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Introduction 

Samantha’s Law is a renamed and updated version of an earlier and withdrawn novel called ‘A Sister-In-Law’s Law’. That was the first novel I ever wrote, back in 2016. 

As my writing style and my experience of Femdom and Forced Feminization grew, I decided to withdraw this novel and update things. 

I have made a number of significant updates to my original novel, including formatting and edits. I decided to update the title to something snappier. 

I hope you enjoy the revised story. 



 Alexa Martínez aka Lady Alexa 

Chapter 1 

A plan is hatched 

It  was  one  of  those  moments  that  come  to  you  and  you  wonder  why  you  had never thought of it before. It was genius if she said so herself. Samantha lent back in her high-backed leather chair. 

She put her hands behind her head and nodded to herself. It was the perfect plan and  she  felt  a  twitching  sensation  inside  her  panties  at  the  thought  of  it.  She would  help  her  poor  sister  by  putting  her  useless  husband  to  work.  How  she despised her useless brother-in-law. The best work for him would be housemaid work. Wait a minute. That was genius. A housemaid. She turned the word around in her mind. Genius. 

She stared out through the ceiling to floor windows. The city’s panoramic skyline spread  out  below  her.  Two  large  birds  hovered  for  a  moment  by  her  16th  story office window. They floated in the thermals swirling around the building. A smile creased her face. 

Samantha’s office was large and sparse, a place to get business done. There were lots of things to get done. She removed her black high-heeled stilettos and placed them under her massive desk. She knew the power of an out-sized desk. 

She looked to the door where her black suit jacket hung from a wooden hanger. 

She  smoothed  out  her  tight  black  suit  skirt  against  her  sheer  tan  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 instant response. 

Samantha smiled at the young lady sitting on the edge of a two-seater sofa by the window. She had a pencil raised waiting above a waiting notepad. 

“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  forward  as  if  expecting  Samantha  to  scold him at any moment. He carried a silver tray with two white-bone china cups on 

small saucers. A wisp of steam rose from the cups and a smell of coffee followed him in. 

“Be  a  good  boy  and  put  them  over  there,”  Samantha  ordered,  a  long  red fingernail showing him where. 

The  young  man  scurried  over  to  the  coffee  table.  He  placed  the  tray  down  and scurried out. He glanced briefly over his shoulder before closing the door behind him 

“Keep them under control, Isabel,” Samantha smiled. “They make great personal assistants  as  long  as  you  give  them  clear  simple  instructions.  Do  you  think  he’d look better in a little skirt?” 

Her niece tried to take in the sudden change of direction from instructions  to a skirt. She scribbled down some notes before registering what Samantha had said. 

“Excuse me, Auntie?” 

“Oh nothing dear, a little joke.” 

Isabel  tucked  a  strand  of  her  bobbed  hairstyle  behind  one  ear.  Samantha continued speaking, explaining how to build, manage and control an organisation. 

“Never let men make decisions, they will ruin everything,” she told her. 

Isabel looked quizzical. “Why did you have two men on your management board: the Finance Director and the Operations Director 

“Men  are  structured  but  unimaginative,  ideal  for  the  types  of  roles  that  are reactive.  I  would  never  let  them  make  a  decision,  I  only  want  them  to  manage their departments efficiently. I make the decisions for them. On the other hand, Sales,  Marketing  and  Products  need  someone  more  creative.  These  areas  need someone  with  independent  decision-making  abilities.  Only  women  can  do  this type of thing.” 

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. “That’s enough for today.” 

She had to get on with her work. Isabel got up and thanked her and planted two kisses on each of her aunt’s cheeks before leaving. 

Samantha  didn’t  have  any  specific  work  to  do  but  wanted  to  put  her  idea  into action.  That  idea  of  genius  that  had  come  to  her  earlier.  Housemaid.  Once  she had an idea there would never be any hesitation. She had been worried for some 

time about her younger sister, married to that useless loser. Her sister could have done so much better, as she had. But her sister, little Suzy, was a dreamer. 

Her  husband  was  kind  and  gentle  but  he  was  poor  and  had  little  aspiration  or inspiration. And he was weak, submissive, simple and easy to order around. And she  did  like  to  order  him  around.  That  was  fun  but  this  idea  was  better.  A  thin smile appeared on her lips. 

She wondered again why it had come to her only now. She had always managed men by using them but she now realised that there was a another way to improve them. She mouthed the word again, “Housemaid.” 

She  smiled  broadly.  She  would  turn  her  lovely  sister’s  loser  of  a  husband  into a sissy  submissive  housemaid.  Her  sister  would  be  shocked  at  first,  of  course. 

Samantha  was  convinced  her  sister  would  see  how  much  better  it  was  for  her. 

Eventually. 

“I’ll  transform  that  useless  brother-in-law  of  mine  into  my  housemaid.  My  poor sister will then see for herself the improvement this will bring,” she said to herself picking  up  the  phone.  “Let’s  invite  the  fly  into  my  spider’s  web.  To  live  under Samantha’s Law.” 



Chapter 2 

The after-dinner proposal 

The rain dashed against the windscreen. The rapid sweeping and scrapping of the old wipers smeared away the drops only to be replaced immediately. John’s eyes creased as he tried to peer through the gloom. He leaned forward and squinted as if that could improve the visibility. 

It was early evening. The grey December day had long disappeared as the street lights fought with the low dark-grey sky. Red-bricked Victorian townhouses of the residential  district  lined  the  street.  They  moved  along  in  first  gear,  tail  to  tail  in angry red tail-light traffic. 

He  had  not  been  happy  even  before  he  went  out  into  the  dank  evening.  As  he continued to drive into the night, he thought about their lifestyle. The rental term on their apartment had finished and the landlord was demanding an increase of 20%. That would cause them great difficulty. 

The radio burst into life interrupting his thoughts. The traffic report started giving details on the delays on the main road – again. John hadn’t worked out yet how to  turn  this  feature  off.  It  was  annoying  although  not  as  annoying  as  having  to spend the evening with his wife’s sister. 

The food and the wine were always wonderful. This 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 arrogance. 

Every time the two of them got together they tended to gang up on him. Not in any way that could be described as rude but in a patronising way. He ended up doing  the  clearing  up  as  Samantha  ordered  him  around.  Samantha,  Suzanneś sister, was the CEO of a financial services company. She was used to giving orders which was exactly what she did to him. And Suzanne joined in. 

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

Suzanne  would  always  giggle  as  Samantha  gave  him  his  orders.  John  would comply to keep the peace knowing that it was just for the evening. It was easier that way, besides, Suzanne had a blind spot about her sister. 

He had argued with her in the past about Samantha’s behaviour. It only led to bad feelings between him and Suzanne for days afterwards. Nothing ever changed so he thought it best to keep quiet and put up with it and then forget all about it the next  day.  He  didn’t  want  to  upset  his  wife  and  he  wished  that  he  could  give Suzanne a lifestyle like her sister had. If only. He would do anything to get that for her. 

Samantha lived alone after throwing her husband out around two years ago. Or as she had put it, she had dismissed him. Dismissed him? What was that supposed to mean? Samantha would only say that he had failed to live up to her expectations. 

After he had left, Samantha employed a young female housekeeper. She seemed happy  with  this  arrangement  and  it  was  the  housekeeper  who  did  her  cooking and cleaning. 

They approached the turning for Samantha’s road. He inched the car in past the crawling  snake  of  metal  along  the  main  road.  Samantha’s  house  was  in  a  quiet square  off  the  ever-busy  main  road.  Twenty  years  ago  it  had  been  rough  but gentrification came along and the skips arrived. 

It was rough no more. The driveways were full of shiny Mercedes and Bentleys. 

Turning  into  the  area  was  like  passing  an  invisible  curtain  to  a  different  world. 

John  swung  their  small  old  car  into  the  cobbled  driveway  of  Samantha’s  six-bedroom four-storey Victorian townhouse. 

The driveway sloped down towards the house leading to a garage that had been excavated  under  the  house.  The  garage  housed  Samantha’s  brand  new  silver Mercedes saloon. She changed it every year and always chose silver. 

Suzanne looked to John. “I know you don’t like spending the evening here, John, but I appreciate it that you do this for me. I know Samantha’s a bit direct but she’s my only family and, since her husband left, she’s alone.” 

John  smiled  at  her.  He  loved  Suzanne  and  would  do  anything  for  her,  including spending  an  evening  with  her  obnoxious  sister.  It  gave  him  pleasure  to  see  her happy although it was a shame he had to suffer to see it. 

He was unable to give Suzanne the same lifestyle as her millionaire sister. He was stuck in a junior job at the local office of a power company. Suzanne worked at a 

major  supermarket  chain’s  head  office  in  the  administration  department.  She earned more than him. 

Their  rent  and  bills  were  increasing  but  the  wages  were  not.  How  would  they cope  with  the  20%  increase  in  rental?  The  government  may  be  reporting  low inflation in but it didn’t feel like for them. If only he could do something for his loving wife he pondered once again. 

He parked their car on the steep sloping driveway. He ratcheted the handbrake handle up as hard as he could, nervous about it. Suzanne jumped out from the car and rushed up to the front door. There was a tiled canopy that provided cover as raindrops the size of pennies crashed around them. 

John  took  their  overnight  bags  from  the  boot  of  the  car.  The  rain  plastered  his long greying hair against his head. Large patches of damp began to expand on the front of his dark corduroy jeans. 

Water dripped down his back and into his ears. He reflected on how he needed a haircut. He’d been trying to extend the time between cuts to save money but it was now over his ears and collar so time for that cut. 

Seeing  his  gloomy  face  as  he  struggled  towards  her,  Suzanne  smiled  at  him. 

“Things won’t seem so bad after a couple of glasses of wine and some food.” 

John watched her and a wave of love hit him. She hadn’t changed in the fifteen years he’d known her. Although not as tall as his five-feet ten inches, she matched his height when in her four-inch heels. She felt the need to dress up when seeing Samantha.  It  wasn’t  that  it  was  a  competition  as  they  couldn’t  compete  but Samantha was always immaculate. 

Suzanne stood waiting under the porch roof with John squeezing into the space to avoid  the  rain.  Suzanne  pressed  the  doorbell,  its  chimes  echoed  on  into  the house. The over-sized black panelled front door reflected the bare oak trees from the  square  opposite.  The  area  was  illuminated  by  the  amber-coloured  street lights. The reflection slid away like a photo being swiped on a smartphone screen as the door opened. Samantha stood tall and erect, a radiant expression on her face. 

“Come  in,  it’s  lovely  to  see  you,  Suzanne,”  she  said.  She  held out  her  arms  and Samantha  kissed  Suzanne  on  both  cheeks,  a  ‘ mwah’  sound  coming  from  her pursed lips. 

She turned to face John. “Hello, Johnnie, welcome to the spider’s lair.” 

“What?” John frowned and his cheeks flushed.  What’s she on about?  

He hated being called Johnnie. He felt his anger rising earlier in the evening than it usually did when he spent 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.  She  then  started calling him ‘Just John’ but had got bored with that joke. She’d gone back to calling him  Johnnie.  He  let  it  go;  as  was  usual  with  all  things  to  do  with  Samantha.  He said, “hello” through tight lips. 

Samantha  kissed  in  the  air  near  John,  making  a  smacking  sound  in  the  air.  Her eyes  focussed  beyond  him  onto  the  square  behind.  She  stood  back  as  they entered the large entrance hall with two large closed double doors to the left. 

The  smell  of fresh flowers  lingered  in  the  air  with  a  faint chemical back  tone. A white wooden balustrade and a dark wood handrail swept up alongside the stairs from the right-hand side to the next floor. And the floor after that. 

This was going to be a tough evening. 



Chapter 3 

A maid is a girl’s job 

Samantha  turned  her  head  to  Suzanne  and  her  face  changed  to  a  serious expression.  “Suzy,  I  dismissed  my  housemaid  this  morning.  Can  you  believe  it? 

She 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  pleased  to  see  you,  don’t  be  daft.  I’ve  prepared  everything myself. I can do it you know. I never 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 nodded as a feeling of impending doom flooded over him. 

Samantha opened the double doors with both hands in an exaggerated way after John had placed their bags on the floor. The doors led to a dining room that bore little resemblance to its original Victorian heritage. A rectangular dining table had eight  white  plastic  seats  around  it,  each  had  black  metal  support  rods  and wooden legs. 

 Not the same as their circular charity shop pine table,  thought John.   

The  dining  table  was  set.  A  brushed  chrome  up-lighter  threw  a  subtle  cotton white light against the ceiling. Several candles o flickered a warm light from the table. 

“Let’s have a little drink first,” said Samantha. “And a catch-up.” 

Samantha sat down at the head of the table and Suzanne to her right. Samantha looked  up  at  John.  He  felt  like  a  spare  part  now  the  two  women  were  settling down. 

Samantha  was  eight years  older  than  Suzanne.  Her  dark  brown  tousled  hair  fell over  her  shoulders  in  a  deliberate  style  of  faked  casualness.  She  wore  a  white dress that clung to her slim body emphasising her gym-toned muscles. 

John’s  eyes  fell  onto  her  legs  as  the  dress  rode  up.  Far  too  short  for  a  woman approaching  fifty,  he  thought.  But  he  found  himself  looking  all  the  same. 

Samantha had the body of someone twenty years younger. 

Samantha spotted him gazing at her legs; she didn’t miss a thing. A short moment passed  then  she  cut  short  his  stare  by  asking  him  to  get  the  wine.  John  broke himself  away,  embarrassed  at  Samantha’s  seeing  him  looking  at  her  legs.  The easiest approach was to do as asked and keep quiet. 

John  went  to  the  wine  fridge  in  the  kitchen  area.  He  heard  Samantha  telling Suzanne in a hushed voice that she had caught him looking at her legs. She added that he was a weak man. 

He returned to the dining room, his eyes down. He held a bottle of red wine with a label he would never find in the local supermarket. Samantha scowled at him for  a  short  moment  and  then  tapped  on  the  rim  of  her  glass  with  a  long  red fingernail.  She  raised  her  eyebrows.  John’s  face  reddened  with  anger  and humiliation. Even so, he opened the bottle. He was about to pour the wine when Samantha slid her hand over her glass. 

“Pour 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 shot from John’s teeth as he became less able to control his seething anger. 

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

Now it was Suzanne telling him what to do but there was a logic to what she had said.  Samantha  was fussy  about her  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 they were treating like a fool. 

Why  did  he  have  to  stand  there  like  a  waiter  while  Samantha  swilled  the  wine around in her mouth? 

He decided as always to let it pass. “Sorry, Suzy,” he looked down at the floor, his shoulders slumping in defeat. 

“That’s  OK,  dearie,”  said  Samantha.  “You  may  pour  the  wine  we’ll  forget  your little tantrum.” 

John  gritted  his  teeth  and  poured  a  taster  of  dark  red  wine  for  Samantha.  She dipped her nose into the glass and sniffed. She took a sip through dark red lipstick which left no  mark on her glass. She rolled the wine around her mouth as  John stood  there  before  swallowing  it  with  a  gulp.  Samantha  smiled  and  nodded  to him.  She  indicated  he  pour  a  glass  for  them  both  with  another  tap  of  her fingernail on the glass. He did as asked, the thick red liquid-filled their glasses. 

He was about to pour himself a glass of much-needed wine when Suzanne spoke. 

“John dear, poor Samantha has had a busy week. So I said we’d serve the dinner up and cleared up after. You don’t mind, do you?” 

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

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

John stood still for a couple of seconds rocking on the balls of his feet. He fought the  urge  to  argue  and  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. They ignored John, giving occasional instructions when  they  needed  something.  John  was  sure  when  he  was  in  the  kitchen,  he’d heard Samantha click her fingers for him from the dining room. 

Finally,  once  they’d  eaten,  he’d  cleared  the  plates  and  stacked  them  in  the dishwasher.  He  could  relax.  He  wandered  into  the  dining  room  and  poured himself a glass of wine. He decided to look around the room inspecting the books on the line of shelves to kill time. John wasn’t sure how Samantha found the time to read any of them. She was always working. Possibly they were for show. 

“John.” It was Suzanne’s voice and John had guessed his peace was about to be shattered. “Come here, dear. Samantha has had a fantastic idea.” 

John put down a book he was scanning, something called  Office Feminization by an  English  aristocrat  called   Lady  Alexa.   He  supposed  it  was  about  women succeeding in the office by feminizing the environment. 

He strolled to them dragging his feet. He stood to the side of the two ladies and rested his hands on the back of a dining room chair. 

“Yes,” he answered, waiting for his inevitable embarrassment. 

“Samantha  has  suggested  you  work  for  her,”  Suzanne  blurted  out,  a  broad  grin lighting her face. 

John felt a pang of love for her as he looked into her face. Then her words sunk in. 

“She wants to help us. The best part is we can move in here and take over the top floor area. It’s where the previous maid used to live. There’s a large bedroom and an 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’d save a fortune on rent alone.  And  you  know  how  much  you  dislike  your  job.  It  sounds  perfect,”  she purred. 

John didn’t say anything but his face betrayed the fact his mind was whirring in a mix  of  horror.  Horror  to  be  working  for  Samantha  but  excited  at  the  idea  of  a solution to their financial woes. It wouldn’t be him who provided for his wife but he could help her to get the lifestyle he wanted for her. 

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.” 

John looked in horror but intrigued. Working for and living with Samantha would be a nightmare, he thought. 

“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 rose. 

“And what does this job entail exactly?” asked John recovering from the shock. He wanted his wife to be happy and comfortable but this was asking a lot. 

“It’s  not  exactly  a  high  powered  job,”  said  Samantha.  “As  you  heard,  I  lost  my housemaid.  I  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  happier with me making decisions for you.” 

John frowned at her jibe. 

“You’dpick up her duties plus you’d be my driver at times and you’ll maintain the garden. Oh, I nearly forgot you’ll get the use of my car when I don’t need it which is often. You will even save the cost of running your car. Sell it and get some extra money although I doubt it would be worth much.” 

Suzanne  looked  at  John.  “We  would  be  far  better  off  than  we  are  with  your current job. We’d keep our privacy as we’d have the whole top floor to ourselves. 

It’s  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  me  not  liking  responsibility coming from and preferring to take orders?” He knew he wasn’t good at initiative but this was a bit much. 

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

He  was  in  the  minority  and  swallowed  his  objections.  He  decided  to  appeal  to Suzanne’s  better  judgement.  She  wouldn’t  want  her  husband  working  as  a domestic servant, surely? 

“I’m  not  sure,  Suzy.  It  sounds  like  a  kind  of  butler  and  cleaning  job,”  he  said  to highlight the point he guessed Suzanne may not like. 

Suzanne appeared unmoved and continued to smile broadly. Samantha watched, her  hands  rested  on  her  knees;  the  picture  of  authority  and  control.  He  felt  a moment  of  attraction  towards  her  and  his  penis  twitched  at  the  prospect  of serving her. He had to tear his gaze away. Of course, she was attractive physically but had never before noticed physical feelings or urgings before. He tried to brush the thought away but they returned as he glanced back. 

Samantha  spoke.  “It’s  not  exactly  a  butler  but  you’d  take  on  the  duties  of  a housemaid,  cleaning,  cooking  etc.  Plus  a  little  more.  It’s  not  too  onerous,  you’d clean one floor of the house a day then you can get lots of time to relax and no responsibility and stress which you’d like.” 

That jibe again. 

“OK,  it’s  agreed  then,”  said  Suzanne  who  clapped  her  hands  together.  He  was horrified she seemed to have no problems with him working in a domestic role. 

“We can move in tomorrow evening.” 

John  was  being  steamrollered  into  it  and  he  knew  he  was  beaten  on  the  logic. 

There  was  little  he  could  say  to  put  her  off.  It  meant  security  and  escape  from their landlord’s crippling rent rise. 

He  looked  back  and  forth  at  the  two  women  in  panic.  He  also  had  a  sense  of satisfaction that his wife would be living in an upmarket area in a fantastic house. 

He should be happy as it was what he wanted for her. A sense of foreboding came into his mind all the same. 

Samantha looked at John. “This will be a formal arrangement, Johnnie. We’ll need to  keep  the  work  arrangement  business-like  with  contracts  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 triumphantly. 

Samantha  now  looked  stony-faced  and  Suzanne  continued  to  grin  with  evident excitement.  John  didn’t  need  to  hear  about  Samantha’s  Law,  he  knew  all  about that. Not that she’d ever mentioned it so obviously before. 

“OK, I’ll try it,” he answered knowing he’d had no choice in the matter. The two sisters had made the decision. He wanted to attempt to salvage a vestige of pride by pretending he was part of the agreement. 

“One more thing,” said Samantha. “My previous housemaid wore a uniform and you will do the same. It’s a condition of the role. It’s a domestic role and I insist on a uniform. I sometimes entertain business partners and customers at home. Once a  month,  I  host  the  Local  Business  Women’s  Association  so  I  want  you  looking good.  You  would  need  to  dress  in  the  uniform  during  work  hours,  even  when cleaning. I will pay for and provide the uniform, 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. He knew 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 again. 

“But you called it a  housemaid role,” John asked with concern.  “You should call this something else. A maid is a girl, I’m not a going to be a maid.” 

“Don’t worry about names,” said Suzanne, “Samantha didn’t mean you’ll be a girl, it’s  the  name  of  the  role,  Samantha’s  the  chair man  of  her  company  but  that doesn’t  make  her  a  man  does  it?  It’s  perfect.”  She  clapped  her  hands  in excitement. 

A thin smile came over Samantha’s lips. “A girl, really Johnnie, don’t be silly.” She looked hard at him. “A sissy, yes.” She laughed and Suzanne joined in. 

John hadn’t expected to end the evening with a new job, a new place to live and no more money worries. 

 What could possibly go wrong? 



Chapter 4 

Preparations 

John handed in his resignation the next day at the power company. He had tried to persuade Suzanne it was all a bad idea the next morning. Suzanne had ordered him to write a formal letter and hand it to his manager. She had seemed angry he was attempting to delay things. 

He  did  what  she  told  him  to  do  and  his  manager  took  his  resignation  without debate. He had hoped for some attempt to keep him but his manager told him he had to work one month’s notice. 

They  moved  into  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.  They  were  saving money  for  the  first  time in  a  long  time.  The neighbourhood  around  the  house  was  upmarket  and  the  house  was  large, modern and beautiful. Despite the fact Samantha was boss, he settled into life at Samantha’s while working out his notice at his old company. 

He hadn’t had his hair cut for some time. It saved money they didn’t have. It hung over his collar and to 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. 

“Besides,” she said. “You can use my hairdresser. She comes to the house for me as  I  don’t  have  time  to  go  out.  She’ll  style  it  free  of  charge  and  I’ll  pay.”  She playfully ran her hands through his hair. “It looks cute a little longer.” 

Suzanne joined in the teasing. Samantha suggested they put it in a ponytail which made  Suzanne  laugh  out  loud.  Samantha  went  to  retrieve  a  pink  ribbon  and waved it in front of his face. They tried to tie the bow in his hair but he brushed them off. 

It  was  strange  Samantha  was  so  playful  but  they  soon  became  bored  with taunting  him.  Samantha’s  hairdresser  did  turn  up  that  weekend  but  Samantha told John he would have to wait. Maybe next time, she said. 

One evening, a week before he started working for Samantha formally, Suzanne called him into the large living area. A dark sofa and black square leather chairs gave  the  room  an  upmarket  magazine-style  design  appearance.  Samantha  and Suzanne  were  talking  with  a  smart  elderly  lady.  Samantha  didn’t  bother  to introduce him. He was used to her. 

He  had  been  in  the  kitchen  preparing  tea  for  everyone.  When  he  entered  the room  with  a  metal  tray  carrying  the  tea,  Samantha  told  him  to  put  it  on  the rounded oak coffee table. “Stand in front of the nice lady,” she said. 

The lady held a tape measure. She stood up and started taking measurements of his body: leg length, waist size, chest, without a word. As usual, the sisters didn’t explain why. 

While  she  was  measuring,  John  asked.  “Why  is  she  was  taking  my  detailed measurements?” 

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

“Why can’t I buy a suit from the shop. I’m a 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.  A  suit  is  for  a  business  person  and  you’ll  be  a  domestic worker. A driver, gardener and housemaid.” 

John  cringed  as  she  said  ‘  housemaid‘.  The  lady  didn’t  appear  to  have  heard anything  but  then  she  glanced  up  at  him  and  raised  her  eyebrows.  An uncomfortable shudder came over him like a wintry chill.  What was going on?  

Suzanne spoke. “Housemaid means nothing. It’s only a title.” 

“Yes, I know, like a chairman can be a woman.” He said with a touch of sarcasm. 

“So what will the uniform look like? Can I see a photo?” 

Suzanne  told  him  to  stop  asking  questions.  The  lady  continued  to  take  his measurements and 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  watched  with  a  smirk  on  her  face.  She  seemed  to  be  enjoying  his discomfort. 

The lady finished her work and announced she had all she wanted. “The uniforms will be ready for next Monday morning.” 

“Excellent,” said Suzanne. “Your first day in Samantha’s employment.” 

”You  can  run  along  now,  Johnnie,  we  have  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 5 

The First Day 

John woke. He felt the nerves of his first day working for his sister-in-law as soon as his eyes opened. The past four weeks had passed without too much stress. He had managed to spend much of his time in their private area on the top floor. 

He  usually  left  Suzanne  and  Samantha  to  spend  time  together,  when  Samantha wasn’t out working late. Suzanne had become more distant but she was enjoying time with her sister. 

Suzanne had left early for her job at the supermarket offices that morning. She’d explained she had extra work to catch up on. She wished him luck. He would need that, he thought. 

“Follow Samantha’s Law,” she reminded him. As if he needed a reminder. “She’s not so bad. It will be fine once you get used to her.” 

John didn’t agree. He went to the kitchen. He thought he’d have a cup of coffee and summon up the confidence to prepare for whatever Samantha might throw at  him.  He  knew  he  wouldn’t  be  able  to  get  back  to  sleep.  His  mind  buzzed, wondering how Samantha would be as a boss rather than a bossy sister-in-law. 

The sun was rising outside and streamed low through the back window. He hadn’t seen Samantha yet that morning although he’d heard her moving about upstairs in her office. He then spotted a handwritten yellow post-it-note he hadn’t noticed before.  It  was  stuck  to  the  side  of  the  black  microwave  on  the  kitchen  work surface. 

He plucked it off and saw Samantha’s handwriting. It said to meet her in her home office on the first floor at 8 am for first day instructions. He looked up at the clock: 7.58 am. 

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. He could hear the faint clicking of Samantha’s fingernails against keyboard keys. John rapped on the door. 

“Come,” called Samantha. 

John  opened  the  door  and  entered,  his  dry  throat  closed  up  as  he  tried  to swallow. 

He hadn’t been in her office before. Samantha was sitting at a light oak desk. She had a keyboard, screen and mouse and faced against a large picture window. The window  framed  the  garden  below  which  was  small  and  immaculate  with  green plants around a cut lawn. 

The  hazy  low  winter  sun  threw  a  weak  light  into  the  room  between  red-tiled rooftops of the area. The desk faced the door and as John entered the study he stood  in  front  of  her.  Samantha  regarded  John  through  screwed-up  eyes  as  if analysing  him.  She  returned  to  her  keyboard  and  let  him  wait  as  she  finished typing something. 

She stopped and looked up. “Johnnie.” She paused a moment to assess him again. 

“I’m happy to have your help in the house. How are you settling in?” She adopted an even more condescending manner. He’d expected that. 

“I must confess I was worried but it’s been good, thank you.” 

“Excellent,  I’m  pleased,”  Samantha  replied.  She  held  out  two  pieces  of  paper. 

“Here is your employment contract and your work schedule. They’re the same as the  previous  housemaid  followed  but  with  the  addition  of  the  driving  and gardening duties.” 

His  body  jolted  at  the  word  ‘housemaid’  but  he  decided  she  was  probably oblivious  to  his  discomfort.  He  bent  down  and  took  Samantha’s  pen  to  sign  the contract without interest. If that’s how she wanted it then so be it. 

He  picked up  the  work  schedule  and  scanned  it.  It  was  a  list of  tasks  and  times from breakfast through to dinner. It included the rooms to clean and the laundry days. Nothing too difficult, he thought, and plenty of time to get this done. 

“OK, Samantha, I’ll get started.” 

She  looked  at  him  sternly.  “Johnnie,  Johnnie,  Johnnie.  We  need  to  get  a  few things straight. You are my contracted employee and I am your boss. I insist we keep this arrangement on a formal basis. While you’re working here, you are not to  think  of  yourself  as  my  brother-in-law  but  my  employee.”  She  steepled  her finger to allow her instructions to sink in. 

“I am the CEO of my own company and you are a housemaid in   my house. I set the rules and the law here. Samantha’s Law. I have done you a big favour but only 

because  I  care  for  my  little  sister.  I  wanted  to  help   her  because   you  couldn’t provide properly for her. Do you understand this? Housemaid?” 

John stepped back at Samantha’s words. There was venom in her words. She had used the title  housemaid to demean him after all. 

“I said, do you understand me. Housemaid?” she said with more emphasis. 

“Yes, 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 with, you will address me as Mistress  or  Mistress  Samantha.  This  is  to  show  the  respect  I  deserve  as  your employer and that you are the housemaid.” 

John froze and looked at her, his eyes widening and unblinking. “Yes?” This was not what he had been expecting.  Mistress Samantha? That’s weird,  he thought. 

“Yes, what?” 

John hesitated. “Yes.  Mistress Samantha? ” 

“Good,” she replied. “Much better.” She relaxed back in her chair as if assessing the situation and how he was reacting. 

John  was  unsure  how  to  react.  He  shook  his  head  in  disbelief.  He  knew  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 and leaned forward, her hands planted on her desk. She glared 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” she repeated. “Not a man. You couldn’t provide for my sister and I’ve had to step in. I care for her and I couldn’t bear to see her suffer from low income and poor accommodation.” 

“Come on now Samantha, this is…” 

She held the palm of her hand to his face. “Stop this. You are my housemaid and you will do exactly what I tell you. Admit to me. You’re not a man. Come on.” 

John’s eyes widened as Samantha faced him. Her face reddened, her teeth bared between tight lips. “Now,” she reminded him. 

His body shook twice but he decided to play along to keep the peace. He’d discuss this with Suzanne later. “No, I’m not.” 

“Not what, boy?” 

“Not a man,” he mumbled with a catch in his throat. He had to allow her a little victory so he could make sure Suzanne remained happy. 

“You’re  no  man.  Now  follow  me,”  she  ordered.  “The  tailor  has  delivered  your uniforms. I want you to change into your uniform before starting work.” 

Samantha  walked  out  of  the  room  towards  the  spare  room  opposite  her  office. 

John followed, his brow furrowed. He followed her. 

The room had a single bed, white plain walls and, along one wall, there was a tall white  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  hesitated a  moment  then  opened  the  doors.  And froze still. 



Chapter 6 

Maid uniforms 

Ten dresses hanging on wooden hangers in a neat row inside. Five were plain black cotton dresses with white high-neck collars. The skirt part was about twelve inches  long  from  the  waist  to  the  hem.  Short  plain  sleeves  finished  the  look  of these maids’ dresses. 

Hanging  alongside  them  were  five  other  dresses.  Each  was  a  different  colour: white, yellow, pink, light green and red. All were in satin. They had short sleeves and a large frill at each shoulder. Each of the satin dresses was shorter in the skirt, no more than six inches long. The skirt part was full and flared out from the waist, pushed out by layers of petticoats. 

On  the  floor  of  the  wardrobe,  there  were  three  pairs  of  flat  black  ballet-style shoes  and  three  pairs  of  high-heeled  women’s  stilettos.  The  stiletto  heels  were four inches high, one in white, one black and one yellow. 

Packs of panties, 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.  He  stared  at  the  contents  not believing  what  he  saw.  “Why  are  you  showing  me  this?”  He  decided  they  were left behind by the previous maid. They looked new. 

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

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

“Indeed they are. The problem being?” she replied. 

“Where are my uniforms?” 

“These  are  your  uniforms.  I  told  you  your  job  will  be  the  housemaid  so  what exactly did you expect a housemaid to wear? A business suit?” Samantha cackled like a witch from a child’s film. 

“I’m  not  wearing  a  dress,  Samantha.  This  is  ridiculous.  I  didn’t  know  you  were such  a  joker,”  he  said  trying  a  thin  smile.  He  considered  the possibility  this  was 

some kind of a prank. Samantha wasn’t known for pranks but maybe this was her idea of fun. 

“I’m not a joker and I’m not joking now. I told you the job requires a uniform and you  agreed.  This  is  the  uniform  for  a  housemaid  and  this,  therefore,  is   your uniform. I also said you’ll call me  Mistress Samantha.” 

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

“If you don’t want to wear your maid’s dress uniforms then you don’t want the job and you don’t want to live in my house. That’s fine you may 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,  Johnnie,  no  maid’s  dresses,  no  job,  no  home  and  probably  no  wife. 

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.  I  have  to  make  sure  that  Samantha  is  comfortable.  I  need  this  job  and  the room you’ve kindly given us.” 

“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  are not  a man and you demonstrated that very  effectively  by  not  looking  after  my  little  sister.  Now  the  housemaid  you deserve  to  be  and  housemaids  wear  maid’s  dresses.  If  you  remember,  my  law applies in my house and my law states you  will wear a maid’s dress in my home.” 

“But I need to stay here.  We need to stay here” 

“So you will wear a maid’s dress.” It was a statement. 

“No,” he replied. 

“The dress is the uniform for the job. If you do not want to wear a dress, it means you do not want the job or to live here. So, for the final time, are you going to put on your uniform? If you say no, you leave now.” 

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

“I  am  a  busy  lady  and  I  don’t  have  time  to  debate  these  things  with  my housemaid. What are you going to do?” 

“OK,” he said as a dull pain entered his forehead 

Samantha stared at him, her lips pursed. “And?” 

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

“Not quite good enough, maid. I need to hear you tell me that you  want to wear the maid’s dresses. Then I’ll know you  want the job and you  want to stay here.” 

She emphasised each ‘want’ with relish. 

Silence filled the room. “NOW,” she screamed. “Tell me what you want.” 

He jumped at her scream and looked up at her, defeated. 

“I want to wear the maid’s dresses.” 

He looked at the floor as Samantha moved closer to him. She raised his head by his chin with her thumb and forefinger and looked directly at him. Her face was inches from his face. 

“Finally,  we  got  there.  I’m  pleased  you  want  to  wear  a  dress.  It  will  suit  you because you’re not a man. This means you are a girl. 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 of high heels to serve me and Suzy  dinner  and  drinks  and  wait  on  our  needs”.  Samantha’s  face  turned  into  a large smile. It didn’t reach her eyes. 

John’s  body  slumped,  his  shoulders  dropping  as  he  moved  up  towards  the wardrobe and took the first black dress. The word ‘girl’ rang in his brain. 

“Put it on and come back to my study.” She turned around and strode out. 

John hesitated and glared at the open wardrobe. He had no choice. He slipped off his trousers, shirt, underpants, shoes and socks. He stood for a moment, naked. 

His heartbeat increased as the image of him in this dress came into his head. He shook his head, unable to comprehend how this was happening. 

He pulled on a pair of white panties from the drawer. They fitted neatly around him, his penis bulged out at the front. They felt surprisingly nice, light.  Maybe not so bad, he thought. He opened a pack of pantyhose tights. They were black and thick but he noticed packs of hold-up stockings, shiny and fine. He let out a heavy sigh. This was dreadful. 

Maybe  it  was  Samantha’s  idea  of  a  joke?  She  must  be  testing  him,  humiliating him. He had to play along then play the dupe when she said it was a joke. 

He took one of the black dresses and pulled it over his shoulders, the white collar circled his neck as if he were wearing a shirt collar. But he wasn’t. The skirt part 

covered his white panties 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.  He  was  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. He walked to Samantha’s office where the door was shut again. He knocked again and waited outside. 

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

“Good. Stand up straight,” said Samantha. She stared at him. “We’ll need to tidy your  hair  up  but  it’s  nice  and  long.  Also,  I  can’t  call  you  Johnnie  any  more  as you’re a sissy. The dress suits you, you never were much of a man. This is a vast improvement. I’m sure we’ll have to make some more alterations to you but this will  do  for  today.  So  run  along  and  get  to  work.  And  every  time  you  encounter me, you will curtsy to me like a good housemaid. Now curtsy to me, girly.” 

John glared at her. Samantha stared at him. Silence drifted around the room. The faint sound of a vehicle passing came in from outside. Was she playing or was this real? 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.  His  legs  were  like  jelly.  His  headache  came  back  with  a vengeance. Samantha smiled again. That was not a good sign. She was  going to extend this  humiliation. How  long was  this  going to go on before she’d had her fun? 



Chapter 7 

Exposed and renamed 

John  was  preparing  the  evening  dinner  in  the  kitchen,  peeling  potatoes  and washing  vegetables.  Late  winter  darkness  had  consumed  the  sky  outside.  Faint spots of rain tapped against the kitchen window. 

John wobbled on his four-inch heels. He struggled to concentrate while wearing a dress.  that  barely  covered  his  panties.  The  tops  of  his  glossy  light-tan  hold-up stockings mocked him and excited him. He stood stiff  and upright as he worked, he couldn’t relax. 

Samantha hadn’t given him time to become used to high heels. She said it was a question  of  practice  and  no  time  like  the  present.  Samantha  had  told  him  to change for the evening. Thirty minutes earlier, he had put on a yellow dress. She had ‘kindly’ given him with a white frilly apron to protect his dress. It was a relief as it was a little longer than the dress. It gave extra cover. 

He heard Samantha enter the kitchen. John turned, his face radiated red heat like a  hot  coal  .  Soon  she’d  tell  him  this  was  her  joke,  her  revenge  for  her  story  he couldn’t help her sister. She would let him change before Suzanne got back. 

Samantha stopped and put her hands on her hips. She wore a dress that flowed from her waits to her knees. It was dark blue and low cut, her cleavage attracted his eyes. He tore his gaze away. 

“Curtsy, sissy. I’ve entered the room,” she ordered 

“But I’m busy working,” he protested. 

Samantha waited, her body straight and erect. Her foot tapped  on the floor tile like a drum before execution. She was tall, imposing and, in her heels, almost the same height as him. She swung out and slapped his face. 

“Don’t answer me back.” 

John touched his face in shock. His sister-in-law had struck him. This was a step too far. It stung but mostly it was the shock of what had happened that stung him. 

As he recovered, he thought about Suzanne and her happiness. 

He curtsied to Samantha, holding out the hem of the skirt as she’d told him to do earlier. Demeaning was his only thought. How much further was she prepared to go to humiliate him. She had all the economic power and she was using it to the maximum. 

But there was a twinge in his penis, a tingle of excitement. It grew into a semi-erection.  An  unsettling  feeling  wallowed  in  his  stomach  at  his  excitement.  And sudden panic that Samantha might notice his erection. 

“That’s better, sissy. Now you need to apologise for forgetting.” 

She  didn’t  seem  to  notice  his  hard  penis  poking  out  the  front  of  the  dress.  He guessed the layers of petticoats hid it. 

“I’m  sorry,  Mistress  Samantha,”  he  said  with  as  much  sincerity  as  he  could muster. 

He  looked  down  at  himself  in  shame.  A  short  yellow  maid’s  dress  and  legs  in women’s stockings. For a short moment, he caught himself admiring his slim legs. 

He shook his head as he took in the fact he was dressed as a girl. 

He looked up at the clock and saw that Suzanne would be home soon. Panic shot through him. Suzanne might seeing him dressed like this unless he changed. His heart pounded. He made for the door to go upstairs to change into male clothing without thinking. He knew Samantha was enjoying humiliating him but he didn’t expect Suzanne would find it so amusing. 

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

John stopped, he hesitated. “Suzanne will be home soon. I need to change.” 

The  moment  the  words  came  out,  he  realised  Samantha  was  expecting  him  to remain dressed as a maid. 

She confirmed it. “You’ve just changed into your pretty sissy  evening clothes so why would you want to change again? Suzanne is going to see you in your pretty new dress when she arrives. You can’t have secrets from your wife? She needs to know you’re a sissy.” 

His mouth went dry. She was serious. 

“There’s no point in delaying your grand reveal as a sissy. I’m certain deep down she knew you were more of a sissy than a man. She may be surprised to see you this way at first but she’ll get to love it. Especially when she sees the benefits.” 

The  metallic  scratch  of  a  key  sliding  into  the  front  lock  announced  Suzanne’s arrival. John’s stomach turned several times. He felt hot from head to toe as he stepped back from the hall. Samantha grabbed his arm. 

There  was  no  escape;  she  held  him  tightly.  She  pulled  him  into  the  hall  as  he tottered behind on his four-inch heels. Suzanne entered through the front door, her head down. A strong breeze carried in leaves and spits of the rain. 

Suzanne  started  to  remove  her  damp  coat.  She  hadn’t  noticed  John  standing behind her sister in a bright yellow  maid’s dress. Samantha’s fingers dug harder into his arm, he was not going anywhere. He hunched down and moved further behind Samantha. 

“The maid will help you with that,” said Samantha seeing Suzanne still struggling to remove her coat while holding a damp open umbrella. 

Suzanne looked up for a few moments and didn’t register the scene before her. 

“What  maid?”  Then  her  facial  expression  dropped  like  melting  candle  wax.  The scene facing her unfolded like falling scales before her eyes. Her umbrella dripped steadily on the wood floor, her eyes widened, her mouth dropped. 

She mouthed what appeared to be a question but no words emerged. She could see her husband standing unbalanced in high heels and a short yellow dress and stockings. She shook her head and started to focus on what she was looking at. 

A beaming Samantha stood back to allow Suzanne a fuller view of John. His head was bowed, his hands clasped in front of the dress as if to hide it and himself. 

“What the hell are you wearing, John?” Suzanne asked in a higher pitch than her normal voice. 

All  three  looked  at  each  other.  Suzanne  stared  at  John  with  incomprehension. 

John looked back with growing alarm and embarrassment. Samantha’s contented smile broadened. 

John  shrugged  his  shoulders,  still  clasping  his  hands  together  as  if  to  explain  it wasn’t  his  idea.  He  knew  he  looked  ridiculous.  He  knew  he’d  lost  some  respect from his wife. Her frozen expression remained in utter shock. 

Samantha  was  content.  “This  is  Johnnie’s  new  uniform,”  stated  Samantha.  “She told me she was happy to wear a pretty dress. It is the correct uniform for a maid, after all.” 

You  wanted  to  wear  a  dress,  John?”  said  Suzanne  as  she  stared  at  John  in disbelief. 

The drips from her umbrella tapped onto the floor. Her husband was dressed in a short  yellow  dress  and  high  heels.  He  watched  her  unable  to  comprehend  the reason she was seeing this. And Samantha had told her he had wanted to wear it. 

And called him a girl. 

“No, well yes, but I had to,” he said. “Sort of.” 

“Suzy,” said Samantha. “This is John’s uniform as the housemaid. We agreed she would wear a uniform if you recall. He agreed too when I showed him the dresses. 

He was a little taken aback, at first. Once he realised how much he wanted the job he became more enthusiastic. She has got used to it now, apart from the heels. 

She needs more practice. She’ll get it.” 

John spotted the continued use of the female pronoun when talking about him. 

Suzanne and John remained in a frozen inter-locked stare. Samantha was enjoying the unfolding events. Suzanne had only partially removed her coat. 

“Why are you calling him a sissy and she, Sam?” Suzanne asked as she began to recover from the shock of seeing her husband in a maid’s dress. 

“Why do you think, Suzy?” she said as if this were a normal situation. 

John  looked  to  the  ceiling  in  humiliation.  He  felt  Suzanne’s  eyes  fixed  on  him, taking in what she could see but couldn’t believe. 

Suzanne’s mouth twitched, the start of a smile? She gave a short snort. She burst into laughter. 



Chapter 8 

A maid’s name 

“Samantha, you did this didn’t you?” Suzanne said through her laughter. “I was more  than  a  bit  shocked  at  first  but  he  does  look  nice.  You  are  naughty,  Sam,” 

Suzanne added during gasps for breath between giggles. 

“She has to curtsy to me. She should curtsy to you too. It’s respect for her female superiors,”  Samantha  said  before  turning  to  John.  “Curtsy  to  Suzanne,  there’s  a good sissy.” 

John  looked  at  Samantha  and  back  to  Suzanne.  She  had  managed  to  compose herself. Suzanne nodded to him, her eyes sparkling. Her lips were turned up in a broad smile. 

John paused but Suzanne looked as if she liked what she was seeing. He thought of  how  he  would  be  in  serious  trouble  with  Samantha  if  he  didn’t  follow  her instructions. But curtsy to his wife? That was madness. 

The  two  women  waited.  Suzanne’s  umbrella  continued  to  drip.  Horror  passed over his face like a dark shadow. He could feel the blood pulsing in his neck. He knew  he  had  to  do  this.  He  mind  whirled  in  confusion  and  new  sensations  of humiliation and excitement. Why was he excited? 

He swallowed hard. He had to get it over with. He took the hem of his dress and looked  at  the  two  women.  Samantha  lowered  her  head  as  if  to  say  ‘do  it’.  He lowered his knees and pushed his left leg behind him and curtsied. 

Suzanne screamed with delight. She clapped her hands and put a hand over her mouth.  He  raised  himself  again,  not  wanting  to  look  at  the  pleasure  of  his humiliation on Suzanne’s face. He kept his eyes on the floor. His stockings shone from the light peeking from the frosted window beside the front door. With more horror,  he  saw  the  front  door  was  still  open.  Pedestrians  walked  by  a  few  feet from where he stood. 

Samantha dropped her hold on his arm. He fled to the kitchen and rested on the work  surface,  breathing  heavily.  He  saw  Samantha  glance  at  her  sister  with  a smirk. She knew he was submissive and her sister would enjoy it. She knew her 

sister  well.  He  reflected  there  was  someone  strong  buried  below  her  meek surface. She was more like her older sister than he realised. 

John spent the evening serving drinks. He tried to join in with their conversation and  bring  an  air  of  normality  to  the  weird  situation.  Samantha  told  him  to  go away  and  Suzanne  only  chuckled.  Samantha  had  adopted  finger-clicking  to summon John and this also amused his wife. 

Later  in  the  evening,  John served  dinner to  the  two  ladies.  He  felt  exposed  and embarrassed in his yellow maid dress. He carried his dinner into the dining area with his head down. He went to sit at the table with the plate in his hand to join them. 

Samantha  barked  at  him.  “Stop.”  Her  face  twisted  into  a  scowl.  “Domestic workers  don’t  sit  with  the  Mistresses  at  the  table.  Go  to  the  kitchen  and  eat there.” 

John  waited  for  Suzanne  to  object.  She  tapped  her  sister  on  the  arm  playfully saying, “Samantha, you are funny. Domestic worker. 

Samantha  said  to  John,  “Suzanne  doesn’t  like  me  calling  you  sissy.  She  says  it’s too demeaning. I don’t agree but I want her to be happy so we’ll use your name. 

Would you like that, sissy?” 

Suzanne  tapped  her  playfully  on  the  arm  again  and  sniggered.  He  nodded  his head. At last, Suzanne appeared to have put her foot down with her older sister. 

He wouldn’t have to listen to Samantha calling him  sissy which made him wince. 

Samantha  sat  back  and  said,  “We  will  use  an  appropriate  first  name.”  She hesitated, another smirk rising on her face. “When you’ve eaten, you will clear up our plates and serve us coffee. Jane.” 

John jolted. His body went tense. “You just called me Jane It’s John” 

“Yes, Jane, that’s your name now. You’re a housemaid so you need a girly name. 

Look at you in a pretty little maid’s dress and high heels.” 

John felt a pang of excitement and that tingling feeling in his penis. He was angry at  himself  for  the  pleasure  he  felt.  He  waited  for  Suzanne  to  complain  about Samantha  calling  him  Jane.  She  was  smiling.  Where  was  her  complaint?  She smiled kindly at him. 

“Off you go, Jane.” Samantha said, emphasising his new name. 

“Yes, Jane,” added Suzanne. 

This was going downhill fast. 



Chapter 9 

The weekend starts here 

Friday evening arrived not a moment too soon for John. He’d spent the week clothed in dresses. He lay on the bed in the pink maid’s dress. There was nothing else to wear. 

The bedroom walls were a subtle shade of matt pink emulsion. He’d not noticed before and now they seemed to mock him. 

He lay on the queen-sized bed looking at the walnut coloured wardrobe. It was full of his dresses. Dresses. How had things come to this? 

He heard the faint murmur of the sisters talking downstairs. They were together as usual. The faint sounds of recorded classical piano music drifted up from their downstairs  lair.  He  imagined  them  sipping  G&Ts  and  having  an  intimate discussion. About him. 

Samantha  had  let  him  finish  his  work  early  and  to  relax.  He  needed  it  after  the week he’d just had. His life had turned upside down as well as his self esteem. 

He was keen to spend the evening alone. Saturday and Sunday were his days off and he would return to some normality. Back to being a male. He jeans and tee shirts. 

He  was  comfortable  in  panties  though.  They  were  light  and  comfortable.  And erotic. Maybe he would continue to use them under his trousers? The stockings also  felt  wonderful  against  his  legs  but  impractical,  of  course.  His  hairy  legs showed through and the look was not good. 

Even  the  hated  dresses  were  erotic.  As  he  worked  and  walked,  the  lightness  of the  material  and  the  freedom of  the  air  around his  legs  made  him swoon. Soft, smooth and arousing. 

The work itself wasn’t too hard. Cleaning, hoovering, cooking and serving drinks. 

It was cleaning one floor of the house per day. After this, he got to watch TV or listen to music or read for the afternoon until the evening. Then it was pink dress, petticoats and serving. 

He’d  been  given  had  no  choice  over  his  clothing.  Samantha  insisted  on  maid’s dresses.  Day  and  night.  It  was  humiliating  but  liberating.  He  didn’t  understand why  Samantha  had  decided  to  humiliate  him.  Even  worse,  Suzanne  went  along with it. His wife seemed happy to see him in a dress. How bizarre was that? 

There  was  little  he  could  do  at  present;  he  had  nowhere  else  to  go.  Within  the confines of the house, it was their little secret. That was something. If he had to suffer in female clothing for the week, it was maybe a comprise worth making to live this lifestyle without worries. 

He  now  understood  why  women  liked  their  clothes.  They  were  sexy  to  wear. 

Despite this, he looked forward to getting back into male clothes. He needed this free  time  at  the  weekend.  Time  for  normality,  man-time  and  to  ground  the situation. 

He  dozed  off  and  was  woken  by  Suzanne.  It  was  dinner  time  and  Suzanne  had cooked to give him a break. It was a relief although she gave him a message from Samantha: he had to stay in the pink dress, it was Friday, not the weekend. 

He went downstairs and sat at the table with them, nervous and embarrassed at wearing  a  short  pink  dress  with  stockings.  At  least  he  wasn’t  serving.  The  two women chatted and ignoring him. No change there. 

As they finished their meal, Samantha spoke to him for the first time that evening. 

“I’ve bought you a new set of clothing for weekends. I knew your sizes from the tailor so it was easy.” 

He put his knife and fork down. “Excuse me?” 

“I have clothes. They are a little old and worn but usable.” 

Samantha seemed not to be listening to him. “They were delivered earlier today. 

While you were cleaning upstairs.” 

“How would you know what I’d like? It would have been nice to choose.” 

Suzanne grimaced. “John, don’t be ungrateful. I’m sure Sam spent a lot of money on  high-quality  clothes.  Anyway,  your  clothes  were  old  and  all  you  ever  chose were dark blue and black. I’m sure Sam has a better eye for style and colour than you.” 

Samantha had already provided a new set of clothes for Suzanne. She didn’t ask her either but Suzanne was ecstatic. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Suzanne looked different in more sophisticated dresses and suits. She exuded confidence. 

He  finished  the  dinner  and  left  the  two  sisters  talking  to  go  back  to  bed.  There was  little  point  staying  with  the  sisters,  they were not  interested  in  speaking  to him any more. 

He  snuggled  into  the  thick  rich  duvet  and  drifted  into  a  deep  dreamless  sleep. 

Suzanne remained downstairs with her sister. At one time not so long ago, she’d insist on going to bed with him. 



Chapter 10 

A girly Saturday morning 

John woke a little after 8 on Saturday morning. Suzanne was sitting up reading the newspaper on her phone. He had been sleeping naked all week. Suzanne had thrown  his  pyjamas  away  saying  they  were  old.  She  had  a  point  but  he  would have preferred to have waited until he had new ones. 

He got up and went to his  side of the wardrobe feeling sleepy. He opened it to look for the old pairs of jeans and shirts he’d left there. Before he’d had to start wearing housemaid’s dresses. Apart from his work dresses and panties, the rest of the wardrobe was empty. 

He rubbed his eyes and turned to his wife. “Suzy, where are my clothes?” 

Suzanne looked up , the phone screen reflected in her eyes. “Samantha had your new  casual  clothes  delivered  yesterday.  We  took  the  opportunity  to  clear  out your  horrible  old  clothing.  The  delivery  man  left  your  new  clothes  in  the  spare room  opposite  her  study  still  in  bags.  We  need  to  go  down  and  pick  them  up when you’re ready.” 

“What are they like?” he said. 

She shrugged. “No idea, I didn’t look, They’re still in the bags.” 

John remembered that room was where he had first set eyes on his housemaid dresses. It was chilly and he looked around for his long blue dressing gown. It had been on  the hook  at  the  back of  the door. Now  there  were  only Suzanne’s  two short satin gowns. 

“Where’s my dressing gown?” 

“I threw it away too, dear. It was a cheap supermarket item. Sam got you a new one  too.  Borrow  one  of  mine  and  we’ll  go  pick  up  your  new  clothes,”  said Suzanne. 

Suzanne’s gowns were satin, one pink, one white. Both were short. They looked sexy on her but he didn’t want to use them. 

“I can see you dithering, dear, but it’s one of them or go naked. Make your choice, I’m sure Samantha isn’t bothered. You have nothing she hasn’t seen before.” 

He  took  the  white  gown  as  the  least  of  the  two  bad  options.  He  pulled  it  on quickly, the anger hard in his face. He wrapped it tight around himself. The tip of his penis hung below the hem. He pulled at the gown but it was pointless. It was too short. 

Suzanne  sniggered  and  said.  “Samantha  won’t  be  looking  at  your  little  thingy. 

Let’s go,” 

She jumped up and put on her other gown. She took his hand and dragged him downstairs to the spare room. He held his other hand over his penis tip. Branded bags lay on the floor around the room. The sound of soft rock radio music wafted up from the kitchen. Samantha was downstairs. 

He heard a chair scraping on the tiled kitchen floor. A moment later the sound of Samantha’s footsteps sounded on the stairs. She’d heard them. He’d hoped she would leave them alone. 

Samantha  entered  the  room.  She  was  in  casual  jeans  and  a  white  woollen sweater. Her hair was as perfect as ever, falling to her shoulders and flicking up. 

John  pulled  down  the  front  of  his  short  dressing  gown  and  kept  both  hands covering the tip of his penis 

John noticed how Samantha’s designer jeans hugged her shapely hips and round pert bum. He hated himself for finding his awful sister-in-law sexy. 

The  large  Georgian  style  double  glazed  window  let  in  the  early  morning  light. 

Delivery  bags  lay  everywhere.  John  mused  that  it  must  have  taken  a  couple  of trips  for  the  delivery  man  to  bring  them  all  in.  Samantha  didn’t  do  things  by halves. He should have been more grateful but had a nagging worry. 

“Let’s  take  a  look  at  your  new  clothes,”  said  Suzanne.  “Samantha’s  spent  a fortune and I’m sure she’s chosen some wonderful styles. I can’t wait to see what you have.” 

John went to the pile of bags and delved into the first one. Cool air swirled around his bared bottom. The sisters stood together and giggled. He put a hand over his bum. He wished Samantha wasn’t there. 

He pulled out the first item and ripped open the plastic bag. It was little pink skirt. 

What was this? He looked in another three bags. A dark cloud fell over his face. 

“These are women’s clothes. This is a joke. Right?” 

“Yes, you’ll look lovely,” Samantha said. 

He watched Suzanne look at her sister with a frown. “You bought female clothes for John?” 

John spun back at that moment to hold up the little pink skirt. In his indignation, he  forgot  the  shortness  of  his  dressing  gown.  The  end  of  his  semi-hard  penis poked forward. He stamped his foot. “This is my weekend off work. It’s my free time to do as I please. I want to wear male clothes. What is this? A joke?” 

Suzanne and Samantha looked down at his semi-erect penis. He instantly pulled down the front of the gown and kept his hands there. He dropped the skirt on the floor and folded his arms in defiance. His act of defiance was shattered by both sisters laughing out loud. Suzanne pointed for him to look down. His penis poked forward, now rock hard. 

“I went along with the maid dresses for work but now I want to relax back in male wear. I want to be a man. Enough of this joke. It’s boring.” 

Samantha looked at him for a few moments. “No, Jane, this is not a joke. You’re living in my house and I’m supporting you and my sister. I get to decide what you wear. Samantha’s Law operates here, remember?” 

Suzanne turned back to her sister. “You want him to wear female clothes all the time?” She didn’t appear annoyed but perplexed. 

“Yes,” said Samantha. She moved forward. “I had to step in to help my sister and save her from your uselessness. I’ll be honest, I didn’t want you here but Suzanne insisted. So we compromised. You can live here but you will do what I decide. We agreed that.” 

“I didn’t realise you wanted him to wear girl’s clothes though, Sam,” said Suzanne. 

Was Suzanne complaining? John watched hoping this would play out in his favour. 

Suzanne would put her foot down. 

“Well, Suzie, I do.” 

Suzanne screwed her face up. “OK, if that’s what you want.” She turned to John and shrugged her shoulders. “I suppose it’s not too serious. They are nice.” 

Suzanne smiling weakly. She was happy here and didn’t want to rock the boat. He wanted her happy. But not this way. Not with these conditions. 

“Now,” said Samantha interrupting the tense moment. “Put on something pretty, Jane, and come down for breakfast.” 

Samantha bent over and rummaged through the bags. She lifted out a short white Ra-Ra style skirt and then a pink blouse with short puffy sleeves. 

“Here  you  go,  Janie,  I  like  this  ensemble.”  Samantha  held  them  out  to  him. 

“Unless you want to wear the gown with your little willy poking out, I suggest you slip these clothes on. I don’t mind either way.” 

John placed his hands down to hide his penis. 

“You’ll find everything is in pretty feminine colours and the skirts are short. You have good legs, you need to show them off,” Samantha continued. 

He was trapped again. There was nothing else to wear. Samantha had tricked him. 

Samantha wandered out of the room saying, “Hurry up, Janie. I want you to be a good sissy.” Her footsteps tracked back downstairs. 

Suzanne tutted and said. “Yes, hurry up and put the skirt on. You can’t have that erection poking out like that all day. I must say, you appear excited by all this. I didn’t expect that.” 

“I hate it, Suzie. This is horrible.” 

She  walked  forward  and  lifted  his  erection.  “It  doesn’t  look  like  you’re  hating  it from where I’m standing.” She let it drop. “I’m waiting.” 

He  slipped  out  of  the  gown  and  picked  up  the  little  mini  skirt  Samantha  had chosen.  He  pulled  it  on,  the  elasticated  waist  clung  to  his  trim  waist.  The  fine cotton  material  was  sexy  and  light.  He’d  have  loved  to  see  it  on  his  wife.  Or Samantha. The front of the little skirt pushed out. Suzanne spotted it. 

“See, you like it. Find some panties unless you want Samantha seeing your only sign of being male.” She giggled before adding. “Jane.” 

John  would  have  to  play  along  with  this  ridiculous  game  for  a  while  more.  And assess  the  realisation  that  Suzanne  seemed  to  be  enjoying  his  humiliation.  But there  was  something  more.  They  both  mentioned  him  being  a  sissy.  This  was exciting. He had thought Samantha was taking the opportunity to humiliate him, but there was something exhilarating in it. 

For now, he couldn’t think of a way out of the trap he had fallen into. A trap his wife  was  complicit  in.  At  least  it  was  all  happening  within  the  confines  of  the house.  His  torture  was  a  secret.  He  knew  his  best  option  was  to  go  along  with their  increasingly  extreme  instructions  for  now  and  look  for  an  escape  route. 

What that might be was not yet clear. 

With this in mind, John pulled on a light pair of panties and the pink blouse. He saw himself in the full-length mirror hanging on the opposite wall and felt a pang of shame. He looked ridiculous, a man in a girl’s skirt, blouse and panties. 

He pushed his hair to one side to try to give a more manly appearance to it. There was nothing he could do about the clothes. 

He  saw  Suzanne  in  the  mirror  reflection  with  a  full  smile.  He  felt  the  shame  of what  he  was  wearing  fall  across  him.  Suzanne  took  his  hand  and  led  him downstairs to the kitchen area to have breakfast. 

Samantha was waiting. She grinned and passed him a fresh cup of coffee. She’d never done that before. Was she treating him more kindly? He decided to try to relax, nothing was going to change this morning. But he looked down at his bare hairy legs and the tiny mini skirt. It had three light overlapping layers of material. 

He shook his head. Horror. 

Samantha asked him if he’d like toast. He nodded and she made it for him. This was  odd,  it  was  if  she  had  relaxed  with  him  feminised.  He  spent  breakfast  in silence trying to think what he could do. She had painted him into a corner. 

At  the  end  of  breakfast,  Samantha  and  Suzanne  cleared  the  kitchen  table.  This was  all  a nice  change.  John  remained sitting,  nursing  a  cup of  coffee.  He  stared idly into it as if he could find some inspiration to escape from his nightmare. An exciting nightmare. 

Samantha  and  Suzanne  chatted  about  the  weather  and  news  items.  Samantha passed  him  a  fresh  coffee  and  said,  “My  beauty  therapist  comes  once  a  month and will be here tomorrow. I’ve added a couple of hours to her time so she can do you both too. It’s part of our arrangement so there’s no need to worry about the cost.”  She  smiled  for  a  second.  “I  need  to  finish  some  paperwork.  Enjoy  your Saturday. Girls.” 

She wandered off with the word girls echoing around John’s head. On the bright side, he’d finally get his hair cut tomorrow. It was long and untidy- He’d go for a short crop haircut. As masculine as possible. 



Chapter 11 

Makeover Sunday 

It was Sunday morning and John was sitting on a chair in the utility room. It was behind the kitchen. Suzanne had had her hair and nails done and left. Samantha was  in  the  reclined  having  her  beauty  treatment:  painted  nails  and  eyebrow thinning. 

The beautician was Charlotte. She had long straightened bleached hair, black false eyelashes  and  fingernails  with  a  luminous  patterns  on  them. Her  short  red  skirt was tight and her tight pink jumper clung to her large breasts. 

She appeared excited to see John. Samantha had dressed him in a tiny red tartan pleated  mini-skirt  and  pink  pullover.  At  least  his  shoes  were  flat.  Charlotte  told him he was pretty in her high-pitched voice. 

John crossed his arms across his chest in a sulk. Now three women had seen him looking ridiculous. 

Samantha got up from her chair inspecting her nails. Charlotte motioned John to the beauty chair. 

She sat with a thump. “I’d like my hair shaved short,” he said. 

Samantha and Charlotte chuckled. “Charlotte,” said Samantha. “You know what I want for her.” 

John glared at her. No one was asking him what he wanted. 

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

“Ears pierced? Are you crazy?” John called out. “What are you talking about?” 

“Yes, she needs pierced ears. Do that first would you, Charlotte dear?” Samantha ignored him. 

John looked around with panic. 

Charlotte  put  her  hand  into  her  bag  and  produced  a  staple  type  machine.  She moved it to his left ear lobe. He swung his head away. 

Charlotte giggled like a little girl. “Stop moving, Janie, or there’ll be an accident. I don’t want to staple your nose.” 

Samantha stared coldly. “Jane. You’re going to have your ears pierced no matter what you say. I agreed this with Suzanne this morning. It’ll be easier for you if you accept this to avoid problems.” 

He  considered  his  predicament.  It  was  enough  time  for  Charlotte  to  act.  She clicked on one earlobe and then the other in a swirl of practised movement. He put his hand to one lobe then the other. He had two small rings in each lobe. 

Charlotte leaned down and looked at him from inches away. “Lovely.” She stood again. “I’ll make your hair pretty.” She pulled at it and tutted. “It’s long but untidy. 

Not very girly.” 

She spun John’s chair around on its wheels. He had his back to a large sink. She pushed his head down and washed it. This wasn’t so bad. John forgot about the earrings for a while as he thought about getting his hair cropped short. And that Charlotte’s enormous tits were almost in his face. 

He  felt  Charlotte  put  gel  in  his  hair  and  she  then  sat  him  up.  “Wait  for  twenty minutes while the gel takes effect.” She placed a towel around his neck. 

“What effect?” 

She ignored his question, humming an out of tune song. He assumed it was some kind  of  hair  conditioner.  He  had  spit  ends  so  that  made  sense.  Samantha  made coffee for them and they sipped on the drink and waited. 

After  twenty  minutes,  Charlotte  pushed  his  head  back  over  the  sink  and  she rinsed  his  hair  through.  She  sat  him  up  again,  dried  his  hair  with  the  towel  and combed it through. 

“I could give her a pretty bob style, Sam? Until it grows longer?” 

“No. Cut it all off,” John said. “And no more her.” 

“A bob would be perfect, Charlotte,” said Samantha. 

He supposed this would be a little shorter. Charlotte worked with her comb and scissors  and  finished  by  styling  with  it  a  hair-dryer  and  brush.  She  brushed  it under his chin which seemed odd. 

Charlotte  finished  on  his  hair  and  set  to  work  on  his  face  with  her  brushes. 

Samantha  pushed  his  head  back  and  told  him  to  close  his  eyes  and  enjoy  the 

experience. He gave up. Eventually, he thought it was pleasurable to have a young lady applying soft brushes to his face and eyes. 

Samantha stood over him as Charlotte babbled a constant stream of chat about TV, actors and pop stars. She applied something to his lips. She took his hands and painted his nails and then worked on his toes. The feeling was of pampering and he  let  it  continue  although  knowing  he  should  be  fighting  it. He  felt  beaten.  He allowed himself the excuse that it was what Suzanne had agreed for him. 

After a short time, Charlotte told him to open his eyes. He popped his lids open stiffly and they felt sticky. Charlotte stood in front of him and was holding a small square  mirror  to  his  face.  He  peered  in  the  mirror.  He  was  looking  at  a  woman with a bright blond female hairstyle, red lipstick and full make-up. His bobbed hair framed 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?” 



Chapter 12 

Smooth and pretty 

“We haven’t finished yet, Janie,” smiled Samantha. “Soon you’ll look like a true sissy.” 

John continued to look at the woman staring back in the mirror, 

“Up you get, Jane, and remove your clothes,” said Charlotte. 

“What?” said John, still staring at the woman in the mirror. 

Charlotte frowned. “How else can I get rid of all the nasty hair on your body? Look at your legs. You’re in a pretty skirt with nice legs. And hair. Yuk.” 

“I’m not stripping naked,” said John. 

Samantha and Charlotte tugged at his pink pullover. In one movement it was off. 

He raised his arms to cover his chest and Samantha tugged his skirt down to his ankles. He grabbed his panties to keep them on. 

“And your panties,” Samantha instructed. 

He stood up from the chair and backed away from Samantha. He didn’t consider Charlotte  to  be  any  threat.  She  knelt  by  the  side  of  him,  pulled  down  on  his panties  with  both  hands  and  tugged  them  to  his  ankles.  Charlotte  raised  her eyebrows in feigned innocence. He was standing naked with the panties around his ankles. He put his hands over his penis. 

“You can’t do this. Suzanne will be angry,” he said. 

“No she won’t, I told her what we’ll be doing,” said Samantha. “She understood.” 

Understood  was  different  to  agreed,  thought  John.  Nonetheless,  Samantha  told him to stand still, “Like a good sissy.” Charlotte turned back and laughed, seeing his penis erect. And throbbing. 

“Charlotte, remove all her body hair as I described,” Samantha said then left. 

Charlotte whipped the panties away from his ankles. John stood like a statue, his penis stuck out in the air like a small pole. The cool air seemed to flow around it, stinging it with coolness. He winced at the humiliating exposure. 

Charlotte hunched her shoulders and smiled. “Cute,” she said. 

He didn’t know why his humiliation and exposed erection was cute but Charlotte seemed to think it was. 

“I’m sorry about this, I know the situation is a little.” She thought for a moment. 

“Odd. Samantha is my best customer so I go along with what she asks. You’re not the  first  male  I’ve  depilated  for  her  and  I’m  sure  you  won’t  be  the  last.  Try  to relax, Jane.” 

He looked to the ceiling. Relax? That was impossible. He was naked with a strong erection  poking  out.  His  foreskin  was  fully  retracted  in  front  of  a  blond  woman he’d met one hour ago. 

Charlotte  slapped  on  a  pair  of  blue  latex  surgical  gloves.  She  tied  a  long  white plastic  apron  around  her  waist  and  neck.  She  knelt  and  put  a  forefinger  and thumb on his exposed penis head to hold it away from her face as she bent down A sharp rush of electricity raced from his penis to his chest. He shuddered as she inspected his balls. 

“A lot of hair to remove,” she said. 

She let go and squeezed hair remover cream from a tube onto her gloved hands. 

She rubbed it over his legs, arms and body, except around his balls and penis. She scrapped it off after a few minutes. She wiped  the hair  residue and cream on a length of paper towel. She left the hair around his genitals. 

She led him to the shower cubicle in the corner of the utility room. His penis was rock-hard  rigid.  Charlotte  didn’t  bother  to  avoid  it.  It  was  as  if  it  were unimportant,  part  of  her daily work. She held  it  to  one  side with  two fingers  as she ran the shower head over his body. 

She turned off the shower and grasped his erection. She led him to the chair with it. She let go. She laid a long blue paper towel over the length of the reclined chair and told him to get on and lay back. He laid on the chair feeling stupid with his erection pointing to the air. 

She applied shaving gel around his genitals. He closed his eyes as she shaved his pubic hair away with a razor. He felt a rush of anticipation rise from the depth of his balls. He was worried he was going to cum. 

She wiped around his erection and over his balls. “You can open your eyes now,” 

said Charlotte. 

He opened his eyes and saw Charlotte beaming at him at the side of the chair. He sat up and looked over his body. He had no hair except for one prominent area. 

She had formed a triangle of pubic hair above his penis. 

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

“It’s  what  Samantha  asked  for,”  she  said.  “I’ll  call  Samantha  before  you  get dressed so she can have a look. I have to check she’s happy.” 

John  slid  off  the  chair  as  Charlotte  called  Samantha.  A  few  minutes  later,  she strolled  into  the  room.  Behind  her,  Suzanne  followed.  He  hadn’t  expected  her. 

She looked him over expectantly. 

“Perfect,” purred Samantha. She turned to Suzanne. “You see, I was right. I said he’d accept it without any fuss.” 

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

Samantha’s  face  grew  into  a  smirk.  “Jane,  get  dressed  and  you  can  get  on  with your  day  off.  There’s  a  good  girl.”  She  pointed  at  his  erection.  “Put  that  nasty thing away, I don’t want it spitting at us.” 

The three women laughed. 

Samantha said, “Wait a moment, I almost forgot.” She turned to Charlotte. “You have it?” 

Charlotte walked up behind John and slipped on a white bra around his chest. She tucked two breast forms into the cups. 

John looked down at it. Defeated. As the women waited, he pulled on the little tartan skirt. Better to be covered than nothing. He did up the pink blouse over his new bra.  Was  this  indignity worth  it  for a  supposed better  lifestyle?  So his  wife could have a better life? Maybe for now, he thought. This could not go on, that was sure. 

He pulled up his stockings. It was not what he wanted but it was either that or be cold. A jolt of excitement shot through his stomach and down to his penis. Who said it wasn’t what he wanted? 



Chapter 13 

A change of status 

The feelings of excitement shocked him. He needed to be alone to process his thoughts.  The  women  were  busy  chatting  in  the  kitchen  and  he  now  had  free time. He could not leave the house in these clothes so he wandered into the living room. He sat on the sofa wondering what to do with himself. 

He sat back. His little skirt lay sexily over his smooth stockings and hairless legs. 

Something in him was lighter, more released. He was not in heavy jeans or a thick shirt. The skirt was light and sexy, the pullover soft and the stockings smooth on his  hairless  legs.  He  shook  his  head,  enjoying  the  sensation  of  his  hair  falling around his face and neck. 

He placed his hands on his knees. Pink shiny nail varnish glinted. 

“What am I doing?” he suddenly said to himself. Anger shot through him. He had been enjoying the feeling of femininity. He had to fight this not embrace it. 

Samantha was winning and had sucked Suzanne into accepting his humiliation. He needed a clear head and to plan his escape from this feminisation torture. Only, it wasn’t exactly torture. 

He needed to think. This situation was not normal. In some ways, it was blackmail. 

Samantha was using her power to force him to dress like a girl for her amusement and his subjugation. Why did he like that? He had to get those feelings out of his head. 

Suzanne came in at that moment. “Isn’t Samantha naughty.” It was a statement, not a question. “But I’m impressed with how this is working out. We’re living an incredible  lifestyle.  And  I’m  impressed  how  you’ve  thrown  yourself  into  this change to give me this lifestyle.” She leaned down and kissed him on one cheek. 

“I haven’t had much choice.” 

She  ignored  him.  “I’m  pleased  you’ve  accepted  Samantha’s  changes.  They  are important  to  her  and,  for  us.  It  means  we  are  financially  secure  and  living  in luxury. It’s a small price for you to pay, wearing female clothes.” she stoked his head and ran a finger through his hair. 

“Samantha  pointed  out  society  says  they  are  women’s  clothes  and  women’s hairstyles. Maybe society is wrong, why can’t males wear them too? Who said it was  women  who  shaved  their  bodies  and  not  men.  Who  said  Jane  had  to  be  a girl’s name?” she said. “I’m proud of you, Jane. You’ve accepted what most men can’t get their head around.” 

He nodded sullenly. In his mind, this was less about acceptance of different norms and more about Samantha humiliating him. But it was all for Suzanne and he had to accept this for now. 

“Suzanne,  we  need  to  discuss  my  situation  with  Samantha.  I’m  trapped  in  the house, I can’t go out looking like this.” 

Suzanne looked confused. “I don’t know why you can’t. I just explained they are not women’s clothes but anyone, man or woman, should be able to look like this. 

But  go  ahead  and  talk  to  her.  She  won’t  change  her  mind.  I  know  Samantha. 

Anyway, I like seeing you this way. Now I’m used to it.” 

John saw  there was little point in discussing this  with her. Samantha had got to her.  By  the  evening,  John  was  bored.  He  had  watched  hours  of  TV.  Samantha wandered  into  the  living  room.  Suzanne  followed  her,  carrying  a  plastic  carrier bag. 

“We need to have a chat, Jane,” Samantha said sternly. 

John groaned, anxious at her tone. What now? 

“It’s  about  your  living  accommodation.  Now  you’re  a  housemaid,  things  are different. I’ve spoken with Suzanne and, although she didn’t understand at first, she now sees my point. She’s moving out of your current shared bedroom to her own bedroom on the next floor.” 

John tried to process this information. He addressed his wife. “Move out of our bedroom? We’re husband and wife. I’m only doing this for you.” 

“Jane,”  John  winced  at  hearing  his  wife  calling  him  Jane.  “Our  relationship  has changed.” 

“What?” He stood up in frustration. This was real. They were serious. 

“Samantha pointed out how you’d adapted to femininity. You’ve transformed into a sissy girl and penetration is a masculine act. You shouldn’t do it any more.” 

“Suzanne, what are you on about?” She seemed to not be making much sense to him. 

“I’ll call you when I need pleasuring but you will give me oral. Our relationship has changed.  Samantha  has  explained  how  things  should  be.  And  for  that,  we  can’t sleep  together.  It’s  too  risky.  I  might  forget  you’re  a  sissy  girl.  Samantha  said  it won’t be good for your development.” 

Samantha sat beside her smiling smugly. 

“Suzanne,” John pleaded. “Please. No.” 

“Mistress Suzanne,” Suzanne said. 

Samantha watched, content. 

Suzanne  continued.  “I  want  you  to  wear  something.  Samantha  explained  that sissies can’t be trusted.” Suzanne rummaged in the carrier bag and pulled out a small box and opened it. 

Samantha spoke, “Jane, lift the front of your dress and pull down your panties.” 

John looked from Suzanne to Samantha, his mouth wide in surprise. He lifted the hem of his dress. Why not, Samantha had seen it all now and worse. 

“Panties to your ankles,” said Samantha. 

“Why?” His voice caught in his throat. 

The two women waited arms folded. He had to do this. He held the hem in one hand and slid down his panties with the other and let them fall to his ankles. 

“Lift your dress higher,” ordered Samantha. 

John  immediately  pulled  it up  to his  stomach.  His  penis  sprung  to  attention.  He felt ashamed to be exposed, standing in front of his wife and her sister. Exposed and humiliated. 

Suzanne took a pink plastic device out of the box. It was shaped like a penis. He looked  down  as  she  clipped  it  around  his  penis  and  pulled  his  balls  through  an attached  ring.  She  tightened  it  around  his  erection.  He  cried  out  in  pain  as  she squeezed it into the cage. He lost his erection in an instant s she struggled with the cage. 

Suzanne clipped a padlock onto the top of the device and turned a little key in a lock  on  the  padlock.  She  stood  up  and  back.  His  penis  was  encased  in  a  plastic chastity cage. It was struggling to become erect again but there was now nowhere for it to grow. 

“That should work,” said Samantha. “We have to lock it away. We need to control your sissy desires. We don’t want nasty messes on the sheets.” 

John’s  penis  strained  against  the  pink  plastic.  Samantha’s  gaze  fixed  on  him.  A smile  grew  across  her  face.  She  was  tightening  the  screw.  And  now  she  had Suzanne on her side. 



Chapter 14 

Preparations 

The week passed in a haze of serving and cleaning. It was Thursday and John sat in  the  living  room  nursing  a  cup  of  coffee,  thinking,  brooding.  He  had  finished cleaning for the day. Samantha had gone to her company offices and Suzanne was at work. And Charlotte had left after giving him an hour’s beauty treatment. 

He was wearing his black maid’s dress and stockings. At least it didn’t have those petticoats underneath like his evening wear. He couldn’t get used to the chastity cage but he had no choice. 

Now  he’d  stopped  working,  he  worried  about  what  Samantha  had  said  before she’d left that morning. She was hosting the Local Business Women’s Association that evening at home. She was the President. John’s role was to wait on them. His entire body was like jelly. 

Samantha had ordered the food pre-prepared which was a minor consolation. He was going to have to serve ten women while wearing his  pink maid’s dress with the petticoats and high heels. Samantha would not listen to reason. She had told him, “You will wear the uniform. End of discussion.” 

How  could  Suzanne  go  along  with  this?  Samantha  had  even  invited  Suzanne  to join them. And she’d agreed. He felt nauseous at the prospect. 

Charlotte had given him his makeover: a quick hairstyle and touched up his makeup. She had applied false nails and re-done his toe and fingernails with bright pink nail  polish.  Samantha  had  also  told  him  not  to  worry.  All  her  guests  were successful  alpha  females.  They  would  be  untroubled  seeing  him  as  a  sissy housemaid.  She  said  a  couple  had  their  own  live-in  sissy  maids  so  he  was  not unusual and he shouldn’t worry. That didn’t help. 

The doorbell rang and John’s stomach turned. He was going to have to answer it dressed as a maid. More and more people were seeing him this way. This was the evening’s  food  and  drink  delivery.  He  knew  from  Samantha  it  was  a  company owned by one of her associates from the Business Association. 

He  got  up  with  a  heavy  reluctance,  as  if  gravity  had  doubled.  He  took  a  deep breath and walked to the front door. He opened it a crack. A skinny young lady 

with a ponytail stood bored and holding a large box. She wore ripped jeans and a blue jumper with a circular company logo on the front saying ‘Franny’s Food’. 

Her face dropped in surprise as she saw he was a man in a dress and makeup. She coughed, composed herself. “Delivery for Samantha Stone.” 

“Come in. I’ll show you where to leave it all,” he said attempting to sound normal. 

He  saw  with  horror  there  was  another  young  lady  behind  her  carrying  a  large platter of food. 

He  opened  the  door  further,  hiding  behind  it.  He  didn’t  want  to  be  spotted  by anyone else. The two girls walked in looking back at him as they passed. The first girl  was  trying  to  suppress  a  giggle.  John  closed  the  door.  He  led  them  into  the kitchen more conscious than ever of his humiliating housemaid dress. 

“Leave the trays on the work surface, girls.” 

They  stared  at  him  for  an  instant.  They  put  the  platter  and  box  on  the  work surface and returned to their van to collect more food and oft drink bottles. They returned. John stayed in the kitchen. The first girl was straining not to laugh. The other had an amused glint in her eyes. 

John’s face was flush with embarrassment. The first girl stopped in front of him. 

“You’re  not  the  first  French  maid  we’ve  seen  around  here.  You’d  be  surprised. 

Seems to be a thing.” She sniffed. “Sign here, it’s the receipt of delivery form.” 

Once done, John followed them to the door and shut it behind them with relief. 

He heard their excited chatter dying away as they walked to their van. 

He returned to the living room and was about to sit when the house phone rang. 

John answered it. “Samantha Stone’s residence.” 

It was Samantha. “I’m on my way home. I want to see you in the pink dress and white high heels but leave off the stockings. I have a present for you.” 

That was not good news. 



Chapter 15 

Something for the evening 

“I want you looking your best for the event. I’ve brought you a suspender belt and  stockings  for  the  evening.  It  will  look  more  professional  than  the  hold-up stockings you’ve been using.” 

He swallowed hard. It had not been good news. And his penis tried to surge at the thought of wearing suspenders. It came up against the cage. 

She  hung  up.  He  went  to  his  room  and  changed  to  the  pink  dress  with  the petticoats. He sat on the bed and put his chin on his hands and waited. Twenty minutes later, he heard Samantha enter the house downstairs. He went down to the hall where she was removing her coat and boots. He curtsied to her, holding the hem of the tiny flared dress. The petticoats rustled as he dipped. 

Samantha  smirked  and  told  him  she  was  looking  forward  to  the  evening.  John found  himself  gazing  at  her.  There  was  something  different  about  her  since  he had started living there. His constrained penis tried to stir. He watched her. It was her  assertive  confidence  and  her  utter  domination.  He  did  not  understand  why this was having an intoxicating effect on him. But it was. 

Samantha  handed  him  a  packet.  “These  are  you  stockings  and  suspenders  for tonight.” 

John took them feigning a lack of enthusiasm. In his chest, his heart thumped with anticipation. 

Samantha put her hands on her hips. “I’ve given you a present, sissy. I expect you to curtsy and say, thank you Mistress.” 

John bowed his head and curtsied without argument. “Thank you, Mistress.” For the  first  time  since  he’d  moved  in,  he  thought  this  is  what  she  deserved.  How odd? 

Samantha smiled broadly and replied: “You sounded like you meant that, Janey.” 

Surprise registered her voice. She shrugged and led him into the living area 

“Let’s get these sexy sissy suspenders on you.” 

Samantha  lifted  the  bottom  of  his  dress  to  his  belly.  His  bulging  chastity  cage pushed  out  his  panties.  She  knelt  and  put  the  white  suspender  belt  around  his bare waist. She produced a key from her handbag and pulled down his  panties. 

She unlocked the cage and it fell to the floor. 

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

Her face was inches from his swelling penis. John had muddled feelings. He felt a strong attraction to her swooping over him. Samantha had always made it clear she  disliked  him.  Now  she  had  feminised  him,  she  had  mellowed.  With  this change, he started to feel something for her: sexual attraction. 

His penis was hard and erect. 

“What do we have here, Jane?” 

She flicked his erection with a forefinger. She removed his shoes and slid on the new stockings. They were sheer and shiny. 

“Keep your dress front up while I fix the stockings to the belt.” 

How quickly he had gone from sulky moody brother-in-law to her putting him in stocking  with  his  exposed  erection  inches  from  her  face.  The  world  moves  in unexpected ways. His cock was straining hard at the closeness of her face. It was exhilarating. He was worried he would not be able to control it. 

“Don’t  tell  me  you  don’t  like  my  present,  Janey.  The  evidence  indicates otherwise.”  She  laughed  with  a  glint  of  mischief  in  her  voice.  “I  don’t  want  you serving  my business colleagues  with  a  nasty  erection  on  show.  I  need  to  tuck  it away so you look pretty and feminine.” She tapped his erection. “No nasty male bits on show.” 

It was agonising. She was so close and his erection was throbbing. 

“Wait here while I get something to help.” 

He dropped the dress down but as it was so short it rested on top of his throbbing and desperate erection. A small drip of pre-cum formed on the end. 

Samantha  left  and  returned  carrying  a  plastic  bowl  .  She  held  it  in  front  of  his erect penis. 

“Milk yourself into the bowl. I want you to clear out all your nasty male fluid for tonight. I don’t want you dripping in your panties. Yuk.” 

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

“Yes. I’m going to have to implement regular milking sessions to clear this out of you. Maybe three of four times a day. It’s not a pleasant thought but better than you having damp patches. Sissies get excited being sissies in my experience. Hurry up, we don’t have all night.” 

John’s eyes went wide as dinner plates. She has experience in turning men into sissies?  Samantha  stood  up  still  holding  the  bowl  to  the  end  of  his  erection.  A heady mix of shame and excitement flowed through him. He shuddered. She was serious. He wanted to do this but, at the same time, he didn’t. It was so personal. 

She  would  become  angry  if  he  didn’t  do  this  and  he  didn’t  want  to  upset  his Mistress.  He  put  his  hand  to  the  exposed  head  of  his  erection.  He  rubbed  it between two fingers. He could feel the explosion building. Samantha looked as if she  were  sucking  on  a  lemon. Suddenly,  his  juices  spurted  out  in  ecstatic  relief. 

They hit the bowl with a dull ping. He screwed his face in pleasure. 

She gave him the bowl to hold. “I’ll get some tissues and wet wipes.” 

She went to the coffee table and pulled out a wad of tissues and passed them to him. She fished in her hand bag and took out a small packet if wipes. 

“Clean yourself up and get to work. My first guest will be arriving soon. You need to be ready to answer the door and take their coats and jackets,” 

He wiped his discharge under Samantha’s withering stare. If this was bad, worse humiliations were to come that evening. Ten guests? 



Chapter 16 

Dinner party 

John’s limp penis hung into the bowl filled with his slimy fluid. A damp smell rose to his nostrils and horror filled his mind at what had happened. He wiped around his penis and dumped the wipe in the bowl. 

At that moment, the front door squealed opened. Suzanne called out, “Hello.” 

“In here, Suzy,” replied Samantha. 

John dropped the front of his dress to cover his soft penis. He put the bowl on the coffee  table.  Suzanne  wandered  into  the  living  room.  Her  eyes  fixed  on  the unusual scene before her. She looked over his new stockings, the suspender belt. 

She looked into the small bowl. His panties were still around his ankles. Samantha tapped his shoulder as a reminder to curtsy to his wife. He curtsied. 

“Good evening, Mistress Suzanne,” he said. 

“What’s been going on here?” Suzanne looked perplexed. 

“I  had  to  oversee  Jane’s  milking,  She  was  getting  too  excited.  An  accident  was brewing.” 

“Oh,” said Suzanne. 

Samantha turned to John. “Pull your panties up, clean out the bowl and get ready for the evening.” 

He  spent  the  next  hour  laying  the  table  ready  for  the  meal.  He  glanced  at  the clock in the dining room. It was 7.50 pm; the first guests would be arriving soon. 

His stomach did a turn inside. The doorbell rang. He froze. 

“Jane, get the door,” Samantha’s voice called out from the living area. 

He went through to the living area on the way to the hall. Samantha and Suzanne were  wearing  black  cocktail  dresses.  He  had  never  seen  his  wife  in  this  dress before;  he  guessed  it  was  a  present  from  Samantha.  He  tottered  to  the  door, opened it and hid behind. Two ladies entered without looking back at him. 

They stopped and waited. Samantha came into the hall and they swapped cheek kisses. Suzanne followed and Samantha introduced her sister. More cheek kisses. 

“Take their coats, Jane,” said Samantha. 

John came out from the corner. He took the first lady’s coat. Neither had looked at him hiding in the shadows of the hall. His bright pink short dress, petticoats and long legs caught their attention. They took a double-take. 

“Is that a man?” said one of them. 

“Not  exactly,  Annabelle,”  Samantha  replied.  “My  sissy  housemaid  to  be  more accurate.” 

The two ladies stared, their mouths open. The start of a smile grew in their eyes. 

They burst into laughter. John cringed. 

“Come this way ladies. Jane will bring you drinks,” Samantha ushered them into the living area. 

He hung their coats on wall hooks. One of the guests was telling Samantha about how marvellous she had a sissy maid- “I want one.” He heard them laugh. 

He  wondered  if  anything  could  get  worse.  His  penis  was hard  again  despite  the earlier milking. He hated this humiliation and yet it also aroused him. How could he enjoy something he hated? The feeling of wearing a little frilly dress, the high heels,  the  stockings.  They  made  him  exhilarated.  Conflicting  emotions  coursed through his mind. 

At that moment, Samantha poked her head into the hall. She spotted his erection poking his panties out below the ultra short dress. John mused it was more of a frill around his waist than a dress. 

Samantha marched over and grabbed his penis through his panties. 

“Come  with  me,  sissy,”  she  said  through  gritted  teeth.  “Suzanne,  come  here would you?” 

Suzanne appeared in the hall to see her sister holding on to John’s penis. 

“Suzanne. She has an erection again. Despite the milking.” 

Suzanne looked shocked. “Jane, I’m disappointed with you. I’ve never known you so  turned  on  before.  What  is  your  problem?  It  seems  you’re  excited  about wearing a little dress in front of other women? I’m horrified by your behaviour. 

Go  to  the  utility  room  and  milk  yourself  dry.  How  dare  you  even  think  to  face Samantha’s friends with a nasty erection.” 

Samantha grinned an unpleasant smile. and pulled him by his penis to the utility room behind the kitchen. “Drop your panties.” She stood with folded arms. 

He pulled down his panties to try to assuage her anger. He couldn’t help it if he got hard. Suzanne entered the room and folded her arms too. They were starting to mirror each other, he thought. It was like being with two Samanthas. 

“Bend over,” ordered Samantha. 

John wasn’t sure what was going on. He did as she said. Samantha swung her arm and landed a massive slap on his bare bottom. He jumped up holding his behind with a hurt expression. 

“Bend over again, sissy-girl. I won’t have you appearing in front of my guests with an  erection.  You’re  a  sissy  and  this  has  to  stop.  I  should  have  caged  your  little clitty.” 

John  bent  over.  It  wasn’t  his  fault  he  was  hard.  Why  was  they  blaming  him? 

Samantha landed four more slaps with the palm of her hand. His bottom burned with a red glow. 

Samantha put her hands on her hips. “I don’t want to see you with an erection again tonight.” 

“Get rid of the erection, Jane. Milk yourself. Quickly,” Suzanne said. 

John’s  erect  penis  stood  out  from  below  the  hem  of  the  dress.  The  two  guests wandered  to  the  kitchen  and  saw  the  scene  in  the  utility  room  beyond.  John started to rub his penis horrified at a wider audience. 

Suzanne  passed  him  a  piece  of  kitchen  roll.  “Cum  into  that.”  She  snorted  in exasperation. 

He felt the orgasmic eruption coming. He screwed his face as the pressure built. 

Samantha growled. “Hurry up. We don’t have all night.” 

That did it. He exploded his cum into the paper towel with a satisfied grunt. After a  moment  of  intense  pleasure  his  feeling  retreated  into  the  despair  of  the humiliation. 

“Clean up and get out there and serve our guests,” said Samantha. 

John wiped himself and pulled back his panties. 

The next eight guests arrived one by one. Each one surprised to see John as the sissy maid. 

John served glasses of wine and snacks from a tray. As the evening wore on, the noise  level  of  the  conversations  increased.  The  conversations  turned  from business to having sissy maids serve them. 

After an hour and a half, Samantha clinked a glass and called the room to listen. 

“Ladies, please gather round. Jane, come here.” 

John wandered to her, his head down expecting the worst. 

“When  you  have  a  sissy  maid,  be  sure  to  put  them  in  a  short  maid’s  dress.  It makes them more pliant and submissive. This is how we like them, no?” 

She put out her arms to John. His face burned with shame. The ladies laughed. 

“Janey  no  body  hair,  except  a  little  feminine  triangle  of  pubes  above  her  little bits.” She lifted the front of his dress, fiddled between the petticoats. She pulled down the front of his panties. The women leaned forward to see his little pubic triangle of hair. 

She flicked his panties back up. “Run along and serve more food and drink, sissy.” 

He scurried away as everyone laughed. 

The conversation became even louder as the evening wore on. The women were having a great time. John’s feet ached as went to and fro serving the group. 

By midnight, they had left and John was exhausted. 

Samantha beamed with tired satisfaction. “That went well. You did well, sissy. Go to  his  bed  as  tomorrow  you  have  another  big  day.  You  will  be  driving  me  to Manchester for business meetings. Remember? You’re my driver too.” 

He slumped with concern. He had nothing to wear apart from short dresses and skirts. “I can’t go out in a little maid’s dress or those tiny mini skirts you gave me, Mistress.” 

Samantha smiled gently. “Of course not, I have a suit for you. And a driver’s cap.” 

John  sighed  a deep breath  of  relief, despite  the  idea  of  wearing a  stupid cap.  It wasn’t as stupid as a maid’s dress. He scurried to bed. Finally he’d get out of the house. And out of these stupid dresses and into a man’s suit. He slept like a baby. 



Chapter 17 

The Driver 

John waited for Samantha in the kitchen. The white glossy wall units reflected the morning  sun  streaming  through  the  window.  Spring  brought  the  promise  of warmth. 

He  was  wearing  Suzanne’s  short  white  gown.  His  pink  satin  baby-doll  nightie peeked  out  from  a  gap  in  the  gown.  He  fiddled  with  his  small  ring  earrings through lengthening blond hair. It felt great around his neck and ears. 

He’d  made  breakfast  for  Suzanne  before  she’d  left  for  work.  She  had  told  him Samantha wanted him to have real breasts. Samantha felt it was necessary to give him a proper perspective of his burgeoning femininity. She going to pay for breast surgery to make it permanent. He was shocked. Then he found the idea exciting. 

His feet and legs ached from the night serving in four-inch stiletto heels. Today he was  going  to  venture  out  of  the  house  for  the  first  time  since  Samantha  had forced  into  wearing  humiliating  female  clothes.  Sissy  maid  clothes  as  Samantha called them. He had to drive Samantha to Manchester. He hummed a tune as he made himself a coffee. 

Samantha strode in holding a light powder-blue suit on a wooden hanger. He felt a rush of disappointment wash over him. It was a suit and he’d grown to love the feel of a dress. The shade was not masculine. That was a concern if he was to be seen outside. At least it wasn’t yellow or pink. 

But he was going to be wearing trousers for the first time in a while. The idea was not as attractive as he thought it might be. 

He couldn’t go out in a skirt or a dress, that would be ridiculous. Last night before he fell asleep, he realised he was thankful to Samantha for introducing him to this lifestyle. It was erotic. That had it’s problems too. He was always hard. 

Samantha flicked her fingers to break him from his daydream. “Put this on, Janey. 

It’s your driver uniform.” A smile lit across her face. 

She placed the suit on the kitchen work surface. She placed a peaked cap in the same powder blue on top and a pair of white leather gloves by the side. 

John took it and breathed a sigh. The gloves would hide his coloured nails and he should be able to bundle his hair inside the cap. A shame but needs must. When he  was  brushing  his  hair  that  morning,  he  saw  the  girl’s  style  suited  him.  He’d styled it and put on a little hairspray to hold it in place. 

He  picked  up  the  suit.  Samantha  watched  with  her  eyes  wide  and  sparkling.  He slipped  the  jacket  off  the  hanger.  Something  was  wrong.  The  jacket  was  short. 

And there were no trousers only a small square material clipped to the bar of the hanger. It was the same colour as the jacket but was about six inches long. Were they shorts? 

The  trousers  are  missing,  Mistress.”  He  looked  up  at  Samantha.  “It  looks  like there’s a pair of shorts here.” 

“Trousers? I have no idea what you’re talking about. You are a silly sissy.” 

John unclipped the shorts and held them out in front of him. What was this? They were lined in a lighter shade of blue and had a zip for the flies. They were shorts? 

Strange. The back label was by the zip. The zip was at the back? They had no join. 

It was like a tube of material. It hit him. It was a pencil skirt. 

“It’s a skirt,” he said. 

“Yes. And?” 

“Where are the trousers?” 

“Don’t be silly, Janey. Put the jacket and skirt on, bra and breast forms. Then get the car into the driveway in five minutes. I want you dressed in the full driver’s outfit with a white blouse, black high heels and tan stockings.” 

Samantha  walked  out  leaving  John  holding  the  ‘suit’.  He  carried  it  back  to  his bedroom.  He  found  his  white  blouse,  stockings,  shoes  and  jacket.  He  pulled  on the skirt. It was tight around his bottom and hips. He tried to walk and found his steps were restricted by the skirt. 

A feeling of warmth rose over him. He was elated he didn’t have to wear trousers. 

Samantha had changed him. Samantha called up the stairs telling him to hurry. He had to get to his Mistress. 

He put on the gloves and cap, He didn’t tuck it in the cap but let it hand around his Shoulders. He went downstairs. The skirt was so tight and short, it rode up as he  walked.  He  kept  tugging  on  it  to  try  to  keep  it  covering  his  panties.  He wondered how he was going to manage with something so small and tight. The 

tops  of  his  stocking  showed  below  the  hem.  He  knew  he  couldn’t  challenge Samantha, she knew what was best for him. 

He picked up the car keys from the kitchen and went through the access door and down  the  steps  to  the  garage  under  the  kitchen.  He  got  into  Samantha’s  large silver Mercedes car and pressed the controller on the centre console. The electric garage doors raised. Spring light burst in. 

He  drove  the  car  carefully  up  the  ramp  and  onto  the  driveway.  Samantha  was waiting. Sitting down had made his tight skirt ride up above the bottom half of his panties. His erection bulged through them. 

Samantha scowled at him saying something. He couldn’t hear her. He pressed the electric window button for the passenger window. 

“Jane, get out here and open the car door for me. Why would I do  that when I have a sissy driver?” 

John  felt  a  moment  of  apprehension,  aware  that  people  were  walking  about  in the street. 

“Mistress Samantha, I’m in a little skirt and a peaked cap. People will see. I look silly.” He instantly regretted what he said. 

“Get out and open the door for me. I don’t care who sees you or if you look silly,” 

screamed Samantha. 

Several passers-by looked over which was exactly what he didn’t want. He’d have to  try  to  not  antagonise  Samantha.  Samantha’s  wishes  came  first  anyway.  He opened his door and clambered out with difficulty, holding the cap to his head. He straightened himself up and pulled on his little skirt hem. 

It  was  a  bright  sunny  morning.  Pedestrians  passed  by  on  their  way  to  the  train station and bus stops for work. He walked around the huge car and opened the rear door. Samantha waited but didn’t get in. 

“Curtsey.” 

John  looked  around.  People  were  everywhere,  one  or  two  still  looked  after Samantha’s  outburst.  John  bent  his  left  knee  and  pushed  out  his  right  leg backwards while holding the tight hem of his skirt. 

Samantha  dipped  in and  settled  in  the  rear  seat.  “That’s  better.  Good  girl.  Now let’s get to Manchester. Business awaits” 

John closed her door and staggered back round to the driver’s side. He got in and pulled out of the drive and into the street. The feel of the stockings on his hairless legs engulfed him. The sexiness of the micro skirt sent electric waves to his chest. 

His hair flowed around his face and neck as he turned his head. 

He rubbed a gloved hand along one leg. It was smooth and sexy. Samantha was now in charge of his life and that was an amazing place to be. He had no money worries  and  no  responsibilities.  It  was  time  to  give  in  to  the  inevitable.  He  was free  and  a  strong  woman  was  in  charge.  Twp  strong  women  now  Suzanne  had changed. 

Jane  glanced  in  the  rear-view  mirror  to  see  Samantha  in  the  back.  He  felt adoration.  He  was  in  love  with  her  although  she  treated  him  as  an  inferior  and had no love for him. He loved both sisters. He saw his Mistress get out her smartphone and start to read her emails. He looked back to the road. 

Samantha glanced up at the back of the blond head of her driver and sissy maid. 

She’d seen him looking at her and smiled with satisfaction. Mission accomplished. 

Samantha’s Law was in effect. 


THE END 

 Dear Reader, 

 I  hope  you  enjoyed  A  Sister  in  Law’s  Law.  I  enjoyed  creating  the  character  of Samantha: I like to think I’m a little like her. 

 Please leave me a review. 

 If you enjoy forced feminisation and Female-Led Relationships, sign up to my real-life FLR and husband feminisation blog and newsletter.   

 You’ll get free & exclusive stories and offers, my latest blog posts on forced fem and FLRs and more. 

Subscribe to Lady Alexa’s newsletter .  

 Lady Alexa 

 xxx 



Visit my FLR website at: www.ladyalexauk.com/ 

Write to me at: ladyalexa@mail.com 

Also find me on: 

Fetlife 

 Tumbler 

 Pinterest 

 Twitter 
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Books By This Author 

Lockdown Feminization 1 



David  Amey  is  trapped  by  the  Covid  lockdown  at  the  home  of  famous  author, Fiona Ryder. Although he has none of his belongings with him, he begins work as her  personal  assistant  to  the  annoyance  of  Ellen  who  wanted  the  role  for  her niece. 

Ellen uses his enforced confinement and Fiona’s focus on her latest book to try to drive  David  away  by  making  his  life  difficult.  She  undermines  him  by  gradually forcing 

him 

into 

increasingly 

feminine 

clothing 

and 

styles. 

Fiona Ryder is distracted by her book and is  uninterested in what she considers his  petty  complaints  about  Ellen’s  behaviour  and  his  increasing  feminisation. 

Slowly, but surely, Ellen turns the screw of his feminisation and humiliation. 

Forced Feminization 1 



Seven 

forced-feminization 

stories 

for 

the 

price 

of 

one. 

A Sister-Law’s Law, an updated version of the Lady Alexa classic about a dominant sister-in-law 

and 

a 

submissive 

husband. 

The New Assistant - Another Lady Alexa classic about a powerful female executive who 

hires 

a 

young 

man 

to 

be 

her 

home 

assistant. 

Feminization is Compulsory - an updated version of this story about an explorer who  finds  a  female-only  tribe  in  the  remote  Amazonian  jungle.  What  is  their secret 

and 

where 

are 

the 

men? 

Email  Domination,  a  mystery  mistress  contacts  a  bored  husband  by  email. 

An Unusual Proposition sees an out-of-work marketing executive employed at an all-female company as a marketing assistant. He is asked to use only the products they 

promote: 

female 

products. 

Office Domination sees a young female manager take over at a macho office and shake 

things 

up 

Memoirs  of  a  Sissy  Maid,  the  true-life  story  of  how  a  repressed  sissy  was encouraged to come out by his assertive female friend. 

A Very Dominant Woman 



Aretta  Ademola  is  a  very  dominant  woman.  She  believes  in  the  superiority  of women 

and 

has 

a 

history 

of 

female 

domination. 

We later meet Stephen Hayley, a former marketing executive desperate for work. 

FemFirst has a female-only policy but are unable to find a suitable candidate for their  marketing  assistant  vacancy.  Marketing  President,  Aretta  Ademola, persuades 

the 


CEO 

to 


break 

company 

policy 

for 

Stephen. 

Aretta  insists  on  one  tiny  stipulation:  Stephen  must  agree  to  use  only  the products  the  company  markets  at  work  -  female  products  and  female  clothing. 

Aretta promises the products will be unisex. A  desperate Stephen  agrees to her stipulation. Aretta soon grows tired of having a man around the office. A change is coming. 

Office Feminization 



Georgina  Falkland  has  a  solution  for  boys  who’ve  done  bad  things.  Jamie  lost $56M for his financial trading company due to negligence. Unforunately for him, his boss is Georgina Falkland and she has just the thing to straighten him out. He’ll never 

make 

a 

bad 

trade 

again. 



He’ll  never  do  a  financial  trade  again.  He’ll  never  be  the  same  person  again following his mistake. He’ll never be Jamie again. 

The Sissy Within 



There’s  something  soft,  gentle  and  submissive  about  Stevie.  Something  sissy. 

Stevie’s best friend is a striking girl called Blue Summers. Blue is artistic, bold and strong. She sees that sissy something in her friend. And when Blue gets an idea in her head, nothing will stop her. Her idea is to find Stevie’s inner sissy. His gentle protestations are swept away as she guides him towards a new person - his sissy within. 



But there’s another lady about to come into his life and she also sees the same sissy 

inside 

Stevie. 

This 

new 

lady 

is 

not 

so 

caring. 

 

Follow Stevie as he fights his own feeling about his gradual transformation into a submissive sissy. 

The Woman’s World 



He is only male in a female-only commune.It’s time to fix that because masculinity is 

not 

an 

option. 



Follow the adventures of Vivian Abbey as he balances his wishes to remain with the commune with their wishes for it to remain female-only. The thing is. He finds certain attractions to being female. 

The Female Species 



Tom Allyson has to become a girl. It’s  just for a short time. He  takes a job for a company  where  he  needs  to  be  Amy  the  pretty  young  intern  for  a  few  weeks. 

Then he can return to being Tom again. If he completes his mission, they will pay him 

$1M. 



His employers were not entirely straight with him and Tom is soon plunged into a nightmare world when an unexpected visitor takes a liking to him. It becomes a race against time before his transformation into Amy becomes permanent. 

An Accidental Girl 



James Hayley was a successful male model whose career was stalling as he aged. 

With  only  his  looks  to  work  with,  he  decides  on  drastic  surgery  to  attempt  to recover his fading looks and youth. A mix up at the clinic causes him to reappraise his career. 

Feminized By My Wife 



The  story  of  my  husband’s  feminization  and  our  wife  led  marriage  in  his  own words. 

 

He  explains  his  feelings,  concerns  and  reservations  about  my  encouraged feminization within our Female Led Marriage. He explains what he likes and what she  doesn’t  enjoy  so  much  about  being  pushed  and  prodded  into  increasingly femininity, submission and humiliation. 

How I Feminized My Husband 



The  book  explains  how  Alexa  took  control  of  her  relationship  introdued  a sometimes reluctant husband to a life of femininity and obedience. What began as  an  exciting  bedroom  game  exploded  into  a  programme  of  encouraged feminisation. 

The book describes Alexa’s reasons and beliefs that guided her to take this path and  the  tactics  she  employed  to  turn  an  unaware  husband  into  her  sissy.  Their marriage continues to be loving and affectionate with Alexa in control and with her 

needs 

paramount. 

Although Alice has come to accept her new status as a sissy girl and now enjoys it, they haven’t yet come out of the closet entirely. Alexa writes about some of the barriers they continue to face and how she will work to overcome them and also how  she  wants  to  deepen  Alice’s  feminisation  and  submission  further  still.  She describes what it is that she expects from an FLR relationship and the advantages of feminising men. 

The Mother-In-Law Dilemma 



Jamie is a small, slim effeminate husband but his wife Anne loves him that way. 

Her mother, Cassandra is not impressed, she had wanted her daughter to marry a real 

man. 

When  Cassandra  has  to  come  to  stay  with  the  couple,  she  decides  to  do something about her daughter’s gentle but weak husband. When she spots him doing something he shouldn’t, she decides to use that to make him do what she tells him and it’s the beginning of Jamie’s change. 

A Sissy Cuckold Husband Part 1 



Karlene Adair is a dominatrix to the rich and famous. Her reason to be is turning powerful  males  into  submissive  obedient  sissies.  When  she  is  rejected  by  a wealthy  businessman  Paul  Paige,  a  former  boyfriend,  she  plots  revenge.  She enlists  his  wife, the former super model, Gemma Paige, to turn him into a little sissy  girl  and  to  cuckold  him  with  a  6ft  4in  body  builder. 

Despite  their  love,  Gemma  was  frustrated  by  her  husband’s  small  dick  and  his below-par performance in bed. She throws herself into the task of feminising and cuckolding her husband with relish, under the guidance of Mistress Karlene. 

Feminized And Pretty 1 



Patrick  meets  Elizabeth  an  older  wealthy  businesswoman.  He  wants  her  for  her money. 

She 

wants 

him 

for 

something 

entirely 

different. 



They  marry  but,  unfortunately  for  Patrick,  Elizabeth  hears  him  telling  his  best friend  he  only  married  Elizabeth  for  a  huge  payout  in  a  future  divorce. 



This  doesn’t  worry  Elizabet.  It  gives  her  the  excuse  she  needed  to  do  whatever she  wants  to  her  weak  husband.  No  longer  held  back  by  any  residual  moral reasons, she begins his transformation in earnest. There are no limits to what she feels she can do to him. 

The Reluctant Housemaid 



Twenty years ago, a young man’s father is sent to prison for many years; he’s left to  live  with  his  stepmother  and  step  sister.  They  only  put  up  with  him  before because of his father’s money. With his dad out of the picture, they soon find a new 

role 

for 

him 

around 

the 

house. 



Meanwhile  in  the  present  time,  a  busy  wife  confronts  her  lazy  unemployed husband.  She  has  had  enough  and  wants  him  to  do  more  to  help.  With  the enthusiastic  assistance  of  their  sexy  widowed  neighbour,  she  forces  him  to become  their  housemaid.  The  widow  takes  full  advantage  of  his  vulnerability. 



But what connects the two stories? 

Becoming Joanne 



Joseph was a misogynist, lazy, drunk whose wife has had enough. She enlists the help  of  her  best  friend,  Melissa,  to  teach  Joseph  a  lesson.  Melissa  puts  him  to work in her all-female law office. But Melissa has other plans for Joseph, taking to heart  Julie’s  plea  to  transform  Joseph.  Melissa  puts  Joseph  on  a  path  to femininity.  But  Melissa  doesn’t  just  want  him  feminised.  She  wants  him humiliated and as bimbo. Melissa is unrelenting. 

Maid To Serve 



David  and  Ruth  are  middle  aged,  out  of  work  and  desperate.  Lady  Elena  Capel-Clifford  advertises  for  staff  at  her  all-female  household  in  the  countryside.  It’s their  only  option  -  they  take  the  job  as  Lady  Elena’s  servants. 



Lady  Elena,  and  her  arrogant  19-year-old  daughter  Annabelle,  are  happy  with Ruth  and  her  capabilities  for  her  role  but  think  David  needs  some  work.  They believe  his  attitude  isn’t  quite  right  and  his  manner  too  masculine.  They  set  to work  on  him  with  the  help  of  their  other  employee,  Candy  the  housemaid. 



David is soon made to behave in new ways and dress more appropriately for the two ladies’ tastes. This  means more feminine.  At first the changes  are mild, but they have more significant changes in mind. Ruth acquiesces to David’s enforced changes knowing there is little option if they are to retain their jobs. And who is Candy, the tall lithe blond housemaid with outsized boobs? 
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