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CHAPTER 1

The shock

Jamie  wanted  to  punch  something,  or  someone;  preferably  his  mother-in-law.  “Let  me  get  this  straight,”  he  said.  “Your  over-bearing  mother  is coming to stay? Today? And you didn’t think to tell me before now?” 

His  voice  had  reached  an  octave  higher  than  he  thought  possible although justified in the circumstances. He balled his fists, he dug his nails into his palms. He looked for something to punch but the wall might have broken his hand. 

Anne  had  always  told  Jamie  it  was  his  gentle  kind  nature  that  had attracted her. It wasn’t his stature; he was a good three inches shorter than her and slimmer. Jamie wasn’t alpha, big, strong or masculine, but he knew Anne didn’t care about that which was just as well.    He loved to please her; nothing was too much trouble for him where she was concerned. 

There was one thing that annoyed him: Cassandra, Anne’s mother. And the  reason  for  Jamie’s  current  over-heated  emotional  state.  Cassandra  was the  only  person  Jamie  did  not  get  on  with.  It  was  as  if  she  made  it  her mission to annoy him. She was very good at it. Jamie guessed it was why Anne had found it so difficult to tell him she had invited her to stay. Until it was too late. 

Cassandra  made  it  abundantly  clear  she  believed  her  daughter  could have done so much better than the skinny wimp she had married. Cassandra failed  to  understand  what  her  daughter  saw  in  him  and  told  her  daughter regularly, often when Jamie was in earshot. 

Cassandra  had  wanted  her  daughter  to  marry  a  powerful  masculine businessman, not a little prick who worked on and off as a freelance writer from home in a pair of baggy shorts and flip flops. What kind of work was that, she would say? Jamie earned a fraction of what her daughter brought home. 

Jamie put up with Cassandra’s behaviour and condescending manner for his wife. It was a sacrifice that often led to heated words between them after Cassandra  left.  The  other  sacrifices  he  made  for  her  were  no  problem;  he loved seeing his wife happy. 

He managed to put up with Cassandra for the short periods she visited for a day or a painfully long weekend. But this was going to be different: Anne had just announced Cassandra was coming to stay for  several weeks. 

Jamie had stopped breathing, his face turning puce. Anne tried to calm him  and  sympathised.  “I  knew  you  wouldn’t  be  happy,  darling,  I  didn’t know how to tell you. My mother needs somewhere to stay while her home is being renovated. It’s my mother, she has no one else, how could I turn her away? She’s on her own. She still hasn’t recovered from my father’s death five years ago.” 

Jamie sighed. He guessed his wife was turning it on to persuade him. 

Anne’s eyes watered. “Please, darling, just for a short time?” 

Jamie  supposed  Anne’s  father  had  been  worn  out  by  the  overbearing, bossy and manipulative Cassandra. 

The  current  argument  was  rendered  pointless.  The  front  door  creaked open. “Hello Annie, I’m here.” Cassandra’s shrill voice penetrated his ear canals  and  pierced  his  brain.  It  came  from  the  front  of  the  house,  soaring over the TV blaring in the next room and into the kitchen where Jamie and Anne sat sullenly. 

“You gave her a key?” he snapped. 

Chapter 2

Hello, it’s Mummy-in-Law

Anne slapped a hand on the kitchen table. She wasn’t used to her husband whinging and complaining and she’d had enough. “What did you think I’m going to do? She’s homeless. She’s going to be living here for four weeks and the two of you are going to have to make it work.” 

He saw Anne’s patience was running thin. He knew his wife understood her mother could be difficult, but it was her mother and she needed Anne’s help for a few weeks. 

“I’ve spoken to mum and she promised to behave.” She pointed a finger between his eyes. “Now you will have to do the same. Get over yourself, Jamie, and man up a bit.” 

Jamie’s shoulders sagged at her tough words and they swirled around his head, stinging his brain like angry wasps. Cassandra burst into the kitchen, breaking  the  stand-off.  Anne  broke  into  a  smile  as  she  wrapped  her  arms around her mother warmly. 

They  started  to  speak  excitedly  at  the  same  time,  having  two conversations  simultaneously  and  understanding  each  other  perfectly.  He was used to this, there was a strong connection between them, mentally and physically.  They  would  go  on  for  several  minutes  before  remembering  he was there. 

Jamie  watched  and  marvelled  how  similar  the  two  women  were:  their looks, strength of personality and voices. Anne knew what she wanted and made  the  decisions  in  the  home,  but  there  was  one  important  difference between the two ladies. 

Anne loved his mild ways and Cassandra had no time for him. Anne’s decisions  were  based  on  what  she  thought  was  best  for  him.  Cassandra wanted  the  worst  for  him.  Two  almost  identical  women,  two  different responses. 

Jamie  did  most  of  the  housework  and  cooking;  it  was  only  fair.  Anne had an important job and earned more money than him. She was tired in the evenings. His job as a freelancer writing marketing copy for websites meant he worked from home. His income was a little thin at the moment, but they didn’t need it as Anne’s salary more than covered their needs. 

He made up for that in other ways around the home. Anne didn’t have to lift a finger

Anne  and  Cassandra  broke  away  from  their  animated  hugging  and conversation.  Anne  put  an  arm  out  and  ran  her  fingers  through  James’s wavy shoulder-length hair, he never seemed to find the time to get it cut and besides,  he  worked  at  home;  it  wasn’t  necessary  to  have  an  office  look. 

Anne said she liked his hair long anyway, it was cute, she said. 

“Be a darling and take mother’s bags up to the spare room, would you, Jamie?” Anne continued running her hand through his hair. He guessed she was trying to calm him down. 

“Good boy,” said Cassandra with a cool stare. “Pretty hair.” 

Jamie’s  shoulders  sagged.  Here  we  go,  he  thought.  He  told  himself  to ignore  her  barbs.  Just  a  few  weeks,  that’s  what  Anne  had  said.  He straightened  up.  This  is  for  Anne.  Once  Cassandra’s  gone,  this  would recede like a forgotten nightmare. 

Anne  tapped  her  mother  on  the  arm  and  pulled  a  pretend  stern  face. 

“Mum, don’t call him a good boy, it makes him sound like a pet.” 

Cassandra’s eyebrows lifted and her eyes widened. “With that hairstyle, maybe I should say  good girl  instead?” 

Anne raised a finger to let her mother know this was too much. “Mum, don’t start.” 

Cassandra’s  lips  twitched  in  a  faint  smile.  James  went  into  the  hall, pleased to be out of his mother-in-law’s malign presence. It was as if he’d left a dark cloud behind. This was going to be a long four weeks. He picked up her two overloaded suitcases and dragged them up the stairs. 

He heard Cassandra speaking in a stage whisper from the kitchen below him. “I cannot understand what you see in little Jamie. You could have done so  much  better,  you’re  beautiful,  sexy,  intelligent,  you  could  have  had anyone.  Instead,  you  chose  a  feminine  wimp.  I  suppose  he  makes  a  good housewife. Is he as little down below as the rest of him?” 

“Stop it, mother. That’s what I like about him.” 

“What?  That  he  has  a  small  dick  or  that  he’s  a  good  housewife?  Or both?” 

Jamie  stopped  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  to  hear  more  of  what  was  being said in the kitchen. 

“No, well, sort of,” said his wife. “I like it he’s so thoughtful around the home. You know what I mean, stop going on about him. I love him as he is. 

He’s perfect for me.” 

It wasn’t quite the ringing endorsement of his masculinity he had hoped for. 

“If you want a girly-boy as a husband, I suppose he is perfect.” 

“He’s not girly.” 

He was pleased to hear Anne sticking up for him, finally. He’d need her to do this a lot more in the coming weeks. 

“Maybe  he  is  a  bit  feminine,”  Anne  continued,  to  his  disappointment. 

“But  as  I  said,  that’s  what  I  like  in  him.  He’s  gentle,  kind  and  thoughtful and helps around the house. He does what I ask. If that’s being feminine, then fine. I don’t want a big thoughtless selfish macho man.” 

He grimaced. Feminine? Anne’s defence was becoming a little like an agreement with her mother. She liked the fact he was feminine? 

“So, he’s girly,” said Cassandra. “You agree. And his hair, it’s all long and floppy like a girl’s. And is he small? Down there? I don’t see much of any bulge.” 

“Mother,  stop  it.  Let’s  change  the  subject,  shall  we?  Did  you  have  a good journey here?” 

Jamie dragged Cassandra’s cases to the spare room as the two women chatted about the trip and her home renovation work. 

Was he feminine? It was true he was smaller and slimmer than his tall wife. Anne, and her mother, had what he thought of as athletic swimmer’s bodies:  broad  shoulders  and  long  slim  muscular  arms  and  legs.  And  they were both taller than average, around 5ft 10 in bare feet. 

He sat on the bed, his chin rested in the palms of both hands, his elbows digging into his thighs. He sighed loudly. He was going to be stuck at home with  Cassandra  all  day  during  the  weekdays  while  Anne  was  at  work. 

Tomorrow,  Monday  morning,  was  going  to  be  the  first  trial.  Hopefully, Cassandra would go out or stay out of his way. 

This  was  wishful  thinking,  he  mused.  He’d  have  to  pretend  to  be working on an article. The trouble was he didn’t have any work at present, finding freelance writing work was getting more and more difficult. 

From downstairs, Anne called up. “Jamie, what are you doing up there? 

Can you come down and make the coffee? There’s a sweetie.” 

He stiffened in irritation. Normally he didn’t mind his wife asking him to do things for him. It was irritating with Cassandra there. This was going to be a tough month. 

CHAPTER 3

Girl’s Panties

“See  you  tonight,  Jamie  darling.”  Anne  clicked  shut  the  front  door  and Jamie  was  alone  in  the  house  with  Cassandra  for  the  first  time  in  his marriage. It was as if a prison cell door had been slammed shut. 

Anne had always been around before, deflecting Cassandra’s barbs, put-downs and orders. Anne’s advice to him was to grin and bear it; it was only a  month,  how  hard  could  that  be?  Very  hard.  Go  along  with  her  mother’s ways, she had said. That would be easier said than done, but he’d try. For Anne. 

He was waiting on responses to several proposals he had sent to various companies. One had to come in. In the meantime, he had other work to do: clear up the breakfast things and put the washing on. 

The home needed cleaning after the weekend. Was he a housewife? Was he feminine? Girly? Why hadn’t Anne defended him more vigorously? At least  he  knew  she  loved  him  the  way  he  was.  He  didn’t  have  to  impress Cassandra, just his wife. 

He hadn’t bothered to get dressed and was still in pyjama shorts and the baggy  creased  tee-shirt  he  slept  in.  He  shook  the  thoughts  about  being feminine away and went to the bathroom to collect the clothes for washing. 

He  tipped  the  full  washing  basket  on  the  floor  and  sorted  it  into  delicates and less delicate. 

Anne  would  never  know  what  to  do  and  he  smiled  to  himself  at  that thought. He picked up the delicate pile; Anne’s panties and bras, her light negligee. Her musky sensual smell wafted over and around them, close to his nose. He never tired of her or her smells. 

“Are they yours or my daughter’s, Janey?” 

He spun around. It was Cassandra. She had her hands full of underwear. 

Had she called him Janey? He couldn’t be sure. He let it pass, as he would her  snide  comment  about  the  lingerie.  He  had  to  ignore  her.  He  supposed she’d  get  bored  of  goading  him  if  they  were  to  be  together  for  the  next month. 

Cassandra was in a short silk dressing gown. A hint of white fine baby-doll nightwear peeked from the low and slightly open front. Her body was

fuller than Anne’s and her breasts were larger and plumper. 

His eyes fell into the deep crevice of her cleavage without meaning to. 

Cassandra’s  rich  thick  brown  hair  tumbled  over  her  strong  shoulders  and into her breasts. She was an older more voluptuous version of his wife and would be extremely attractive if her poisonous personality didn’t get in the way. Even so, superficially he couldn’t help but admire how she looked. 

His hair fell across his face as he stood. He pushed it away with the flick of his hand. “What can I do for you, Cassandra?” 

“That’s  what  I  like  to  hear,  Janey.  What  can  you  do  for  me?”  She grinned  momentarily  then  looked  serious  for  a  moment.  “Did  I  see  you sniffing the air around my daughter’s panties?” 

His  face  went  red  instantly.  She  had  called  him  Janey.  He  ground  his teeth and stifled a growl. He would ignore her comments and not react, it’s what she wanted. A reaction. To make him angry so she could complain to Anne about him. 

Cassandra held out an armful of her panties and bras. The front of her gown opened a little more. A smooth long leg pushed forward through her gown,  exposing  her  strong  thigh.  A  glimpse  of  small  white  lacy  panties flashed and his eyes fell on them, attracted instinctively. He hadn’t meant to and Cassandra noticed. 

He blinked and fixed his eyes back on hers, trying to ignore her smooth long  legs,  her  bursting  breasts,  her  long  thigh  and  small  panties.  She  was taunting  him,  knowing  that  she  was  sexy.  Playing  with  him,  knowing  her sensuality. 

“I didn’t get time to wash my underwear before I left home. Would you be  a  dearie  and  put  them  with  the  other  delicates?”  She  dropped  her underwear on top of his wife’s things, under his nose. “Good boy.” 

A  flash  of  anger  shot  through  him.  “Cassandra,  don’t  call  me  a  good boy.”  He  instantly  regretted  it.  He’d  promised  Anne  he  wouldn’t  rise  to Cassandra’s bait. He had allowed her to anger him. She would use it. 

Cassandra  didn’t  look  perturbed.  She  was  chewing  something  over  in her mind. “Perhaps you’d prefer I called you a good girl?” 

He  seethed,  then  turned  his  back  on  her  and  marched  away  before  he said anything to inflame the situation. She was goading him and enjoying it. 

Anne had warned him not to react to her provocation. She’d said her mother would get bored with it. Her mother wasn’t a bad person, Anne had said, 

but  she  could  be  direct.  At  least  you  knew  where  you  were  with  her,  his wife had added. Jamie’s thoughts were less charitable. 

He carried the washing downstairs and to the laundry room behind the kitchen at the back of the house. He laid the pile on the floor and knelt on one knee by the washing machine. He set it to the delicate wash-cycle. 

He  began  placing  his  wife’s  underwear  in  the  machine  drum,  pulling each pair of panties into shape before putting them in the drum. Anne never unfurled  when  she  took  them  off,  she  always  left  them  twisted  up.  It  was her way. 

Her  musky  scent  drifted  off  her  panties  and  swirled  around  the  small laundry  room  as  he  untwisted  each  pair,  one  by  one.  Slowly.  His  head swooned at the scent, the untwisting unfurled her musky odour. 

He  got  to  a  pair  of  Cassandra’s  panties.  She  had  the  same  habit,  they were twisted where she’d removed them. It was odd, holding his mother-in-law’s  underwear.  It  was  even  stranger  she  had  asked  him  to  wash  them. 

Cassandra’s panties were more delicate and frilly than his wife’s. Sexier. He untwisted  them  slowly  between  trembling  fingers.  The  same  musky  scent he  adored  in  his  wife,  was  on  his  mother-in-law’s  panties  too.    Stronger. 

Muskier. 

He  slowly  rolled  them  between  his  fingers  and  his  mother-in-law’s intimate smell rose around him. It was a stronger and warmer version of his wife’s smell. It wafted around his face. He closed his eyes. 

This was wrong. So very wrong. 

CHAPTER 4

The smell of danger

He  should  be  placing  Cassandra’s  soiled  panties  straight  into  the  washing machine. The one thing he should not be doing was twisting them around in his  hands,  letting  the  touch  and  the  smells  wash  around  him  and  over  his fingers. But he was. 

He held his fingers to his nose then lifted the panties to his nostrils. He sniffed in, long and slow and closed his eyes. His penis pushed against the front of his pyjama fronts, hard and firm. 

His  mother-in-law’s  scent  was  over-powering  his  common  sense.  He pushed  her  panties  into  his  face,  both  thumbs  working  them  into  his nostrils. It was wrong, it was terrible, but his penis grew to a full erection. 

This was intoxicating. The wrongness of it. 

Cassandra  was  an  attractive  woman,  physically,  sexually;  it  was  her character that was bad. His hand went to his erection through his pyjamas. 

He squeezed it then rubbed it through the thin cotton. A lightness fell over his head. 

 Click, click, click.  He froze. What was that? He pulled the panties away from his face as if they were radioactive and held them away bunched up in one  hand.  He  turned  his  head  sideways.  Cassandra  stood  in  the  doorway. 

Her  gown  was  fully  open,  the  short  baby-doll  clinging  to  her  voluptuous body barely covered her panties. 

Her  hand  was  raised,  a  smartphone  held  out.  Click,  click,  click.  She photographed him again. She snapped him with her panties in one hand and his other on his erection. 

He  lurched  towards  her  and  the  phone.  She  backed  away,  a  wide  grin smeared across her face. She pressed the screen then clicked it off. “They save automatically to the Cloud.” 

“Cassandra, you need to delete those photos. Please,” he said. 

Cassandra absent-mindedly pulled her gown together. “Do you mean the photos I just took of you with my dirty panties against your face and your hand  on  your  little  erection?”  She  wagged  a  finger  at  him.  “Tsk,  tsk, naughty girl. Whatever would Anne think if she saw the photos? Eh? You smelling my panties?” 

Jamie  went  weak,  his  legs  like  melting  blancmange.  “You  wouldn’t, Cassandra? No. Please.” 

She touched her phone and turned it towards him. The video of his hand pressed against her panties and into his face played. His other hand stroked the bulge in his pyjama shorts. He sat back on the floor. This was a disaster. 

What had come over him? His mother-in-law’s soiled panties. In his face. 

Touching himself in the laundry room. It was a moment of sheer madness. 

“What are you going to do, Cassandra? Please don’t tell Anne. Please. I beg you. I don’t know what came over me. It won’t happen again.” 

“I don’t know, Janey. Maybe she needs to know she married a dirty little panty-sniffer.” She leered at him. “A mother-in-law panty-sniffer.” 

“No,  please  don’t  show  her  the  video  or  photos.  I’ll  do  anything. 

Anything.”  He  was  defeated  and  desperate.  This  controlling  woman  now had something on him and it was his stupid fault. How could he have been so weak? What had come over him. His monstrous mother-in-law? 

“Good boy, that’s what I wanted to hear.” She looked him over. “Right, this is what you’re going to do. Those panties of mine you were so keen on? 

You’re going to put them on.” 

He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. She wanted him to wear her dirty panties? “Excuse me? Put them on? That’s perverted” 

She shot her steely eyes back at him. “And rubbing my soiled panties in your face is not?” 

She had a point. “OK, OK, I’ll put them on.” 

“Good boy.” 

“Please turn round,” he asked

“Oh no. Strip off in front of me. I want to see what you’ve got that you were so keen to rub while sniffing my dirty panties. I’m guessing you have a tiny little weenie. Oh my poor daughter.” 

He froze. 

She waved her phone in the air. The video played, taunting, teasing.  “I don’t want to have to tell you twice, Janey.” She looked at her phone. “Let’s see. Mail, attachment, to…” She typed. “To Anne. Right, I’m ready to send. 

5, 4, 3, 2…” 

“Alright, alright.” He stood and pulled his tee-shirt off. 

She  nodded,  a  gloating  look  across  her  face.  “That’s  better.  And  the shorts.” 

He pushed his thumbs in the waistband of his pyjama shorts and waited for an instant. This was awful. 

Her eyes widened. His penis hardened. “This is going to happen, Janey.” 

She meant it. He closed his eyes and pulled his shorts to his ankles. 

He heard Cassandra stifle a giggle. He opened his eyes and saw her with the palm of a hand over her mouth. “Small. As I thought. Even hard.” She bent down. “Ah, it’s so hard, small and cute.” 

He  put  his  hands  over  it.  Being  erect  and  excited  was  not  what  he wanted. 

Cassandra moved towards him and whipped his hands away. “You will do every single thing I tell you to do from now on. Janey.” 

She  moved  in  close,  and  looked  down,  her  face  an  inch  from  his.  His erection was firmer and stronger. He didn’t want to be attracted to her. He didn’t want to find her sexy. He didn’t want to enjoy her dominance. 

“You  are  going  to  be  a  good  girl,  do  you  understand  me,  Janey?”  She waved the phone in front of his eyes again to remind him. “Tell me you’re going to be a good girl and you’re going to do everything I ask you.” 

He looked at the tiled floor. He was trapped. This was a nightmare. And she  kept  calling  him  a  girl.  That  made  him  harder  for  some  reason.  “Yes, Cassandra, I’m going to be a good girl for you and I’ll do everything you ask.” His penis jerked in response, harder, stronger. “Just don’t show Anne the pictures.” 

Cassandra  leant  back.  “Excellent,  there’s  a  good  girl.  I  can  see  that things are going to work out fine between us. Now let’s see what you have that my poor daughter has to put up with.” 

She bent down, eye to eye with his erection. “Oh, my, isn’t she excited. 

Not much there is there? My poor daughter, a husband with more of a clitty than a penis.” 

She  flicked  it  with  one  long  red  fingernail.  His  humiliation  was complete, the intensity of his erection exhilarating. 

“Put on my panties and one of my bras. You will wear them today. Only them, nothing else. Then you’ll serve me coffee in the dining room. Now girly.” 

She  wandered  off  to  the  next  room.  A  catch  came  to  his  throat,  his mouth went dry. He looked over at the discarded panties and picked them up.  That  musky  smell  again.  He  shook  his  head  and  pulled  them  up  and

over  his  straining  erection.  He  clipped  on  a  bra,  pushed  the  rest  of  the underwear in the machine and put it on. 

He  looked  down  at  his  body.  The  tight  small  lacy  panties  struggled  to contain his erection. He had to get his hands on her phone and delete those photos  from  the  cloud.  If  he  didn’t,  she  was  going  to  take  him  through untold humiliations. 

That was going to be easier said than done. He pushed up his bra. It was a little big for him. Yet it felt comfortable and tight around his chest. Like a neat glove. How could that be? 

CHAPTER 5

Turning the Screw

By lunchtime, his patience was wearing thin. Cassandra was using her new-found power with increasing pleasure. He felt exposed dressed only in her bra  and  panties,  a  situation  not  helped  by  his  erection  proving  stubbornly firm and persistent. 

The more she mentioned his erection showing his enjoyment, the more she  ridiculed  his  tiny  penis,  the  more  excited  he  felt.  He  hated  it  but  his erection suggested otherwise, a point made by Cassandra repeatedly. He had brought  this  on  himself  with  his  momentary  lack  of  control  over Cassandra’s panties. 

Cassandra turned the screw, coming up with new humiliations through the day. She announced later in the morning she wanted him to bend a little at the knee when entering the room. A little curtsey, she said. It was only right, she added, it was respect for the superior person. 

As he entered with a coffee for her and dipped a curtsey, she told him she  wanted  him  to  call  her  Mistress  Cassandra.  She  was  becoming  more unbearable than he had thought possible. She didn’t miss any opportunity to mention that his erection showed her he was enjoying every moment so he shouldn’t complain. 

The  day  continued  with  him  doing  the  housework  and  running  to Cassandra’s demands. Knowing the panties he had on, pressed against his balls  and  erection,  contained  Cassandra’s  sweat  and  smells  made  him swoon. 

By early evening, there was still an hour before his wife got home. He was preparing the dinner. The tingle in his genitals continued at the thought of Cassandra’s sweaty panties enveloped around his genitals. He would like to come, being hard from large parts of the day was becoming unbearable. 

Anne  liked  fresh  food,  so  it  often  took  him  some  time  to  prepare  the vegetables and fresh herbs. It was worth the time to please her. To his relief, Cassandra had gone out for a couple of hours. A key scraping into the front door lock announced his peace was over. If he had any doubt, Cassandra’s shrill voice called him. “Janey. Here. Now.” 

He sloped into the hall dressed only in Cassandra’s panties and bra. Her smell had been on him the entire day. Cassandra stood with her arms out. 

Two  shopping  bags  lay  on  the  floor.  For  a  moment  he  didn’t  understand what she was waiting for. 

It  dawned  on  him,  she  expected  him  to  remove  her  jacket  for  her.  He slipped it off and hung it on a hook on the wall. She pointed to the floor. 

She  wanted  a  curtsey.  He  genuflected  slightly.  Not  exactly  a  curtsey,  but almost. 

“Take my shoes off, Janey, and kiss my feet in welcome.” 

What? This was going too far. Anger bubbled in him, he felt his cheeks burn red. 

She inclined her head. “The photos, Janey, have you forgotten?” 

He bit against his bottom lip and got on his knees and removed each of her shoes. He knelt further and kissed both feet. The smell of sweat and feet swooned in his nostrils. At least he knew why Anne was so damn sexy, she got it from her mother. 

Anne  would  never  have  made  him  wear  her  panties  or  kiss  her  feet though.  Maybe  that  wouldn’t  have  been  so  bad  on  reflection.  Better  than being made to do it to Cassandra. 

“Good girl. Now I suggest you go upstairs and get changed before my daughter arrives. I don’t think she’s quite yet ready to see you this way. In time, maybe, but not yet.” 

His relief was momentary before her comment  in time  rattled  him.  He went towards the stairs, upstairs he’d put on a pair of trousers and a shirt. 

Something  masculine.  Something  that  wasn’t  his  mother-in-law’s underwear. Her dirty underwear. Cassandra placed an arm across his chest, blocking his route. 

“Not  so  fast,  girly-boy.  I  have  something  for  you.”  She  delved  into  a shopping bag and pulled out a pack of small panties. A small pink bow was attached to the front. “You’ll wear these under your trousers. Think of it as a gift, Janey. So you don’t forget you’re a girly.” 

He  took  them  in  a  daze  of  confusion.  He  thought  he  was  free  but Cassandra wasn’t going to make it easy for him. 

The problem was obvious. “But Anne will see them when we go to bed. 

I can’t wear these.” 

“You  can,  and  you  will,  Janey-girl.  Photos?  Remember?  As  for  Anne, it’s time she saw you in a different light. A girly light.” She pulled her arm

away. “Now go and get dressed, there’s a good girl.” 

How was he going to explain panties to Anne? 

CHAPTER 6

Tightening the screw

Anne arrived just after 7.30. Tired, but in a good mood. She came in, threw her jacket over the hook on the hall wall and went into the living room and sat  on  the  sofa.  She  breathed  out  deeply,  still  in  her  office  clothing. 

Cassandra was sitting on the other end of the sofa. 

Cassandra clicked her fingers. “Why don’t you bring Annie a nice glass of cold white wine, it looks like she’s had a bad day.” 

Jamie  started  to  say  something  but  stopped  as  Cassandra  widened  her eyes. He got up and went into the kitchen, disappointed Anne ignored her mother’s abrupt instruction to him. 

“How’s  your  day  been,  mother?”  he  heard  her  say  then  add  a  little louder so he heard her in the kitchen, “And you, Jamie?” 

Jamie glanced at Cassandra then back at his wife. His mouth moved, but nothing came out. 

“She’s been very good,” he heard Cassandra tell Anne as he poured his wife’s  wine.  “Had  Cassandra  said   she?  No,  he  must  have  been  wrong  as Anne didn’t pick it up. He returned to the living room and gave his wife the glass. She shot him a watery loving smile. 

Cassandra  watched  him  and  turned  back  to  her  daughter.  “So  helpful, couldn’t  do  enough  for  me.  It’s  been  a  pleasure  spending  the  day  with Janey.” 

Jamie looked with horror. If Anne had heard her refer to him as Janey, she  showed  no  sign.  It  was  close  in  sound  to  Jamie  in  sound  but  she’d definitely  said   Janey.  Maybe  Anne  was  too  tired  to  pick  it  up?  At  least Cassandra wasn’t using good girl, as she had throughout the day. 

“You didn’t fight or argue?” Anne looked at them with surprise. 

“Everything has been perfect,” said Cassandra. “Hasn’t it, Janey?” 

There  it  was  again.  Janey.  Anne  wasn’t  reacting.  She  couldn’t  have heard properly. 

Cassandra pointed to the floor by Anne’s feet. “Why don’t you sit there, Janey. Take Anne’s shoes off and massage her feet. She’s had a hard day.” 

Jamie  waited  for  Anne  to  say  something,  to  tell  her  mother  it  wasn’t necessary.  He  wanted  her  to  refuse;  to  be  annoyed  her  mother  had  called

him Janey again; to tell her mother, in no uncertain terms, she didn’t need a foot massage. 

Instead, Anne slunk further into the sofa and closed her eyes. It seemed she hadn’t noticed Cassandra was calling him by a girl’s name. That’s what he hoped was the reason. 

Cassandra  glared  at  him  and  waved  her  phone  to  remind  him  of  the photos.  He  sat  at  his  wife’s  feet  and  removed  her  shoes  one  by  one.  He massaged each foot as the two women chatted about Anne’s day. Anne kept her eyes closed. 

After  a  few  minutes,  Anne  thanked  him.  “Be  a  dearie  and  start  the dinner.” 

As he got up, Cassandra cleared her throat. “I’ve bought something for Janey.” She beamed. 

Anne sat up intrigued. “You two have bonded, haven’t you.” 

Jamie  looked  with  horror.  What  was  she  going  to  do  now?  Cassandra reached down by her side and brought up a small package. She held it out for Jamie as Anne watched with fascination. 

He took it warily. He pulled open the paper. Inside was a white apron. It had an upper part to cover the chest and a small area below the waist. There was a small frill around it with pink flowers. The ties for the neck and waist were also frilly and pink/white. 

“I noticed you didn’t have anything to protect your clothing when you cook. So I bought this for you when I was out,” said Cassandra Anne  put  her  hands  to  her  mouth  in  surprise.  “Oh  mum,  how thoughtful.” She smiled. “Put it on Jamie,” Anne said excitedly, bathing in the apparent reconciliation of her husband and mother. 

Jamie held it out as if it were a nasty smell. “It’s a girl’s apron. I can’t wear this. It’s too feminine.” 

Anne  looked  at  him  sternly.  “Don’t  be  so  ungrateful,  Jamie.  It  was  a lovely thought.” She touched her grinning mother’s arm. “Thank you mum, that  was  thoughtful  of  you.  I’m  so  pleased  you  two  are  getting  on,  it worried me.” 

“But  it’s  pink  and  frilly,  Anne,”  Jamie  complained.  “She’s  trying  to humiliate me.” 

“Jamie,  don’t  spoil  things.  This  gift  was  very  thoughtful.  So  it’s  pink and  frilly,  it  doesn’t  matter  what  it  looks  like.  It’s  to  protect  your  clothes, 

not  go down the pub in. Put it on and thank my mum.” She folded her arms and huffed. “I’m a little disappointed in you, Jamie. Mum’s trying so hard.” 

He thought of the photos of him with his mother-in-law’s panties in his face, his hand on his bulge. “Thank you, Cassandra,” he said looking at the floor as he tied the apron on. 

Cassandra was tightening the screw, taking full advantage of his lack of control in the laundry room. If only he could turn back time. He couldn’t, it was done. He could only wait for what she would do or say next and accept the consequences. He didn’t have to wait long. 

He wandered out to the kitchen and he heard Anne saying to Cassandra, 

“It  looks  like  he’s  wearing  a  little  dress  from  the  front,  mum.  You  are naughty sometimes. Did you buy something so feminine on purpose?” 

“I  chose  something  I  thought  appropriate  for  him.  The  fact  it  was feminine is what made it suitable.” 

“Mother!”  Anne  replied  in  a  scolding  fashion.  Then  he  heard  Anne giggle. 

CHAPTER 7

Show Respect

Jamie cooked the dinner dressed in the frilly apron. One more humiliation. 

Later he served the two ladies as they waited at the table, still in his frilly apron. He was about to sit next to his wife, after he had placed their plates down. Cassandra flicked her fingers. 

“Aren’t we forgetting something, Janey?” 

Anne  smiled.  She  still  didn’t  appear  to  notice  what  her  mother  was calling him. He didn’t know what Cassandra was talking about. 

“The little knee bend thing?” 

Surely she didn’t expect him to repeat that with his wife there. 

“Remember?  You  told  me  you  wanted  to  show  Anne  the  respect  she deserved with a little curtsey? Respect?” 

He  waited  for  Anne  to  say  something,  that  it  was  weird  or  wasn’t necessary, to say he was always loving to her. But she didn’t. She waited, an expectant  smile  pasted  to  her  tired  face,  eyebrows  raised.  Surely  Anne wasn’t going to allow this? 

“We’re waiting, Janey.” Cassandra reminded him. 

She did expect him to do the little curtsey and Anne wasn’t going to step in and help. What had got into her? “I don’t know Cassandra,” he said. “I’m sure Anne wants to eat her dinner. She doesn’t want me to curtsey to her, that’s ridiculous.” 

“I’m  looking  forward  to  seeing  this,  Jamie.  I  love  it  when  you  do  all those little loving things. It means so much to me.” Anne put her knife and fork down, waiting. 

Maybe he’d do it and pass it off as a joke. Once she saw him perform something so submissive, she wouldn’t be amused. He dipped one knee and did an exaggerated curtsey, hands out holding an imaginary skirt. He stood straight and waited for Anne’s reaction. Cassandra looked expectantly at her daughter. Anne was sure to be annoyed. 

“Janey told me she wants to do the curtsey every time she serves you. 

She said she wants to show you more respect and love and this is one way to do that.” 

Anne’s face broke into a broad grin. “That’s so nice, Jamie. Thank you, darling, I love it.” She shoved a mouthful of food into her mouth, chewed a while  and  swallowed.  “It  seems  you  two  have  had  a  good  day  together, getting to know each other better, even sharing little secrets like the curtsey. 

I’m so happy you’re getting on.” 

Jamie looked down at his plate and slid it away. His hunger had gone. 

Later  that  evening,  Jamie  and  Anne  went  to  bed.  Jamie  pulled  his panties off with his trousers. Anne didn’t notice what he had been wearing. 

It wouldn’t always be so easy, she wouldn’t always be so tired. Anne and Jamie  snuggled  together  and  Anne  closed  her  eyes,  her  face  a  mask  of weariness. 

“Thank  you,  Jamie.  You’ve  tried  hard  to  be  nice  to  my  mother.  I  do appreciate it and all the things you do for me. I loved the curtsey idea, that’s so  cute.  Why  didn’t  you  say  anything  before  that  you  wanted  to  do  that. 

You know you can always talk to me.” 

“Yes,” mumbled Jamie. 

He  snuggled  into  Anne.  The  feeling  of  his  wife’s  body  against  his caused  his  penis  to  harden,  the  constant  erection  of  the  day  making  him desperate for a release. His hand moved over her breast. She put her hand over his. 

“Sorry Jamie, I’m tired. Another day. I promise.” 

He  pulled  his  hand  away.  The  longing  in  his  sensitive  penis  remained desperate. “Annie, one more thing before you go to sleep.” 

“Mmm,” she replied sleepily. 

“Didn’t  you  notice  your  mother  keeps  calling  me  Janey,  instead  of Jamie? Would you have a word with her?” 

“Does  she?”  she  replied,  half  asleep.  She  drifted  away  into unconsciousness. “Janey? Cute.” 

Anne drifted off. Jamie couldn’t sleep, the events of the day played in his mind. Surely tomorrow couldn’t get any worse. 

CHAPTER 8

Maid to Work

“Janey,  come  here,  would  you?  There’s  a  good  girl.”  Cassandra’s  shrill voice echoed through the house. Anne had left for work ten minutes earlier the next morning and Cassandra was already on his case. 

Jamie sloped into the living room. Cassandra was sitting on the sofa. He remembered to dip his knee for the little curtsey. How humiliating. She was enjoying every moment of it. 

“I have another gift for you, Janey. I also bought it yesterday when I was shopping for the apron.” 

Jamie’s body tensed. The mention of the dreaded apron was enough to realise whatever it was, the latest present would not be welcome. He waited in trepidation for the humiliation he expected. 

“You  spend  all  day  cleaning  and  tidying  up.  I  thought  you  needed something  better  to  protect  your  clothing,  something  more  comfortable  to work in.” 

She  reached  into  a  shopping  bag  and  pulled  out  a  black  garment.  She removed the cellophane packaging and laid it out, still folded, on her lap. 

He  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief.  He  had  been  expecting  something  pink  or flowery  again,  but  it  was  plain  black.  It  was  made  of  thin  shiny  material, like silk. He guessed it was probably polyester. 

“What  is  it?  A  pair  of  overalls?”  He  asked.  “To  be  honest,  I’m  fine working in my jeans and tee-shirt. They can get a little dusty, but it’s fine. 

Thank you anyway, Mistress Cassandra.” He remembered her title now they were alone. 

Cassandra stood up and shook out the garment. It did seem like a pair of overalls. Very plain, despite the sheen. The bottom half was short, as if they were a pair of shorts. 

Cassandra  shook  the  overalls  again.  “It’s  not  for  discussion,  Janey.  I want you to put this on to work. It’s more appropriate.” Her eyes glanced down to her mobile phone laying on the sofa. “You will change in front of me. It’s not as if I haven’t seen your little thingy and pretty panties. Come on. Now. Jeans, shoes, socks, tee-shirt. All off.” 

Jamie  looked  at  her  phone.  That  single  act  of  weakness  yesterday  had given Cassandra all the power. He stripped down to his underpants. 

“What are those?” Her voice had an edge. 

“Underpants?” 

He  never  saw  the  slap  coming.  His  head  jerked  to  one  side  with  the force. 

“Don’t backchat me, girly. I bought you several perfectly good female panties  to  wear  and  you’ve  put  on  male  underwear?  Remove  them  this minute. The sooner you accept you’re a girly, the better for you.” 

Her  eyes  went  to  the  phone  and  back  to  his.  A  satisfied  smile  spread across her face. 

“Or maybe you’d like everyone on social media to see you sniffing my panties  and  playing  with  your  little  twinkie?  Maybe  you’d  like  Anne  to open an email and see the video?” 

This was exactly what he didn’t want. He pulled his underpants down to his ankles and stood up straight. Her hand went to his penis. She pulled it away. 

“This  is  a  pathetic  little  thing.  Much  worse  than  I  expected.  My  poor daughter, having to put up with this, this…little clitty.” 

Her action and words only served to make his penis rise to attention. He didn’t want that, he hated her seeing him erect and excited by what she was doing and saying to him. 

He hated she was so damn sexy but it was true. She was like his wife, but he had to be honest, she was sexier. How could it be when Cassandra was twenty-five years older than Anne? 

She twisted his erection with two fingers and in disdain. “Put the outfit on, girly.” 

Jamie took the overalls and stepped into them. The top did up at the side and  he  pulled  on  the  zip  to  close  it.  They  had  short  puffed  sleeves  and covered his chest to below his neckline. The collar was weird, ringed in a white  overlay,  as  were  the  ends  of  the  short  sleeves.  His  skinny  legs protruded from the shorts which finished mid-thigh. 

Cassandra  pulled  down  on  the  shorts  part  of  the  outfit  to  straighten  it. 

“Perfect fit,” she said standing back to admire him. 

He closed his legs together. His thigh skin touched. He shot his hands to the shorts and prodded between his legs. The shorts weren’t joined. It was a dress. A maid’s dress. He moved back from Cassandra. 

“You’ve gone too far this time. I’m not wearing a dress.” 

“From where I’m standing, it looks like you  are already wearing a dress which  means  you  can  wear  a  dress.”  Cassandra  found  this  amusing  and giggled.  “And  since  you  were  such  a  naughty  girl  and  put  on  male underpants earlier, you can go without panties today.” 

Jamie didn’t know what to do. He had been tricked into wearing a dress. 

Cassandra had emasculated him, utterly. The pictures of him on her phone flashed through his mind. 

It would be best to get on with the housework and try to ignore her and accept  his  punishment.  He  would  get  Anne  alone  as  soon  as  she  came  in and  tell  her  what  was  going  on.  He  had  no  choice  now.  It  was  time  to explain how awful Cassandra was. 

How  would  he  explain  he  was  being  blackmailed  by  her  mother  into wearing  female  clothing  during  the  day?  Anne  would  be  horrified  at  her mother’s behaviour and throw her out. But how to deal with the issue of the photos and the video? That was the problem. He needed to think. 

The  only  option  was  to  get  Cassandra’s  phone  and  find  her  PIN.  That wasn’t going to happen. He was trapped. Maybe he should admit his guilt to Anne?  No,  that  was  a  bad  idea.  He  could  think  of  no  solution.  Think,  he told himself. 

Jamie went to work on the house wearing the maid’s dress. His erection was  hard  and  hung  loose  beneath  the  little  dress.  Another  day  of desperation.  But  there  was  something  erotic  about  cleaning  and  serving Cassandra in a maid’s dress. How weird. 

By lunchtime, he found he didn’t mind the dress. It was comfortable and his legs were exposed to the fresh air and felt nicer. That was weird too. 

“I don’t like your legs, Janey.” 

He jumped, not knowing Cassandra was behind him. She had a way of creeping up. He had been so absorbed in wiping down the kitchen units and feeling  hungry  as  midday  approached.  And  absorbed  in  his  new-found feelings. 

She passed him a small pink electric razor. “Shave those legs, they look awful. If you’re going to wear a dress, you need smooth legs.” 

“I’m  not  going  to  wear  a  dress.  I  had  to  wear  one  today  because  you made me.” 

“Oh,  but  I  disagree,  girly.  You  are  going  to  wear  a  dress  today, tomorrow. Everyday. And pretty skirts and all manner of beautiful things. 

And do you know why?” 

A shot of anger rose through him. “Why?” He growled. 

“Because you’re a girly, and girlies wear pretty dresses and skirts, that’s why.” 

They stared at each other for a few seconds. Jamie looked away. 

“Shave.  Now.  And  I  want  your  pretty  little  twinkie  and  pussy  balls smooth  too.”  Cassandra  shoved  the  electric  lady  shaver  into  his  hand.  “I want you looking pretty for when your long-suffering wife comes home.” 

No this couldn’t be happening. She wouldn’t, would she? It was either be humiliated by the photos or be humiliated dressed as a housemaid. Not a great choice, but he had to choose one of the options, that much was clear. 

CHAPTER 9

The Great Reveal

The living room clock read 7.00 pm, it was ticking down like a countdown to a terrible fate. His fate. Anne had texted to say she’d be home at around 7.15 pm. She said she wasn’t as tired as yesterday. 

Jamie stood while Cassandra inspected his legs; she was seated. His legs were smooth and moisturised. She lifted the hem of his hotel maid’s dress. 

She ran a finger over the area where his pubic hair had been and along the shaft  of  his  penis  which  jumped  to  an  erection.  She  smirked  and  dropped the hem. 

“I have another present for you, girly.” 

Jamie’s entire body sagged. This could only lead to more humiliation. 

Cassandra held out a pink plastic device in the shape of a penis. It had a ring  attached  and  a  small  padlock.  He  looked  at  it,  perplexed.  Cassandra pulled his penis towards her and shoved the device over it. She clipped the ring around his balls and clicked the small brass padlock shut. He gasped. 

“After seeing you playing with yourself over my dirty panties, I decided you couldn’t be trusted. I bought this for you. It’s a chastity cage and Anne and I will be the key holders. I think it’s best for everyone.” She thought for a moment. “That’s not strictly true; it’s best for me.” 

Jamie stared at the device now clipped and locked to his penis. 

“I didn’t need to buy a large one, naturally,” Cassandra said in a matter-of-fact manner. 

“But what am I going to tell Anne? What can I say? I have a plastic cage around my penis?” 

“Yes you have a nice little cage, but don’t worry. I’ll explain it to her.” 

Cassandra would be talking to his wife about why he had a cage around his penis? This would be the straw that broke the camel’s back. Anne would be angry at what her mother had done. This time, Cassandra had gone too far. 

Cassandra  considered  the  matter  closed.  “Now,  let’s  do  something prettier with your hair.” 

She stood, holding a hairbrush, and combed through his long hair. She styled it into his face and brushed the top forward onto his face, then centre-

parted it. She tied a little pink bow at the back. 

“You look pretty, Janey. Like a real girl. Or at least, a real sissy. Anne is going to see you as you are. I’ve sent her a text to say we had something big to show her as soon as she gets in. She’s going to see you looking like the girl you are. It’s time and I can’t wait to see her reaction.” 

Jamie  thought  Anne  would  go  crazy.  But  in  what  way?  Would  she  be annoyed at her mother? Or would she be angry at him for being dressed as a girl?  Would  it  be  the  end  of  their  loving  marriage?  All  because  of  his vengeful mother-in-law. 

Why  couldn’t  she  have  stayed  out  of  their  relationship?  Why  couldn’t she have stayed out of the laundry room when he was sniffing her panties? 

Everything  had  been  perfect  before  she  arrived.  So  what  if  Anne  was  the main breadwinner, they were fine with this. It worked. And now Cassandra had interfered. There was a huge lump in his throat. 

His  hands  ran  down  his  maid’s  dress.  It  wasn’t  the  best  quality,  but something  was  scintillating  about  it  touching  against  his  smooth  legs. 

Something about it had made cleaning and ironing a little more pleasurable. 

What was less pleasurable was what Anne would say and do when she arrived.  She  was  going  to  see  him  dressed  like  a  hotel  maid  and  with smooth  legs  and  a  cock  cage  locked  to  his  penis.  How  would  Cassandra explain that? Her mother had seen and touched his penis. 

He  thought  about  Anne  seeing  those  photos  and  the  video.  Him,  with Cassandra’s  panties  pressed  against  his  face,  touching  his  erection.  He shuddered. 

The clock ticked onto 7.11 pm. A text sounded on Cassandra’s phone. 

“It’s Anne. She’s just pulled into the street. She says she can’t wait for the  surprise  we  have  for  her.  She’s  excited”  Cassandra  smirked  again.  “I can’t wait either, sissy girl.” 

Jamie  fidgeted.  Cassandra  slapped  his  leg.  “Stop  moving,  girly.  Why don’t you practice your curtsey again, as I showed you? Hold out the hem of your dress and dip further.” 

He did the curtsey. Cassandra clapped her hands together. “Excellent, so feminine and submissive. Which is how you are.” 

7.13 pm and the sound of a car pulling into the driveway filtered into the room. Cassandra fiddled with his dress, arranging it around the bulge of his cock cage. Anne was home. Jamie wiped a bead of sweat from his forehead. 

This was surreal. 

His eyes flicked towards the clock: 7.14 pm, a car door opened outside then slammed shut. 

“Any  minute  now,  Janey.  Remember  to  curtsey  when  she  comes  in.” 

She  cuddled  herself  in  pleasure.  “I’m  so  excited  about  this.  The  grand unveiling.” 

Jamie wiped a hand on his neck, under his long styled hair. Outside the sound of the car boot squealed open. Jamie knew Anne kept her briefcase in the boot. It slammed shut. 

The sound of her heels clicked on the concrete drive outside. A metallic scratch sounded, a key in the lock. The front door swung open. 

“Jamie, mum, I’m home. I’m looking forward to my surprise. Where are you?” Anne’s voice was expectant. 

Cassandra  got  up.  “Wait  here,  Janey,”  she  said.  “I’m  so  excited.  This will  be  the  end  of  my  nightmare.  My  wonderful  successful  beautiful daughter will now see she was living with a girly loser. Now she will know exactly what you are.” 

Cassandra  shot  into  the  hall.  He  heard  them  exchange  kisses  on  the cheek. Jamie looked at the floor. He was beaten. His wife was going to see him  dressed  up  as  a  maid  or  she  would  see  him  sniffing  her  mother’s panties on the video. The choice was the devil or the deep blue sea. 

“Come  on,  mum,  what’s  the  big  surprise?  Where’s  Jamie?”  Anne’s voice was shrill and excited. 

“This way, Anne.  She’s waiting for you in the living room.” 

“She? Who’s she?” 

Cassandra didn’t reply. She entered the room and stood back. Her face creased deeply in a beaming smile. She’d won. He heard Anne putting her briefcase on the floor then removing her jacket and the sound of it flopping over the bannister. 

Anne strode into the living room and looked around. Cassandra’s palms pushed down in the air, to remind him to curtsey. He didn’t want to see his wife’s  face,  he  didn’t  want  this  humiliation.  He  held  the  hem  of  his  dress and curtsied deeply without looking up then rose again. 

There was no sound. His eyes remained fixed to the floor, waiting for Anne’s  screams,  her  tears.  Nothing.  Silence.  The  sound  of  a  motorbike passing in the street, Some kids playing in the distance. 

He had to look up at her, to see her reaction. She was going to hate him. 

Would she throw him out tonight or tomorrow? He looked up at Anne. Her

mouth was wide open, her eyes like dinner plates. She seemed to be frozen. 

Cassandra’s smile was so wide her teeth glinted. 

“I told you he was a girly. That’s why I called him Janey.” 

Cassandra waited for a response. Anne stared, frozen. Cassandra’s smile fell into a smirk. 

“I helped him to shave his legs and put a maid’s dress on. It wasn’t hard if the truth be told, it was what he wanted. I mean to say, what  she wanted.” 

Still nothing from Anne. She stared, open mouthed. 

“With  a  bit  of  work  by  a  female  hairdresser  and  makeup  and  a  nicer dress, you wouldn’t even know  she used to be a man. She was never a real man, but you know what I mean.” 

Anne  shook  her  head.  She  grabbed  her  mother  and  hugged  her  tight. 

“Thank you, thank you.” 

Cassandra  hugged  her  daughter  back.  Finally,  she  had  shown  her daughter  she  had  married  a  loser.  Anne  had  to  be  grateful  she  shown  her what a loser she had married. It had taken a long time, but eventually she had realised. Thanks to her. 

Cassandra wallowed in her daughter’s love and appreciation. Jamie felt Cassandra’s eyes fix on him in a steely look of victory and gratification. At any moment, Anne would shout, rant, tell him he was disgusting. His head dropped, waiting for the guillotine to fall. 

Anne and Cassandra unlocked their arms. Anne walked towards Jamie and  stopped  in  front  of  him.  She  lifted  his  chin  with  a  finger.  Cassandra followed  and  lifted  the  hem  of  his  dress  as  Anne  looked  on,  incredulous. 

His cock raged against his pink cock cage. His humiliation was complete. 

This  was  the  end  of  everything  he  had.  His  wonderful  relationship destroyed by this scheming woman. Cassandra. 

At least Anne wouldn’t get to see the humiliating photos and the video, he had prevented that. This was the least bad option. 

He waited for the inevitable rage. Still there was silence. He looked up and a small smile broke on his wife’s face. 

Cassandra, beaming with delight, continued. “He said he wanted to wear a dress to show his submission and desire to be feminised. He also wanted to wear this cage as a sign of your control.” Cassandra handed her daughter a small key. “He asked that you own it. What a loser. Can you believe this?” 

Anne was looking at him, her eyes running all over his body, trying to take in what she saw. Anne’s head swung back towards her mother. 

“Thank  you,  mum.  Thank  you  for  helping  me  to  see  more  clearly.  I suppose  I  always  knew,  but  I  hadn’t  admitted  to  myself  how  Jamie  was.” 

Anne’s voice was eerily calm and matter of fact. “I guess I knew all along but it was so weird to think of Jamie as a sissy. Thank you so much, mum.” 

Cassandra’s smile broadened further. “It’s what any mother would do for her daughter. I wanted to show you how he really was.” 

Anne  turned  back  to  face  Jamie.  Her  hand  touched  his  face.  “It’s wonderful. You look beautiful. So pretty. And handing me the key to your penis. That is the most beautiful and loving act I could imagine. I can see you are devoted to me. I accept the key.” 

Cassandra’s face dropped. “Excuse me?” 

“Yes, he’s so pretty as a sissy. Thank you, mother, this is exactly how I imagined Jamie, Janey as you call him. I was too scared to push him this way. I thought I might lose him if I did. But it’s what I always wanted. It’s one thing to think about him, her, like this, but quite another to push your husband into feminisation. The chastity cage is the icing on the cake. To be able to control her this way. This is so loving of Janey.” She hugged him. 

Jamie  was  stunned.  Anne  liked  him  this  way?  She  loved  seeing  him feminised  and  submissive.  The  chastity  cage?  She  actually  liked  it.  His mind  raced.  What  was  going  to  happen?  He  was  a  mixture  of embarrassment and relief. 

Cassandra’s face went drawn and fierce. “Let me get this straight, Anne. 

You are pleased to see your husband as a girly submissive housemaid? You don’t want a real man?” 

Anne ran her hand down Jamie’s face. “No, I don’t want a real man, I want this. Before was great but this is perfection” She hugged her mother. 

“Thank you so much, mum. You did this for me, I know.” She turned back to Jamie. “Now. We need to find you some prettier dresses than this. First, let me go upstairs and slip into more comfortable clothes and to see if I can find a pretty skirt for you. The maid’s dress is good for doing the cleaning but you need something nicer for the evening. There’s so much to do. I’m so excited.” 

He  felt  hot  and  excited.  Liberated.  Anne  left,  leaving  Jamie  and Cassandra  together.    Cassandra  was  deflated  and  defeated.  Her  shoulders slumped. 

Jamie’s thoughts turned to the photos. “What are you going to do about the photos and video you took?” 

Cassandra  sniffed  dismissively.  “I’ve  already  deleted  them.  It  was disgusting seeing you with your face in my panties and your hand on your little  thing.  I  wouldn’t  humiliate  my  daughter  by  showing  her  what  you were doing with my underwear. I just wanted to make you do what I told you and show her you were a sissy.” 

Anne  returned,  her  face  beaming.  She  held  up  a  little  white  flowery skirt. “There’s so much I want to do, with you I’m bursting with ideas now mum has liberated the girl inside you.” She ran her hands through his long hair.  “A  nice  pretty  style  too.  It  needs  a  bit  of  colour.  We  can  go  to  the hairstylist at the weekend” She lifted his fingers. “You wil grow these nails and  we  can  go  to  the  nail  parlour  together.  We’ll  be  doing  girly  things together. This is wonderful. Our marriage is even more perfect than before. 

This is a gift.” 

Cassandra scowled. Anne beamed. 

“You’re going to be such a pretty housewife. My pretty sissy, Janey.” 

THE END

 I hope you enjoyed this story. Please leave me a quick review on

 Amazon

 Lady Alexa

Other books By Lady Alexa

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. 

Samantha’s Law

Samantha is a wealthy successful lady. And she likes things her way. Samantha’s Law. 

When her sister and hisband come to stay with her, she puts John to work in her home as a domestic worker. She has rules for him. She expects him to follow Samantha’s Law

Forced Feminization 1

Seven forced-feminization stories for the price of one. 

The original  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 Compulsor y – 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. 

Arettàpromises him 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. Unfortunately 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 their relationship introduced 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 Elizabeth in the slightest. It now gives Elizabeth 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. 
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