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Jane Breckinridge was a dutiful wife whose husband ruled over her with an iron hand. 

Then the couple moved to a new community where things began to change for them both…

 “Would you like a cookie?” Marjorie asked me. 

 “Oh, no thanks,” I said. “I have to watch my weight! Sam doesn’t want me getting fat!” 

 “Don’t worry,” she said. “These are low in calories and full of vitamins. You’ll love them!” She gave me a smile and a wink. “Besides, what could it hurt to have only one?” 

 “I thought for a second, then said, “Oh, what the heck! Sure; I’ll take one!” 

 “Excellent!” Marjorie said. She shouted towards the kitchen, “Brittany! Bring a tray of cookies and some tea for Jane and me.   And hurry up, you stupid bimbo!” She clapped her hands twice. 

 The sound of her palms colliding made a crisp CRACK! CRACK! sound, like a whip smacking into soft flesh. 

 My mouth dropped open. “Marjorie,” I said, my eyebrows furled in shock, “Who are you talking to like that? I thought you guys don’t have kids.” 

 “We don’t,” said Marjorie with a coy smile. “I’m talking to my sissy husband.” She turned towards the kitchen. “Brittany!” Marjorie shouted. “I told you to get out here with cookies and tea! Hurry up or I’ll use my riding crop on your ass!” 

 Seconds later a tall, slender blonde with huge breasts and long, flowing hair appeared in the entryway to the kitchen. She wore a short red skirt that showed off her long, shapely legs and generous bosom. I saw the gleam of her white silken stockings and a small gold bracelet around her right wrist. She was wearing red high heels that matched her dress. Her fingernails were painted scarlet and she had an odd, vacant look in her eyes. She held a silver platter with a small teapot balanced on it. 

 “I’m sorry it took so long, dear,” the woman said. “I’ll serve the snacks to you and your guest now. Afterwards, please punish me for being stupid and slow.” 

 “Oh, don’t worry about that, my dear,” said Marjorie. “I’ll punish you in ways you’ll never forget.” 

 My eyes bulged as I looked at the new arrival. I said to Marjorie, “That’s your husband?” 

 She laughed. “Well, sort of,” she said with a shrug of her shoulders. “Although nowadays she’s more of a wife, actually.” As the tall, submissive sissy served our snack, Marjorie said, “all of the women in this community have feminized their husbands.” 

 “They let you do that to them?” I asked. 

 Marjorie laughed again. “Well, to be honest,” she said with a vicious grin, “we didn’t really give them a choice. Isn’t that right, Brittany?” 

 The blonde’s eyes misted over as she wiped a tear from her face. “Yes, dear,” she said in a tiny, terrified voice. “You forced us to feminize.” Brittany’s hand brushed her crotch. “I still remember the pain.” Her anguished face became blank and smooth as she said, “But it was for my own good. I am an unworthy slave who is fit only for menial tasks.” Her eyes lost all expression as she fell into a trance-like state. “I am a lucky sissy. I am a lucky sissy,” she said in a droning, mechanical voice. 

 Marjorie turned to me, raised a cookie to her lips, took a bite, and said with a look of malicious glee, “We can feminize your husband as well. Would you like that, Jane?” 

 I sat in silence, staring first at my new friend and then at her feminized spouse, who stood nearby with her eyes downcast and hands folded in front of her. I imagined transforming my dominant, ultra-masculine husband into a sissy slave. My clit tingled as the vision took shape in my mind…
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 “I never ask my slaves if they want me to feminize them – even though I always do. It’s my

 decision, not theirs.” 

Mistress Victoria, dominant woman, clinical psychologist, and forced feminization specialist Chapter One

“Jane!” Sam bellowed like an angry bull. “Where are the potato chips? Me and the guys are hungry!” 

“Coming, dear,” I said, scurrying out of the kitchen with a huge plastic bowl in my hand. I held my breath as I entered the smoke-filled living room, trying to disguise my displeasure with the cigar-laden stench as I placed the potato chips on the poker table. “Here they are,” I said. “I’ll be right back with the beers.” 

Sam frowned and rolled his eyes. “Couldn’t you bring it all at the same time?” he said. “Now we gotta wait even longer!” 

My face tensed as I said, “I’m sorry, dear. I only have two hands.” 

“Well, hurry up!” he shouted, shaking his head as he looked around at his friends. “Can’t get good help nowadays, can you boys?” he said. “Not even from your own wife!” 

“I know what you mean,” said Sam’s friend Jack as he took a giant handful of chips. “Women are stupid and lazy, all of them.” The air filled with a loud crunching sound as he shoveled the grease-laden potato food into his mouth. 

“Hey, watch it pal,” said Sam, cigar smoldering between his index and ring finger as he pointed at the other man. “That’s my old lady you’re talking about.” 

Jack turned pale as he held up his hands, palms facing outward as if he were being robbed. 

“Sorry, Sam,” he muttered, crumbs dribbling out of his mouth and falling onto his protruding belly. He wore no shirt. “Didn’t mean to offend.” 

Sam guffawed as he inserted the cigar into his mouth and chewed on it like a cancerous lollipop. 

“It’s okay, Jack,” he said, glaring at me as I stood there. “Notice she’s still hanging around, instead of obeying my orders.” The other man nodded in agreement and turned their attention to their cards. 

Sam’s cold verbal slap sent me rushing to the kitchen. Once there, I inhaled great mouthfuls of air, grateful for the opportunity to put clean oxygen in my lungs. I closed my eyes and clenched my fists, whispering, “He’s the man; don’t forget that, Jane. He makes the money and runs the house. You obey his orders and take care of him. That’s what a good wife does.” 

I forced my anger down into the deep, dark place at the bottom of my soul and focused on the task at hand, opening the fridge and taking out the glass mugs I had been pre-chilling for hours. I poured fresh brew into each of the glasses from the keg dispenser on the kitchen counter, piled them onto a massive silver platter, and carried them into the living room. 

The weight of the fermented liquid strained my back and gave me sharp, stabbing pains between my shoulders and at the base of my spine. I winced as I struggled with the cumbersome load, navigating my way to the poker table and setting the platter on a serving tray alongside it. 

Neither Sam nor his friends looked up at me, though one of them did grunt as I placed a mug beside him. I finished the errand and was about to retreat back to the kitchen when one of them, a tall, tank top-clad beanpole named Jake, took a sip of the frigid, potent brew and scrunched his face. “Hey, Sam,” he said to my spouse. “Are you disrespecting your old buddies? This shit tastes like piss!” 

I watched Sam’s face darken as he absorbed the comment in silence. His eyes turned cold as steel as he glared across the room at me. “Don’t tell me you bought the cheap stuff!” he said, his nostrils flared and his fingers turning white as he clutched his cards in a death grip. 

“Well, dear,” I said with slow, careful precision, “I have been trying to economize lately – what with the credit cards being maxed out – and the man at the store said this brand was just as good as what I usually buy.” 

Silence fell across the room as the men’s mouths gaped open. A few of them dropped their cards on the table face up. Sam glanced down for a moment, then turned his attention to me. “That’s about the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard, Jane,” he said. He shook his head and threw a dismissive hand up in the air. “What the fuck you gonna do, boys?” he said to those seated. “You know women!” 

Several of the men nodded in agreement. “That’s the truth, buddy!” said Jake, holding up his mug. “I propose a toast,” he said. “To stupid woman and sour beer!” His crack brought a hearty round of laughter as Sam and his friends clinked their mugs together, then inhaled huge mouthfuls of brew. 

“I have a headache,” I said as I turned away from the dreary spectacle. “I’m going to bed.” I dashed up the stairs to the bedroom and threw myself onto the mattress. I punched the sheets as cried out, “why, oh why did I marry that monster!” My tears stained the blanket as I released the tensions that had been building up inside of me the entire day. Exhaustion overcame me as I

wept and I fell into a fitful sleep. 

“Hey, baby! Wake up!” 

The sound of Sam’s voice cut through the fog of sleep, like a rapist’s knife slitting the throat of his victim. It ripped me away from the land of rest and back into the world of awakening. “Wh…

what?” I muttered, staring up at my spouse’s leering face, which hovered inches above mine. The stench of his beer- and cigar-laden breath assaulted my senses. I looked away from him as I said, 

“what are you talking about, Sam?” 

“I’m talking about the scam I played on those poor suckers tonight! That whole deal about the shitty beer made ‘em drop their guard. It gave me a chance to see their cards.” He waved a handful of grimy $20 and $50 bills at me. “I cleared over $500 tonight!” A smug grin adorned his unshaven face as he said, “I told you that scam would work! Hell, I’m a genius!” 

“I’m glad, Sam,” I said, my weary eyes focused on the angry red numbers on the alarm clock that screamed 3:30 AM into my beleaguered mind. “I really am.” 

He snorted. “Think I’ll buy myself a new fishing rod with the cash,” he said. I rolled my eyes, thinking  so much for catching up on the bills . 

“Speaking of ‘rods,’” he continued, his hand going to his crotch, “I’ve got a reward for you!” 

 Oh, no,  I thought as I forced myself to grin at him.  Oh, please; no. Not tonight. Please.  But my silent plea went ignored by an uncaring universe as Sam’s trousers dropped around his knees. 

Moments later I felt his miniscule manhood enter my outer layers as he began a Neanderthal-like pumping motion that revived the agony in my tortured back. 

Then, to make my torment complete, he planted his slimy, sweaty, slobbering lips on mine. I tasted all of the foul contaminants he had been ingesting and inhaling over the past several hours as he used me like a urinal. At last, mercifully he achieved his objective and rolled off of me. 

The buzz saw-like snoring that poured from his lips as he did so was my cue to escape. I fled to the bathroom, knelt before the commode, and ejected the contents of my stomach into the porcelain bowl as nausea overwhelmed me. 

I watched the bile-encrusted chunks of half-digested food swirl down the drain as I flushed over and over again. My stomach at last empty, I stood and stumbled to the sink, turning on the faucet as I filled a paper cup with tepid water and rinsed out my mouth. 

As I looked up I stared in shock at the image of a small, exhausted, defeated woman staring back at me in the mirror. Compassion for that wretched person filled me as I looked into her aging face. She – me – was trapped in a dank, dark, murky Hell from which there seemed no escape. 

Had I a firearm within reach, I would have freed her from her anguish. But all of Sam’s guns were carefully locked away in a basement safe. So for me there was be no escape that night, only a distant yearning for something, anything, that would take me away from my wretched despair. 

But, if there was the promise of liberation in that supremely sorrowful moment, it was hidden by the dark clouds of grief that robbed the sunlight from my soul. 





 

 

 

Chapter Two

I was serving Sam his dinner the following Monday afternoon when he said in a casual tone, 

“We’ll probably need to move in the next month or so. Start packing.” 

His revelation struck me with all the force of a baseball bat to my head, almost making me drop the huge portion of meatloaf I was carving out of the baking dish with a spatula. I regained my composure long enough to place the serving on his dish, then fell into the dining room chair across from him. “Move?” I said, clasping my hands together. “Why? Where?” I felt my blood pressure rising as my heart began to race. 

“100 miles north of here,” said Sam, talking as he shoveled a mouthful of meatloaf into his mouth. “The company has opened a new branch around Springdale and they want me to help get it going. Should be a real long-term thing; raise, promotion, all that stuff.” 

My eyes dropped, then I looked up at my husband. I wrapped my trembling hands around my knee and tried to sound calm. “But where will we live?” I asked. “We’ve been here all our lives!” 

Sam turned his attention away from his meal and to me for a moment. “Don’t let it worry you, baby,” he said. “The company has a residential subdivision nearby; some place called Stepford. 

It’s five minutes from the new location. Great houses; two-story, nice yards, even a private golf course.” He snorted. “Hell, I’m looking forward to kicking some ass on the links! Course, they damn well better provide carts, cause there’s no way in hell I’m gonna walk 18 holes!” 

“I see,” I said. Rage rose up within my mind as I thought about what Sam had just told me.  What a dirty, rotten SOB,  I thought  . He doesn’t consult me, doesn’t ask my opinion, just tells me out of the blue that I’ve got to rearrange my whole life to match his priorities. What a piece of shit.  If Sam sensed my feelings, then he didn’t show it. He ignored me as he devoured the meatloaf and messed around with his cell phone. 

I stood. “Sam,” I said, “if you don’t mind, dear, I’m feeling a little headache coming on. Do you mind if I relax in my sewing room for a bit?” 

“Nah, go ahead,” he said without looking up. I left the dining room, crossed through the kitchen, and into the tiny room that served as my sewing area. I shut the door behind me, locked it, pulled the shade down, and fired up the laptop that sat on a small table in the corner. I settled into a cushy chair as the screen flickered to life. 

I tapped a well-known address into the keyboard and navigated to a site I had visited hundreds of times before. I licked my lips as I logged into my account and browsed through the latest videos. 

I saw one entitled “husband gets humiliated and degraded by dominant wife” and clicked on it. I crossed my legs as the images began to display. 

“Oh… oh wow,” I said, feeling my cunt grow moist as the action commenced. It began with an older man who was handcuffed face-up to the four corners of the bed. His arms were stretched

above his head and looked as if they might tear out of their sockets; same with his legs. He was naked, shivering, and weeping. “Please, honey,” he cried out. “Please don’t do this. I’m sorry I forgot your birthday.” 

From around the corner came a statuesque blonde dressed entirely in black. She wore ebony knee-high boots with stiletto heels, a leather bustier, and leather gloves. She carried a wicked -

looking bullwhip in her right hand. Her face was stern. “I’m going to make you really sorry, sweetheart,” she said in a commanding voice”. By the time I’m done you’ll be a screaming, blubbering mess.” 

I felt the blood rush from my face and into my loins as the woman cracked the air with the whip, making a wicked SNAP sound. The man moaned as the sound reverberated through his eardrums. His wife began whirling the flog over her head, slowly at first and then ever faster till it was spinning around like a helicopter blade. 

Then, with a quick flick of her wrist, she struck. The rawhide cord landed across the center of the man’s scrotum. He shrieked in a high, almost feminine voice as a crimson weld appeared on his tender, yielding flesh. I rubbed my inner thigh as I watched. 

The furious wife struck again, this time landing a blow on her husband’s cock. It carved a deep gash that tore out a chunk of skin. I saw specks of blood appear on the edge of the whip. My tits began to tingle as I watched. My pussy was becoming sopping wet. The air in the small room filled with the scent of my musky arousal. 

The woman began a rhythmic, fast-paced series of blows that spread across the man’s body from his shins to his neck. Each time a blow landed a new streak of gore appeared. The stupid man was screamed his fool head off. I nodded in approval. “Serves him right,” I whispered as my fingers stroked my quivering pussy lips. “I hope she beats him to death.” 

I looked with lustful fascination as the woman’s lean, sleekly muscled body moved with cat-like grace. My free hand explored the inner regions of my womanhood. My heart pounded against my ribs. 

I tensed as the screen faded to black for a moment. “No,” I uttered. “That can’t be all. I need to see more; much, much more.” I breathe a sigh of relief a second later as the action continued. 

The woman now had a metal rod in her hand. The husband gasped as he stared at his wife’s new implement of torture. 

“Please, honey,” he said. “I’m begging you. Please don’t use that on me!” His face was as pale as death as he issued his plea. The woman only smirked and struck his right nipple. Again I saw blood as the weapon made an inch-long incision right across her his man-tit, dragging jagged ribbons of his skin along with it. My thumb and forefinger clasped my clit and began rubbing and squeezing. Perspiration beaded on my forehead as my breath came in and out of my lungs in quick, furious gasps. My tits and ass cheeks tingled with ecstasy, joining with my clit in a celebration of womanly erotic pleasure. It was amazing! 

The woman began really unwinding on her dim-witted, inconsiderate spouse with the metal rod. 

She struck his chest, stomach, thighs, knees, shins, even the tops of his feet with the length of steel. The metal was not completely rigid. As it tore through the air it flexed slightly as it lacerated the defenseless man over and over. His screams faded, replaced by a pathetic wail of

despair as he surrendered all hope of mercy or release. He was her property, for her to use as she saw fit. 

My climax came a moment later, bursting from my clit, engulfing my pussy walls, and spreading down my legs and up my torso, blending with the ecstatic pleasure in my nipples and ass cheeks. 

I bellowed in lustful joy, then clamped my mouth shut as I remembered that Sam was only a couple of rooms away. Still, the white-hot pleasure of the experience obliterated the rage and despair that had engulfed me since the party two nights before. My body gyrated wildly on the stool as wave after wave of orgasm coursed through every nerve of my being. 

I was still breathing hard and heavy as the video reached its climactic point. The man lay unconscious on the bed, his head drooping, his body spent. His wife took a rag and wiped his lifeblood from the rod. She looked at the camera with a gleam in her eye and said, “That’s what happens in this house when my husband gets out of line. Hope you enjoyed it.” The screen faded to black and the credits appeared. 

“I did enjoy it,” I said, regaining my composure as I stared at the screen with a wide-eyed grin. “I enjoyed it very much.” I grabbed the edge of the table to steady myself as I stood on rubbery legs. I walked over to the closet, took out a fresh pair of panties and a new house dress and changed my clothes. I visited the small bathroom attached to the room, douched my inner regions, and sat on the toilet to take a relaxing pee. As the urine flowed from my body I pictured it streaming over Sam’s face, it’s salty scent filling the air as he endured the degradation I was inflicting on him. 

I stood, looking into the mirror and viewing a different woman than the one I’d seen the night of Sam’s poker game. This one was beautiful and confident, showing a radiant glow that poured out of her voluptuous 30-year-old frame and filled the air around her. I studied her full lips, high cheekbones, and honey-blonde hair. She was lovely. I slipped out of my dress, panties and bra and let them fall to the floor, admiring my ample bosom, cute little rosy nipples, and long lean waist. “This body is too good for that pig,” I said. “Probably why he ignores it so much.” 

I sighed as I put my dull, everyday clothes back on, ran a brush through my hair, and left the room to resume my duties as an obedient wife. But inside I burned with a fire that demanded release. Unknown to me at the time, the day of my deliverance was soon to arrive. 







Chapter Three

Tonya sighed as she regarded me with a sad look. “Your problem, Jane,” she said with an air of resignation, “is that you don’t have sex with other women anymore. I’ve told you time and again that men are scum.” 

I shook my head and pursed my lips. “Let’s not go over that again, my dear stepsister,” I said. “I came to you for legal advice, not another lecture on the virtues of lesbianism.” I looked at her across her massive oaken desk, which was amazingly neat given her propensity for making messes. She wore a ladies’ designer business suit that cost more than most people’s houses. Her

rich, full lips, dark, clear complexion, big brown eyes, and shoulder length midnight hair reminded me of a world-famous movie actress whose name I couldn’t quite place. 

Tonya’s wrist, neck, and two of her fingers glittered with tasteful yet sinfully expensive gold jewelry. Various degrees, certificates, and citations of accomplishment covered her office, including a law degree from an Ivy League university. A collection of photographs showed her standing beside noted female politicians and feminist leaders. 

“You’re amazing, you know that?” I said as I looked around the spacious room. “Only 28 years old; yet you’ve achieved so much.” 

“Just hard work and a little luck,” she said, giving me a wink. 

I nodded. “And amazing intelligence,” I said. “And an insanely intense worth ethic.  And, let’s not forget, more ambition than a legion of emperors.” 

She chuckled. “I’d deny it if I could,” she said, shifting her position in the immense leather-bound office chair that cradled her supple athletic form. “But let’s get down to business. You’ve finally decided to divorce Sam’s sorry ass. Good for you! Now we need to figure out how to take away his money. I have some private eyes that I’m sure can dig up some dirt on him, the kind that will make the judge angry as hell - especially if she turns out to be a woman.” 

I gave my stepsister an exasperated look. “I’ve told you time and again,” I said, “I don’t want to hurt him! I just want to get away from him.” I stared down at the polished hardwood floor beneath my feet. “I don’t care about getting a single red cent,” I said dreamily, “so long as I’m free.” 

Tonya interlocked her fingers, taking on the air of an attorney launching into a prolonged debate. 

“And why don’t you want his money, Jane?” she said in a matter-of-fact way. “You’ve cooked for him, cleaned house for him, and washed his clothes for five years. You’ve polished his shoes more than once, not to mention his knob.” She leaned forward. “You don’t think you deserve some compensation for all of that?” 

I looked away from her, wiping away the moisture that filled my eyes. “That’s my duty,” I said. 

“I’m his wife, and the wife submits to her husband and takes care of his needs, whatever they may be.” 

Tonya let out an exasperated groan. “I swear,” she said,” If I ever figure out a way to sue that damn cult that brainwashed you back in college, then I’ll put them out of business. “They should be locked away for 100 years for all that shit they pump into women’s minds.” She looked up at the ceiling, then back at me. “They’re criminals, pure and simple.” 

I bowed my head and blushed, my face glazing over with nostalgia as I reflected on the past 12

years of my life “They kept me company when I was lonely, Tonya,” I said. “They gave me a reason for living when I was too depressed to think straight. They helped to get me in touch with my feminine nature, which, whether you admit it or not, is basically submissive. It’s our gender’s duty to serve men and submit to them, not challenge their rightful place of dominance over the earth.” 

Tonya looked away in disgust. “Whatever,” she said. “I’m not going to waste time arguing with you. The important thing is to get you out of that house and away from that piece of shit.” 

“I guess,” I said, looking at my trembling hands and shaking my head. I studied the plain gold band that encircled one finger; the edges were tarnished. My other fingers were unadorned. I remembered what a thoughtless jeweler told me once:  lovely piece of costume jewelry you’re wearing. Now, you mentioned you wanted to buy your husband a Rolex. I have models for as low as $7,000.00…

I was so lost in my own thoughts that I failed to notice Tonya as she stood up and walked over to where I was sitting. I felt her hand on my shoulder, and I buried my head against her exquisite breasts for support as I wept. “There, there,” she said, stroking my hair with her strong, beautiful fingers. I felt a wave of sisterly love wash over me, along with a desire I had not experienced in years, at least not for another woman. 

I think that’s why I didn’t fight back when she kissed me. In fact, I pulled her closer as our lips locked. I sensed her body’s heat as it mingled with mine, our feminine forms pressed together in an erotic dance of lustful union that only gay and bi women can understand. 

Then I pushed her away and got to my feet. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I gave to get out of here!” 

She touched my arm. “Relax,” she said. “We’re  step sisters, remember? Besides, we haven’t been together since you got married.” She cocked her head and looked at me lovingly, her brown eyes twin pools of adoration with me as their object of desire. “I miss you, my darling.” 

I looked at her longingly, yearning for her womanly essence to embrace me and keep me safe. 

Then the old feelings of guilt reasserted themselves. “I can’t,” I said, rushing to the door. “I have to get ready for this weekend. Sam and I are going to visit Stepford and – “

‘STEPFORD?” she exclaimed, looking like she had just received the shock of her life. “The community 100 miles north? Jane, sit down, please! I have to tell you something!” 

“No!” I shouted, flinging open her office door. I turned to look at her before I ran away in fear. 

My mouth hung open as my mind struggled for the right words. “I’m sorry,” I blurted out at last. 

“I…I’m sorry.” 

“Jane, wait! Please!” she cried as I fled from her office and to the street outside. I stood still for a moment, fighting to suppress my feelings lest I turn and run back into my stepsister’s arms. At last, with a supreme effort of will, I forced myself to cross the street to the parking lot where my car waited. As I got in I cast one last, longing look towards Tonya’s office. Then, sorrow stabbing at my heart, I drove away. My vehicle merged with the city’s traffic as I left my one true love behind. 















 























 

Chapter Four

That night I lay in bed exhausted from the emotional ordeal with Tonya. I was so tired that not even Sam’s snoring could keep me awake. As I drifted into sleep my mind went back to the day of my 18 th birthday…

 “Congratulations, stepsister!” said Tonya, giving me a tight hug. “You’re finally an adult!” 

 I returned her embrace, my face radiating the joy I felt. “Thanks, my dear sister,” I said. “At least now I can vote!” 

 Tonya looked at me joyfully, her hands on my shoulders. The fragrance of her musky cologne teased my nostrils, as did the neck line of her plunging blouse. “So,” she said, her eyes darting up and down as they scanned my body, “What do you want to do tonight? We can hit the bars; I’ve got a fake ID that will get you into the best clubs in town!” 

 “I…” My voice trailed off as my eyes dropped to the floor. There was a moment of silence, then I said, “oh, never mind.” 

 Tonya’s fingers brushed against my cheek, sending sparks of electricity through me. “No,” she said, her face a picture of concern, “tell me, please.” 

 I looked at her, a lump forming in my throat as I fixated on her full, luscious lips. “Well,” I said, summoning the courage to say was on my mind, “I’d like to… I mean, now that I’m 18 and you’ve been 20 for a few months, I thought we…” The lump in my throat grew larger, choking off my words. 

 Again Tonya’s fingers brushed against my cheek. “I think I know what you’re trying to say,” she said. “Meet me in my bedroom in 15 minutes.” 

 “Yes ma’am!” I said with a squeal. The two of us left each other to prepare for our first lovemaking session. I locked myself in the restroom, ran a razor over my legs and other parts of

 my body to ensure they were smooth, sprayed a little of my favorite perfume on my neck, and gave myself a quick look-see. My abs were nice and tight, my hips broad, my breasts firm, and my skin glowing with the beginning of a summer tan. 

 I didn’t have time to shave my pussy, but it’s never been very hairy anyway. I smiled at my reflection, draped myself in a bathrobe, and scurried down the hallway to Tonya’s bedroom, where she waited me. As I did, cunt juices dribbled down my silky inner thighs. 

 When I entered her bedroom I looked around in confusion; she was nowhere to be seen. 

 “Tonya?” I called out. “Where are you?” 

 “In here,” Tonya said, her voice coming from her bathroom. “Lie down on the mattress and wait for me.” There was a dominant edge to her voice that peaked my arousal. I threw off the bathroom and pressed my naked body against her mattress, squirming in anticipation of what was to come. Moments later she appeared in the doorway, her body radiant from rubbing oils into her flawless skin. My mind raced with lustful thoughts as I worshiped my stepsister’s magnificent form with my eyes. 

 “Like what you see?” Tonya asked with a coy smile, raising her arms above her head and tilting your hips to accentuate her natural curves. 

 I was breathing so hard I could barely speak. “Oh, oh yes,” I said in a throaty whisper. “I want your body next to mine.” 

 Tonya sauntered towards me slowly. My hands went up to my clit. “No!” she ordered. “Hands off!” 

 “Yes ma’am,” I said with an air of obedient fear, jerking my hand away from my womanly essence. “I’m sorry.” 

 “You should be,” she said as she climbed on to the mattress and straddled her body directly over mine. Her face was a mask of seriousness as she said, “if we’re to be lovers, then you must submit to my control. Got it?” I nodded silently, signaling my willing submission to her dominance. 

 “Close your eyes,” she said. I did so. As I did, I felt the hot, wet tip of her tongue touch my forehead then run along my face, over the ridge of my nose, then around the edges of my lips, over my chin, and down my throat. She hovered there for a moment, then traced a line across my neck with her finger. 

 “You driving me wild, stepsister,” I said. “Every nerve is on fire.” 

 “I know,” she said”. “I own you. Don’t I, my dear?” 

 “Yes,” I said, every fiber of my being longing for her. 

 “’Yes’ what?” she said, laying alongside me as she stroked my left nipple with her right forefinger. “Tell me, my slave sister,” she said. 

 “Yes, you own me,” I said, feeling as if I were about to burst with unfulfilled longing. “I’m your property, your slave.” 

 “Indeed you are,” said Tonya. “I’m going to collar you and pierce your clit. I’ll mark you as my own forever.” As she spoke she ran a finger down my abdomen, swirled it around the outer

 edges of my labia, then began quick, penetrating motions in and out of my vagina, taking care to stroke my clit each time she entered me. I writhed on the bed, moaning and pinching my nipples in a fevered effort to relieve the erotic firestorm she was stirring up within me. 

 She buried her mouth deep in my womanhood and began running her long, lithe tongue along my pussy walls. As she did so, her hands slid up my torso and pushed my fingers away from my tits, clamping down hard on each of them with her thumb and forefinger. The opposing sensations of pleasure and pain overwhelmed my brain, bringing me under total submission to her will. It was…there are no words for what it was like, other than to say it was inexpressible, unimaginable bliss…

A horrific BUZZ, BUZZ sound jerked me away from my nostalgic dream. I sat up in bed and looked over at Sam, who was snoring blissfully despite the alarm clock’s deafening din. I began shaking him. “Sam, wake up,” I said. “We have to get ready for the drive to Stepford. Our appointment is at nine AM.” 

One of his eyes popped open as he gave me a resentful look. “Let me sleep a little longer,” he said, then rolled over. 

“I can’t, Sam!” I said, shaking him again. “We have to leave soon if we’re going to be there on time! You told me to made sure we’re not late, remember?” 

His head jerked around as he gave me a look that could kill. “Oh, all right!” he said as he maneuvered his fat, hairy body towards the bathroom. The stomping of his feet sounded like sledgehammers pounding at the inside of my skull. I gritted my teeth while images dark and deadly ran through my mind. 

My hand flew to my cunt as soon as I heard the shower start.  I squeezed my clit between my thumb and forefinger as my other hand pinched and kneaded my tits. My mind picked up where the dream had left off. I imagined my fingers were Tonya’s tongue and lips. “Oh…oh yes, please use me, Tonya. Dominate me. Make me your bitch,” I muttered between clenched teeth. 

In my brain I saw my stepsister using me for her pleasure. I pictured her locking my pussy in a chastity belt and wearing the key around her neck. I saw her fondling my breasts in public while other women watched in lust-crazed fascination. I immersed myself in the porn movie going on between my ears as my fingers stroked and squeezed and pinched my clit. I heard a long, ecstatic moaning wail come from my lips as I struggled to reach orgasm before Sam came out of the bathroom. 

I was on the edge of cumming when Sam turn turned off the shower. A second later I heard him get out of the tub and plant one of this clumsy, oversized feet on the bathroom floor.  Oh no,  I thought.  Please don’t let him come out here till I’m done; please.  The risk of being caught caused me to redouble my efforts. My clit burned from the beating it was taking, but I didn’t care. I had to climax within the next few moments or spend the rest of the day frustrated. 

I was approaching that erotic twilight zone that lies on the edge of fulfillment when I heard Sam’s hand on the doorknob inside the bathroom. I froze in place for a moment, then yanked a blanket over me to hide my nakedness. He started to open the door, then said, “I better take a shit first.” I heard his enormous ass plop down on the toilet as he began to grunt. My fingers flew back to the task at hand and I began to rebuild the sense of ecstasy I had so recently lost. 

Again, images of Tonya controlling me raced through my thoughts. But, though I hovered on the precipice, I could not push myself over the edge. Then, from a corner of my mind that I didn’t know existed, came a new mental picture. It was of Sam wearing panties and kneeling in shame before a group of tall, beautiful, athletic women. 

 What the hell?  I thought.  Where did that fantasy come from?  But my unexpected foray into femdom gave me just what I needed to cum. My hips bucked and my head spun as the sensation washed over me. I clenched my teeth to hold back a throaty cry of Amazonian triumph as I rode the feeling to its peak, then clung to it with iron tenacity as it faded away. 

I fell back on the bed, my clit and my nipples tingling from the aftershocks of ecstasy washing over me. I lay there drenched in sweat, with the fragrant aroma of my cunt juices filling the air like incense at the altar of a pagan god.  That was amazing,  I thought.  Better than any man could give me; and I did it with my own hands! 

“What the hell are you doing?” The sound of Sam’s voice came down on me like a hammer, ripping apart my elation and dragging me back into cold, staid reality. I looked up at him as he stood in front of the bed, giving me an accusing glare. His hands were balled into fists Chapter Five

My mind raced as I tried to come up with an answer to Sam’s query.  Think, Jane,  I told myself. 

My husband’s mouth started to open when I spit out the reply that came to mind. “I was doing sit ups, honey,” I said. “Just trying to keep my waist trim for you!” 

I watched his eyes glaze over as his mind tried to process what I had just said. “Oh, okay,” he

said after several seconds of silence. “That’s good. You know I don’t want you getting fat.” I stared at his massive gut hanging in front of him as he turned towards his dresser.  Doesn’t want me getting fat,  I thought.  He’s a stupid slob and a two-faced hypocrite. 

I got out of bed, chose an outfit from my chest of drawers, and slipped into it. I went downstairs to the kitchen to prepare breakfast for the two of us: bacon, fried eggs, and pancakes for him; whole wheat toast and half of a grapefruit for me. As he inhaled his food I went to the front porch to check the mail. I was flipping through it when I saw a small yellow envelope with my name etched on it in tiny, precise handwriting. My heart froze as I held it in my hand.  It’s from Tonya,  I thought  . I would recognize her penmanship anywhere. 

I peeked into the house to make sure Sam was still eating; he was. I glanced around to make sure no one was walking their dog or outside for other reasons, then tore open the envelope to get at the message inside. My fingers trembled and my stomach tied itself in the knots as I read the words:

 I’m sorry for the things the way things turned out at my office, my darling. I’m just so tired of seeing you play a servant to that doddering fool you married. I would be so much gentler if I was dominating you instead of him. But you made my day when you mentioned the Stepford community. You’ll love it there. I can’t say why, not in writing, but trust me when I say it will change your life for the better. Remember I’m always here for you should you need anything. I long for the feel of your body next to mine. 

 Your Stepsister and Soulmate, 

 Tonya

Love and lust poured through me as I read the words. I looked around once more to make sure no one was spying on me. Then I kissed the message softly before ripping it into tiny pieces and depositing it into the wastebasket on the porch. I stopped for a moment to take a deep, calming breath before going back into the house to face Sam. 

Half an hour later we were on the road headed towards Stepford. I drove while Sam played with his cell phone.  Why is Tonya so excited about me moving to this place?  I wondered.  It’s taking me 100 miles from her, after all.  Despite my quandaries, the drive whisked by and before I knew it we were surrounded by the rolling hills that make the northern part of the state so beautiful. As I turned off the highway I saw a sign along the road that said STEPFORD COMMUNITY 20

MILES. Just below those words I noticed what appeared to be a message scrawled into the sign in jagged, crimson letters. I tried to make out what it said, but it looked as if someone had washed most of the note away and drawn thick black lines through its text.  That’s odd,  I thought. 

“Sam?” I asked. “Did you see that?” He muttered something unintelligible, then turned his attention back to whatever he was doing on his phone. I put it out of my mind and focused on the drive. About 15 minutes later I saw another sign, this one larger than the last one and situated on the left side of the road. It read WELCOME TO STEPFORD in bright, bold lettering against a pale green background. 

I slowed the car as I approached the main road that led into the subdivision. An impressive -

looking cast-iron gate blocked the way. I pulled up to the guard shack in the middle of the street and poked my head out the window. 

“Yes?” said the towering, heavily muscled woman who stepped out to greet us. She wore navy blue pants, a pale blue uniform shirt with bags, and a black leather belt around her waist that held a canister of pepper spray, a handgun, a radio, and an electric cattle prod mounted in a holster. 

“Hi,” I said in as friendly a tone as I could muster. “My husband and I are expected. My name is Jane Breckinridge and this,” I said, nodding toward Sam, “is Mr. Breckinridge.” 

The gargantuan security officer looked in the car, stared at Sam for a moment, and scowled. 

“What’s the matter with you, honey?” He said to her with an arrogant sneer. “Never seen a man before?” 

“No,” said the woman. “And I still haven’t.” 

Sam’s face turned red as his sneer turned to a look of rage. “Now look here!” he blurted out. 

“I’m Sam Breckinridge. I run the company’s southeastern district and I don’t take shit! Now open that fucking gate and let us in there or I’ll make sure you’re fired!” 

The woman responded to his threat with a look bordering on the homicidal. She pressed her lips tight, glared at Sam for several tense moments, then turned and went back into the building. She pushed a red button and the cast-iron gate slid back, allowing me to drive forward. As I did so I looked in the rearview mirror, noting the strange, knowing smile on the guard’s face as she watched us vanish into the immense community. 

“That’s what the company gets for hiring a female CEO,” growled Sam as I drove. “Bitches start to think they’re as good as men if you give them a little power.” 

“Yes, dear,” I said in the flat, acquiescing tone I had mastered during my five years of marriage. 

My eyes opened wide a moment later as I look at the address outside an immense, beautifully decorated home. “Sam!” I exclaimed. “Isn’t that the place where we’re supposed to meet the woman?” 

“Yep, that’s it,” said my husband. “Classy joint, I guess. Seen better.” 

As I pulled in the driveway I stared at the mammoth home in front of us. It was three stories high with a red brick exterior and dark blue shutters alongside the giant windows. The yard was immaculate. In the center of the lawn was a flower bed filled with orange, yellow, and red blooms and surrounded by small field stones. 

I noticed a woman pushing a mower. Two things struck me as unusual about her. One was the fact that she was wearing a mini-skirt that showed off her gorgeous legs and high-heeled shoes; not the usual outfit one dons to cut grass. The other was her platinum blonde hair and giant breasts. She looked like a stripper who had switched careers and was now a landscaper. I felt my pussy grow warm as I looked at her. 

The front door of the home burst open as a well-dressed lady approached our car. As she did, the blonde who was pushing the mower stared at her. The woman who emerged from the house shot the grass cutter a quick, angry look and the tow-headed landscaper resumed her mowing duties. 

Sam and I got out of the car and he stepped in front of me. “I’m Sam Breckinridge,” he said, 

“and I want that security guard bitch fired.” 

If the woman heard what he said, then he showed no sign of it as she brushed past him and came

up to me. “You must be Jane!” said the woman. “Welcome to Stepford! My name is Marjorie.” 

She was a strawberry blond, slender and slightly taller than me, with an hourglass figure, tanned skin, and ample breasts. She wore pressed blue jeans and a green polo shirt with a symbol I’d never seen before etched into the stitching on the pocket. It reminded me of the biological symbol for the female chromosome, but altered subtly. I studied the emblem for a moment and was about to ask her what it represented when she grabbed me by the arm and said, “come on in, dear! I have a lovely reception prepared for you!” 

“Hey!” Sam shouted. “I hate to break this to you, but I’m the guy who earns the money! So why the hell are you ignoring me and worrying about my wife? I take care of her, not you!” As he stood there blustering I saw a pair of men walking up the street. They approached Sam as he stood there making an ass of himself. One placed his hand on my husband’s shoulder. 

Sam jerked the guy’s hand away and whipped around to confront the new arrivals. I saw the anger dissolve the from his features as he gawked at the other men’s superior height. “Yeah?” He said, his voice quaking. His head darted back and forth as he looked at the duo. I saw his legs shivering. That made me smile. 

“Hi,” said the tallest of the two, extending his hand to shake. “I am Paul Taylor.” He had sandy blonde hair, broad shoulders, and a beaming smile. The straight side of my brain enjoyed looking at him.  Not bad,  I thought.  I wonder what he’s packing between those legs? 

“I am Randy Smith,” said the fellow alongside Paul, a stocky but nonetheless muscular guy with a barrel chest and huge forearms. His hair was dark and rich, as was his complexion. He extended his hand in greeting. “Welcome to Stepford.” 

Sam looked like a child getting ready to run from some schoolyard bullies. Then, calming himself, he shook hands with the men.” Hi,” he said. “I’m Sam, Sam Breckinridge. I’m the district manager in this part of the state.” 

“It is very nice to meet you, Sam,” said Paul in a pleasant but slightly mechanical tone. “I live right across the street. I hear you are quite the beer  meister . I brew a special brand of my own. 

Would you like to see my gear?” 

“His gear is quite impressive,” said Randy in affirmation. “Mine is not quite as good, but I do what I can with it.” 

I saw relief wash over Sam’s face as he listened. “Well, that’s different!” he said. “I’d love to give you guys some beer brewing tips.” He glanced at his watch. “There’s a game coming on about half an hour. I’m cheering for Chicago. What about you guys?” 

“I am afraid I am a San Francisco fan myself,” said Paul, shaking his head apologetically. 

“I am an SF fan as well,” said Randy. 

Sam snickered. “Sorry to hear that,” he said. “I’d love to watch Chicago kick some ass this afternoon. I’m assuming you guys got TVs, right?” 

“We sure do, buddy,” said Paul. “Just got a new 65-inch plasma model. It is huge!” 

“Say,” said Randy to Paul. “Why do not the three of us go over to your house? Sam can teach us his secrets for brewing great beer. Then we can kick back and watch the game!” 

“Now you’re talking my language!” said Sam, his earlier apprehension replaced by his usual swaggering bravado. He looked back at me and the other ladies standing near me. “Sounds like a lot more fun than listening to these hens cackle!” 

“It is a date then!” said Paul, putting his hand on Sam’s shoulder and leading him away. Randy strode alongside the two. Paul and Randy looked back at Marjorie at one point. She returned their gaze by nodding slightly, her eyes glistening like steel as she regarded the three men with a cold stare. 

“Hey!” cried Sam said Randy and Paul. “Are we gonna drink beer and watch football or play house with women?” 

“Let us watch some football,” said Paul. 

“Yes,” said Randy in the same oddly vacant way. “Let us watch football and drink beer.” The threesome disappeared into the yellow vinyl-clad split-level home across the street. 

“Bastard doesn’t even brew his own beer,” I muttered as I watched my husband abandon me for his new buddies. 

“What was that, Jane?” said Marjorie, touching my arm. 

“Nothing,” I said. “Why don’t we go in the house and get to know each other?” 

“Nothing I would like better!” said Marjorie. The two of us walked towards the house, falling into the kind of pleasant conversation women enjoy when their interests and temperament click. 

At the back of my mind a troubling voice said,  wonder why those other men seemed so blank? 

 And why don’t they use contractions in their speech?  I ignored the distant warning bells in my brain and decided to simply accept my new friend’s hospitality. As we entered her home I forgot about my husband entirely. That wouldn’t stay the case for long. 











 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Six

Marjorie and I had been conversing for about 45 minutes and already I felt at home. We sat in her expansive living room, I in an armchair and she on a plush black leather sofa. While we talked, I gazed admiringly at her home. Not only were the furnishings exquisite, there was no sign of dirt or dust anywhere. Even the air smelled clean. It was a refreshing change from living with Sam’s vile cigar smoking and perpetual messiness. 

“Would you like a cookie?” Marjorie asked me after a while. “And perhaps some tea?” 

“Oh, no thanks,” I said. “I have to watch my weight! Sam doesn’t want me getting fat!” 

“Don’t worry,” she said. “These are low in calories and full of vitamins. You’ll love them!” She gave me a smile and a wink. “Besides, what could it hurt to have only one?” 

“I thought for a second, then said, “Oh, what the heck! Sure; I’ll take one!” 

“Excellent!” Marjorie said. She shouted towards the kitchen, “Brittany! Bring a tray of cookies and some tea for Jane and me. And hurry up, you stupid bimbo!” She clapped her hands twice. 

The sound of her palms colliding made a crisp CRACK, CRACK sound, like a whip smacking into tender flesh. 

My mouth dropped open. “Marjorie,” I said, my eyebrows furled in shock, “Who are you talking to like that? I thought you guys don’t have kids.” 

“We don’t,” said Marjorie with a coy smile. “I’m talking to my sissy husband.” She turned towards the kitchen. “Brittany!” she shouted. “I told you to get out here with cookies and tea! 

Hurry up or I’ll use my riding crop on your ass!” 

Seconds later a tall, slender blonde with huge breasts and long, flowing hair appeared in the entryway to the kitchen. She wore a short red skirt that showed off her long, shapely legs and generous bosom. I saw the gleam of her white silken stockings and a small gold bracelet around her right wrist. She was wearing red high heels that matched her dress. Her fingernails were painted scarlet and she had an odd, vacant look in her eyes. She held a silver platter with a small teapot balanced on it. 

“I am sorry it took so long, dear,” the woman said. “Let me bring these over and I will serve them to you and your guest. Afterwards, please punish me for being stupid and slow.” 

My eyes bulged as I looked at the new arrival. I turned to Marjorie and said, “that’s your husband?” 

She laughed. “Well, sort of,” she said with a shrug of her shoulders. “Although nowadays she’s more of a wife, actually.” As the tall, submissive sissy brought our snacks to us, Marjorie said, 

“all of the women in this community have feminized their husbands.” 

“They let you do that to them?” I asked. 

Marjorie laughed again. “Well, to be honest,” she said, regarding her spouse with a vicious grin, 

“we didn’t really give them a choice. Isn’t that right, Brittany?” 

I saw the blonde’s eyes mist over as she wiped a tear from her face. “Yes, dear,” she said in a tiny, terrified voice. “You forced us to feminize.” Brittany’s hand brushed her crotch. “I still remember the pain.” Her face showed anguish for a moment, then became blank and smooth as she said, “But it was for my own good. I am an unworthy slave who is fit only for menial tasks. I am a lucky sissy. I am a lucky sissy,” she said. 

Marjorie gave her brainwashed spouse a quick, condescending smile. She turned to me, raised a cookie to her lips, took a bite, and said with a look of malicious glee, “We can do the same thing to your husband. Would you like that, Jane?” 

I sat in silence, staring first at my new friend and then at her feminized spouse, who stood nearby with her eyes downcast and hands folded in front of her. I imagined transforming my dominant, ultra-masculine husband into a sissy and forcing him to be my slave. My clit tingled as the picture took shape in my mind. My mind swam with the possibilities as I felt the warmth between my legs intensify. 

“Well?” said Marjorie gently, snapping me out of my reverie. 

I shook my head. “Look,” I said. “I’m not self-righteous or closed-minded. I’m not judging you and your spouse’s lifestyle choices.” I glanced up at Brittany, whose eyes were still focused on the floor in an attitude of utter subservience. “But I don’t think what you’re describing is for Sam and I.” 

Marjorie nodded. “I can understand,” she said. She turned to Brittany. “Brittany, go upstairs and stand in the corner till I need you again,” she said. 

“Yes, Mistress Marjorie,” the sissy said, curtsying to her wife. She looked at me, curtsied again, and said, “I have enjoyed serving you, Mistress Jane. Please call upon me if I may serve you in any way.” 

I stared at the feminized slave for a long moment. “Thank you, Brittany,” I said. “I’ll let you know.” The browbeaten, compliant sissy turned and climbed the stairs, her long, silky legs moving gracefully in her high heels. 

Marjorie came over to me, sitting beside me and placing her hand on my knee. “I won’t lie to you, Jane,” she said. “We’ve checked into you. We know your husband treats you like a dog.” 

Her eyebrows knotted together in sympathy as she spoke. “It must be horrible living with such a clumsy, drooling clod. We can free you from all that. Here in Stepford the women call the shots and the men submit to our strict but loving discipline.” 

I glanced down at Marjorie’s hand resting on my right knee. Her touch felt warm and soft through my pants leg. I gazed into her eyes, realizing for the first time how beautiful she was. I studied her perfectly tanned skin, the lovely shape of her neck, and the curves of her pert, round breasts. I imagined reaching out and fondling them as the two of us kissed…

“No!” I cried out as I leapt to my feet. “No. This isn’t right. Men are supposed to run the world and women are supposed to obey their husbands in all things. That’s just the way it is.” I grabbed

my pocketbook and looked back at Marjorie. “Thank you for the hospitality, but I’m leaving. I’ll fetch my husband and tell him we have to go.” 

Marjorie stood and clasped her hands together, giving me the same steely look as she had directed towards Paul and Randy earlier. “Is that you talking, Jane?” she said with an air of authority. “Or are those the ideas that men have pumped into you over the years?” “Is it possible that you have been brainwashed into believing a bunch of lies?” she said. Her questions made me freeze in mid-step. Thoughts of Tonya flashed through my mind. 

I looked at her, then towards the front door, then at the chair beside me. I fell into the seat and buried my face in my hands. “I don’t know,” I said, shaking my head. “I joined a religious group in college that said they had the answers to all my questions. I was confused and needed some direction. I was so lonely and insecure that I fell for everything they told me.” 

Marjorie gave me a gentle look as she listened to me unburden myself. “I see,” she said. “And how has that worked out for you, Jane?” she asked. “Have you been happy and fulfilled? Did you get the answers you were looking for?” 

“Wow,” I said, staring at the framed picture sitting across from me on a table. It showed Marjorie posing with two other women in front of a yacht. They wore swimsuits and stood side-by-side smiling, their arms around each other in sisterly companionship. “No one has ever asked me that before,” I said. 

Seconds passed as I tried to put words to the thoughts swirling through my mind. At last, with a definite finality in my voice, I said, “No. I didn’t find the answers, I’m not happy, and I’m sure as hell not fulfilled.” I felt my eyes begin to sting as tears ran down my face. “In fact, most of the time I’m miserable.” 

I looked up at the other woman. “But that doesn’t make what you’re doing here right,” I said to her. “Forcing men to submit to you is just as wrong as men controlling us. Plus, frankly, this whole community is slightly crazy.” I stared at Margie through narrowed, suspicious eyes. “I mean, those brainwashed guys my husband went off with. That sign on the highway with the message scrawled on it, the one that somebody worked so hard to wash off.” Marjorie’s face tensed as I mentioned the sign, then her features relaxed as I continued to speak. “And this place is supposed to be run by Sam’s company. But it seems more like the plot of some weird porno movie!” 

Marjorie laughed. “Well, I assure you,” she said, “you’re not living out the ‘plot of some weird porno movie.’ Everything you see around you here is very real and intended for a high and noble purpose.” She let me absorb those words for a few seconds before continuing. “In fact, we may very well be saving the world.” 

“How is that?” I said. 

She patted the spot on the sofa next to her. “Why don’t you come over here?” she offered. I started to stand up, hesitated for a moment, then did as she asked. As I did, her hand again cradled my knee. “Tell you what,” she said. “Give us a couple of days to prove ourselves to you. 

That’s all we ask. After that, if you’re still uneasy with how we do things, then you can leave freely. We will never contact you, never bother you in any way. Fair enough?” 

I looked down at her lovely, luscious fingers encircling my knee. “Okay, I guess,” I said. “That’s

fair enough.” Then I remembered something. “What about Sam?” I asked. “Will he be okay?” I glanced towards the front door. “Maybe I should talk to him, make sure he’s okay with sticking around for a while.” 

Marjorie made a sour face as I said my husband’s name, but she plastered over her distaste with a smile. “I assure you he’ll be fine,” she said. “He’ll have plenty of beer and football to occupy his mind. We’ll even feed him and change his diaper.” 

“’Change his diaper?’” I repeated, puzzled at the remark. 

Marjorie chuckled. “Just my idea of a little joke, dear,” she said. “Never mind.” She looked towards the stairs and shouted, “Brittany! Get your ass down here! Mistress Jane and I have need of you!” 

I heard Brittany’s footsteps as she scurried down the stairs. “Yes, Mistress Marjorie?” she said. 

“How may this stupid, worthless sissy serve you and your guest?” 

“Lift up your skirt,” Marjorie ordered her spouse. “I want to show Jane some of the ways we’ve modified your body.” 

“Yes, Mistress Marjorie,” said Brittany with a tiny bit of uncertainty in her voice. She raised her skirt and I got a good look at her legs. I had to admit they were quite nice, better than those of most genetic women. 

“Now drop your panties, Brittany,” ordered Marjorie. As she spoke I felt her grip on my knee tighten. Her nails dug into my flesh. The sensation was painful but also pleasurable. 

“But Mistress Marjorie!” whined Brittany. ” You promised I would never have to do that again! 

It’s so humiliating!”” 

In a flash Marjorie was on her feet and charging towards her slave. I grimaced as she backhanded the sissy with a club-like blow that sent Brittany reeling. “Stupid, worthless creature!” the dominant woman shouted. “Do as I ordered or I’ll have you in chains!” 

Brittany began sobbing. “Yes, Mistress,” she said mournfully. I leaned forward, my eyes fixed on Brittany’s green satin panties. She slipped her manicured fingernails behind the elastic waist band and pulled the dainty undies down around her knees. What I saw underneath made me gasp. 

Brittany had no male genitals at all! I could see a neat, barely visible scar around the area were her cock and balls should have been. A length of narrow, clear plastic tube exited her body between her legs. It was a disturbing image, but one that also fascinated me. I placed my hand on my thigh and crossed my legs together tightly as I stared at the amazing sight. 

“What do you think, Jane?” asked Marjorie. “Do you like what I’ve done to my dear husband?” 

I shook my head, my brain trying to come to terms with what my eyes were telling it. “It’s…

It’s…” My mind struggled for words. “It’s…” 

“Empowering?” Marjorie said. “Astounding? A look at the way the world should be?” 

“Yes,” I said, the word sliding out of my mouth with effortless ease. “It is. But how does she pee?” 

Marjorie pointed to the tube between Brittany’s legs. “She voids her bladder through that,” she

said. “It’s reasonably hygienic if she cleans it daily.” The dominant woman slid her hand along Brittany’s smooth thighs, making the sissy shudder. “And would you believe that she was even worse than your husband before we castrated and feminized her? The poor, pathetic thing has come a long way.” She stood and brushed the back of her hand against Brittany’s left cheek. 

“Haven’t you, my dear?” she said. 

“I am a lucky sissy, I am a lucky sissy,” said Brittany in the same robotic tone I had heard Paul and Randy use earlier. “I am a lucky sissy, I am a lucky sissy, I am a lucky sissy.” 

Marjorie laughed. “You see, Jane,” she said, pride evident in her voice, “we go far beyond feminizing their bodies. We reshape their minds from the ground up. Sometimes our methods are brutal, but only as much as is necessary to do our good work.” Her eyes bored into those of her sissy spouse. “Isn’t that right, Brittany?” Marjorie said. 

“Yes, Mistress Marjorie,” said the castrated, feminized she-slave, her eyes glassed over. 

“Everything you and the other women of Stepford do is for my good. I am a lucky sissy. I am a lucky sissy.” 

“Just think,” said Marjorie, walking away from her spouse and sitting beside me. “We could make Sam just as docile and eager to please.” 

I nodded my head, the warmth in my pussy flaring up into a raging fire. “What would you do to him?” I asked, my breath quickening as my imagination stirred to life. 

“Well,” said Marjorie, her hand sliding up from my knee to play with the class of my slacks, 

“usually it starts with ordering him around, slapping him, telling him that he’s stupid and has a tiny cock.” 

“Go on,” I said, enjoying the sensation of Marjorie’s fingertip as she began stroking the zipper on my slacks. 

“We would force him to have sex with other men,” said Marjorie, her thumb and forefinger clasping the zipper of my pants and sliding it down. “As the passive partner, of course. We have some well-hung gay studs who will fuck his ass till he screams and begs for mercy. The more he pleads the rougher they will be with him.” 

I inhaled a quick, shallow breath as Marjorie undid the clasp of my pants and pulled them down around my upper thighs. I moaned in ecstasy as she ran her finger along the edges of my panty line, slowly and deliciously working me into a lustful frenzy. My cunt juices poured out onto the sofa. She didn’t seem to mind. I looked at her, feeling my heart racing as I admired the absolute perfection of her full red lips. I leaned in and kissed her. She kissed back, hard, pressing her mouth into mine. I felt her teeth make imprints as she forced herself on me. I leaned back on the sofa, letting her take me. 

Marjorie glanced up for a moment to look at Brittany, who was standing there staring at us. 

“What are you looking at, you stupid sissy?” she demanded. “You’re unworthy to see something this magnificent! Keep your head down!” 

“Yes, Mistress Marjorie,” said Brittany meekly, folding her hands in front of her and staring at her feet. 

“That’s amazing,” I said as Marjorie slipped her hand under my shirt and began fondling my

breasts through my delicate, lacy bra. “Would you give Sam boobs like Brittany’s? Giant hooters that would make her look like a bimbo slut?” 

“Anything you want, my dear,” said Marjorie as she began kissing my neck. “We would do anything to Sam you wanted us to, whatever amused you the most.” 

“I would want his pathetic cock locked in a cage,” I said as I tore my blouse open, thrusting out my chest as an offering to Marjorie. She undid the hook of my bra and threw the garment at Brittany’s feet, then began pouring hot, wet kisses all over my mounds. She squeezed my right nipple and twisted it, sending little flecks of pain radiating through me. 

“No problem,” said Marjorie just before she buried her face between my breasts. “We can cage it stick needles in it, burn it, or chop it off, as you wish.” 

“Would you make his body smooth and soft like Brittany’s?” I asked in a throaty whisper. 

“Absolutely,” said Marjorie as she fell to her knees and pulled my panties down to the floor. 

“We would insist on it.” 

“Could you change his name to Samantha?” I asked as Marjorie began to flick her tongue along the edges of my labia. 

“Certainly,” said Marjorie as she slipped her hand around to my rear and began finger fucking my ass. 

“Just tell me one more thing,” I said just before Marjorie inserted her tongue deep into my womanly essence. 

“Anything,” said Marjorie, smiling as she looked up at me. 

“Would you make him just as submissive, just as sissy-ish, just as obedient as Brittany?” I said, looking into her magnificent green eyes. 

Marjorie threw her head back and laughed. “It would be our great pleasure!” With that she wrapped her lips between my legs, licking and sucking my clit and pussy walls. I moaned and bucked like a rodeo cowgirl breaking a bronco’s spirit, riding the sensations to utter orgasmic bliss. 

My body exploded with the feelings the other woman was evoking within me. I felt her hands on my breasts, her palms stroking my nipples. I felt her tongue swirling round and round inside my cunt. I felt her lips pressed tight against my labia, soft, sensuous, and sweet. My mind clouded over as the intensity of the moment saturated every inch of my being. 

Then came the climactic experience as I glanced up at Brittany and read the shame and degradation on her face. Like my fantasy earlier in the day about Sam, the beauty of that image struck me like a 10-ton truck, jolting my body with hot shocks of orgasm as I shrieked in pleasure. I wrapped my thighs around Marjorie’s head and pulled her closer to me, sinking my fingers into her hair and forcing her mouth ever deeper into my cunt. The orgasms came one after the other. I lost count somewhere around 12. 

When it was all over, Marjorie and I lay on her plush carpeted floor, holding each other and laughing. As I caught my breath and stared up at the ceiling, I said, “I think you’ve talked me into it. Let’s turn Sam into Samantha.” 

“Excellent idea,” said Marjorie. She kissed me, and I tasted the delicious flavors of my own sex in her mouth. That renewed the erotic fires that had just began to cool, and our lovemaking started all over again. As we surrendered ourselves to the experience, Brittany stood there shamed, servile, and silent, just like a good sissy should. 













Chapter Seven

“Gosh!” I said as I looked around the social center. “This place is amazing!” 

“I thought you would say something like that,” Marjorie said. “It’s the pride and joy of the Stepford community. Workers just finished construction last week. It has everything we could possibly need for our comfort and enjoyment: a gourmet kitchen, a fully staffed spa, and, as you can see, a large central area that’s perfect for throwing parties like this one.” 

I nodded in astonished admiration as I got an eyeful of my surroundings. It had been about three hours since Marjorie and I had last made love. My tits and clit ached with bruised soreness from our erotic exertions, but I felt more relaxed and at ease than I had in years. 

After the sex, Brittany prepared a wonderful brunch for us then massaged our naked bodies as we lay side-by-side in Marjorie’s bed. She used the most marvelous aromatic oils as she rubbed my worries away. 

I was so pleased with Brittany’s massage skills that Marjorie permitted her slave husband to enjoy a small sliver of chocolate cake, which I learned was a rare treat indeed for the men who lived in Stepford. Brittany was so eager to devour the desert that she got a small stain on the tablecloth, an offense that Marjorie and I agreed merited a hearty spanking. We forced Brittany to bend over while we paddled her sissy ass and upper thighs. She whimpered every time one of the rock-horde planks struck her. 

After that Marjorie and I showered together and dressed for the evening. “You’re going to love what I have planned,” said my hostess. “We’re having a gala party to celebrate the opening of our new community center. You’ll get to meet most of the other women of the community and see for yourself the lifestyle we enjoy here.” 

“Sounds like fun,” I said. “But I didn’t bring any fancy clothes.” 

“Don’t worry about it, my dear,” said Marjorie. “I have some lovely evening dresses that I’m sure will fit you perfectly, along with a pair of Gucci pumps that will give those calves of yours a delectable curve.” 

“Wow!” I said. “You people sure know how to take care of your guests!” 

Marjorie nodded. “It’s all part of the Stepford philosophy. After all, women are goddesses. So

why shouldn’t we act like it?” 

“If only Sam thought that way,” I said, a melancholy shadow dampening my mood for the first time since I had arrived that morning. 

Marjorie touched my arm and said, “Don’t worry, darling. Sam, or rather Samantha, will worship you and obey your every order once she’s ready.” 

I shook my head. “I hope you’re right,” I said. “I still love the man, I suppose.” 

“I’m sure you do!” Marjorie said. “And, because you love him, you want the best for him. 

Forced feminization is exactly what every man needs, whether they have the courage to admit it or not. It’s our job to make them face and embrace that fact, both for their own good and that of the world.” 

Marjorie and I left her home dressed up like prom queens. A black limousine driven by a small Asian man picked us up and drove us to the community center. The room began to fill with women who ranged in age from their early 20s to their late 60s. Yet even the older ones were fit, trim, and energetic. 

Along the walls was a U -shaped series of folding tables covered with fabric tablecloths and overflowing with all kinds of wonderful food. There was also a bar. A group of sissies tended to everything, putting food on our plates, making drinks to order, and checking on us now and then to see if we required anything else. 

I noticed a few small glass jars in front of the sissies. Every now and then one of the ladies would drop a round pink token in one of them. “What are those coins for?” I asked Marjorie. 

“Those are the sissy’s tips,” said Marjorie. 

“Tips?” I asked. “They don’t look like any money I’ve ever seen.” 

“They’re what we call sissy coins,” said Marjorie. The husbands can earn them by showing extra diligence in their efforts to serve us. “If they save enough of them, then they can trade them in for small favors like a single piece of candy or even a tiny bite of meat.” 

“I take it you exercise strict control on their diets,” I said, noticing how slim all the sissies were. 

“Indeed we do,” Marjorie said. “Men are pigs, Jane. Left to their own desires, they will eat themselves into an early grave. So we limit their diet to healthy items like tofu, fresh vegetables, and occasionally a bit of fruit. They only drink water and almost never have sugar or starchy foods.” I nodded as she spoke, trying to picture Sam without his spare tire. 

“Marjorie! It’s so good to see you!” I heard a voice behind me say. I turned to see two coming up to Margie and giving her a quick hug. One was a lovely Asian girl who must have been under five feet in height. The other was a tall, buxom Hispanic lady with the most amazing caramel-like complexion I had ever seen. 

“Yoshi! Francine!” exclaimed Marjorie, embracing one lady then the other. “Welcome, welcome!” Marjorie looked at me. “Jane, I’d like you to meet two amazing ladies”, she said, waving her hand towards the new arrivals. “This is Yoshi and Francine. Yoshi is a founding member of the Stepford Community Association and Francine is head of security.” 

“Delightful to meet you,” I said to both. I extended my hand to the petite Asian. She took it. 

“Yoshi is a lovely name,” I said. 

“Thank you,” she said with a bow. “It means ‘beauty’ in Japanese.” 

“Then you’re aptly named,” I said, giving her an admiring glance. “For you are indeed beautiful.” 

Yoshi touched her fingers to her mouth and looked away for a second. I had always heard that Asians can’t blush, but I learned otherwise by studying her face. “You’re very kind,” she said, looking back at me. 

I turned my attention to Francine, who was staring at me with a slight frown. “How do you like Stepford so far, Jane?” she said in an icy tone. 

“What’s not to love?” I responded. “It’s refreshing to see women in charge for a change.” 

Francine nodded but kept her hard expression as she focused her eyes on me. “I understand you’re a member of a cult that teaches submission to men. Must be quite a shock to see the kind of society we have here.” 

I met Francine’s stony gaze with an assertive look of my own, glowering directly into her eyes as I said, “Yes, it is. And I mean that in a good way. Stepford is a model for the rest of the world to follow.” Francine said nothing in response, simply nodded her head. Her suspicious glare remained unchanged. 

“Attention everyone!” said a lady in the center of the room. She was a tall black woman wearing a gorgeous ruffled yellow gown that extended to her ankles and white high heels. She wore a glimmering gold necklace and a matching bracelet on her left wrist. She tapped on her champagne glass with a silver spoon. 

Silence fell across the group of assembled guests. The sissies stopped their chores, dropping their heads and keeping their hands at their sides in a show of reverence. “I’d like to thank everyone for attending tonight,” the woman said. She looked at me and nodded her head as she said, “I’d also like to welcome our special guest Jane, who drove up from the city this morning. Everyone please introduce yourselves and tell her how delighted you are to have her with us.” 

“Who is the woman speaking?” I whispered to Marjorie. 

“She’s Natasha, head of the hospitality committee and one of our founding members,” Marjorie whispered back. 

“I hope you’ve enjoyed the wonderful food prepared by our stupid sissy husbands,” said Natasha. A quiet laugh circulated throughout the room. The sissies kept their heads down and showed no reaction.  They’ve been dominated and degraded so much that they’re broken forever,  I thought.  Good for them. 

“Now I would like to direct your attention to the evening’s entertainment,” Natasha said, turning towards a set of double doors with an EXIT sign over them. The doors flew open and I looked in amazement as a pair of well-built men entered the room pushing a giant wheeled cart in front of them. Each of the men was dressed in black leather pants with no shirts. Both wore a tuxedo-style red bow tie around his neck. 

“What’s going on?” I said out loud. 

“Something wonderful,” said Marjorie, who was standing beside me with a look of anticipation on her face. “You’ll see.” 

The men pushed the cart to the center of the room. It was covered with a huge black satin cloth. 

One of them pulled it away to reveal a slight figure underneath. The captive was naked and wrapped in heavy chains held together with a padlock. It was a man. He was shaking like a leaf. 

His eyes were red as if he had been crying for hours. “Please have mercy, mistresses,” he said in a terrified voice. 

Natasha stood in front of the captive figure. The two men who had wheeled the cart into the room took positions on either side of her. Their bodies were rigid and their eyes focused straight ahead, as if they were military guards protecting a high-security facility. “As you can see,” said the black woman to the assembled crowd, “We caught our runner. Special thanks to Francine’s guards for bringing this miserable creature to justice.” Natasha smiled at Francine, who acknowledged the praise with a curt nod. 

Natasha approached the manacled person who sat shivering in the middle of the cart. “Sissy Roberta,” the black woman said, “You defied your mistress and tried to escape the community. 

You sent an unauthorized radio transmission and you even defaced one of our roadside signs by scrawling a warning message on it.” 

“Traitor!” shouted one of the women from the back of the room. Natasha was silent for a moment as others denounced the treacherous Francine. Then she continued announcing the sissy’s crimes. 

”Within 24 hours of so-called ‘freedom’ you threatened the peace and harmony of Stepford and tried to alert our enemies to our presence,” she said.” What do you have to say for yourself, Francine?” 

The craven sissy blustered and sobbed for a few minutes, then finally said, “I’m sorry; I’m sorry. 

I didn’t mean to be bad. Please don’t hurt me.” 

Natasha regarded the captive with a sad look, then turned to the ladies who were gathered around the cart. “You heard it for yourself, sisters,” she said. “This pathetic creature has nothing to say in her defense. What punishment do you recommend?” 

“Castration!” one lady cried out. 

“Loss of bathroom privileges!” shouted another. 

“Just kill the filthy thing,” muttered Francine between clenched teeth. 

“I have an idea,” said Yoshi, raising her hand. 

“Yes, Yoshi?” said Natasha, turning her attention to the petite Asian. “Tell us your idea, dear.” 

Yoshi stepped forward, looking down with contempt on the sissy chained to the cart. “I know this repugnant creature still harbors traces of heterosexuality,” she said. “Try as we might, she has resisted our efforts to reprogram her brain. She refuses to become gay.” Several ladies nodded in affirmation of Yoshi’s remarks. “So let’s force her to pleasure slave number 47 and number 48,” she said, glancing at the two buff men standing alongside Natasha. 

Sissy Roberta’s face turned pale at Yoshi’s suggestion. “No! Please!” she cried out. “Don’t make

me do that! Please! I promise I’ll never be bad again! I won’t run away and I’ll do everything my mistress says! I swear!” 

“We’ve heard all that before, Sissy Roberta,” said Natasha dismissively as she smiled at the Asian woman standing nearby. “I think Yoshi’s idea is excellent, at least for starters.” Natasha clapped her hands together twice, just as Marjorie had done earlier in the day to summon Brittany. “Slave 47! Slave 48!” she said. “Place Sissy Roberta in position and use her as you see fit. The rest of us will enjoy the spectacle.” 

“Yes, Mistress Natasha,” said the two slaves in unison as they bowed to the statuesque African-American woman. One of them took a key from his pants pocket and released Sissy Roberta from her bonds. The two men grabbed the pathetic, whimpering runaway by her shoulders and by her feet, yanking her off the cart and forcing her to her knees. She continued to cry and plead, but the faces of everyone in the room remained impassive. Some, in fact, were smiling. 

No! cried Sissy Roberta shouted, somehow finding the strength to get to her feet. Her defiance only lasted for a moment, though. One of the slaves clubbed her on the back of the head. The two men loosened their belts, let their pants fall to the floor, and slipped out of them. My eyes almost popped out of my head when I saw the massive girth of their organs. 

“Damn!” I cried out. “Those aren’t cocks; they’re flagpoles!” 

“Like what you see, Jane?” said Marjorie. “Later, you can ride those ‘flagpoles’ for as long as you like. Sound like fun?” I said nothing in reply, simply nodded and licked my lips. 

The slave in front of Sissy Roberta raised the runaway’s head up, forced her mouth open, and showed the entire length of his massive shaft down the sissy’s throat. Roberta’s eyes bulged out of her head as her nervous system reacted to the shock of the violation. The man began a rhythmic, mercilessly powerful thrusting in and out of Roberta’s mouth. I watched, fascinated as the horse-like penis pounded the sad little sissy, whose head and neck bobbed like a fishing line while her eyes rolled back in her skull. The slave continued his jackhammer -like mouth fucking until the runaway’s face turned purple. He pulled his organ out of her mouth, letting her take a few precious breaths before continuing. 

Meanwhile, the other slave had gotten on his knees behind Roberta and was rubbing his cock head along the rim of her ass. He took a deep breath, then he shoved his hips forward. Roberta’s body jerked forward as if it had been struck by a mad bull. The slave mirrored the motions of his companion as his obscenely, almost impossibly large penis violated Roberta, sliding in and out, in and out, over and over and over, like a sledgehammer pounding a rock into dust. I felt something moist against my inner thigh. I was so wet that my juices were flowing down my leg and pooling on the floor at my feet. 

Sweat began to pour down the slave’s bodies, making their hard, lean muscles glisten under the bright overhead lights. My eyes followed the manly shape of their forms, noting the near-complete absence of body hair on either slave. I closed my eyes for a moment, imagining what it would be like to ride one of these broncos while Marjorie and I – or perhaps me and Tonya –

kissed. In my mind I could feel my cunt, nipples, and lips building towards their own separate yet simultaneous orgasms. It was heavenly! 

I have seen more than one cock ejaculate in my life. Most of them spurt the guy’s jism out. 

Others simply drool a sickening white paste; that’s how Sam’s worked. But, when slave 47 and 48 came, their semen exploded from their urethras like oil bursting out of a newly discovered well. It came pouring out of Sissy Francine’s mouth and ass, flowing down her chin and onto her slender belly from one end and gushing from her rear end on the other. The air filled with the pungent scent of fresh sperm. I inhaled the sweet fragrance eagerly. 

The slaves stood, their spent cocks still insanely long though soft for the time being. “Good work,” said Natasha as she approached them. “You’re dismissed.” The pair bowed to her and left the room. The dark-skinned woman approached Francine, who was lying on the floor coated in man-cum and looking up towards the ceiling with a weird grin on her face. “Why, Sissy Francine,” said Natasha teasingly. “I think you enjoyed that.” 

After taking a moment to catch her breath, Francine said, “Yes, Mistress Natasha. That was wonderful!” 

“Well, well, well,” said Natasha, clucking her tongue then looking at the assembled women. “I think we’ve got a brand-new sissy queer on our hands!” Several of the ladies shouted their agreement. 

“Wait a minute now!” said Francine, trying to stand and making it to one knee. “I said I enjoyed it! But that doesn’t make me gay!” 

“I see,” said Natasha with a mocking grin on her face. “So you’re saying you love having a man’s cock in your mouth and in your ass, yet you’re not queer?” The question stunned the sissy. 

Her eyes darted around and her mouth fell open. A look of horror fell across her face as she said, 

“Please, please don’t let it be true. Please don’t let me be gay!” 

“It’s too late, Francine!” shouted Marjorie. “Now all of us know you’re a sissy queer!” 

“Here, Francine!” yelled one of the women, reaching into her handbag and taking out a tampon. 

“You need this more than me!” She threw the toiletry at the sissy. It stuck to her sticky, sperm-covered chest. Francine look down in horror at the item clinging to her flesh, as if it were an affirmation of everything she had been denying about herself. “No!” she shrieked, tears pouring out of her eyes. “It’s not true! I’m straight! I’m straight!” 

Another woman tossed a tampon at Francine, then another and another. I saw one lady duck into a janitor’s closet and return carrying a large cardboard box. The lettering on the outside read FEMININE HYGIENE ITEMS 1000 COUNT. She went over to the cowering, screaming sissy and upturned the container, drenching Francine with hundreds and hundreds of tampons. “Here you go, Francine!” The woman said. “Now you have a lifetime supply. 

Francine’s blubbering protests subsided into quiet sobs as she lay there enduring the humiliation being heaped upon her. To Francine it was unbelievably vicious, but to me and the other dominant women it was simply funny. We laughed and pointed and giggled at the object of our abuse. 

“Stupid Francine is a sissy queer!” shouted Marjorie. Natasha seconded her, exclaiming, “You’re right; stupid Francine is a sissy queer!” A few of the ladies began dancing around the cowering figure on the floor, chanting, “Stupid Francine is a sissy queer! Stupid Francine is a sissy queer! 

Stupid Francine is a sissy queer!” Meanwhile, Francine wept like a bitch who just got dumped by the school quarterback, her pitiful wailing all but drowned out by the taunts of the ladies. 

I watched the action, the sadistic nature of the scene driving my libido to unimagined heights. I looked around for Marjorie or another woman upon whom I could force myself when I noticed Francine trying to crawl away. I grabbed a chunk of ice from a punch bowl on a nearby table, ran over to the sissy, and drove the hard mass into the side of her head. “Stay down, you stupid sissy queer!” I screamed at the tormented figure lying at my feet. “Take it like a woman!” 

The fun went on for several minutes till at last Natasha raised her hand in the air in a request for silence. Quiet fell across the room as she approached Francine, who still clung to consciousness. 

She glared at the beaten, forlorn sissy and said, “Well, Francine, are you ready to admit the truth?” 

Silence reigned for a few seconds as Francine put up one last effort to deny what everyone present knew. Finally, in a voice written with hopeless despair, Francine cried out, “I admit it! I love having a man’s cock in my mouth! I love having one in my ass! I love feeling them cum inside of me!” She also said a few other words, but in a tone so low that no one could make them out. 

“Speak up, Francine,” ordered Natasha. “Make sure everyone can hear you.” 

“I am a sissy queer,” said the broken, sobbing would-be runaway. Hundreds and hundreds of tampons still covered her body and littered the floor around her. Her body was covered in men’s ball-juice from head to toe

“LOUDER!” bellowed Natasha at the top of her lungs. 

“I am a sissy queer!” cried Francine, using a voice so feminine I might’ve thought she was a real woman. “I am! I am a sissy queer!” 

“Good girl,” said Natasha, taking on a soothing, gentle tone. She looked at Yoshi and said, “I believe your husband is ready for the next step in his training.” 

I shot a surprised look at Marjorie. “Francine is Yoshi’s spouse?” The other woman nodded. 

Yoshi stepped forward and extended a hand to Francine, who took it. “Come with me, slave,” 

she said. “You’re ready to sacrifice the last vestiges of your masculinity.” 

“Yes, Mistress Yoshi,” said Francine as she got to her feet. 

“No, no, no,” said Yoshi. “Bad sissy! You can come with me, but only if you walk on all fours.” 

Yoshi giggled. “Like a dog.” Several of the women laughed. Others shouted their approval. One lady undid a black leather dress belt from around her waist and handed it to Yoshi. 

“Here you are, my dear,” the offeror said. “Here’s a leash for your pet.” 

“Thank you!” Yoshi exclaimed. She encircled her husband’s neck with the belt, slipping it through the buckle. She held on to the other end and led the beaten, barely-human sissy away. 

“Good girl!” said Yoshi with a bright smile. “You’re such an obedient pet!” Francine followed alongside her owner, a dull, vacant look in her eyes and her tongue hanging from her mouth -

just like a dog going for a walk with its mistress. 

I looked at Marjorie in wonder. “Are your parties always this good?” I asked her. 

“Not always,” she said with a smile and a wink. “Usually they’re much, much better.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eight

After the evening’s entertainment I went home with Marjorie. We were burning with lesbian lust for each other after’s bodies. But we were also exhausted; plus, as I mentioned earlier, my lady parts were throbbing with pain after the extensive workout they had gotten during the day. So we said good night with a long, lingering kiss. I slipped between the sheets in her guest bedroom and fell fast asleep. 

I awoke a couple of hours later, sitting up in bed and looking around me. “Did I just hear something?” I asked the darkness, trying to shake the drowsiness from my head. I sat in the silent room and listened as carefully as I could. I could make out the barely audible sound of people laughing. I got out of bed, dress myself in the robe hanging from the bathroom door, and left the room. I followed the sound of the laughter. I also began to hear sounds of clanging and a man screaming. 

The house was immense, but I was still able to follow the noise to its source. I saw Marjorie and several other women sitting around a TV, drinking wine and laughing as they pointed at what they saw on the screen. My vision was out of focus for a moment, but I blinked several times and tried looking at the television again. This time I saw the images with crystal clarity. My mouth dropped open in shock. 

On the TV I saw my husband Sam. He was naked and lying face down on a huge table, ropes tied around his wrists. His ankles were encased in shackles. He appeared to be in a basement, judging from the cinderblock walls and dim lighting. He was blubbering and weeping, just like Francine had done earlier in the evening. “Please,” he said, whimpering like a pathetic slut. 

“Please, I beg you, not again. I’ll give you anything you want. But please don’t do it again.” 

Surrounding him were several huge, heavily muscled men who were totally nude and had giant, fully erect cocks. “Hear that, Rex?” said one of the males to the one beside him. “Samantha cannot take it anymore! She wants us to give her poor tired ass a break!” 

The man named Rex nodded and leered at my husband. “I do not know why,” he said. “She should be thanking us! Not every faggot gets fucked a hundred times in a night!” Rex looked behind him at a man standing in the corner with his arms crossed. “Hey, Paul!” Rex said. “Ready to use this sad little sissy again?” 

The figure stepped forward, emerging from the shadows. Seeing his face made my heart stop. It was one of the two men who had led Sam away earlier that day! 

One of the women sitting around the room looked at Marjorie and said, “You were right, honey. 

Watching this shit is the perfect ending to a perfect day!” 

“Indeed,” Marjorie said. “Nothing is better than watching the stud-slaves break in a new sissy. 

Just thinking about it makes my clit burn!” 

“How long do you think it will take them to shred his ego?” said another woman. 

“Sometimes it’s over in a day, other times it takes weeks or even months,” Marjorie said. “In this bastard’s case, I’m hoping it requires a good, long time. We need some more entertainment around here!” 

 What have I done?  I thought.  I brought Sam and myself here hoping to start a new life, not to watch him being tormented by a bunch of crazy sadists.  Slowly, quietly, taking care to make no noise, I turned away from the horrific scene, went back to the bedroom, and dressed. I threw my belongings into a bag, slid the window open, and jumped out onto the yard. Fortunately, I was on the first floor. 

I couldn’t be sure of Sam’s location, but I guessed he was in the same house I had seen him enter that morning. I made my way to the residence, staying as close as possible to trees and shrubs to keep anyone who might be outside from seeing me. As I darted across the street I thought I heard a dog barking in the distance, but detected no sign of other activity. 

I reached the house and crept along its perimeter to the backside. I saw a casement window built into the foundation wall and peaked into it. What I saw enraged me. It was Sam, still tied to the table, still naked, feet still held in place by the manacles. He was bawling his eyes out. I looked around the rest of the room but saw no one.  Fuckers must be taking a break,  I thought.  I’ll cut their balls off for this. 

I jiggled the window, amazed when it opened easily. The metal frame came off as well and I slid through the opening into the basement feet-first. Sam looked up at me, shaking his head in disbelief. 

“Jane?” he said. “Is that really you?” 

“Yes, sweetheart,” I said in the gentlest tone I could muster. “I’m here to rescue you.” I ran over to him, trying to untie the knots in the ropes. 

“They said they were going to turn me into a sissy and make your slave,” he muttered. “I kicked their asses but they came back at me with baseball bats from behind; tied me up here and started treating me no better than a woman! Can you believe that shit?” 

“We’ll talk about it later, Sam,” I said. “First I’ve got to get you out of here.” My hand struggled to undo the knots that were digging into my husband’s flesh. 

“Well, hurry it up, will you?” he said. “Those gay bastards said they’ll be back in a few minutes. 

I’m gonna call the cops and put these miserable fucks in prison! Then I’ll sue the hell out of the company and be a rich man! They’ll rue the day they ever messed with Sam Breckinridge! I won’t forget you though, baby. I’ll get you that new vacuum cleaner you’ve wanted for a while. 

You’ll love it!” 

“Yes, dear,” I said, managing to untie the knot holding Sam’s left wrist. He jerked his hand away, striking my temple as he did so. I staggered for a second from the force of his blow, then

gathered my senses and went to work on the other knot. Sam didn’t try to help me, though he now had a free hand. Out of the corner of my eye I saw him making some jerking motions while I summoned all the strength I had left trying to free his right hand from bondage. I worked the knot loose, then bent over and turned my attention to the shackles holding his feet. They were held together by a huge padlock but the kay was lying close by. I inserted it in the keyhole and Sam’s feet were free. I started looking aroubd when I glanced up and saw Sam’s hand stroking his erect cock. 

A fraction of a second later the door to the basement room swung open, drawing my attention away from my masturbating spouse. I stood and looked at half a dozen huge men who approached me, their faces disfigured with blind rage. 

































 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Nine

“Get away from her!” said a commanding female voice from behind the men. They stopped advancing towards me and fell back, like a pack of dogs that had just been rebuked by its mistress. A woman pushed them aside as she entered the room. It was Marjorie. 

“Hello again, Jane,” she said. “Nice to see you.” 

Sam whimpered and cowered in a corner. I stood glaring at the other woman, hands on hips, chest thrust forward, eyes focused on hers. “You people are messed up fucks,” I said. “How dare you treat my husband like a piece of meat.” 

“That’s not what you were saying earlier tonight, Jane,” said Marjorie, countering my defiant expression with her own steely gaze. “As I recall, you thought what we did to Yoshi’s husband was wonderful. In fact, you joined in the fun.” 

My mind scrambled for an appropriate comeback, only to find none. “Never mind that,” I said. 

“You abused and humiliated my husband and lied to me. We’re getting the hell out of here. Then we’re calling the authorities to tell them everything that’s going on in this so-called

‘community.’ I’m sure the cops will find it very interesting.” 

“As you wish, Jane,” said Marjorie. “We would never dream of harming another woman. So, if you must leave us, then you’re free to go, as I promised earlier today.” She nodded towards Sam. 

“You can even take that… thing with you. You’ll get no resistance from us.” 

“That’s it?” I said. “No apology?” 

“We have nothing to apologize for,” said Marjorie. “You’ll see that in time. But, for now, perhaps it’s best that you leave Stepford.” 

I turned to Sam, wrapping him in a blanket laying across a chair. “Where are your clothes, honey?” I asked him. 

“Those fuckers burned them,” he said, giving the other men an angry glare. “They were going to force me to wear ladies shit. Goddamn, how can anyone treat a man like that?” 

“Yes, dear,” I said as I took him by the arm and led him out of the basement. 

“Jane,” said Marjorie, “wait a minute.” 

“What do you want?” I said. 

She handed me a small rectangular object. “Here’s Sam’s cell phone. Why don’t you browse through it when you get a chance and see what he’s been up to? You may find it illuminating.” 

I snatched the phone from her hands and stuck it in my pocket. “Whatever,” I said. “We’re out of here.” I held on to Sam as we climb the stairs to the home’s first floor. I led him across the street and towards our car. 















 



































Chapter Ten

I saw no one else around as we made our way to our vehicle. Everything was calm and peaceful. 

“Here you go, honey,” I said, helping Sam get into the auto. “I’ll drive us out of here, then I’ll call the police.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” Sam said. “Hey, since you’ll be driving and all, let me have my cell phone.” 

Why? I asked him. “We’re not going to call the cops until we’re miles away.” 

“Just give me the damn phone, Jane!” he barked at me. 

At any prior point in my marriage I would have complied with Sam’s order. After all, that’s what a submissive, obedient wife is supposed to do right? But this time was different. I took the phone from my pocket, powered it on, found the browsing history, and began to flip through it. 

I looked over at Sam, who was staring at me with a mixture of anger and shocked disbelief. 

“Sam,” I said to him quietly. “I think we need to talk.” 

“Fuck you, you stupid cunt face bitch!” he shouted, spraying my face with spittle. He turned and fled into the night, moving his misshapen blob -like body as fast as he could. I didn’t start running after him, though. I got out of the vehicle and walked slowly but deliberately, letting him

stay ahead of me without letting him get out of my sight. 

I trailed him to the iron gate that, hours before, had slid open to let us into Stepford. This time the gate stayed shut, however. Sam was breathing pretty damn hard by the time he reached the barrier. He staggered forwards and threw himself against the iron rails. A pair of giant women in security uniforms emerged from the sentry building and approached him. One held a can of pepper spray in her hand. The other clasped a cattle prod. 

They raised their weapons to strike. Sam shrieked and fell to his feet, covering as he quaked before the women. “Please don’t hurt me!” he screamed. “Please! I’m sorry I was bad! Just don’t hurt me!” 

“Force won’t be necessary, ladies,” I said, approaching the pair. They stepped aside as I walked up to my worthless, cowardly husband. I stood over him like a conquering tigress about to tear open the neck of its exhausted prey. I took his cell phone from my pocket, looked at the screen, and smiled. “Well, well, well,” I said. “You are indeed a busy man, my dear. In fact, you’re so busy that one woman isn’t enough for you. I guess that’s why you were texting with your mistress the whole time we were driving up here.” 

“Jane, please,” Sam blubbered, looking up at me, his face ashen and his eyes soaked with tears. 

“It’s not like you think, baby. I can explain; I swear I can. Just get me out of here.” 

I gave him a long, sad look, worked up a mouthful of saliva, and spat in his face. His features contorted into a mask of rage as he shouted, “you fucking no-good cunt bitch! This is all your fault! If you had been even a half-ass wife, none of this shit would have happened!” 

I turned away from him as I saw Marjorie and the guys from the basement emerging from the darkness. “He’s all yours, boys,” I said to the men as they began dragging Sam back to the house. “Ride him all you want. And don’t worry; he loves it. I caught him jacking off after the last time you fucked him.” I watched as the group disappeared into the darkness from which they had come, dragging my weeping, wailing husband behind them. 

Marjorie approached me as I stood there. I gave her a hug; she reciprocated. “Sorry I doubted you earlier,” I said. 

“No worries,” she said. “Every woman figures it out eventually. Some just need to see the evidence for themselves before they understand. I will say ‘I told you so,’ though.” 

“About what?” I asked. 

“About things in this community only getting better,” she said. 

“Amen to that,” I said, pulling her to me. Our lips locked in passionate union as we kissed under the moonlight. Somewhere close by a cat meowed and the wind rustled through the trees. But, other than that, all was quiet and still. 









 

















 

 

Epilogue

THREE MONTHS LATER

“Get in here, Samantha,” I called. “Time for your monthly milking.” 

Samantha entered the bathroom. I looked her over and smiled. “You’re doing quite well on your forced diet, dear,” I said. “You’ve already lost 50 pounds. Lose another 50 and we’ll see about getting you that plastic surgery.” 

“Thank you, Mistress Jane,” cooed Samantha, curtsying as she approached me. “I am so excited about the idea of having breasts. It is every sissy’s dream!” 

“I know it is,” I said. “You would remember that if you weren’t a stupid, worthless sissy.” 

Samantha dropped her head, shamefaced. “You are right, of course, dear,” she said. “But I am also a lucky sissy.” 

“Yes; yes, you are,” I said, patting the edge of the bathtub. “Now get up in here! I’m going to milk you. Then I’ll send you across the street for more cock-sucking training. The guys say you’re getting quite talented.” 

“I am so glad to hear that,” said Samantha as she got in the tub and leaned forward with her ass in the air. “I am trying so hard to please them. I am a lucky sissy.” 

I slipped on a pair of rubber gloves, lubed up the dildo sitting on a nearby tray, spread Samantha’s ass cheeks, and inserted the long, thick object deep inside of her. I flipped the switch on the head and it began vibrating. 

“As a stupid, worthless sissy,” said Samantha, “I cannot remember anything for more than a few minutes, it seems. Please tell me again why you do this, Mistress Jane.” 

I chuckled. “I do this to for your own good. Since you’re not allowed to touch cum, your balls need monthly milking. This eliminates the built-up sperm while denying you an orgasm.” 

“I am lucky to have a mistress like you,” said Samantha, her voice slipping into the blank, drone-

like tone of a sissy whose mind is dissolving into nothingness. “I am a lucky sissy. I am a lucky sissy. I am a lucky sissy.” 

“Yes, Samantha,” I said as the milky-white substance began to ooze out of my slave’s flaccid, tiny cock. “You’re a lucky sissy. And I’m a lucky woman to have found this community.” I turned on the water, smiling as I watched the last fleeting remnants of my husband’s manhood disappear down the drain. 


***

“It gets better every time,” I said as I lay next to Marjorie later that day, our naked, sweaty bodies entwined in post-orgasmic bliss. 

“Just like everything here in Stepford,” she said. “Is Tonya coming up this weekend?” 

“She is indeed,” I said, smiling as I looked into my lover’s eyes. “Her law practice is keeping her pretty busy, otherwise she would’ve already moved to Stepford. But at least she gets here two or three times a month. My cunt tingles every time I think of my stepsister.” 

“Mine does too,” said Marjorie with a wicked grin. “Maybe when she comes up the three of us can get together and have a menage a trois. It’s about time we had some group fun.” 

“I couldn’t agree more,” I said, reaching out to fondle Marjorie’s right breast. “But a threesome sound so, well, conventional. I was thinking we might get together with Francine and Yoshi and go at it all together. I love the idea of a five-girl multi-racial daisy chain.” 

“My darling,” said Marjorie in a delighted voice. “I do love the way your mind thinks!” She reached out to stroke my nipples with her palm. I gasped and arched my back. 

“There’s still so much I don’t know about Stepford,” I said as Margie leaned over and began kissing and sucking my chest. “Who funds this place? Who runs it? Who started it? And why do the sissies and the gay bucks never use contractions?” 

“All in good time,” said Marjorie. “All in good time. For now, let’s just have sex.” I relaxed and surrendered to her, knowing that, in Stepford at least, all was right with the world. 
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