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Samantha expects things her way. It's called Samantha's Law. When she dismisses her previous housemaid, she sees no reason why her useless brother-in-law can't fill the role.

Samantha offers her sister the chance to live rent-free at her massive home, and to give her sister's husband a job. She's vague about the role, but Suzanne goes along with her plans as it will ease their money woes. Suzanne's husband John is less sure it's a good idea.

But in Samantha's house there is only one law—Samantha's Law, and Samantha’s Law says she needs a sissy maid.

Read more on Forced Feminisation, FLR and Femdom.

Subscribe to my real-life forced feminisation and FLR blog and Newsletter at:

ladyalexauk.com

Visit my FLR website at: www.ladyalexauk.com/
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Write to me at: ladyalexa@mail.com
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Also find me on social media at: 

Fetlife and Twitter
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Chapter 1: The plan is hatched
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Samantha 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 brother-in-law, he was hardly masculine. The best work for him would be as a sissy housemaid. Wait a minute. That was genius. A housemaid. She turned the word around in her mind. Genius.

She stared out through the floor-to-ceiling 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. 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 require instructions. Don't let them ever think they are in charge. Ensure you always control them. Completely. It's straightforward as they are simple creatures with simple needs.” There was a knock on the door. 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, pointing a long red fingernail to show him where she wanted her drinks.

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 my assistant would look better in a little skirt?”

Her niece tried to take in the sudden change of direction from instructions to putting a male a skirt. She scribbled down some notes before registering what Samantha had said. “Excuse me, Auntie?”

“Oh, nothing dear, just my 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 because they’ll ruin everything by deciding through their cocks,” 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 around to face Isabel. “That’s enough for today.” She had to get on with her work. Isabel got up and thanked her aunt, 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 about her brother-in-law as a housemaid. Once she had an idea, there was 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. Her sister, little Suzy, was a dreamer.

Her husband was kind and gentle, but he was weak, poor and had little aspiration or inspiration. And he was 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 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.”
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Chapter 2: A proposal
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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 thought arrogant more accurate.

Every time the two of them got together, they ganged 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, Suzanne´s 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 at 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. 
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