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PART ONE

“Are you looking forward to being a bachelor for a couple of weeks?” Amy asked as she brought her suitcase out from the closet.

“Not really.”

She threw the empty case up on the bed and looked at him. She was the classic blonde bombshell. Golden tresses that haloed a sultry face. Eyes like blue porcelain. A body that would have put Marylin Monroe to shame.

“You’re not? But I bought you a dozen cases of your favorite beer. You have total permission to cruise the internet. I have asked you to abuse yourself in whatever fashion you wish. Most men would be thanking their stars for such a gift.”

“I’d rather have you for two weeks. All to myself. My personal porn actress.”

She laughed, took out some sexy lingerie and held it up. It was thin material, designed to wrap around the female form and exploit it. She nodded and put it in the suitcase.

“That’s sweet, but you know I’m just going to be going to a class reunion.”

Yeah, he thought, and that’s why you’re packing the sexiest underthings you’ve got.

“I know.”

She was on a record with this stuff, however, because she kept spouting the same stuff she said every year.

“We meet every year for two weeks. Just a bunch of gals. We recharge our batteries. We socialize. We go out and play games…”

“Like volleyball.”

She didn’t even notice the interruption.

“…like volleyball and ping pong and that sort of thing. And we talk about our families. Who’s the latest to have children. That sort of thing. And every once in a while there is a divorce, or we need to schedule an intervention or something.”

She went on and on, and Lee could probably have repeated the spiel verbatim.

And she packed thongs, and half bras, and corsets, and stockings. She packed a full case of make up. The only dress she packed was a simple robe.

She didn’t think he would notice, but he did.

“Oh, I need sandals.”

She picked up a pair of sandals, brand new, high heeled, she had bought them just for this occasion, and put them in the suitcase.

“Well, it’s just rough, being abandoned by the most beautiful woman in the world. I’m going to miss you.”

“You’re so sweet.”

“And they don’t let men up there?”

“It’s a sorority, dear. They don’t allow men in a sorority.”

“If there’s a men’s club women all want to be allowed in. They talk about equal rights and everything.”

She went into the bathroom to get some lotion. Her voice floated out to him, “So you would like to join us in putting on make up, run around in a chemise, flaunting your titties.”

“Uh…”

“I thought not.”

Actually, the idea was pretty kinky, and therefore pretty appealing to him. But he didn’t say anything.

“Honey, this is just the grown up girls idea of a big, old sleepover. A pajama party. And you would be bored of our silly talk in two minutes. Two short minutes.

He frowned.

The truth of the matter is that he was suspicious of her. For the last month she had been getting emails and texts and phone calls, and he had heard snippets of conversation that intrigued him.

‘I can’t wait to hold you in my arms.’ That was mildly suggestive.

“You’re the first one I’ll diddle.” That was even more suggestive.

“My pussy is hot for you.” Yep. Even more suggestive.

So he had glanced at her texts a few times.

‘Remember last year when we were locked in the closet?’ Mildly suggestive.

‘Who gets to wear the strap on first?’ More suggestive.

‘I’m going to put my fist all the way up your…’ Steamy, sizzling, scorching.

He was compelled to check her email then. When she was out at a luncheon he went into her computer.

“Nancy had the most incredible collection of dildos.” Pretty hot.

“Georgina is going to bring a Sybian.” He knew what a Sybian was, and he was startled.

But the corker was, “We’re going to have a lottery. The winner will be the only one without a strap on.”

After reading those messages Lee was fit to be tied.

This wasn’t just a mild case of Brokeback Mountain for girls, this was an orgy of unparalleled magnitude!

He wanted to confront Amy, but he couldn’t do that without telling her he had been spying on her. She was a stickler for personal privacy. She worked for a company that specialized in defeating hackers and malware and such. If she found out that her own husband was spying on her…well, he couldn’t admit to it.

But he couldn't just let this happen! This was raw, filthy stuff.

Of course it turned him on.

But this was his wife!

No way he wanted his wife to be involved in a mass orgy of…of…of Lesbians!

He imagined her coming home, her lips having eaten out a multitude of strange pussies. He imaged a horde of women feasting on his wife’ sex, and he didn’t want that.

But what could he do?

For months he had considered options. Everything from anonymous letters to the editor to slashing the tires of a hundreds of women who lived all across the country.

He hadn’t come up with much.

Then he had an idea. If he could get the goods on them, maybe pictures and videos and things, then he could threaten them with exposure, and even remain anonymous. He could threaten their home lives, make them stop, and he wouldn’t even have to do anything! The threat of exposure would be enough.

But, to do that, he had to infiltrate a virtual army of women. Sneak onto their compound, or ranch, or whatever the place was where they were meeting, and take his pictures and videos.

He would have to worm his way through a regiment of females, without any of them noticing that he was a male.

At first he thought such a thing would be impossible. But as the months from last year’s meeting passed he came up with ideas and solutions, and thought it could be done.

Amy was done with packing and she said, “Could you lug this thing out to the car?”

“Sure.”

He picked up the suitcase. It wasn’t too heavy and he toted it out to the car and put it in the trunk.

He came back in and Amy was in the kitchen. Naked. He stared at her lush form, her pert but big tits, and gulped.

She turned to him and held out a big glass of his favorite, Calumet Farm 12 year bourbon.

“Whoa,” he said, taking the glass happily. He tamped down the bit of guilt he felt for all the things he planned to do. “What’s this?”

“Honey, you let me go off by myself, and I know it’s tough on you. But I am going to ply with you with alcohol—good alcohol, you may have noticed—then I am going to make love to every square inch of your body. I am going to make such mad passionate love to you that it’ll be two weeks before you came back to your senses.”

He chuckled and put it in simpler terms. “Gonna fuck me till I’m stupid, eh?”

“Yep.”

He took a sip of the bourbon and smacked his lips.

She unbuckled his belt and pushed his pants down. He stood in his tighty whitey’s his cock poking out against the material.

She moved up against him, pressed her naked breasts against his chest, reached her long, red nails down and cupped his package, and spoke to him with those plump, curvy, red lips.

“There’s something that’s always bothered me.”

“Oh?” he sipped again. The nectar slithered down his throat, burning and sizzling and splashing into his belly.

“Well, these underpants you wear, these tighty whiteys.”

“Yeah?” Between the bourbon and her sultry, steamy presence he was finding it hard to speak.

“The opening in the front, the fly…”

“Yes?”

She had her mouth close to his ear and she was brushing her fingers over his nipples.

“What’s it for?”

He blinked.

“I mean,” she chewed on his ear and red lips were so soft, “you can’t really use it to put your weenie through to pee. So why have it?”

She kissed him then, drinking in his bourbon breath. Her hand manipulated his dong and pulled it out through the fly of his underwear.

“I don’t…I never thought…” his powers of speech were deserting him.

“It’s so useless. Why not have a plain front, and just take your little panties down when you have to pee?”

“Uh, that’s a good idea.”

She Frenched his ear and whispered for him to drink up. There was an emergency in the bedroom.

He sipped, and found that he had been drinking that delicious, expensive bourbon pretty darn fast. He only had a couple of gulps left.

“I think,” she whispered, “When I get back I’m going to buy you some sexy underwear. Maybe a special pouch for your BIG package. A cock ring to hold you like I would hold you.” She circled her fingers, thumb to third fingertip, and began sliding the ring up and down his boner.

He gulped.

“Then maybe I’ll buy you a bra and make you wear it.”

He blinked. He had a mouthful of whiskey ready to gulp, but was stopped by her statement.

“I’ll shave your legs and put lipstick on you…”

He almost choked.

“And hire a bunch of grandmothers without teeth to give you blow jobs.”

He lost it then, snorted out ten bucks worth of good whiskey out his nose, and she started laughing hysterically.

“Oh, the look on your face! I had you so good!”

He couldn’t help but laugh, after he finished coughing.

After a minute the chuckles died down and she said, “Come on, honey, let’s go fuck you stupid.”

“Wha…?” he drew out the half word, like a mentally challenged person would.

She laughed, grabbed his weenie and hauled him towards the bedroom.

They jumped on the bed, and she managed to get on top. She attacked him with her mouth, and shortly he was near delirious with pleasure.

Not just a world class beauty, she knew how to make love.

She grabbed his buns and lifted his hips and deep throated him, and he could feel every inch of his cock as it was absorbed by her luscious mouth.

She grabbed his prick with one hand and lifted and sucked his balls into her mouth in turn.

She snaked up his body, rubbing her flesh all over him, and he could feel the softness of her big tits sliding up his frame.

Then she was over his cock, poised, squatting with the pink flower barely touching the skull of his cock.

“But do you really want this?” she teased. “I mean, you could use your hand, right?”

“Oh, fuck me,” he tried not to beg, but he wasn’t entirely successful.

She had him now, and she knew it. She froze in the squat position, only moving enough so his cock felt the flower of her labia. The exquisite and velvety sensation stopped his breath.

“I mean, it’s just pussy. Right? Just a body part. Nothing special.”

“Oh, you bitch,” his voice croaked. He reached up to grab her hips and pull him down, but she managed to slap his hands away.

“In fact, you don’t need pussy at all. You just need your hand, or maybe those grandmothers—EEK!”

She yelped because he had managed to grab her and pull her down. She lost her balance and her whole weight drove down on his cock. He went in smooth and hard, and her buns slapped his testicles.

“Fuck!” he wheezed. But not even a slap to the testicles was enough to forestall his desire to fuck.

He grabbed her, twisted and flipped, and wound up on top.

She held on, made sure she didn’t fall out, and said, “Oh, I’m being fucked by a caveman. Lucky me.”

Now he was out of control, which was the way she liked him. He drove into her with a grunt. He impaled her and she gasped and held on.

He began to pump, hard and fast, and she held on. He was rag dolling her, and she loved it.

“Fuck…Honey…Fuck…!” Her words were choppy, the ay he was lamming into her, but she just held on and enjoyed it.

She began to climb the peak, as did he, and when they came her first, then him, he growled, “This is for all your grandmothers, bitch.”

She couldn’t stop laughing, even during her orgasm, and that made it all the better.

She woke up at five in the morning, tip toed out of the bedroom and put on the coffee and toasted a muffin. She had a long drive, and she didn’t want a big breakfast to sit in her belly and congeal.

“Boo!” Lee snuck up and grabbed her buns.

She gave a sigh. She had seen him in the reflection on the kitchen window. She turned and nuzzled her body into his.

He hugged her, and though she had just fucked him to a fare thee well a few hours previous, his boner was already surging.

“Uh oh. He doesn’t look stupid enough.”

He kissed here throat, “Baby, when it comes to you I’m always stupid.”

“That’s the most intelligent thing you’ve ever said. Want a muffin?”

“Blah! Are you trying to turn me into a sissy?”

“My big strong man?” she grinned.

“Are you ready for your drive to wherever?”

“I am. Still curious as to where I’m going?”

“Do you guys have a ranch or something?”

“Or something. And it’s on a piece of land in a state.”

“Aha! Clues!”

They sat and she ate a muffin and he drank a Coke.

“That’ll take the hair off your chest,” she said of the soft drink.

“Hey, if it’s strong enough to clean toilets it’s good enough for me.”

She finished her muffin, hefted a boob at him and said, “Take your last gander, baby. I’m about to put them away for two weeks.”

Except for when you take them out for an orgy, he thought.

“Wah! No fair!” he whined.

Fifteen minutes she was dressed and ready to walk out the door. He was still walking around in pajamas. He walked out to the car and she kissed him one last kiss, then got behind the wheel.

“Have a great time at your reunion,” he said, trying to sound as sincere as possible.

“I will. And try not to drink all your beer on the first day.”

“How about the porn? Can I watch it all on one day?”

“Great. I come home to find you dead, your cock exploded by too much cumming, an endless loop of porn playing on your computer, beer dribbling out of your asshole.”

“Hey, what a way to go.”

She reached out and kissed him a tender good bye kiss, and said, “Honey, if you need more beer, get it. If you can watch porn and jack off 24/7, go for it. I feel guilty leaving you like this, so I just want you to be happy.”

He leered at her and put his hand in his pants. “Oh, me and Mr. Happy will be happy. Don’t you worry.”

She laughed, and backed the car down the driveway. A final wave, and she zipped up the street.

Lee watched her go, hands on his hips, and a light frown on his face. He hated what he was about to do. He turned and sauntered into the house. No light step here. He went to his phone and checked an app.

On a map Amy’s car was heading for the freeway. A red line followed the little car that was her. He hated being so sneaky, especially in a marriage that was honest, but she needed help. She needed protection from her ‘sorority,’ and he had put the tracking app into her cell phone the week before.

He hopped into the shower and cleaned up. He put on some cargo shorts, a tee and some sneakers, and headed for his car. in the trunk of his car was a complete outfit of black. Very ninja-esque. He also had camera equipment, and camping gear. He drove his car over to his friend’s house.

“Hey, Ted, I appreciate you swapping cars for a week. This really saves my bacon.”

“No prob, bro.”

Ted was a big guy with a big beard and a big grin. “I’ll check your car over and see if I can find that rattle. Might be hard, car this old, but…? he shrugged.

Lee put the contents of his trunk into the backseat of Ted’s Mustang.

Zowie! Sound system. Tinted windows. And more horsepower than God!

In a minute he was down the street, following a red line on his app.

Amy was on the freeway now, and she was making good time. Lee settled into her rut and added five MPH over her speed, and let the miles pass.

Up ahead Amy was smiling and taping the steering wheel in time to one of the oldies on her cell, Radar Love.’

The road has got me hypnotized

And I'm speedin' into a nude sunrise

And she was heading for a nude sunrise. And a nude midnight and day and everything. She so looked forward to these yearly orgies. She loved rubbing bodies with her sisters, and she really needed their love and support.

She loved Lee, there was no doubt. All of the ladies loved their husbands. But the reason they loved so much was that once a year they met and had orgy, punishment, and let their wild side out.

She slowed for a cop giving a ticket, tapped her cell to alert coming drivers there was a Smoky at that location, and sped up. Heck, if he was giving somebody a ticket he wasn’t coming after her, right?

Thirty miles behind Amy Lee was cruising along. She was five over the limit,  so he was ten over. Then she slowed.

He frowned. Surely she couldn’t be getting off the freeway already? She had gassed up and had him check the car because she was going to travel a distance!

Then she sped back up, and a moment later he heard a ding on his phone. He called up an app and grinned. She was even telling him where a cop was waiting for him.

Twenty minutes later he slowed down, lost a little ground, then passed a cop doing radar from behind a billboard. Heh.

As soon as the cop was out of sight he made up the ground he had lost.

Slowly, he gained on her. He was in no hurry.

They drove for five hours. Lee had to stop for gas once, lost all his miles, but made them up easily. They were in the sixth hour when Amy left the freeway.

He was ten miles behind her, and he watched carefully. She stopped, and it looked like a gas stop, but she didn’t get back onto the freeway. She drove through a small town and into some long, sweeping curves. When he passed through the town he saw that she had entered rolling hills. He had a feeling she was getting close to her destination.

He didn’t bother with gas now, he could gas up when he left. What was important was to stay close enough that he didn’t lose her. They were heading past a big National Park and reception might be spotty.

She turned left, away from the park, and five minutes later he passed a dirt road. Two women were standing at a gate, and as he watched they passed a car through.

Aha. Security. That was okay. He wasn’t planning on going through the front door, and he didn’t expect a bunch of women do be watching the back door.

He drove for another twenty minutes, checked maps, then headed back. Two miles past the dirt road was the entrance to the park. He had camping gear, and he was prepared to do a little over night work.

It was almost dark when he pulled into a slot that was at the end of the regulated parking area, yet as close to his target as he could get. He spent some time checking it out on Google Earth, then set up his camp site.

The sun fell and Lee decided to have a look at his target. He pulled on his black clothes, picked up his nightscope, and headed out.

It was easy to find the target. He followed a well worn trail, saw the glow of lights through the trees, and sashayed through light forest. There was no fence indicating private property.

It was a ranch, but with lots of outbuildings. There was a big corral, and inside the corral were rows of tents. So the girls did a little roughing it.

Of large interest, however, was a big barn. It was interesting because it was guarded. Two women walked slowly around the thing. He could see lights at all four corners.

Now what was so important about a barn that it had to be guarded?

Well, he would find out.

He returned to his tent, cooked a steak and potatoes, ate, and went to sleep.

The next day was observe from afar day.

He woke up early, had breakfast, did a few exercises, and headed through the woods.

The ranch was awake, but not by much. Girls wandered here and there, and they seemed to vie with each other for who could wear the sexiest chemise; there were a lot of women who went full nude.

Lee snapped some pictures, but not a lot. Walking around naked was no crime. He wanted the good stuff. He wanted the stuff that was hinted at in Amy’s cell and computer.

During the day the girls went in and out of the big barn. There were shrieks and laughter that echoed up the hillside. He knew that had to be the place.

The good news was that the women who guarded it were pretty lackadaisical, and at a certain point—breakfast, he thought, and then again for dinner—they walked to the big ranch house, all the girls did, and the barn was unattended. He figured he had a half hour to get in, take a looksie, and get out. And if he had to stay there through the day, no big deal. If nobody was permanently in there.

He was situated behind and under some bushes, he had a telephoto lens hooked up to his cell phone, so he just sat back, munched on candy bars, and watched.

He saw Amy, she was wearing a corset and that was all. Her tits were pushed up and thrust out, and one of the girls actually kissed her nipples.

There was a lot of kissing and hugging and making out going on. But it occurred on the way to the barn.

He had to get into the barn.

Tomorrow.

He returned to his campsite, then drove into town for a regular dinner.

He slept soundly that night. But he woke with that niggle of worry. He was going to spy on his wife.

He returned to his look out place, then worked his way around to the back of the barn. He had a fifty foot run from a stand of trees to the back door. There didn’t seem to be any electronics. The guards walked around less and less, then they stopped.

Breakfast.

He jumped up and ran for the back of the barn.

It was unlocked. He opened, looked in, and slid inside.

He was in what looked like a tack room. Without the tack. Instead, there were…other things.

On the walls were hanging whips. Paddles. Rope. Leather straps.

On shelves were dildos and butt plugs and all sorts of toys. He picked up a thing that looked like a tube for a cock with some rings. He thought it might be one of those chastity things.

Man, what a den of inequity!

He didn’t spend much time there, however. He crossed the room and peeked through another door.

He was looking at the inside of the barn. Except it was not set up for horses or cows or whatever.

The room had a row of BDSM toys around the edges. There were pillories, St. Andrew’s crosses. Cages, big eye rings set in the floor, chains hanging from the walls…everything a budding, or professional, dominatrix could want.

It was the wet dream of the Marquis de Sade.

This was the source of the screams and laughter, and he could only imagine what went on in this place.

To the side, only ten feet from where he was, was a stage. It looked like he could crawl underneath it, and there might even be space to hide behind a curtain.

Could he? Maybe.

Suddenly he heard voices. in the tack room. Oh, fuck.

He darted to the stage and looked under. Yup. Perfect. He could crawl under and just lay there. There were places where the bunting skirts showed light, so he could watch what happened.

He took a deep breath, and slid under the stage.

Time passed. He read the news on his cell phone and waited. Finally, women started coming in to the barn. Lots of women. Breakfast was over and they were about to have their orgy.

He watched as women went to mattresses spaced around the barn. He saw a couple of women placed in stocks and tickled and their private parts handled.

One woman was chained to a St. Andrew’s Cross and people were lining up to spank her.

Everywhere was sex. Lingerie was shredded, boobs were groped and kissed. Woman sashayed around with big strap ons attached to their junction.

Lee filmed it on his cell phone. Then he heard noises above him. Women were doing something on the stage he was under.

He smirked, and kept filming. Oddly, there was no sign of his wife.

maybe that was good. Maybe…but she had come into the barn the day previous.

Maybe—suddenly he felt something clamped onto his ankles. Both ankles. He tried to bring his legs up, but he was pulled, and slid across the ground. Then he was pulled out from under the stage. He began yelling, and women everywhere stopped and watched him. They all had huge grins on their faces. Many of them cheered.

He was hanging by the feet from a chain. The chain was attached to a motor that had reeled him in. And up.

The woman began gathering in front of the stage.

Upside down, he stared, and stopped yelling.

Desperate, frantic, he tried to swing and reach something, to maybe climb the wall to the motor, although that was ludicrous.

Then a woman walked onto the stage and raised her hands, palms down.

“Quiet! Quiet! Let’s have some quiet!”

The happy murmur of the hundreds of naked and semi-naked women died down.

The woman on the stage turned to him and said, “Hi, Lee.”

They knew who he was!

“We’ve been watching you on cameras. We saw you yesterday and wondered if you had the balls to come visit us.”

“Let me go,” his voice was strangled. He was so scared it was hard to talk.

“Oh, no. We definitely won’t let you go. But we will tell you why you’re here.”

He stared at her.

Oddly, he took note of her beauty.

In fact, he had a hard on, had had a hard on since the women had entered the barn.

But, of course he had. How could he not in the presence of so many beautiful and naked women?

“You are now an official guest of the Pie Delta Sorority. We meet once a year to relive the glory of our college life. That life includes lots of sex, as you may have noted.”

Many of the women grinned at her words.

“We meet and conduct an orgy, and in this way we defeat the ravages of a male oriented society. We love, we sex, we torment, we bring life to our sad existence as housewives.

“Oh, many of us are business owners, but we all have to deal with idiot men and their testosterone-y personalities, but for two weeks we can forget about them, and recharge our batteries, and remind ourselves of who we are.

“I’m going to call the police!”

“I’m sure they’ll want to arrest your wife.”

The women in front of the stage laughed and hooted.

“Now, where was I? Oh, yes, for two weeks we are free of men, but we know that some men can’t let this happen. Some men will want to know what we’re doing. But instead of fighting this eventuality, we embrace it. Better to make it happen than be victim to it. Everywoman here, a month before the orgy, begins receiving phone calls, and has a script to follow. Texts are sent, and emails, and we wait.

“We know that somewhere out there is an obnoxious male, proud and stubborn, willing to ruin our private time. This year it’s you.”

“You can’t keep me prisoner.”

There were a lot of chuckles and smirks at that one.

“And now that we’ve caught you, we are allowed to, uh, shall we say ‘vent?’ our frustrations. Through you we will speak back to a male dominated society, and there is not a damn thing you can do about it.”

Cheers rose up.

The blood was rushing to his head, and Lee was getting dizzy.

“For the remainder of this week we are going to use you to. We will purge ourselves of unpleasant thought. We will exercise our love, but in ways that are not considered normal. We will use you. We will transform you.”

“You can’t do this,” he whimpered. “Where’s my wife?”

“Ah, yes. Your wife. Lee. She was a bit surprised when she saw it was you that had betrayed her, for that meant that she had failed us. She is in a similar position as yours. She is restrained and will be brought in later. For right now, however, we must prepare you.”

“Prepare me? What? How? What are you planning to do.”

The woman didn’t answer him, however. She merely shouted, “Let the games begin!”


PART TWO

Lee was lowered until he was dangling with his hands a foot above the stage. His hands were grabbed pulled around his back where they were handcuffed together.

He tried to struggle, but he had no chance. Too many of them.

Then the women parted and a wicked looking lady climbed up on the stage. She was holding a very sharp looking knife.

“Hey, little boy, want to be a little girl?”

Everybody cheered.

They held him still and the woman began slicing his clothes off. She sliced his pants right up the seams on both sides. The pants slid down his legs and she sliced them some more and he was left with nothing but his underwear.

Women were hooting and clapping, and he felt not a few slaps on his ass.

His shirt was sliced off, and she grabbed his nipples and leered, “I’d love to cut these off.”

“No! No!” He started to scream, but they were just waiting for that. A penis gag was shoved into his mouth and buckled behind his head. He gagged, but couldn't make more than unintelligible grunts.

His shoes and socks were taken off and his feet tickled.

He tried to scream, but all he did was drool.

Then the woman knelt so her face was on a level with his face. “Honey. I’m about to cut your panties off. I suggest you hold still, unless you want to lose more than just your panties.

He froze, and felt her hands pull on his underpants. There was the sound of a rip, and then he was naked.

The cheers in the barn crescendoed.

Hands grabbed his cock and balls and felt them.

A woman yelled out, “Look at how hard he is!”

More cheers.

And it was true. He had a king-sized boner.

Hands gripped it, stroked it, and somebody sucked on his balls.

“Would you like to be right side up?” asked the first woman, who seemed to be in charge of the ‘festivities.’

He nodded. He was crying, and it was weird to feel tears flow down…up his forehead.

“Okay, ladies, fix chains.”

Steel rings were placed around his ankles, and chains were attached to the rings. The chains were brought down to the stage and looped through a pair of eyebolts that were sunk in the stage.

Slowly, a couple of inches at a time, he was lowered, and the chains were pulled through the eyebolts. Finally, he was right side up, standing with his feet secured to the eyebolts. The whole time women had been playing with his package, and they didn’t stop just because he was right side up.

“Okay, ladies, stand back.”

Everybody stepped back and there was a space around him. He looked around wildly, and two spray cans made their appearance. He was sprayed up and down the arms and legs, and the stuff turned into foam. He was sprayed on the front and the back, and then on his junk. It was cold and he tried to turn away, but he couldn’t.

Last, his head was sprayed.

“Don’t move, honey, or you’ll lose your eyebrows.”

He didn’t move, and the women smushed the foam into his scalp, then stood back and waited.

The women watched him silently, always grinning. He could see over their heads, and there were a lot of them. Probably all of them.

Except his wife.

And he really worried. He had not just gotten himself in trouble, he had gotten her in trouble.

Minutes passed. Somebody turned on some old rock and roll and some of the women went to dancing. And many of them wound up on mattresses, eating each other out and  making love.

More minutes passed, then he started to feel uncomfortable. The stuff on his body was heating up.

Somebody was watching a watch, though, and yelled. “Time!”

Wet clothes and buckets made their appearance and he was washed down.

“Close your eyes, honey,” and his head was washed. It was a strange sensation, and became stranger when he realized they were removing his hair! All of his hair.

He felt cool air wash over his skin, and his cock grew even harder.

Now that the washing was completed attention was paid to his cock. Women jacked him, deep throated him, and he had no doubt they would have fucked him if they could.

“Don’t cry, honey. You’re going to be beautiful.”

But he couldn’t stop. He felt so helpless.

Many hands worked on him then. It seemed they all had tasks to do, and they were precise in doing their jobs and stepping aside for the next person.

They washed him with perfumed water, then applied lotion to his skin. Every inch of his flesh was treated with soft, gentle hands.

His cock and balls, now hairless, looked bigger.

He again wondered what they were doing to Amy.

Two women used tiny sponges on his face, and he saw the sponges were very dirty when they were done. One of them mumbled about his pores really being clogged up. The other just sniffed, “Men.”

The woman in charge stepped in front of him and smiled. “No doubt you’re wondering what is happening, and the answer is simple. Men are not allowed in our sorority, so we are feminizing you.”

He tried to shake his head, but one of the women slapped him. “Don’t you move.”

“When we’re done you will be perfectly female, and eligible to partake in our games.”

The women were putting primer on his face, foundation and color. Brushes tickled across his cheeks and fingers were used to smudge color over his eyelids.

“The depilatory we used, incidentally, is very long lasting. You won’t need to remove hair for three months. But I’m sure you’re already appreciating the sensations that go along with the absence of hair.”

Two women moved in and pierced his ears. He watched as two strings with silvery triangles and circles on it made their appearance, then they moved past his vision and he could feel them being attached to his lobes.

“Everything we do is designed for the long term. Your earrings are being glued closed with the strongest glue. Your lipstick”—they painted his lips with plumper, then a bright, red color—“is actually lipstain. The real stuff, guaranteed to last for a month.

Your scalp will be very slow to grow, but that’s okay, we’ll glue a wig on you.”

Two women were working on his hands now, and while he couldn’t see what they were doing behind his back, he could feel what they were doing. They were shaping his nails, and shortly they were gluing long, fake nails on him. They were an inch long, oval at the end, very sexy. On women, that is.

Then they painted his nails. He could smell that peculiar smell that nail polish has.

“Your nails are built to last, and we’re using the strongest glue on them.”

Somewhere along the line he had stopped crying. He was cried out, and there was a piece of him that was downright numb.

A wig was brought out and placed on his head, adjusted, then taken off. One of the women coated his scalp with glue, and the wig was carefully replaced, finally adjustments were made, and he had hair once again.

“Stand back, ladies. Let’s take some pictures.”

All the women got off the stage and the woman in charge walked around him and took pictures from various angles. She showed one of them to him, and he couldn’t believe it. From the neck up he was a woman. Make up had softened his look, rounded his angles, and he bore no resemblance to a man.

“Pretty good, eh? When we’re done you’ll be as feminine as any of us.”

Lee stared at her. He was in a light state of shock. He was getting overwhelmed. He didn’t struggle now. He just stood there and waited.

A woman entered the barn. She was wearing a nurse’s cap and carrying a doctor’s satchel. Her hips swaying, she climbed onto the stage.

“Can you lower him back? I want him prone for the best results.”

A table was brought up and placed behind him. He was pushed back until he was laying on the table, his ankles still secured to the floor of the stage.

“Okay. Hold him still. This is delicate work.”

She took a syringe out of the bag, and a large bottle, and another, and another.

“Geez!” one of the women shouted, “He’s going to be huge!”

The ‘nurse’ began injecting solution into his pectorals. She worked around them, and he could feel the skin tightening up. He couldn’t see, though, and he had no idea what was going on.

An hour later he was raised up and the table was taken away. He looked down and saw…boobs!

“They’re called vacation boobs,” said the woman in charge. “They’re for women who want to see what it is like having boobs before getting real implants. By the end of the week your skin will be stretched and pliable, and maybe we’ll fit you with your very own breasts. Or we could use a more permanent solution that will last for a few months. What do you think? Would you like vacation boobs? Or the real thing?”

He shook his head, but the women just chuckled at the look in his well made up eyes.

At this point his body was feminine, a little angular but still feminine, what with the boobs poking out. The woman in charge reached down and grasped his package. He gasped.

“We also have a permanent solution for this little fellow. We don’t want you to have boner bump in any of your dresses.”

She held up her fingers and made a cutting motion.

“Snip, snip. So enjoy it while you can.”

The women all around the stage laughed and cheered.

Lee was sorry he had ever spied on his wife. He was sorry that he had come to this terrible place. He was now a woman, and was going to be one permanently!

“Okay, ladies, Lee is ready to go. Shall we start the party?”

A huge cheer went up then, and the music was turned up. Everybody started dancing, and four women went to the side of the stage and lifted a bulky piece of furniture up to the stage. Lee stared at it.

It was a piece of plywood about four feet square. Fastened to the center of the square was a weird looking horse. It had platforms on the legs, and the center plank was carved so it slooped down in the center. There was a platform at the head of the horse for the head.

The thing was placed in front of him and the chains were loosened. He was lowered so he was lying on the center plank. The curve of the thing lifted his butt up obscenely and presented his cock and balls to the rear. His head was placed on the front platform. Leather straps went over the small of his back and his neck. The metal bands on his ankles were attached to the legs so that he was able to support some of his weight on his knees.

Then several woman moved in and loosened his handcuffs. He would have struggled, but he was sore and stiff, and there were four women to each of his arms. They fastened his wrists to the front legs, and there he was, naked and unable to move. His face up and out, his butt totally exposed, and his package hang down. Well, pointing down. He was quite erect.

Meanwhile, the barn was filled with capering, loving women. They put each other in stocks, on similar horses, to the St Andrew’s Crosses. Women were chained to the walls, and other women made the rounds, and these women had large dicks strapped onto their hips.

Lee stared as women wrestled on mattresses. he watched as two and three women piled on lone women, tormented them with their tongues and phalluses.

The music was turned up louder.

It was a scene of the utmost debauchery, and nowhere was there a frown.

Then the far doors opened, and eight women carried in another horse. On this horse a woman was fastened down. Her butt and vagina were up, her face was on the platform, and she was naked.

“Say hi to your wife, Lee.”

The woman in charge was standing next to him, watching the progress of Amy across the floor.

Lee watched in horror as different women approached the horse Amy was on. They grabbed her buns and her tits, and at one point a woman came up with a dick in her hand and pushed it into Amy’s pussy.

Amy was writhing, moaning, and she was lifted up to the stage.

Her horse was placed sideways to Lee’s, and his was turned so that he faced her.

She looked at him, and now that she was on solid ground many women gathered around her and began to touch her. She groaned as hands felt her tits, cupped her buns. A line of women appeared behind her, and they all wore dicks. big dicks.

Lee stared in horror as the woman plunged their plastic peters into his wife.

Amy groaned, and she couldn’t speak for she was wearing a penis gag. All he could see was her eyes as she was taken again and again.

Then Lee felt hands touch him. He felt the hands touch his tits. He felt soft hands fondle his buns, cup them. He felt an occasional spank.

Then a woman sat down in front of Amy. She kissed her, long and passionate.

And a woman sat down in front of Lee. She kissed him, long and passionate, and he moaned helplessly.

His cock as hard, and women were stroking it and admiring it.

“Too bad he’s not allowed to fuck any more,” he heard a voice say. He didn’t know what that meant, and had no way of asking.

Then he felt the first touch to his asshole.

“Remember, girls,” said the leader. “Be gentle for the first couple of days. We don’t want to break him. Yet.”

Laughter.

Fingers pulled at his rim, opened him up, and more fingers darted inside him. A cool substance was rubbed into his asshole, and he realized they were lubricating him.

Lips kissed him, hands stroked him, fingers explored him. Then he  felt a small but sharp pain back there.

“Try to relax, honey.” The leader of the woman sat down next to him. She was holding a glass with a straw in it. “Here.”

She removed the gag and put the straw into his mouth.

He was thirsty, and was stunned when the sweet taste of Coke and bourbon flooded into his mouth. He drank greedily.

“Amy said you like Coke and bourbon, and as long as you promise to behave yourself I’ll take the gag out every once in a while and give you some. It’ll make the journey easier.”

He sucked, worked his jaw, and asked, “Why are you doing this?”

But she just smiled and put the penis gag back into his mouth.

The party went on. A few feet from him Amy was being fucked non stop. Every once in a while her eyes would focus on him, then she would glaze over and get fucked some more.

He wanted to talk to her in the worst way. He wanted to explain and apologize and beg forgiveness. But he was given no opportunity.

Yes, every once in a while the gag would be removed and he would be given liquid, but as soon as he spoke the gag went back in.

Behind him, women were lining up. They wore dildos. Not as big as the women behind Amy, but they were big enough.

Every once in a while somebody would put more lubricant into his ass. The women seemed to understand that he was fragile, and they took it easy on him.

His cock, of course, was stiff as an iron rod. His balls were full, he wanted to cum, he had to relieve the pressure in his groin, but that wasn’t about to happen.

Dinner time, and everybody left. They were alone. Him slightly dizzy from the alcohol. And they must have been feeding Amy a bit of liquor every once in awhile, because she looked a little dazed.

Of course, it could be she was just dazed from the amount of cock that had been stuffed into her pussy.

They lay there, silent, unable to move, unable to do anything but look at each other.

What was in her eyes, he wondered. Reproach? Hate? Surely she didn’t love him any more.

She sighed. Watched him. Time passed.

The party began again after dinner. And it went right up till midnight. There was no shortage of people waiting to plumb their holes, and there was nothing they could do about it.

Surprisingly, he wasn’t very sore.

And, it felt good.

The constant in and out was massaging him, and he actually liked it. Sometimes it felt like he could even cum from just getting penetrated.

But if cums weren’t allowed for him, they sure were allowed for Amy. She began to cum constantly. Her eyes glazed over and she whined and moaned and groaned and her body shook as she orgasmed again and again.

Midnight, and the party died. All the women simply left.

Several woman came in and fed Lee and Amy. They took the gags off, with the understanding that the gags would go back in, and they wouldn’t get any more food, if they spoke.

When they were done eating the gags were put back in and they were covered with blankets and left alone. They were comfortable enough on the horses, the center planks had thick padding, and they soon slept.

Awoke as the women crowded into the barn, and the party started up. Lines formed, Lee had the feeling they were using bigger dildos on him, but he had no way of knowing. He just knew that pain had become pleasure. He started looking forward to the feeling of a dick entering him. He loved the sensation of having a penis rub back and forth over his nerves.

Lunchtime. The women left. They came back. They fucked endlessly.

Dinnertime.

Night after night, until there was no sense of time passing, it was all a long, endless rut, his asshole felt like gold, and he became aware that he was drooling.

His mouth had been drooling all along, but now his dick was drooling. It felt like pee, but listening to the ladies fucking him he figured out that they were putting pressure on his prostate, and that was causing him to spew semen.

He felt good. He felt golden. Loose and relaxed. Empty of semen, and a lot of other stuff. Mental baggage.

Confined as he was, no choice in the matter, he came to accept, and then to revel in his situation.

The only rain on his parade was that he couldn’t speak to Amy. And she couldn’t speak to him. They had no way to communicate, to know what each other was feeling.

They took him off the horse and injected more solution into his boobs. the nurse commented, “Good skin. I think we can go full implant.”

“Excellent.

Full implant? What did that mean?

Sense and logic left him and he just gloried in being fucked.

Fucking was an act of love.

He was in love.

He just wished he could tell Amy how much he loved her.

Breakfast. Lunch. Dinner. Over and over.

More injections, and he knew that his tits were really big now.

Breakfast lunch and dinner, and he knew they were using big dildos on him. He saw them comparing sizes in front of the state. He saw one woman hold up her forearm and brag to another woman.

More injections.

More sex.

More everything.

Then it was over.

No women crowded in in the morning. He could hear the sound of cars starting up occasionally, but they sounded far away, and they left quickly.

Two women came in and released Amy. They helped her across the barn and out the door. He watched his wife disappear, and wondered if he would ever see her again.

She didn’t even look back.

An hour later they came for him.

They hoisted him up and back onto the table. The woman in charge hefted a pair of large implants.

“These are Chyna 2000s. Biggest implants on the market. You’re going to be a proud woman.”

The doctor worked on his chest for a couple of hours. She drained some fluid, made room, and finally implanted the big sacks of silicone. They were so big that even laid back as he was Lee could see the tips of his new boobs. He could see his nipples raised up.

They raised him up one last time. The woman in charge stood in front of him.

“Your car and campsite are as you left them. We left some clothes for you to wear. Just go out the back door and back the way you came. There’s only one thing left for us to do. Doc?”

The nurse came up and placed a syringe at his arm. It went in smoothly and he felt cool fluid enter his body.

The syringe came out and the nurse smiled, patted his face, and left.

Only the woman in charge was left, and several very large women. Two of which had tasers.

“You’ve had quite the experience, and time will help you understand it. You may even find that you like it, and that you will want to do it again. We’ll be in touch in eleven months, and perhaps you will be allowed. If no husband betrays his wife and tries to spy on us, then perhaps we’ll nominate you. It has happened before. The shot you just had is something called leuprolide. It will cause you to be limp for a year. A little reminder of how serious we are about our privacy, and the punishment that will await anybody who complains.”

She undid his hands, his legs, and stepped back.

Lee struggled to get off the horse. Nobody helped him, and it took a long minute to stand up.

The women watched him. They all had small smiles on their faces.

Naked, with huge boobs on his chest, Lee staggered to the back door, through the tack room filled with sex toys, and into the sunlight.

It was bright, hot, and he had to hold his boobs as he walked back up the hill. They were monstrous. They were heavy.

He walked back through the forest to the camp, very aware of his nakedness.

His campsite was untouched. He looked around for clothes, and fund them on his sleeping bag inside the tent.

He quickly put on the bra, and was relieved when the support took effect.

He looked at the rest of the clothes. A simple dress. Easy to figure out how to put on. Panties. He pulled the panties on and suddenly realized his cock was totally limp. He hefted it. It was a noodle. It fit into his panties easily, and when he pushed it down it made no bump.

Garters, nylons and high heels.

Part of him just wanted to leave, but part of him was compelled. He pulled the garter belt up over his hips, then unrolled the nylons. They felt smooth and sleek on his legs.

He put the high heels on, and was immediately at a loss for balance.

Still, he didn’t want to walk on the ground with nylons, so he kept the shoes on and began packing up.

A half hour later he was packed and ready to go.

He slipped behind the wheel and took his high heels off so he could drive.

He didn’t drive fast, like he normally did. He drove at the regular speed; he didn’t want to draw the attention of any cops.

He arrived at Ted’s house and began transferring the contents of one trunk to another.

“Hey, dude. How—what the fuck?”

Ted stared at him.

“I had an accident,” Lee murmured.

“I guess. Holy fuck! But there was no rattle in your car. Couldn’t find one. Are you all right?”

“I’m okay,” answered Lee honestly.

He actually felt good. Of course he had this twitchy, empty feeling in his butthole.

“Well, okay…”

He arrived at home a half hour later. Amy’s car was in the driveway and he pulled up next to it.

His home.

Their home.

But was it still theirs?

Or would she have locked the doors and called a lawyer.

He didn’t bother unpacking, he would do that later. He got out of the car and walked up to the front door. He was a little unsteady on his high heels, but he made it.

The door was open and he walked in.

Amy came out of the hallway and they stared at each other. She was wearing clothes now, baggy shorts and a boy beater. Athletic shoes.

Her so beautiful.

Him…so beautiful.

Then she hugged him. “Oh, honey? Are you okay? Will you forgive me?”

“Me forgive you?” He was crying, his mascara was running, but he didn’t care.

“But I left you all those hints, and then I let you see me pack nothing but lingerie. I knew you would follow…I set you up!”

“You set me up?”

“I wanted you to get caught. I wanted to be on the horse. Other women told me how wonderful it was, so…I tricked you!”

“But I betrayed you! I peeked at your phone and your email and I followed you and…and I didn’t trust you!”

“Oh, honey!”

They hugged each other, and they cried, and they eventually made it into the living room, where they sat and faced each other on a couch.

“So we’re okay?” he asked.

“We’re so okay,” she blubbered.

“But…but now I look like a woman. And I’ve got tits! And they gave me a shot that is going to make me limp for a year!”

She smiled. “Honey, that’s all okay.”

“It is?”

“Sure, because you know while they had us on the horses and were fucking us?”

“Yes?”

She stood up and unbuckled her shorts.

“I couldn’t help thinking that every woman there was going to fuck you but me.”

She pulled down her shorts and the big dick on her strap on popped up, almost hitting him in the face.

“Oh, my God!”

And they ran for the bedroom.

END
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“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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