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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Ted has recovered from his adventures in the prequel, ‘Femdom Chastity Fun.’ But now he is being forced to run in the Sadie Dickens’ Day Race! 
 
    It’s like the Sadie Hawkins Day Race, the man is captured by a woman and forced to get married. 
 
    Unfortunately for Ted, there’s a few things he didn’t know before entering the race, like why his wife would want him to! 
 
    Enjoy the race, and… 
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Ted, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” smiled Ted. 
 
    “But I didn’t believe you! We arrive here at the Sister’s Camp and some fellow lies about you and I believe him.” 
 
    “It’s okay. It turned out all right.” 
 
    “How’s your butt?” 
 
    Ted had a rueful expression on his face and rubbed his heinie. 
 
    Ted had a bit of a temper, and when a fellow named Willie had lied about him he had blown it. And the proctors at the retreat had, progressively, penis gagged him, butt plugged him, restrained his arms and legs, put him in chastity, stripped him naked, and finally put him in a pillory. 
 
    But the worst thing was when Willie had put a pear of anguish in his heinie and started expanding it. That was a unique pain that could not be described. 
 
    “It’s good.” 
 
    “But you just made a face.” 
 
    “It’s mostly memory now. The memory of that thing expanding my rectum, brrr.” He shivered.  
 
    “But you liked it before Willie made it big.” 
 
    “I never should have told you that.” 
 
    “But you did. The cat’s out of the bag.” She was grinning and anticipating all the things she could do to him now she knew his preferences. 
 
    Suddenly they heard the morning bell. It was time for breakfast. 
 
    “Okay. You be a good boy and I’ll see you later.” 
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    She gave him a kiss, then darted out of their apartment. 
 
    Ted followed a few seconds later. Funny, he was recovered, he could walk fast if he wanted, but the memory of that night when Willie…he walked slowly. 
 
    He walked down the hallway, eyes down whenever a woman passed, and was aware that he was being checked out. 
 
    He had actually a sort of notoriety for the situation in the pillory, and a few women had asked him about that. 
 
    Oddly, or perhaps not so oddly, they had seemed excited by the idea of a man helpless in the pillory and what could be done to him when nobody was around. 
 
    None of the ladies did anything to him, other than ask a few questions, and he made it down to the outside of the complex.  
 
    Men were supposed to take the back route to the dining hall for meals, and he sauntered, whistling but keeping it on the down low. The first day he had been caught whistling and the proctors had warned him. 
 
    Now that Willie and his wife had been kicked out of the retreat, and now that he was free and innocent, things were looking pretty good. 
 
    The proctors suddenly sailed past him in their golf cart. They were dressed in skin tight latex uniforms, and one of them called out, “No whistling, bitch!” 
 
    Then they laughed, and it was a welcome sound. Ted didn’t mind being teased. 
 
    He arrived at the other side of the complex and stood in line. He was handed his sack of breakfast and sat down at a table with one of the other men, Johnny, who he had met the first day. 
 
    “How’s the butthole?” asked Johnny cheerfully. 
 
    Ted groaned and shook his head. “It’d be fine if everybody would stop asking me about it.” 
 
    But he was joking. 
 
    They ate their breakfasts, which was a bagel with a bit of cream cheese on it.  
 
    “They could at least give us some lox,” remarked Johnny. “This is pretty dry.” 
 
    “Bread and water for the inmates,” responded Ted. 
 
    “And lemonade.” Johnny held up a carton of watery lemonade and the two men groaned, then laughed. 
 
    Done with their bagels and just sitting their wishing they had some more, even another bagel, Johnny asked, “Seriously, were you scared when Willie got you in the pillory?” 
 
    “Not at first. I didn’t figure he was going to do anything. But when he put that thing in me. Holy fuckoly. I would have shat, but…” Ted shrugged. 
 
    “Well, you lucked out. You got a good wife.” 
 
    “I do that.” Ted smiled. 
 
    “Not speaking of which, are you going to be ready for the Sadie Dickens’ race?” 
 
    “The doctor said I was ready.” 
 
    “And what happens if you aren’t ready and you get caught?” 
 
    “I heard I have to fuck whoever catches me.” 
 
    “It’s true. But…what will your wife say?” 
 
    “That I don’t know. But she knows I’m going to be trying my best to avoid capture.” 
 
    “You realize, of course, that you aren’t accepted for the race unless your wife okays it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m serious. You enter, but you won’t be running if your wife doesn’t say it’s okay.” 
 
    “I didn’t know that.” 
 
    “So if you are running, it means your wife is okay with somebody fucking you.” 
 
    Ted was stunned into silence. 
 
    They sat and the morning sun rose and illuminated them. They heard announcements being made in the women’s dining hall, and cheers. 
 
    So Lia had okayed him having sex with another woman. This put a whole new spin on things. 
 
    “Are you going to talk to her about it?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Ted answered honestly. “On one hand, I’m a little too stunned to want to go there. On the other hand…maybe I should just run fast enough to get away from everybody.” 
 
    “It’s not that simple.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “Do you train?” 
 
    “To run? Not so much. I ride bikes, do some body weight calisthenics, more like yoga than real calisthenics, but…not much in the running department. 
 
    “I train every year, all year long. I do 5Ks and 10Ks, and when I get here I’m at a peak. That’s why nobody has caught me.” 
 
    “So why does your wife enter you? Or approve your…your application?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. There’s something here that I don’t understand. But I do know that a lot of the ladies know about me, that my record of not being caught is the best in the history of the camp. I’ve had a lot of ladies tell me they have been training to catch me.” 
 
    “So tell me about the race. Is there an area you have to stay in? Is there a finish line? What am I going to face? 
 
    “There isn’t a finish line. You can run anywhere as long as you stay in the BLM land towards Beck’s Peak.” 
 
    Johnny pointed towards a mountain rising up behind the camp. There was a smattering of snow on the top, but it didn’t look particularly steep. 
 
    “What’s BLM?” 
 
    “Bureau of Land Management. That’s government land. It’s okay for recreation, and some ranchers lease parts of it for grazing.” 
 
    “Anything to worry about on Beck’s Peak?” 
 
    “Sure. Lots. There are some maps in the administration office and…let’s check them out.” 
 
    “They’ll let us?” 
 
    “Not a problem. Anybody can look at the maps, and I look at them every year to remind myself of what I’m facing. We’ve got an hour before the Woodlore Class starts up. Come on.” 
 
    Ted and Johnny set off for the admin office. They were half way there, when one of the proctors pulled up in a golf cart. 
 
    “Ted.” 
 
    Ted stepped forward and kept his head lowered. 
 
    “How’s your asshole, Ted? Look up at me.” 
 
    Ted looked up, and was surprised. The first day he had been at the camp he had been bumped by a woman, and here she was again. 
 
    She was tall, six feet, which put her six inches taller than him. She was built, looking like she spent a lot of time doing cross training or some such.  
 
    The most striking thing about her, however, was that she looked like a Valkyrie. A firm chin, blonde hair that was golden in the sun. Piercing blue eyes, and a no nonsense attitude. 
 
    “It’s…it’s fine,” he mumbled, a little bit cowed.  
 
    She had been irritated with him on that first day, and he certainly didn’t want anybody feeling badly towards him now. Not after what he had been through. 
 
    “Good. Bend over. Touch your toes.” 
 
    Ted was puzzled, he quickly complied. 
 
    “Good. Do some jumping jacks.” 
 
    Again, he was confused, but he did three jumping jacks before she stopped him and said, “Do some squats.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “Okay. You’re good.” She turned to Johnny. “You’re the runner, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    He had his head down, but he was checking out her magnificent body. 
 
    “Well. I’ve got two to choose from. I’m going to catch one of you, but I’m not sure which one, yet.” 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    “Go ahead and speak.” 
 
    “Why us?” 
 
    “You’re the runner. You hold a record, and every woman in camp wants to end your streak. As for you…” she turned to Johnny. “You’re famous. The buttfuck boy they call you.” 
 
    “I wasn’t butt fucked!” Ted started to protest, then caught himself. “I mean, I’m sorry. I didn’t…” 
 
    But the big woman was smiling. 
 
    “It’s okay. Jus this once. But I heard that Willie character screwed you.” 
 
    “No, ma’am. He used a pear of anguish on me.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord. One of those things that goes in and then opens up?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Well, so you’re not the buttfuck boy, but everybody has got you labeled now, so you’re probably going to be stuck with that label. Don’t let it get to you.” 
 
    “I won’t.” And he wouldn’t. Now that she had warned him he would be prepared and mentally set. 
 
    “Okay, You boys go on about your business and—“ 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    The proud blond looked at the Johnny. “Could I get your name? So I know who to outrun?” 
 
    She laughed, and her laughter was quite robust. “Brandy. Like the drink.” 
 
    She drove off laughing. 
 
    The two men watched the golf cart round a building, and turned back towards the administration building and the maps. 
 
    “Brandy. Hunh! I think I’m already drunk.” 
 
    “Well, looks like you’ve got your work cut out for you.” 
 
    “Me? What about you?” 
 
    “I’m the runner. I’m pretty fast, and I carry less weight than her. I should be able to outdistance her. You, on the other hand, you aren’t in training, she’s going to have a longer stride than you, and…well, I hate to give her up to you, it sure would be nice to bump uglies with that beauty, but I want to hold on to my record. 
 
    “So you’re going to run away and leave me to her mercies.” 
 
    “Ha! I doubt if she’ll show you much mercy. She looks like she could screw a man to death and laugh the whole while.” 
 
    “”But what a way to go.” 
 
    Grinning, they came to the administration building. They approached the main counter with heads lowered and Johnny asked if they could see the maps for the race. 
 
    No problem, and they were pointed back to the map room. 
 
    On the map room Johnny quickly found several maps that showed the details on a line from the Sister Camp to Beck’s Peak. The two men hunkered over the maps and traced routes. 
 
    “We could run in this stream for almost a mile. That should help.” 
 
    “Last year two women cut across here, I was in the stream and almost got caught. It was the devil’s luck that the fellow with me tripped and got snagged.” 
 
    “How about through this little canyon.” 
 
    “That’s good. I was thinking about that. We have to be very sure of our footing. There’s a dry stream right here, and the rocks are round and smooth and tend to roll a bit.” 
 
    “Okay. What about this forest area?” 
 
    “If we can thread a path…and it looks like this line here…” 
 
    They continued talking and tracing possible routes for an hour, then it was time to head for their next activity.  
 
    They left the administration building and reported to the small classroom trailer in the back of the complex. It was reserved for the 20 or so men who had come to the camp with their wives. 
 
    “Hello, Johnny, Ted.” 
 
    “Good morning, ma’am,” they answered. “Five minutes early, the others haven’t even arrived yet. Are you interested in wood lore?” 
 
    “Actually, ma’am,” Johnny spoke right up. “We’re interested in surviving the Sadie Dickens’ Day Race. We figured you might have some hints. That is if you’re not running.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord. Put me on the spot, will you? I should betray my sisters?” But she was grinning. She liked enterprising men. 
 
    “We just want to make the race interesting.” 
 
    “You do, eh?” She inspected them for a moment, hands on hips, then nodded. “Were you going up the face of Beck’s Peak?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “You know there’s a trail around the right side of the peak?” 
 
    “There is?” 
 
    “It’s hidden. Some of the girls always hide it with brush. Then they squirt through that little pass and snag a couple of you lads on the far side.” 
 
    “How do we find it? Can we use it ourselves?” 
 
    “You can, it’s between two large boulders right past the picnic tables. You’ll see that the brush is a little yellowed. Just push through and go for it.” 
 
    “Thank you, ma’am.” 
 
    “I probably shouldn’t have told you, but…you realize that some of the women are actually rooting for you?” 
 
    “For us? Both of us?” 
 
    “For both of you. Half the women want you caught and your record ended. Half the women admire that and even bet money on you. And as for you, Ted, a lot of women are feeling badly for what Willie did to you. You’ve got some admirers for the brave way you came out of it.” 
 
    “I don’t feel so brave,” he mumbled. 
 
    “You fought back with intelligence and arranged for your wife to catch him. Then you didn’t pursue the matter with a bunch of lawsuits and things. Believe me, a lot of women appreciate the fact that they’ll have a camp to come to next year.” 
 
    Ted allowed himself a smile. “Well, thanks. But I still don’t feel brave.” 
 
    “And that’s probably good. Bravery is brightest when it’s framed by humility. Have you been training hard this year, Johnny?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Well, my final advice to you is this. Don’t hurry in the beginning. Pace yourselves, and Johnny, set the pace for Ted. See if you can make it to the secret pass before you start really running. Help Ted, that will give you even more fans. And, other than that, good luck to both of you.” 
 
    At that moment the other guys at the retreat started coming in. They went to their chairs and sat, and Ted had time for only a quick question. “Ma’am?” 
 
    She looked at him. 
 
    “Are you betting on us?” 
 
    The Mistress just grinned. 
 
      
 
    The lecture that day was appropriate to the coming Sadie Dickens’ Race.  
 
    The Mistress taught about how to deal with minor injuries, how to stay hydrated, the best way to cover tracks, how to take advantage of animal trails, and so on. 
 
    It was a very enlightening lecture, and all the men walked out deep in thought and rethinking their strategies. 
 
    Interestingly, during that lecture Ted found out that the men had various reasons for being in the race. 
 
    Several were just a little freaky, and wanted a strong woman to catch them. 
 
    A couple of fellows were deliberately pitting themselves against the women, revealing a desire to prove they were better than women. 
 
    The largest portion of them, however, had been entered by their wives, and Ted once again thought about the fact that Lia would have had to approve his entry before he would be allowed to run. 
 
    So she was putting him in the position of being caught and fucked. 
 
    They didn’t have an open marriage, and neither of them were interested in pursuing lovers, so…why? 
 
    And he kept wondering whether he should talk to her about it. Again, on one hand he thought he should. This was a major thing, after all, screwing another person. 
 
    And, on the other hand…he wanted to let it play out, just to let whatever plan she was enacting happen, and see what occurred. 
 
    If he was caught, would she object? Would she stop him before his captor took him to bed? 
 
    Or would she just stand back and let it happen? 
 
    And if she did let it happen, what did that mean? 
 
    Then he wondered if she actually wanted him caught, or whether this was just a big test of their marriage. 
 
    Lord, was he confused. 
 
      
 
    The day passed uneventfully, except that Ted was approached by several women. There were the usual ones who wanted to know about Willie and what Willie had done to him.  
 
    These were a bit…quirky, and he always wondered what they wanted to know, or whether they even had sexual kinks driving them. 
 
    Then there were several who just wanted to know him. Who were curious, and just.,..friendly. 
 
    In a way, that was even weirder, because Ted had never really had girl friends that were just friends, and especially since he was married. 
 
    All the women he knew were friends of Lia, or acquaintances from work. 
 
    Now he had friends of the opposite sex. 
 
    Weird. 
 
      
 
    Night time came, and for dinner there was a big weenie roast. The good news was that Ted and the other men were required to roast the weenies and bring them to the various women. In other words, to wait on the ladies. 
 
    All the men ended up with two or three dogs on a stick and running madly back and forth, serving the women as they cried out for weenie. 
 
    Which was as ribald as it sounds. Women were constantly shouting out that they: ‘wanted a harder weenie,’ ‘a longer weenie,’ a weenie that oozed juices.’ 
 
    It got so funny that even the men were laughing and looking directly at the women. 
 
    Then the men were allowed to cook their own hot dogs and told to return to the classroom for a special briefing. 
 
    In the classroom they found a case of bourbon and bottles of mixer. 
 
    Cheers, and the men all cracked open the bottles and started drinking. 
 
    Ted grabbed a bottle and was about to have a drink, but Johnny grabbed his arm. “No, don’t do it.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Tomorrow is the race.” 
 
    It burst upon Ted then. It was a plan to slow the men down and make them easier to catch. 
 
    “Good Lord, is there anything sneakier than a woman?” 
 
    “Nope. But let’s hide a couple of these bottles for after the race.” 
 
    They walked across the campus a bottle in each hand, and decided to bury the bottles in the woods. It was going to be safer to sneak out and have a few in the woods than around the women. 
 
    Johnny had a pair of binoculars around his neck. He had taken them from the classroom, and Johnny had not bothered to ask why. 
 
    Off to the side the women were deep into their after dinner carousing. Apparently they had some liquor, too, and they were making the most of it. 
 
    “I never realized how hard women partied,” murmured Ted. 
 
    “Harder than men, in my estimation.” 
 
    They reached the woods and found a couple of trees and made two caches. The trees were easily recognizable, and Ted said, “I’m just going to sit her for a while and watch.” He pointed at the big circle of hundreds of women. 
 
    “Don’t get caught.” 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    “See you at the race tomorrow.” 
 
    “Good luck to us.” 
 
    “You betcha. Are you gonna  
 
    Johnny disappeared into the night and Ted was left alone with his thoughts. 
 
    He sat down, his back against a tree and sipped from a bottle of Coke. 
 
    Coke, a simple pleasure, and it was so peaceful here on the edge of the woods. 
 
    The women carousing a hundred yards away, and he was out of it all. 
 
    Interestingly, now that he was recovered and feeling good, he was having a good time. 
 
    Now that the women were more obvious in their frivolity, many of them treating the whole female/male dynamic as fun, he was starting to have fun. 
 
    He didn’t mind stepping off the path for a woman, or even bowing a bit.  
 
    He liked the quick repartee he sometimes had to deal with, and…it was fun. 
 
    Of course he would have liked it better if the men were dominant and the women submissive, and he wondered if there was a retreat somewhere for men. Modeled on this but reversed. 
 
    He smiled and sipped more Coke. 
 
    The women were getting a little less noisy, and he peered at them, tried to make out individual faces. 
 
    His wife wanted him to run in a race where, if caught, he would have to make love to another woman. 
 
    He watched the women and wondered. Such an odd—was that his wife? Moving around the campfire? 
 
    He had seen her during the weenie roast, and they had grinned at each other, but other than that, he had not been around her. 
 
    He lifted the binoculars and peered through them. 
 
    They were good glasses, and there was sufficient light from the fire, though it was dying down a little, and he saw her. 
 
    She was such a beautiful woman. And her breasts were better than most. 
 
    It was her body he lusted after most, and they both knew what a horn dog he was. 
 
    He watched as she reached the other side of the fire and held her hand out. 
 
    Now what in the world…? A woman stood up and took Lia’s hand. They faced each other, and a low chanting rose up. It sounded like ‘Do it! Do it! Do it!’ 
 
    Ted’s brow furrowed as his wife and the other woman stood face to face, talking, saying something, then his wife moved forward, and the other woman held out her arms, and…they kissed! 
 
    Ted sat up in shock and focused the glasses better. 
 
    Yes, his wife was kissing another woman! They had their arms around each other and the kiss was not a grandmotherly little peck, it was a full tongue, passionate crawl down the throat kiss! 
 
    And hands roamed! Their hands moved over breasts, cupping, pinching. 
 
    Then the other woman reached down and cupped Lia’s mons. 
 
    Ted could see the look of sublime pleasure on Lia’s face. 
 
    After a moment, the women around the campfire cheering, they walked into the darkness…towards him! Straight towards him! 
 
    Ted scrambled to his feet. Their faces were now shaded, their backs being to the campfire, and they grew larger in the binocs. 
 
    He moved back into the trees and to the side. 
 
    They kissed, and hugged, and finally spread a blanket. 
 
    Ted was ten in feet in the woods and twenty feet from his wife and the  other woman, and he watched with his heart climbing in his chest. 
 
    Was his wife a lesbian? 
 
    He didn’t think so. But she was obviously bi. 
 
    But she showed none of that during the year. But this place, this retreat…and things began to click in Ted’s mind. 
 
    She had an excuse, or a place, to sate her desires. 
 
    She had a secret that probably ate at her. 
 
    It wasn’t like she was with a man, there was no dick involved. 
 
    How should he feel about that? 
 
    They were going to give each other orgasms. They were going to share in a passion that Ted was excluded from, and could not give to Lia. 
 
    How should he feel about that? 
 
    On the blanket the two women were moaning, and he could tell, but the way their shapes moved, that they were losing their clothes. 
 
    In a way, the sounds were familiar. He had made love to his wife, a lot, and he knew those sounds. 
 
    But being on the outside of them they were different. And Lia being with a woman…were the sounds different? 
 
    They had to be. 
 
    Women were soft and men were hard, that resulted in different mannerisms, different methods, and…different sounds. 
 
    Lia cried out in pleasure. She had had her orgasm. Maybe the first of a few. She started working on the other woman. 
 
    Ted finally started moving slowly away. 
 
    He had to get back to the apartment, and he had a lot to think about. 
 
    He stayed on the edge of the woods for quite some time, but finally darted across the edge of the parking lot and made it up to his room. 
 
    No proctors caught him, thank goodness. 
 
    What would he say if they had? ‘Oh, I was just watching my wife screw another woman…’ 
 
    He walked into the apartment and there was nobody there. Thank goodness. he didn’t want to talk. He just wanted to think. 
 
    He rolled out his sleeping pad and sank down on it. He lay as if asleep, waiting for sleep, but unable to. 
 
    His wife was having an affair with a woman. 
 
    And she came to this retreat every year, so that meant she had probably been having affairs every year. 
 
    And that was why she wanted him to run the race and get caught. If he screwed somebody, then it was okay for her to screw somebody. 
 
    But was it? 
 
    He heard the sound of voices. Sounded like the girls were returning. 
 
    He turned on his front, his face to the wall, and pretended he was sleeping. he made light snoring sounds, ore like sighs, and Lia and the other two women entered the room. 
 
    “Oh, he’s sleeping,” Lia said. 
 
    “Let sleeping dogs lie,” whispered on of the girls, giggling. 
 
    The girls were tired from their campfire, and Lia from boffing another woman. They quickly stripped down and crawled into bed. 
 
    And Ted thought: That’s why she doesn’t give me any shit for staring at the room mates when they were undressing, or dressing. That’s why she teases me, even laughs and makes suggestive remarks about other women. ‘Wouldn’t you like to put your dick in that one?’ That was why she had been so amenable when he had asked about coming to the retreat. Because she had a secret! 
 
    And now he knew her secret, which gave him a secret. 
 
    Should he talk to her? 
 
    No. If he did that he would just put her in a position. He might be right, but he would make her wrong, and in spite of her affair, he didn't want to do that. 
 
    If he was caught, would he go through with it? 
 
    And should he let himself get caught, or run for his very life? 
 
    He was mixed on that. 
 
    Odd. He had an open door on whether to cheat or not, and he was confused. 
 
    Do or don’t. 
 
    The room was silent now as the women settled down. He heard the deep breathing of the other two women, but it didn’t sound like Lia had gone to sleep yet. 
 
    Then he heard her moving on her bed. She leaned over him and whispered, “Ted?” 
 
    He didn’t move. Just kept breathing softly. He didn’t want to talk. Not yet. Maybe not until after the race and…whatever happened. 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    Then she rolled back onto her bed and settled down. 
 
    She loved him. 
 
    And he loved her. 
 
    But their marriage was changing. Had changed. 
 
    And Ted didn’t know what to do.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Morning, and race day! 
 
    Ted woke up and stretched and…thought about his wife. And her lover. And whether he should just give up and lose the race, or do his best to outrun the Sadie Dickens Day racers. 
 
    “Good morning, lover,” Lia looked over the edge of the bed. She was smiling, and well she should, considering that she just got her ashes hauled the night before. “Are you ready for the big race?” 
 
    “I hope so.” 
 
    “I heard the boys all got drunk last night.” 
 
    There was a question in there, and Ted answered it. “They did, but I abstained.” 
 
    ‘Heavens? Why? You like your whiskey, I thought maybe you would lose all control.” 
 
    “And wake up all barfy on the day of the race? No thanks!” 
 
    She frowned and bit her lip. 
 
    “You know, Ted, if you get caught…it’s not going to bother me.” 
 
    He stared, but kept his face clean. “Well, okay. But…some of those women might be able to outrun me.” 
 
    “Ha! Well, time to rock and roll.” 
 
    She rolled out of bed and began dressing. She slept in the nude, and gave him quite a show. 
 
    And, for that matter, so did the other women in the room. They were all super endowed, and they loved to mock Ted, who they knew couldn’t do anything about it. 
 
    Ted lay on his side and just watched, and his boner arose. 
 
    She had opened the door for him. She had, basically, said it was all right for him to screw somebody else. 
 
    So why did he feel so weird? 
 
    The women all headed out for breakfast and Ted got up and dressed. He was wearing shorts and a tee and his running shoes. He had bought them at the beginning of summer, but barely broken them in. But, at least they were worn enough. His feet wouldn't blister up or anything. 
 
    He reported to the back of the dining hall and received his sack breakfast. A spam sandwich. White bread. A splatter of mayo. A fruit cup. And two oranges. 
 
    Oranges. Yes. 
 
    The other guys were, except for Johnny, hung over. He managed to trade for two more oranges, and saw that Johnny was doing the same. Johnny winked and said, “These will save your life on the run up the hill. Save them until then.” 
 
    After lunch they all were summoned to the classroom for final instructions. They saw the route on the maps, were told to watch out for wild life. They were warned that anybody who got their dick eaten off by a Grizzly would be castrated. The Mistresses giving the briefing thought that was hilarious. The guys not so much. 
 
    They learned which proctors would oversee the race and that the women who were chasing them down would be wearing red jerseys. 
 
    They were given a quick lesson on snake bites and other first aid, then they were given little pouches. 
 
    The pouches had first aid supplies in them, a GPS for emergency summoning if you fell off a cliff or were bitten or something, two energy bars, and a bottle of water. 
 
    Johnny and Ted put their oranges into their pouches and the mistresses stood up. 
 
    “Any questions?” 
 
    There were none. 
 
    “Then head out for the field and report for the start.” 
 
    Five minutes later the men, there were eighteen of them, were on a line between two proctors. 
 
    Hundreds of women were to the sides, talking trash and cheering. 
 
    “GO!” 
 
    And they were off. 
 
      
 
    It was obvious from the get go that Johnny knew what he was doing. He moved to the side, avoided the pack, and waited. 
 
    Within a couple of hundred yards the adrenaline had worn off and the men were starting to slow down, and Johnny, with Ted in tow, slowly moved to the front. 
 
    This first part of the race was through the woods. It was thick woods, and the men had to wend their way between tall trees and bushes. The ground was rough, and one man stumbled and fell. He was rubbing his knee when Johnny and Ted passed him. 
 
    After a few hundred yards of brush and winding trail and roots and rocks they entered a chaparral. This was a bit sandy, and the men all slowed and slogged. The line was already starting to stretch out, and near the top Johnny suddenly stopped and waited. 
 
    “Hey, slow down. Come here…” 
 
    The men, looking confused, gathered around Johnny. 
 
    “They start when everybody reaches the top of this rise. They can see us from the field. Just rest for a minute. Get your breath back. We’re going to have a short hill that’s a killer, very steep, then we have a long downhill where we can take it easy and keep up our speed. 
 
    The men waited for about five minutes, then Johnny walked slowly up the rise. 
 
    At the top they turned, some of them walked backwards, and sure enough, they could see the complex and the field filled with women runners. 
 
    “Go!” They heard the command from far away, and they saw the women break into a run. 
 
    Now the race had really started. 
 
    The men trotted to the sharp hill, scrambled as best they could, while trying to conserve energy. 
 
    Johnny didn’t try to be first, he just held his own and Ted managed to stay up with him. 
 
    They were cresting the hill and starting the long downslope when they heard yelling. Women had come up to the hill and seen the last of the men straggling along. 
 
    Johnny smiled. “They’re fast, but they’re going to be wasted by the time they reach the top. This is where we make up for lost time.” 
 
    It was probably two miles of downslope, and the men cruised. Another one dropped out because of a twisted ankle, but the rest were far ahead of the women when they came to a stream. They ran across it, and Johnny slowed down and sipped water, and refilled his bottle. 
 
    “It’s easier to carry it on the inside,” he quipped. 
 
    Through more woods, up and down, then they came to a series of five zig zags up a hill. 
 
    Most of the men were slowing down now, and looking a bit peaked.  
 
    “Come on, gut it out. Downslope coming up.” 
 
    They passed the others and were suddenly and firmly in the lead. 
 
    And they heard the yells of women as they began to collect men. 
 
    Johnny grinned. “I’m doing better than last year. I wasn’t this far last year when the men started getting caught.” 
 
    Down the downslope, which went through some severe forest, but they managed to make it without mishap, then they were ascending the slopes of Beck’s Peak. 
 
    They moved quickly, gasping, and ate their first orange. 
 
    It helped, and they came out on a meadow. It was a bit slushy at points, the effect of a stream that widened out, but at the other side were the first of the big boulders. 
 
    The secret pass is pretty soon,” gasped Johnny. 
 
    Ted was feeling pretty much done in. He had drunk water, eaten his bars, and he had one orange left. He was saving it. 
 
    They heard the women shrieking behind them. 
 
    “Sounds like they’ve been training, too,” observed Ted. 
 
    “I’ll bet. Here we go.” 
 
    They angled up a trail and were hidden by trees, then rounded a corner and, just like the Mistress had told them, there were two big boulders. Between the boulders were bushes that looked a little yellowed. 
 
    Johnny ran up to the bush, shoved it so it sat slightly askew, and headed to the left! 
 
    “Wait! Aren’t we…” 
 
    “The Mistress told us about this, right?” 
 
    “Yes, but—“ 
 
    “And Mistresses are in the race, right?” 
 
    “You think it’s a trap?” 
 
    “I think I can read a map. The map shows a drop off. I think that drop off is a cliff, and we’re going to be stuck.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord!” 
 
    They headed up the hill. They each got out their last orange and ate them. Behind them they could hear yells of confusion. The women had come to the secret pass and were debating whether the men had gone that way, as they were supposed to, or continued up the hill. 
 
    Johnny grinned. “Me oh my.” 
 
    A half hour passed without much sounds except for an occasional yell, then they were cresting the mountain and heading down the other side. 
 
    But as they began the descent they heard a yell. 
 
    Somebody had spotted them. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” whispered Johnny. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “My ankle!” 
 
    Johnny had stepped wrong and his ankle was sore. he began to limp. 
 
    “Johnny!” 
 
    “Go! Go! That’s the way it goes. Get away!” 
 
    With that Ted began to sprint. it was downhill and now he easily outdistanced the injured Ted. 
 
    The yell had come from one runner. One runner who had seen through their ruse at the secret pass. One runner who had her heart set on catching one of the last two runners. 
 
    Brandy. 
 
    The Valkyrie proctor. The drop dead gorgeous woman with the magnificent chest and the piercing blue eyes. 
 
    She sprinted across the top of the mountain, and not fifty yards ahead of her was Johnny. Hobbling. 
 
    She chuckled and quickly closed the gap. 
 
    Johnny heard her coming, and, finally, he stopped and turned. “You got me.” 
 
    Brandy slowed, thought about it, then grinned. “Next year,” and she took off after Ted. 
 
    Ted was making good time, and he thought he had a real shot at escaping. 
 
    He had thought about stopping, just losing, but…it was a race! And the male in him rose up and wanted to run. No man likes to lose a race; they all want to come in first. 
 
    So he ran, and then, unbelievably, he heard the pounding of feet behind him. Moving up fast. 
 
    He glanced over his shoulder. 
 
    Brandy! 
 
    He ran harder, stretched out his stride, but it was useless. 
 
    Suddenly he felt a slap on his shoulder. “Gotcha. You’re mine.” 
 
    Ted slowed down, dropped to his knees, and just took in air. 
 
    Brandy, breathing hard, walked back to him. The glow of victory was in her eyes. 
 
    “You were a good rabbit, Teddy boy, but I’m a better hound than you.” 
 
    “What about…Johnny?” 
 
    “I decided to get you.” 
 
    “Then he still holds the record?” 
 
    “Probably, unless one of the other girls gets him, but I don’t think they will.” 
 
    “Good for him.” 
 
    “Yep. And good for you.” 
 
    She pushed him back and he landed on his back. She straddled him, put her arms on each side of him and leaned down into his face, and whispered. “Are you ready to fuck, my little chickadee?” 
 
    She kissed him. 
 
    Her lips were hot, and her mouth was feverish. She near sucked the soul out of him. She placed her hands on his chest, on his pectorals, like they were tits. 
 
    “Honey, you were the last one to be caught. You made it the furthest, and I am going to take you to the moon.” 
 
    Ted stared up at her. In spite of his exhaustion, his dick was getting hard, and she felt it rising up between her buns, pushing at the cloth that separated them. 
 
    “Ooh, goodie. He likes it.” She squirmed and ground down, grinding her crack onto his dick. 
 
    Then she leaned forward and surrounded his face with her mammoth breasts and waggled them. 
 
    Ted could hardly breath, and when she finally backed off he gasped for air. 
 
    Brandy stood up, took his hand and hauled him to his feet. “Let’s go, big guy. We’ve got all afternoon before the party.” 
 
    “The party?” 
 
    She dragged him up the hill. “You bet. The best runner to almost get away wins the prize, and everybody wants to see me collect that.” 
 
    Ted followed her, tried not to drag his tired feet. Everybody was going to watch him fuck Brandy? Even his wife? Holy fuck! 
 
    They passed Ted on the way back. He was being carried on a stretcher, and he was grinning. But he was also appreciative of Brandy. 
 
    “You could have had me.” 
 
    Brandy laughed as she walked past Johnny with Ted in tow. “There’s more meat on his bones.” 
 
    The women carrying the stretcher chuckled. 
 
    There was a road off to one side once they crested the hill, and there was a bus waiting for them. 
 
    They rode back to the Retreat in style, Brandy sitting like a queen, one arm around Ted’s shoulders, as if to stop him from running away. 
 
    They arrived at the retreat and every woman in the place was there to cheer for Brandy. 
 
    The amazingly beautiful woman stood on the steps of the buss and raised her hands, and the crowd went wild. 
 
    Then Ted got off the bus, and there was even a cheer for him. And a lot of interested looks. 
 
    So they all knew he was married. And they all knew he was going to be screwing Brandy. But they were all up here and, if they didn’t actually partake in women loving women, they knew about it. 
 
    Brandy led him through the complex and back to his apartment. She rapped on the door. 
 
    There were twenty women in there, and they burst out and congratulated Brandy, and even Ted. 
 
    But why are they congratulating me? he wondered. 
 
    “Okay, girls. You’ve got several hours to prepare him for me. Do your best, because I’ll be waiting.” Brandy gave a big wink and everybody laughed and cheered some more, then Ted was pulled into the apartment. 
 
    Twenty women tried to get at him all at once. 
 
    They pulled him through the room and pulled his clothes off. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he yelped. 
 
    It was crowded, and several sets of hands splashed some sort of cream on him. The cream turned to gel, then got hot. He was thrust into the shower and two women, naked, scrubbed the gel off him.  
 
    Along with all his hair. 
 
    He didn’t realize it at first, he was just trying to figure things out, but when the different feel of having no hair on his skin penetrated through to him, he realized: Nair! 
 
    He was pulled out of the shower and a drink was put in his hand. He drank, and when he was done another drink was put in his hand. He would be plied with liquor all afternoon, and the women worked on him. 
 
    “What is going on?” 
 
    “We’re going to have a marriage,” giggled one of the women. 
 
    “We are?” he was a little drunk already. Shortly they would start watering his drinks down, make sure he wasn’t blotto, just happy. “Who’s getting married?” 
 
    “You and Brandy!” 
 
    Marriage? Holy moly! What would his wife think? 
 
    “Okay, Teddy Boy, lay down on the bed here and the good doctor will fix you up.” 
 
    Ted had no choice, not with so many women controlling him. He laid down and his dick was up and the women were laughing and he was drunk and…a woman in a white dress appeared and began giving him shots in his chest. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked. 
 
    But it was obvious what they were doing. They were giving him tits. Temporary boobs. Called Vacation boobs. 
 
    At first he struggled a bit, but one of the women grabbed his cock and twisted it and said, “be a good bitch, bitch.” 
 
    So he lay there and was in a mild state of shock as his pectorals grew up and became womanly tits. 
 
    And, to make matters worse, the doctor gave him a shot of botox behind each nipple. Now his nipples were standing up and big and proud, and…Ted actually started admiring his tits! 
 
    The doctor gave him a shot then, different from the fake boob shots. 
 
    “This is a special Depo Provera compound. Good for a month. Sorry, Teddy boy, but you won’t be getting any boners for the rest of your stay here.” 
 
    “I won’t? But how will I fuck Brandy?” 
 
    That caused a lot of laughter, and he didn’t get the joke, but now they were fitting him with a bra. 
 
    He sat on the bed and stared down at his big boobs. Man, they were really massive! 
 
    And his dick suddenly shrunk. Just went from boner to de-boned. 
 
    “Oh, no!” he cried out. 
 
    But the women just held him and kissed him and cuddled him and told him it would be all right. 
 
    Next, his penis was put in a Chinese finger lock. 
 
    A finger lock is a tube made of bamboo strips. The strips are interwoven, and when the finger is placed in it the victim tries to pull his fingers apart, but this only stretches the tube, makes it tighter, and holds the victim even harder. 
 
    But this was specially made for men’s penises. His dick was shoved into the thing, then it was pulled back between his legs, which shoved his balls up out of the way. 
 
    Now he had a flat mons, and his dick was tied to a simple leather loop around his waist. 
 
    “Oh, Lord!” he looked down. Again, he looked up? But how can I fuck?” 
 
    The girls just laughed and continued making him over. 
 
    They rolled nylons up his legs and fastened them to a garter belt. 
 
    They put a corset on him and pulled it tight. He wasn’t a chubby fellow, and now he was downright skinny in the waist. 
 
    It was difficult to breath, however, and the girls coached him on how to take shallow breaths. 
 
    Then they put a white gown on him. A wedding gown. Of course, he thought with his addled and drunken mind, a wedding. 
 
    The gown was sleeveless and showed off his new cleavage. There were flowers embroidered on the thin shoulder straps, and the cups pressed his boobs in and made them extra big looking. 
 
    It made a puddle on the floor, and whenever he moved the girls moved with him, lifting the bottom of the dress and making sure it didn’t get messed up. 
 
    More drinks, and the girls began his make up. 
 
    He started crying, it was all so beautiful, but the girls cuddled him and told him it was all right and convinced hm to stop crying. 
 
    He sat in a chair and they cleansed his face, used creams and powders and made a canvas. then they added the color. They shaded his eyes a light bronze color, and gave him longer lashes. 
 
    The doctor came back in and gave him shots around his lips, and they began to puff up. 
 
    He stared in a mirror at one point and didn’t recognize himself. His eyes looked large and sparkling. His lips were red and full. Then they started working on his hair. 
 
    Ted wore his hair long, and the women trimmed it, teased, styled it in a very feminine fashion. 
 
    He looked exactly like a woman. 
 
    But they weren’t done. 
 
    They pierced his ears and gave him long, dangly earrings. 
 
    And, high heels. 
 
    They stood him up and he almost fell, to the merriment of all the women. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Teddy. “You won’t be doing much walking.” 
 
    The women all went ‘Oooh!’ and Teddy frowned. 
 
    He was still confused in the head. He was drunk, and trying to figure out how he was going to screw Brandy with a limp dick. A limp dick that was tightly pulled out of the way and which he would need help to get loose. But even if he did get it loose…it was limp. 
 
    He was done. Dressed up and ready to go. 
 
    One of the women spoke into a cell phone, and turned to all and proclaimed. “It’s time!” 
 
    Cheers, and they lifted Ted, chair and all, and carried him out of the room. 
 
    And down the corridor and down the steps. 
 
    Now he understood why he shouldn’t worry about walking in high heels. 
 
    They marched him across the campus, more and more women joining the parade, and came to the athletic field. 
 
    Across the field, under a rounded trellis adorned with roses, Brandy stood. 
 
    She was wearing a tuxedo, which didn’t do much to hide her breasts. 
 
    The throng carrying Ted stopped at the edge of the field and the music started. 
 
    ‘Here comes the bride…’ 
 
    The women carrying the chair with Ted in it began taking the short steps associated with the wedding march. Step, step. Step, step. 
 
    Women were lined up on the sides of the approach, and they cheered, and many of them were holding bouquets and crying. 
 
    “I don’t get it,” mumbled Ted. 
 
    “You will,” chuckled one of the women. 
 
    Chairs were set up the last twenty yards, and the women lowered Teddy to the ground. One of the women took his arm and another woman grabbed his other arm and helped him stand. they began to move forward and they helped him balance on the heels. 
 
    Teddy actually looked a little graceful as they stepped him the last twenty yards to where Brandy and a woman in a preacher mock up waited. 
 
    And Ted realized that the woman on his right, holding his arm so he wouldn’t fall, was…Lia! 
 
    “Lia?” he blurted in a low voice. 
 
    “Hi, honey.” 
 
    “What is happening? What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m giving away the bride.” 
 
    “But I’m married to you!” 
 
    “Are you?” and she chuckled. thens he said, “Ted, I’ve been coming here for years, and I’ve decided that I like women better than men. Brandy likes men better than women, and she has volunteered to take you off my hands.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    They had reached the area right before the trellis, however, and women were all sitting in the rows, and Brandy watched him with an amused expression. 
 
    “Now, sign these, Ted.” 
 
    A woman had appeared and she was holding a clipboard. Teddy looked at the papers on the clipboard. 
 
    A divorce paper. A marriage license. 
 
    “But, honey!” 
 
    “But nothing, Ted. The deal is done. I love you, but not that much, not as a woman should love a man. Brandy is a much better match for you. Now sign the papers.” 
 
    He was caught. Hundreds of women were waiting. His wife didn’t love him, so…so he signed the papers, and his tears fell on the paper and left warped dots. 
 
    The woman with the clipboard moved to the side and the way was clear. 
 
    Lia and the other woman moved him forward and his veil was lowered. 
 
    He stopped in front of the preacher and Brandy, and the preacher did his stuff. 
 
    “Who takes this man…who takes this woman…anybody who wishes to speak up…do you take this man…do you take this woman…put the ring on the finger…and…the finality of: “I now pronounce you man and wife!” 
 
    Deafening cheers rose up and all the women and the few men yelled their approval. 
 
    Brandy bent Ted’s head back and kissed him on the lips. 
 
    Ted was crying. 
 
    Because he was losing a wife? Or gaining a wife? He didn’t know. 
 
    He just knew that Brandy was bigger than him, and she moved him to the side. 
 
    A team of women moved up the aisle. They were carrying a large poster bed, and they placed it on the platform the ceremony had taken place on. 
 
    Women were moving forward now, trying to get the best vantage point. 
 
    Brandy suddenly scooped an arm behind Ted’s legs and picked him up. She carried him back up on the platform and placed him on the bed. 
 
    Ted looked up at Brandy. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey, I’ll be gentle.” 
 
    “What? I don’t…” 
 
    Brandy turned Ted over and arranged him in the all fours position. She lifted Ted’s dress up, threw it over his butt. She pulled his panties down. 
 
    Ted was revealed to the world. His limp penis pulled tight, the end sticking out the end of the finger lock like a little clitoris. 
 
    Ted squirmed, but Brandy had a firm hold on him. She stuck a finger in him and greased him. 
 
    It felt good, but Ted still struggled. 
 
    “Stop that!” Brandy slapped his ass. Hard. And Ted quivered and stopped moving. 
 
    Then she moved forward and Ted’s eyes grew round. 
 
    Yes, it felt good. A little pain in the beginning, but as Ted’s large strap on went in and out it felt better and better. 
 
    Ted lay there, taking it, his heart suddenly feeling like it was glowing. 
 
    Then a voice whispered in his ear, “Congratulations, honey.” 
 
    It was Lia, and she kissed him, long and passionately, on the lips. 
 
    She moved aside and another woman took her place. 
 
    “Congratulations, Teddy boy.” Another kiss. Full and deep, lots of tongue. Then another woman, and another. 
 
    And Teddy realized that his marriage wouldn’t be truly consummated until he had been kissed, and been blessed by, every woman at the retreat. And that Brandy wouldn’t take her penis out of him until that had happened. 
 
    But that was okay with Ted. 
 
    Very okay. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “How do I know you aren’t going to go off and screw somebody?” 
 
    Lara stared at her husband. She was completely dumfounded. “What? 
 
    Rod was a handsome fellow, a bit on the short and slender side, but he had a gentle face, wore his hair long, and…was jealous. Always jealous. 
 
    “I said, how do I know, when you go off to this political convention, that you won’t meet some hunk and…you know.” He made a ring of his left thumb and index and ran his right index finger through the circle, In and out. Making a slurping sound. 
 
    “Rod! You idiot! How can you say such a thing? I’ve never, ever even thought of such a thing!” 
 
    “Yeah, but I know how you like sex, and how can I be sure?” 
 
    “You can be sure because I’m telling you you can be sure!” 
 
    Rod moved across the room and stood behind her. She was sitting at her vanity, and he studied her long, auburn hair, her glittering, blue eyes, and, of course, her voluptuous body. 
 
    “Look at you. You’re the most incredibly gorgeous creature in the world, and if I think that, then so might somebody else. And I know I’m out of my league, I know I married up, and…I worry that somebody is going to come along, maybe somebody with big muscles and a surfer body and…and you’re going to fall for him.” 
 
    “Rod, I repeat, you’re an idiot.” 
 
    She stood up and whirled to him. She took his hands in hers and kissed his mouth, then said, “You never have to worry about me.” 
 
    “But how do I know?” he asked stubbornly. 
 
    “Sheesh!” she moaned. “What do I have to do to convince you?” 
 
    “Wear locks in your piercings.” 
 
    Her mouth opened, her eyes went wider, she blinked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You got those piercings, and…” 
 
    “They were to please you!” 
 
    “And I’m pleased. I love them. But they can also serve a utilitarian purpose.” 
 
    “So let me get this straight…because you’re jealous I have to wear a bunch of little padlocks through the rings on my labia.” 
 
    He stared at her, gave a slight nod of his head. 
 
    Lara shook her head. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard of. Did you think of this before you bugged me into getting the rings?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “I just thought it would be cool. I didn’t think of the possibility of padlocks until just a couple of days ago.” 
 
    “When I told you I was going to a women’s conference.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered defiantly. 
 
    “Well, you can go stuff your head right up your—“ she stopped just short of saying it, but her meaning was clear. 
 
    But the argument wasn’t done. In fact, it was just starting. 
 
    “Look, Lara, have you seen the statistics on failed marriages? They are not good! In the past ten years there have been more divorces and less marriages! If this goes on then…we’re talking about the death of our civilization!” 
 
    He knew he was going overboard, but he couldn’t help it. 
 
    “So me locking my lower lips is going to save all of mankind,” she growled. 
 
    “No. I didn’t mean it that way, but…our marriage would be that more secure.” 
 
    She heaved a sigh and stared at her dope of a husband. He was a catch, but he was also a bit wiggie. He believed in conspiracy theories, he was always going on about Kennedy being killed and the Twin Towers being blown up for insurance. And now this! 
 
    “So if I bolt the box you’ll be sure that I won’t leave you for somebody with a bigger dick?” 
 
    “Well, uh…yes.” 
 
    “Oh. My. God! If you aren’t the…” 
 
    “Will you think about it.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll think about it, all right. At the same time as I think about getting you committed.” 
 
    “Honey! I just want everything to work out between us! I just love you so much!” 
 
    “And this will help you be sure?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it…if you don’t talk about it for one week.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “Come here, honey,” he hugged her then. He kissed her hair, cupped her buttocks, and held her. “That’s all I ask. Think about it. It’s a great idea, and you’ll love it if you give it a chance.” 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    Then, because he was a horny sort of a fellow, he kissed her, and his hands came up to her breasts. 
 
    She smiled. Now this kind of argument she could go for. Then she had a wicked idea. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll think about it, but I don’t want you cumming, and I need you to make me cum, right now, with your mouth.” 
 
    “What?” he gulped. “But you…I…we need to…” 
 
    “No we don’t. You do. I don’t. I’m just going to take advantage of this little problem you’ve foisted on me.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Okay, it’s settled. Go lay on the bed, face up. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    She pushed him towards the bed and he, be it with a mixed sort of reluctance, went to the bed and sat. 
 
    She undid her peignoir and tossed it on the chair back. 
 
    “Go on. Lay back. No need to get that weenie out. Or…yes, get it out. I’ll play with it for a while.” 
 
    “You…” he was confused, and horny, but he laid back. 
 
    She took off her bra and panties and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    He reached for her, but she pushed his hands away. 
 
    “I’m in charge, Chicken Little. Now, get ready…the sky is about to fall.” 
 
    With that she sat squarely upon him. 
 
    She heard gurgling sounds, then slurping sounds, and she relaxed and  wiggled a bit. This was great. She was in charge and she loved it. She began to ride him like cowgirl rides a bucking bronco. 
 
    “Unh! Unh!” he tried to breath. 
 
    She just smiled and let the moment build. 
 
      
 
    Lana surprised herself. She liked the idea. 
 
    She kissed Rod in the morning and sent him off to work, then went out on the patio. 
 
    And she couldn’t help but think about it. 
 
    Padlock her pussy. What a stupid idea! 
 
    Yet…she realized that she was feeling a wee bit of moisture down there. 
 
    She was sitting on the patio, reading the news on her ipad, watching the world go by, and her mind kept coming back to the idea. 
 
    She had eight rings, four on each side, and they felt so kinky. 
 
    At first she had thought the idea of getting pierced down there was stupid. But he had pushed, and she had gotten her nipples pierced for him, and then, she wasn’t quite sure how, she had agreed to have her vagina pierced. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    Lord, did it feel good. When she pulled on them, stretched her lips out, it gave her an immeasurable thrill. Her heart pounded and she felt like the world’s biggest porn star. 
 
    Just walking with the rings making subtle clicks turned her on. 
 
    And if she walked too fast the sound got too loud, and the embarrassment, just of hearing herself, turned her on even more. 
 
    And sometimes she dreamed of walking down the street with her snapper making sounds like castanets. 
 
    She giggled at the thought. Her, twirling on the dance floor and her rings making a racket, and all the men in the place, and a few women, were all turned on by the sound of her. 
 
    Suddenly she put the ipad down, got up and went into the house. 
 
    She went out to the garage and went through Rod’s tool boxes, and then the little drawers with all the nuts and bolts, and…she found them. She knew he had them, he had used them for a variety of projects, and now…she made sure she had the keys, lifted her dress and pulled down her panties, and put the padlocks through the rings. 
 
    Four padlocks, hardly any weight, but enough to pull on her rings, and further excite her. 
 
    More clicks…but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, she could always tape the padlocks together. 
 
    She snickered, if the other girls at the convention found out they’d probably want their own rings and padlocks. 
 
    She walked around the house. With her panties pulled tight the clicking was negligible. She wouldn’t even need tape. 
 
    She sat down, no pinching. 
 
    She jumped up and down. Ooh! That felt good! 
 
    She did some calisthenics, just like they would do at the convention, and it felt wonderful. 
 
    Of course she would probably be hornier than a goat on viagra when she came home, but that was okay. She liked being horny. 
 
    Hmm. Did Rod have her horniness as a subtle subterfuge? Maybe. but…probably not. 
 
    Rod was kind of ‘what you see is what you get’ kind of guy. He wasn’t into deep thinking that would come up with a nefarious plan like that. 
 
    Of course he was into conspiracy theories…nah! 
 
    For the rest of the day she walked around the house. She did chores, she went to the grocery store and sauntered around, aware that her face was flushed and that she was probably giving off sex vibes. 
 
    God, that felt good! 
 
    Then, back home, and she fixed dinner. 
 
     
 
    Rod came home. He was a consultant and he frequently went out on long jobs, or was at home for extended weekends. He had been working a lot recently, so he was due for a little down time. 
 
    In fact, he had planned it. 
 
    In spite of what Lara thought, he was smart enough to make nefarious plans. 
 
    “Hi, honey!” She gave him a kiss, then said, “Guess what?” 
 
    “What? And what smells so good?” 
 
    “A couple of rib eyes, or my pussy. I’m not sure which one smells better.” 
 
    He blinked and moved his head back. this was not the kind of thing his wife normally said. 
 
    “Have you been drinking?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope. But…fix us a couple, will you? And I’ll get ready to unveil my surprise.” 
 
    “Surprise?” he frowned, but went to the cupboard and brought down the Benchmark Bonded, clinked some ice cubes in glasses, and poured in the bourbon. 
 
    “Do you want me to ruin it?” he asked. 
 
    Lara was leaning against the doorframe, smiling a secret, Mona Lisa smile. “Sure.” 
 
    He poured in Coke, half and half, a Coke High, and handed one glass to Lara. 
 
    They sipped, and he asked, “What surprise?” 
 
    “Kiss me, you fool,” she giggled. 
 
    He put his own glass down and they kissed. Their mouths pressed, tasted like good bourbon. 
 
    She sighed and pulled up her dress. “Feel me, honey.” 
 
    He reached down, a grin on his face, and everything froze. 
 
    His hand encountered rings and he didn’t understand for a moment, then it dawned on him. 
 
    A smile slowly crossed his face. “You did it. You’re wearing padlocks.” 
 
    She hid her face in his chest and laughed. She was blushing, but it was a good blush. 
 
    “Oh, honey. It feels so good.” 
 
    “Really?” He was grinning like a jackass with dentures now. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ve had them locked all day. It rubs down there, sometimes I can sort of hear them clicking together, and…it makes my pussy so damned hot you could strike a match on it.” 
 
    He laughed, then went to his knees. 
 
    She spread her legs slightly and he examined the locks. 
 
    They were evenly spaced the length of her slit. Her skin was pink and moist and her labia were slightly stretched. Enough for the locks to barely sway, but that was enough. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He looked up and beamed at her. 
 
    “Now, don’t hurt your teeth.” 
 
    He dove in, licked and sucked, and explored the metal carefully. 
 
    She laughed and ground her hips into him. 
 
    After a long couple of minutes he rose up. “Come on, babe. You’ve got to let me fuck you.” 
 
    But she pulled back. 
 
    “Oh, no. You wanted me locked up, so now I’m locked up.” 
 
    “But…you can’t! I need you!” 
 
    “And I need you. And I think the next couple of weeks are going to be quite interesting.” 
 
    “Couple of weeks? So you’ll let me squirt before you go to the convention?” 
 
    “I never said that,” she was watching him with a grin so wide it near reached her ears. 
 
    “But…but…that’s two weeks till the convention, and then you’re gone for two weeks…that’s a whole month of no sex!” 
 
    “Aw…is that bad?” 
 
    “Honey! You know I can’t take that! I’m a three time a week guy! You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Not only can I, but I’m going to take advantage of your tongue every night until I leave.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes. And we’re starting tonight.” 
 
    With that she dragged him back to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks can last a lifetime. Especially if you’re knee deep in sex…but don’t get any. 
 
    Lara proved insatiable at night. Being locked up, but still able to receive pleasure, had made her hornier than she had ever been in her life! 
 
    Every night she dragged him off to bed.  
 
    Every morning she woke him up by grabbing his ears and pulling him down to her junction. 
 
    And every morning Rod was harder and harder. 
 
    At the end of week one he was dripping. 
 
    At the end of week two he was a faucet. He actually had to wear a panty pad to hide the pre-cum coming out of his weenie. 
 
    And what was worse was that she wouldn't let him masturbate. She checked on him in the bathroom. Slept on the outside of the bed so he couldn’t slip out int he middle of the night and relieve himself. 
 
    He was getting a haunted look about the eyes, and his skin was sallow. 
 
    He couldn’t keep his eyes off her. The hornier he got the more he wanted her, until he was literally following her around like a horny, little puppy dog. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    But, he had a plan. 
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
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    ‘Feminization at a Lesbian Summer Camp!’ 
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