t  why  John  was  brooding. 

He was brooding and worrying as just before she had left that morning, Samantha had informed him that she was entertaining the London Business Women’s Association, of which  she  was  the  President,  in  the  evening;  at  home.  John’s  role  was  to  serve  them drinks  and  food.  Samantha  had  ordered  in  the  food  pre-prepared  which  was  a  minor consolation for the fact he would have to serve ten women in his pink maid’s dress and high heels, plus Samantha had invited Suzanne to join them. He felt physically sick at the prospect. 

Samantha had asked Charlotte to come round to touch up his hair and make-up as she said she wanted him to look his best for her colleagues. Charlotte had just left and had given him his make over with a quick hairstyle and make-up session and had re-done his toe and finger nails with bright pink nail varnish. Samantha had also told him not to worry  as  all  were  very  successful  alpha-females  and  would  be  untroubled  by  seeing him as a girly housemaid, in fact they would be very pleased to see a former male in this position. Samantha felt many would be quite envious but this did not help his dread at the prospect of an evening with twelve alpha-females. 

The  door  bell  rang  and  John’s  stomach  turned  as  he  was  going  to  have  to  answer  it knowing  it  was  the  food  and  drink  delivery.  He  knew  from  Samantha  that  it  was  a company owned by one of her associates from the Business Association. He raised his body with a heavy movement, took a deep breath and walked to the door and opened it a crack. A young lady with a pony tail dressed in jeans and a blue jumper which was emblazoned on the front with a circular company logo saying ‘Franny’s Food’ smiled at him  and  then  her  face  dropped  as  she  took  in  the  fact  ‘she’  was  in  fact  a  ‘he’.  She coughed and told John it was the delivery for Samantha. 

“You’d better come in, I’ll show you where to leave it all,” he said attempting to sound

normal  but  only  managed  a  wavy  weedy  voice  before  seeing  that  there  was  another young  lady  behind  the  one  he  was  speaking  to  wearing  an  identical  company  top  and hair style carrying a large platter of food. 

He opened the door further managing to stay behind it in case anyone else in the street could see him. The two girls walked in carrying trays of food, both looking at him as they passed. The first girl giggled as she passed and then John led them into the kitchen and  told  them  to  leave  the  trays  on  the  work-surface.  They  returned  to  their  van  to collect more food and some boxes of drink and returned. John remained in the kitchen until they had finished their delivery. Both had an amused glint in their eyes the whole time making John’s face flush with embarrassment knowing they had been talking about him outside. The leader of the two asked him to sign a form. Once done, John followed them to the door and shut it with relief. He could hear their excited chatter dying away as they walked to their van. 

The house phone rang and John answered it in the manner he had been told. “Samantha Stone’s  residence.”  It  was  Samantha  telling  him  she  was  on  her  way  home  and  to  be ready  on  his  pink  dress  and  white  high  heels  but  leave  off  the  stockings.  His  mild confusion was cleared up when she told him she had brought him a suspender belt and stockings for the evening as she wanted him to look perfect and she thought that would set things off perfectly. He swallowed. 

“Was there any depravity or humiliation that she would not subject him to?” He thought as  his  cock  started  to  surge  at  the  thought  of  suspenders,  on  show.  Or  to  surge momentarily before it was stopped by the cage

After  dressing  in  his  pink  dress,  he  wandered  back  downstairs  just  as  he  heard Samantha enter the house. He went to the hall and remembered to curtsy to her, holding the  hem  of  his  very  tiny  flared  dress.  Samantha  looked  radiant  and  told  him  she  was looking forward to the evening. John found himself gazing at her, there was something different  about  her  for  him  since  he  had  started  living  there  and  he  found  his constrained  cock  stirring.  He  looked  at  her  again.  Yes  it  was  her  confidence  and  her utter  domination  of  him.  He  did  not  understand  why  that  was  having  such  an intoxicating effect on him. But it was. 

Samantha excitedly handed him the packet containing the new stockings and suspenders and John took them feigning a lack of enthusiasm but inside wondering how it would feel. Samantha put her hands on her hips. 

“Now Jane, I’ve just bought you a lovely present and I expect a curtsy and a thank you.” 

John  looked  at  her  and  complied  without  argument,  for  the  first  time  he  thought  that maybe this is what she deserved. She was his superior now after all. 

“Thank  you  Mistress,”  he  said  as  he  dipped  his  head.  Samantha  smiled  broadly  and replied:

“You  sounded  like  you  meant  that  Jane,”  and  a  little  surprise  entered  her  voice.  She shrugged and led him into the living area

“Right let’s get these beautiful things on you.” 

Samantha lifted the bottom of his dress to his belly exposing his skimpy knickers and bulging  cock  cage  and  put  the  white  suspender  belt  around  his  bare  waist.  She  then produced a key and pulled down his knickers and clipped off the cock cage and let it fall to the floor and allowing the knickers to cover his rising penis again. 

“I’ll let you have some relief now Jane as I’m here to keep an eye on you.” 

Her face was just inches away from his now rapidly swelling penis. John felt muddled feelings as he looked at Samantha. He felt that attraction for her coming over him yet again.  Samantha  had  always  made  it  abundantly  clear  that  she  disliked  him,  now  he was  feminised  she  had  mellowed  somewhat  and  with  this  he  had  started  to  feel something:  sexual  attraction.  His  erect  penis  was  now  pushing  out  his  skimpy  white knickers, something that could not fail to be missed by Samantha. 

“Oh  what  do  we  have  here  then  Jane?”  She  flicked  his  erection  with  her  forefinger after she had attached the suspender belt which led to an even stronger reaction from it. 

She removed his shoes and slid on the new stockings which were sheer and shiny. She told  him  to  keep  his  dress  raised  while  she  fixed  the  stockings  to  the  belt.  His  penis was now threatening to pop out of the skimpy knickers which made Samantha smile and increased the pressure for John. But it was exhilarating pressure and he was worried he would not be able to control it as he felt some pre-come appear on the end of his cock and seep into his knickers. 

“So  don’t  tell  me  you  don’t  like  my  present  Jane  as  the  evidence  would  indicate otherwise,” and she laughed mischievously. 

The knickers were now so stretched out no that the little triangle of material was only wrapped  around  the  end  of  his  erection  with  his  balls  and  much  of  the  shaft  now visible. 

“Well we can’t have you serving my business colleagues with that nasty thing on show, we need it tucked away so you look feminine.” 

With that she put her finger under the material and flicked it off his erection which was suddenly pulsing in the open air. John gasped, “Samantha!” 

After  admonishing  him  for  calling  her  Samantha,  she  smiled.  “Wait  here  while  I  get something.” 

He stood still and dropped the dress down but as it was so short it rested on top of his now throbbing desperate erection, another small drip of pre-come now threatening to drip off the end. Samantha returned carrying a plastic bowl and held it in front of his penis. 

“Now be a good girl and milk yourself into the bowl, we need to clear all that nasty

male fluid out of you so that you’re clean for tonight.” 

“John gasped again. “What? You mean masturbate myself. Now? In front of you?” 

“Yes that’s right, I have noticed that this show is becoming regular so I’m going to have to implement regular milking sessions daily to clear this out of you, I just need to think exactly  how  we’ll  do  it.  Now  get  a  move  on  girl,  milk  yourself  as  the  sooner  you’re clear of all your nasty juices the better and you can get back to being a good servant girl.” 

John’s eyes were wide as Samantha stood up still holding the bowl up to the end of his erection. A heady mix of shame and excitement flowed through him. He shuddered and knew she was serious. He wanted to but at the same time he didn’t. She glared and he knew that meant she would become angry and he didn’t want to upset his Mistress. His right hand went down to the exposed head of his penis and he started to rub. Samantha’s face  took  on  a  passive  look  at  she  stared  directly  at  his  face.  He  could  feel  the explosion building and then he felt the relief as his juices spurted out violently, hitting the  bowl  with  a  ring,  his  face  screwed  up  in  pleasure.  Samantha  looked  at  him  with something approaching disgust. 

She gave him the bowl to hold as she went to get some tissues and passed them to him. 

“Clean yourself up and get to work laying the table and preparing things. My first guest will be arriving shortly and you’re to answer the door and show them in and take their coats  and  jackets,”  John  looked  at  her  horrified  as  his  limp  penis  hung  into  the  bowl now filled with his slimy fluid. 

“What do you mean answer the door Mistress?” 

“Yes, that’s the maid job isn’t it? Or have I misunderstood your girly role?” She replied taunting him. 

John looked down at the floor and knew he had to answer. “No Mistress, I understand that’s my job and I’ll answer the door to your guests.” 

At that moment they heard the front door open and Suzanne calling out hello. 

“In  here  dear,”  called  out  Samantha.  John  dropped  the  front  of  his  dress  to  cover  his now shrivelled penis

Suzanne came in and looked at John, her eyes fixed immediately on the unusual scene before her: his new stockings, the straps of the suspender belt clearly visible below the hem  of  his  tiny  dress  and  John  holding  a  small  bowl  with  some  fluid  in  it  with  his knickers  still  around  his  ankles.  Samantha  slapped  his  face  lightly  as  a  reminder  to curtsy to his wife which he promptly did. 

“Good  evening  Mistress  Suzanne,”  he  said.  Suzanne  asked  what  was  going  on  but Samantha  just  explained  that  Jane  had  to  be  milked  and  Suzanne,  strangely  for  John, accepted  it.  Samantha  then  dismissed  him  to  prepare  for  the  evening  as  the  women went to change into their evening wear. 

Once he had laid the table and dressed it ready for the meal he glanced at the clock in the dining room. It was now 7.50pm and the first guests would be arriving very soon. 

His stomach did a large turn inside. The door bell rung. “Oh no,” he thought. 

“Jane  get  the  door,”  Samantha’s  voice  called  out  from  the  living  area  where  she  was seated  with  Suzanne.  He  glanced  over  to  see  them  both  wearing  knee  length  cocktail dresses.  He  didn’t  remember  ever  seeing  his  wife  with  the  red  dress  she  was  now wearing  so  he  guessed  it  was  a  present  from  Samantha.  He  tottered  to  the  door  and opened it with his now practised manner of hiding behind it while leaving it open. Two ladies entered without looking at him and stopped in the hall looking around discussing how lovely it was. 

Samantha came into the hall and they all swapped kisses and Samantha introduced her sister and there was a few moments of high pitched greetings. 

“Girl  take  their  coats,”  Samantha  gestured  to  John  who  took  the  first  lady’s  coat. 

Neither  had  looked  directly  at  him  at  this  stage  but  the  bright  pink  outfit  and  long stockinged legs behind them attracted their attention. They both spun round and took a double take. 

“Samantha. Is that a man?” Said the taller of the two. 

“No,”  Samantha  replied  seriously.  “It  used  to  be,  but  now  she’s  my  girly  maid.” 

Samantha looked at John directly, “aren’t you girl?” 

John looked at the four face watching him, the two ladies with their mouths open but and the start of a smile in their eyes. 

“Yes Mistress,” John replied and they all burst into peals of laughter. 

“Come  this  way  ladies,  Jane  will  bring  you  some  drinks,”  Samantha  ushered  them through the double doors into the living area. He could hear one of the guests gushing about how marvellous that Samantha had her own sissy maid and she wants one now. 

John remained there in the hall, shaking. He wondered if anything could get worse. He became aware that his penis had become very hard once again and now unrestrained, it could expand. He was bewildered. He had hated the experience and humiliation he had just  experienced,  he  had  thought,  and  yet  he  had  become  highly  aroused  at  the  same time.  Conflicting  emotions  coursed  though  him  yet  again.  At  that  moment  Samantha poked her head into the hall and was just about to remind John about the drinks when she  spotted  his  erection  poking  below  his  tiny  dress  again,  his  knickers  stretched below the short hem. 

She marched over grabbed his cock through his knickers and held on. 

“Come with me girl,” she said angrily. “Suzanne,” she called and Suzanne appeared to see her sister holding on tightly to John’s cock. Samantha explained he had an erection and despite the earlier milking, he was now hard again. 

Suzanne looked shocked and John waited for her to tell her sister to leave him and his

erect member alone. Instead Suzanne turned to face him. 

“Jane I’m extremely disappointed with you, what’s the problem? You’re getting excited by wearing a little dress in front of other women? I’m horrified by your behaviour, now do as Samantha said and go to the utility room and milk yourself dry and then serve our guests. How dare you even think to face them in that level of excitement.” 

Samantha grinned an unpleasant smile and pulled him by his cock to the utility room. 

She told him to drop his knickers and stood there with folded arms. He pulled down his  knickers  as  he  saw  Suzanne  enter  the  room  and,  as  if  in  imitation  of  her  sister, folded her arms too. 

“Bend over,” ordered Samantha. John wasn’t sure what was going on but did as he was instructed. Samantha took a big swing of her arm and landed a massive slap on his bare bottom. He jumped up holding his behind with a hurt expression. 

“You’ll bend over again girl. I won’t have you appearing in front of my guests with an erection. You’re a girl and that’s not done.” 

John bent over again and Samantha landed four more heavy slaps with the palm of her hand,  his  bottom  now  shining  with  a  bright  red  glow.  Samantha  put  her  hands  on  her hips  and  told  him  never  to  have  an  erection  again  if  he  isn’t  in  his  cock  cage.  John could see the two ladies who he had shown in earlier watching from a distance, both were giggling. 

“Now  get  rid  of  that  erection  girl;  milk  yourself  now,”  Suzanne  said  in  another imitation  of  her  sister.  John’s  erect  penis  stood  out  from  the  hem  of  the  dress  in  full view of the two sisters and the watching audience from the living room as he started to rub it as earlier in the day. Suzanne passed him a piece of kitchen roll to spurt into. He could feel the eruption coming as before and as his face screwed up in anticipation of his release he heard Samantha tell him not to take all night which strangely excited him more and had the effect of making him discharge forcibly into the paper towel. 

“Now when you’ve cleaned up get out there and see to our guests,” scolded Samantha. 

John  did  as  he  was  told  and  the  next  eight  guests  arrived  one  by  one,  each  one exclaiming how wonderful John was and how impressed they were with Samantha for having a sissified housemaid. As the evening wore on and the group had consumed a couple  of  glasses  of  wine  each,  the  conversation  turned  from  business  to  how  to feminise  males  to  become  servants.  He  was  instructed  to  stand  before  them  by Samantha while they discussed his pink dress and high heels. He had to raise his dress to show them his little knickers and turn to show the group his g-string behind, although most had already seen this as the dress was so short. Laughter followed his actions. 

Samantha then addressed the group, telling them how he had been cleaned of hair like all pretty girls and he was ordered to stand there and raise the front of his dress so that Samantha could lower the front of his knickers to reveal his little neat triangle of pubic

hair. Samantha explained that his ‘clitty’ and ‘pussy’ were devoid of hair, but she didn’t pull his knicker front down any further to prove the point. A strange awareness came over  him  that,  weirdly,  he  was  slightly  disappointed  that  she  didn’t  humiliate  him  by exposing his ‘clitty’. He would have enjoyed that, but could not understand why. 

The conversation became louder as the evening wore on and the twelve women were having a great time. John’s feet were aching due to the constant waitress service he was performing and he was relieved when the first of the group started to leave at 11.30. By 12 they were all gone and John was exhausted. 

Samantha told him he had been a good girl and to go to his bed as he had a long drive tomorrow as he was to take her to Birmingham for business meetings. 


Chapter 9

The Chauffeur



John was waiting in the kitchen, the white glossy contemporary wall units glistening as they were stuck by the morning sun coming in through the window. Spring was bringing a warmer sun. He hadn’t dressed yet and was wearing Suzanne’s short white gown with pink knickers. The pink of his satin baby doll nightie peeked out from gap in the gown and the frilly hem hung across his legs just below the bottom of the gown. He still had the earrings in as Samantha and Suzanne had ordered him to keep them in at all times. 

They  occasionally  caught  the  sun  and  sparkled  through  his  lengthening  blond  hair. 

Samantha had also ruled that he had to put his bra and breast forms in before leaving the bedroom so the two large mounds of a D cup size breast protruded from the front of the gown. One of her new laws of her house. His feet were still painful from the night before spent serving the women of the Business Association in four inch stiletto heels. 

Today he was going to venture out of the house for the first time since being forced into female clothing and styling. He had to drive Samantha to Birmingham. 

Samantha strode in holding a clear plastic suit carrier. John could see through the cover that it contained a medium grey suit jacket. Although he knew he would be outside for the first time, he felt a strong feeling of disappointment wash over him seeing that she had a suit for him. He knew he was going to be wearing trousers on for the first time in a while and that idea was not as attractive as he thought it would be. Yet although of course  he  couldn’t  go  out  in  a  skirt  or  a  dress  even  so,  he’d  become  accustomed  to wearing  them  and  they  were  much  more  pleasant  to  wear  than  he  would  ever  have imagined.  Better  than  his  old  male  clothes.  Last  night  in  bed  he  felt  thankful  to Samantha for introducing him to a new lifestyle. It was erotic too. “Still,” he thought, 

“needs must, I’ll get used to trousers again I’m sure.” 

“Put this on Jane, this is your chauffeur uniform,” said Samantha cheerily. 

John took it and breathed a sigh. It would be great to go outside the house after all this time,  although  he  wasn’t  sure  how  to  hide  his  extremely  feminine  hairstyle  and  pink nails, maybe a cap and gloves? He smiled to himself, he even admitted this morning as he was brushing his hair that it suited him, the female styling. In fact he’d styled it and put on a little hairspray to hold it in place. 

He took the suit out of the cover and slid the light grey jacket off the hanger. Something was  wrong,  the  trousers  were  missing  but  in  their  place,  clipped  to  the  bar  of  the hanger, was a small piece of material the exact same colour as the jacket. It was about twelve inches long. 

The  trousers  are  missing  Mistress,”  he  looked  at  Samantha,  “there’s  just  a  piece  of small material.” 

“What trousers Jane? I really don’t know what you mean?” 

John unclipped the square of material and held it in front of him not understanding what it was for. It was lined in a lighter but matching shade of grey and had a six inch zip. 

Realisation dawned on him. It was a tiny pencil skirt. 

“It’s a skirt,” he stated somewhat obviously since Samantha knew exactly what it was. 

“Yes  of  course  it  is  what  on  earth  did  you  you  expect  you  were  going  to  wear: trousers? Don’t make me laugh girl, now put the jacket and skirt on and get the car into the driveway in five minutes. I want the full outfit with a white blouse, black high heels and the black stockings.” Samantha walked out leaving John holding the ‘suit’. 

He took them back to his bedroom and put on the blouse which fitted snugly over the breast forms, stockings, shoes and jacket. Finally he pulled on the skirt. It was a tight fit  and  as  he  tried  to  walk  he  found  he  couldn’t  make  the  strides  he  would  normally make as his steps were restricted by the tightness of the skirt. He could see in the long mirror than he walked like a woman because of this. A feeling of warmth came over him, he was elated that he didn’t have to wear trousers and was going to remain as a girl. He knew he had had these feeling recently but the initial belief that he was going to have to wear trousers had confirmed it in his mind. Samantha had changed him. A shout  from  Samantha  below  telling  him  to  hurry  brought  him  abruptly  out  of  his daydreams. He had to get to his Mistress. That was what she was now: his Mistress. 

He went down the stairs and the skirt was so tight and short, it rode up as he walked down exposing his little pink knickers and he wondered how he was going to manage with something so small and tight. However, he knew he couldn’t challenge Samantha as  if  this  is  what  she  wanted  then  she  was  his  superior  and  knew  what  was  best  for him. He now realised this. He entered the garage entrance through the access door in the kitchen and then down the steps to the garage which was situated under the kitchen. 

He  got  in  the  large  silver  Mercedes  car  and  pressed  the  controller  on  the  centre console  which  opened  the  electric  garage  doors  and  the  light  from  the  morning  sun dazzled him as the sky came into view. 

He  drove  the  car  carefully  up  the  ramp  and  onto  the  driveway  where  Samantha  was waiting.  Sitting  in  the  driver’s  seat  had  made  his  tight  skirt  ride  up  above  the  bottom half of his knickers and he could see the shape of his cock cage bulge through them. He would have had an erection but the cage held it. 

Samantha  was  scowling  at  him.  He  pressed  the  electric  window  button  for  the passenger window. 

“Jane get out here and open the car door for me. You’re the chauffeur and that is you job”. 

John  had  a  moment  of  apprehension,  aware  that  his  little  skirt  didn’t  hide  much  and people were walking about in the street. 

“Mistress Samantha I have a small tight mini-skirt on which is too short to cover me,” 

he complained and instantly regretted what he said. 

“Girl! Get out and open the door for me,” screamed Samantha and several passers-by looked over at her which was exactly what he didn’t want. To attract attention. 

John  had  no  choice,  Samantha’s  wishes  should  always  come  first,  he  knew  that.  He opened  his  door  and  clambered  out  with  difficulty.  He  straightened  himself  up  and pulled his little skirt down to cover his knickers although the frills of the stocking tops were clearly visible. It was a sunny morning, bright with people moving about on the paths  going  to  the  train  station  and  to  the  bus  stops  for  work.  He  walked  round  and opened the rear door. Samantha waited but didn’t get in. 

“Curtsey Jane.” 

John looked around. People everywhere, one or two still looking over after Samantha’s outburst. Suzanne was looking out the window waving at them. John bent his left knee and pushed out his right leg backwards while holding the tight hem of his skirt which immediately rode up to expose the bare flesh of his leg and his pink knickers. 

“That’s better, good girl. Now let’s get to Birmingham.” 

John staggered back round to the driver’s seat. He got into the driver’s seat and pulled out  of  the  drive  and  into  the  street.  The  feel  of  the  stockings  on  his  hairless  legs,  the sexiness of the short skirt, his hair around his face and neck. He was very conscious of the sensation and the sensuality of it all and it did feel good. He rubbed his hand along one leg, smooth, sexy as he steered. Samantha was now in charge of his life and that was an amazing place to be. No money worries, no home worries, no responsibilities. 

It was the time to give in to the inevitable. He was free and a wonderful woman was completely in charge of him. 

Jane glanced in the rear view mirror to see Samantha in the back and felt love. Yes he knew he was in love with her now and although she treated him as an inferior and had no  love  for  him  that  was  because  he  was  inferior  to  this  perfect  woman.  He  saw  his Mistress  get  out  her  smart-phone  and  start  to  read  her  emails  and  looked  back  at  the road. Samantha then glanced up at the back of the blond head of Jane having noticed out of  the  corner  of  her  eye  that  he’d  been  looking  and  smiled  broadly.  Mission accomplished. Samantha’s Law was firmly in place. 



THE END
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 Dear  Reader,  I  really  hope  you  enjoyed  A  Sister  in  Law’s  Law.  I  really  enjoyed

 creating the character of Samantha: I’d like to think I’m a little like her. 



 As  an  author  and  a  firm  believer  and  practitioner  in  female  domination  and  the

 feminisation  of  men,  I  believe  stories  like  this  and  my  blog  at

 ladiesontop.wordpress.com can help to promote this lifestyle and contribute, in a

 tiny  way,  towards  creating  a  society  where  women  increasingly  take  charge  and

 men are reduced to a more submissive feminised role. 



 I’d really love you to share your thoughts about A Sister in Law’s Law and post a

 quick review on Amazon. Please click on the link below to make your comments



Review A Sister in Law’s Law on Amazon



 Thank you so much for reading my story, Lady Alexa xxx
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