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PART ONE

“I’d like to try anal sex.”

Donna stared at her boyfriend. “What?”

“You know, choo choo up the poo poo.”

Then she figured he was making a joke. She laughed.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

“What you said. You wanted to…you’re serious?

“Why wouldn’t I be?” Ron asked. Ron was a slender man, a bit short, only an inch taller than her, which was a bummer for her because she could never wear high heels. His ego couldn’t take it.

“Because you’re always intent on being in charge.”

“I’ve been reading, and the things I’ve been reading have had men take it up the ass, and they were really hot. Besides, gays do it.”

“So you want to be gay?” Donna grinned.

“Don’t be silly. I want to experience something.”

“Yeah, but…”

“I want to experience something called being a sub.”

“What’s a sub?”

“It’s short for submissive,” I guess. It means the girl takes charge and the guy is an unwilling victim.”

“Sounds like you want me to do all the work.”

He frowned. “No. I want you to be a dominatrix.”

“A dominatrix? Like a woman who spanks men and puts them in their place?”

He waited.

Donna suddenly felt nervous. “Look, I don’t like to be a bully. I don’t like taking charge. Some people do, but I prefer the classic man takes charge and the woman acts…womanly.”

“Heck, it’s only one time. Just to see what it’s like. Think about it. For one night you’ll get to push me around, make me do the things you want. It’ll be fun.”

It didn’t sound like fun to Donna. To be honest, it shook her comfort zone.

“Well, I don’t think so.”

“Why not?”

“Because I…I just don’t have a forceful enough personality. I like sitting in the back and watching people. I wouldn’t know what to do.”

Ron sighed. “Look, baby, I can talk you through it. I’ll tell you what to do.”

“But what if I do something wrong?”

“How can you do something wrong if you’re in charge? Besides, all you have to do is follow my instructions.”

She shook her head. “I don’t know. I want to think about it.”

“Heysoos,” muttered Ron. “What’s there to think about? Look, I’ll show you. I’ll be the master tonight. I’ll show you what to do, then you’ll know. Okay?”

“I guess so.”

The rest of the day Donna was nervous. For one, she didn’t like the this idea of one person taking charge and the other person being a…a victim. No matter if it was her or him. For two, Ron was a section leader. He was in charge of the sales force, and she was a secretary. He ran a crew of a dozen of tough, young men. She answered the phone.

She just didn’t have the will, or call it guts, to pick on somebody. She was the kind of person who wanted to apologize if something went wrong, to smooth out the waters.

Not to bully somebody for…for sex.

Still, Ron had told her what he wanted, and she was going to have to do it.

The end of the day came and she finished filing, set out the work orders for the next day, and picked up her purse.

“See you tomorrow, Donna.”

Donna turned and smiled at her boss. “Good night, Mr. Evans.”

John Evans, a tall man with curly brown hair and a rugged look watched his secretary go. She was a looker. Too bad she was so mousey. Ah, well. He closed the safe and got ready to leave.

Donna walked out the front door and headed for the bus stop. She used to drive, but Ron had said they could save money by car pooling. The problem was Ron was worried somebody might see them car pooling. So she walked to the bus stop and he stopped around the corner and waited for her.

She turned the corner, trotted to the curb and got into his car. It was a Mustang. Not a late model, but plenty cool. He made the tires squeal as he entered traffic.

“Hey, baby.”

“Hi, Ron. Aren’t you going a little fast?”

“Shut up” he snapped.

Donna whipped her head around and stared at him.

He laughed. “See, you just order people around and they have to do what you want.”

“That sounds sort of rude.”

“Nah. It’s part of the dominatrix thing. Try it.”

She didn’t say anything.

“Yell at me to shut up.”

“Please shut up,” she said softly.

“No! You got to say it like you mean it!”

“Shut up,” she said a little louder.

He just shook his head. “Man, we’re going to have to work on that.”

“But why do you have to be rude?”

“It’s not being rude…it’s being in charge.”

“It sounds rude to me.”

He chuckled, “Just wait until the sex starts.”

They drove across town to her apartment. He had decided to move in with her to save money. They had talked about sharing the rent in the beginning, but that hadn’t happened yet. Ron just kept talking about having too many bills.

He parked the Mustang and they walked up the stairs.

Her apartment was pretty nice. It had two rooms, she had once had a roommate, and a nice kitchen and the dining room opened up on the balcony. There was also a swimming pool, a rec room with weights and a billiard table, and a large library.

“Okay, bitch, take your clothes off.”

“What?”

“I said take your clothes off!” he was talking loud, like he was mad, but he was grinning.

“Is this more of that dominating thing?” she asked timidly.

“You bet your sweet ass it is. Now take your clothes off before I take my belt to you.”

She didn’t like it. She liked it when they had a couple of beers and laughed and joked and made gentle love. This yelling and threats stuff wasn’t all that pleasant.

Still, she had agreed, or at least Ron assumed she had agreed, so she slipped out of her jacket, unbuttoned her blouse and Ron watched her.

Donna had a great body. In fact, she had perfect measurements, 36 by 24 by 36. Add that to her brunette hair and her blue eyes, she was the whole package. If she had been a little more assertive in life she probably wouldn’t have been a secretary. She’d own the company.

“Oh, yeah,” Ron muttered as she slid her skirt off, then he panties.

She stood, naked, and nervous. This wasn’t the sort of thing that got her excited.

“Now get over here and suck my big cock!”

Meekly, Donna went to him, knelt, and took his dick in her mouth.

He grabbed the back of her head and started fucking her mouth.

Donna didn’t like it rough. She wanted to suck, not have her mouth abused. She tried to speak but his cock was stopping her.

Finally he stopped. “Stand up.”

She did, and he slapped her tits.

“Ow!”

He grinned and snapped. “Go get on the bed. I’m going to fuck you like the bitch you are.”

Now sniffling, definitely not liking what was happening, Donna went to the bed and knelt on it on all fours.

Ron pulled his belt out of the loops and smacked her on the ass.

“Ow!” She collapsed on the bed and started crying.

Ron wasn’t a complete dolt. He leaped up next to her and held her. “Come on, baby. That was just a love tap. Get with it.”

“I’ll…I’ll try.” She dried her tears.

“Good, because I need to fuck you.”

He rolled her over, put her up on all fours again, and got between her legs.

He wasn’t unduly big, just average, but to be taken roughly, with no foreplay, not even any vaseline, it was more than Donna wanted.

“Oh, yeah!” Ron rammed his penis into her.

“Ow!” Donna moved forward, but didn’t fall down. His hands held her hips up.

Ron started jamming it, back and forth, and with every forward motion he slapped her ass.

Donna was holding back the tears, but just barely. Every poke felt like sandpaper. When he pulled out it felt like her pussy was on fire.

“Oh, yeah,” Ron rode her hard. Slapping her ass. Knotting his fist in her hair, having his way with her.

Finally, he gave a big grunt and started squirting.

Donna just knelt there and took it. She didn’t like this dominatrix thing. It was mean, and she didn’t like bullies, and that’s what it felt like.

Ron rolled off her and on to his back.

“See, baby? Wasn’t that fun?”

She just dried her eyes on the sheets and said nothing.

“That’s what you got to do. Be in charge. A little slap and tickle. it’s fun. You’ll love it.

A few minutes later, Ron snoring, Donna slipped out of bed and put on a tatty, old robe. It was early, and she went to her laptop and opened it.

She started looking up ‘dominatrix,’ and that led her to things like BDSM and sado masochism.

She was surprised to find that it was interesting, and it wasn’t at all like what Ron had done. It wasn’t all about beating people, it was about manipulating them, and usually through what they liked.

Ron hadn’t manipulated her through sex, he had beaten her and abused her. But real dominatrixes knew how much to use the whip, and how much to use sex. It was a delicate balancing act, and the more she read the more excited she got.

Reading this stuff was causing her to react. She felt her pussy quivering, and it felt moist, filled with pumping blood. She had the feeling that this was what domination was really all about.

And, as Ron slept, she made mental notes, figured out what he had done wrong, and even what she was supposed to do.

If she could. There was a difference, after all, between reading about something and getting horny, and doing something and getting horny.

Still, it was all there. All she had to do was figure this stuff out and implement it, the right way.

She read deep into the night.

“I’ll dominate you,” Donna said at breakfast.

“Now we’re talking!” Ron chortled. He actually rubbed his hands together like Snidely Whiplash. Moo hah hah.

“But I don’t think we should do it until this weekend.”

It was only Tuesday morning and Ron frowned. “Why wait?”

“First, I need to get some stuff. I looked up how to be a dominatrix on the net last night. And a girl needs some tools if she is going to be effective.”

Ron nodded. That made sense.

“Second, I need you to be horny.”

“Why?” Ron actually had no clue.

Donna didn’t want to give away any hints. “The stuff I read on the internet says the guy is supposed to be horny.” There. Just enough truth and no more.

Again, Ron nodded. “That’ll be tough, but—“

“And I have to tease you. I think it’s called edging.”

“Edging. Yeah. I’ve heard of that.”

“So I know you’re not going to like it, but I need to play with your penis but you can’t cum.”

“I don’t think so. I can’t do that. You know how I get, honey. Once I get hot I’ve got to go ahead with it.”

“But you have to.” Donna was timid, but she persisted. Somehow she made herself be brave. “If you want I can tie you to the bed and not let you up until you’re not horny anymore.”

“Really?” His eyes sparked. This sounded cool.

“Sure. That’s some of the stuff I have to get, ropes and things.”

“Well, okay.”

“So you won’t cum until I let you? You won’t even masturbate?”

“Word of honor, honey. Week end, here we come!”

And Donna thought, Oh, yes.

The week passed fast, and slow.

Donna had to go out and order handcuffs, a penis gag, and a sexy outfit for herself. In this she was moving fast to make things happen. And, she had to constantly stroke Ron, play with his balls, and suck on his dick. In this she forced herself to go slow.

Ron found himself speeding up at work, trying to make time go fast, but time wouldn’t go faster, and the more he tried to go faster the slower time seemed to go.

But, fast or slow, the week did pass, and by Friday when the end of the day came Donna had what she needed, and Ron had a constant and dripping boner. Man, he was horny. He was looking forward to getting his rocks off. When Donna hopped into his car at five o’clock he couldn’t stop looking at her and grinning.

“Baby, I’m going to cum so hard!”

“We’ll see,” said Donna.

Ron was so horny he didn’t pick up on the subtle meanings behind her simple response.

And Donna was feeling…strong.

Not letting Ron cum for a week had been particularly fulfilling. Furthermore, she had spent the week reading more and more about how and why a dominatrix does what she does. She was feeling a weird spike of excitement that, she thought, came directly from her desire to control Ron and his orgasms.

They stopped at a hamburger stand on the way home and munched on burgers and fries with a big Coke. Ron had a half pint under the car seat so he poured a bit of bourbon into the Coke and by the time they reached home they were feeling pretty golden.

Ron sprinted up the stairs to the apartment, stopped at the top and looked back. “Hurry up, baby. I’m ready for you.”

Donna sauntered up the stairs, taking her time, enjoying the light look of frustration on Ron’s face.

They entered her apartment and Ron turned to her and grabbed her and kissed her.

She kept her lips still and waited, and he realized that she wasn’t responding. He stopped, frowned, and said, “Hey, baby, what gives?”

“If we’re going to do this we have to talk about the rules, first.”

“Sure. Let’s have another drink and talk about the rules.”

He was talking, but his dick was doing the thinking. He just wanted to get on with the sex.

“Why don’t you mix us a couple while I change.”

Ron headed into the kitchen. He got down two glasses, added ice, then poured in equal amounts of Coke and bourbon. He picked up the glasses, turned, and nearly dropped them.

Donna was wearing a leather outfit, black and sleek, that showed her abundant charms off. The halter top had straps and her tits bulged through openings. Her pants were so skin tight he could see her monkey knuckle. She had stockings that showed off her svelte legs. Her hair was pulled into a pony tale on top, and her lips were bloody red.

He gulped, and placed the glasses on the kitchen table.

Donna exulted at his reaction to her garb. She had been unsure, but she was suddenly bolstered by a shot of confidence.

“Sit down, Mr. Ambrose.” She spoke in stiff tones and eyed him. Inside she was quivering, but she pulled it off. He didn’t suddenly laugh at her. He just sat down, his hands hugging his glass.

What made it even more juicy was that Ambrose was her last name, not his.

“Drink,” she said, and she placed a piece of paper on the table.

He looked at the paper, very quickly, then his eyes were back up, devouring her bulging breasts, studying her camel toe.

She sat down opposite him, and he gulped again, and gulped a big glug of his drink.

“I understand you would like to employ my services, Mr. Ambrose.”

He stared at her.

“Please say yes or no.”

“Yes,” he blurted. He glugged again.

“Very well. Please sign on the line at the bottom.”

He looked at the contract. His eyes looked. His mind was in his pecker, feeling the blood pump and make it bigger, bigger.

“Okay.”

“Please note that the contract reads that you will do exactly as I say. No exceptions.”

“Okay,” his eyes flickered down, saw nothing, and went back up. God, she was beautiful. And so…imposing!

“You will not object, you will not talk back. I am in charge, I may punish you in any manner I wish, and you agree to this cheerfully.”

“Oh, yeah.” His face was perspiring.

“And this is agreeable to you?”

“Yeah.”

She picked up her cell phone and began recording video. “Please read, signify your agreement, and sign.”

Ron stumbled through the recitation, agreed, and put his rabid, little scrawl at the bottom of the document. When he was done Donna stopped the recording. She snapped a picture of the contract, then uploaded the contract and the video to the cloud.

She smiled and put everything aside. “Very well, Ron, are you ready for your domination?”

“Oh, yeah, baby. I been looking forward to this fuck all week.”

“Excellent. As have I. Let’s go into the spare bedroom.”

Ron leaped to his feet and hurried, hardly able to wait while she sauntered, heels clicking, after him. He entered the spare bedroom and stopped.

“What the fuck?”

Donna had moved the furniture to the sides of the room, pushed the small end table into the closet. In the center of the room was a weird looking horse. It had little platforms on the legs and a padded ring at one end. The center bar was narrow but cushioned. There were strips of leather hanging from the legs above the four platforms.

“What is this?”

“Just a little something I picked up off the net.”

“But when did you find the time? I mean, it’s even bolted to the floor!”

“Nice, eh? Why don’t you take your clothes off and lie down. Put your face in the ring.”

Moving slowly, a little stunned, Ron undressed, then lowered himself to the platform. He placed his face in the ring, and Donna began pulling the leather strips around his wrists and ankles. She attached the velcro and shortly he was immobilized. Then she placed a strap over his neck, and one over the small of his back. The result was that he had a slight bow in his body, his butt and his head were elevated, and his mouth and his asshole were ripe for…penetration.

“Wow,” he said, not fully understanding his predicament.

“I’ve got some things to do. Do you ind waiting for a while?”

“Waiting? What?”

But she walked out of the room.

He lay there, and waited. And listened.

He heard the stereo start up and realized that Donna was on the computer.

“Hey!”

The music stopped, click, click, click, she entered the room. “I would like you to be quiet.”

“And I would like to get this show on the road!”

“Very well.”

Ron sighed. He was feeling a strange sense of nervousness.

Donn came up behind him. “Raise your head.”

He did, and she slipped the penis gag under his face. “Open your mouth.”

He did, but only to protest, “What the fu—uckuuugg, cuckk?” The little penis filled his mouth and he could only make grunting sounds.

“When I say silence I mean silence.”

Ron struggled, but his effort was wasted. The horse was secure, he was secure, his mouth was secure.

Donna walked back into the living room and he heard her computer start up again. She was playing ‘The Sweetest Taboo,’ by Sade. Then it sounded like she was moving around. WTF?

Finally, after a half hour, she returned to the spare bedroom. She knelt next to Ron and placed her iPad on the floor under his face.

“You’ve been a good boy, very silent, so you get a reward. Good boys get rewards, and if you’re really a good boy you’ll get a really good reward. I’m going to be busy for an hour. I want to fuck somebody and I don’t want to bother with you.”

Ron stared at the iPad. It was porn. It looked like compilation of big boobed women doing big boobed things.

His dick, which had been hanging slack from the back of the horse, suddenly jerked.

“Oh, isn’t that cute? You’re getting a boner.”

She reached back and stroked his now hard cock. He tried to talk, but nothing came out but unintelligible gobble de gook.

She kept stroking, “Now don’t make a bunch of noise, my boyfriend won’t like it. And if he doesn’t like it he might come in and put his dick in your ass. And he’s got an awful big dick.”

She stopped stroking, put earphones on so he could hear the iPad and only the iPad, and left.

Ron lay there, his cock hard, his mind excited by watching Brandi and Richelle and Ava and all the others do their thing. He watched their boobs bounce, their mouths suck, and their holes get penetrated. He wanted to yell, to scream, to…to object. But he could say nothing.

And, what was worse was that his mind kept thinking about Donna saying she had a boyfriend. What boyfriend? And she was going to fuck him? He felt a strange sense of powerlessness, and his dick was ramrod stiff.

Donna returned to the living room and typed in ‘What does sperm taste like?’

According to the internet it could have lots of tastes, but mostly slightly salty, warm, and having a mild chlorine like taste.

Smiling, she did a light clean up on the apartment. This would likely be the last time she would have to do that. After this weekend Ron would be cleaning the apartment.

Afterwards she mixed various items and tried to cum up with a substance that tasted ‘cum-like.’ this proved to be very difficult, but mainly because she wanted it to be white and have the texture of real cum. After an hour she succeeded, and she smiled. She slipped out of her black pants and slathered the semen like stuff into her hole. It was all food product, so there was no danger, and it didn’t even sting or anything. Then, holding a hand over her pussy she walked into the horse room.

The iPad was in full fuck. Ron had just been treated to a full hour and a half of nothing but porn. His cock as like a rock, and it even showed a few drops of pre-cum on the floor. His eyes were glazed and he kept gulping.

In his mind, however, was an image of Donna being fucked. Laid out and penetrated. Moaning and groaning as heer tits were mauled and her hole was filled.

With her free hand Donna popped the plugs out of his ears. She unsnapped the leather strap that held his neck, unstrapped the penis gag, and said, “Lift your head.”

Dazed, overloaded with sex, he did so. The penis fell out of his mouth and Donna tilted her hips and slid her pussy under her face. It was difficult holding her position, but it was worth it. His eyes showed his shock as he tasted what he thought was cum in her pussy.

“Eat it, baby. Fresh from the oven.”

He couldn’t help it. He had to swallow, so he ate the contents of her pussy. The whole time he was sick, but his cock was excited. What boyfriend? Where was he? What was going on?

“Now lick up the overflow, get everything.”

He found himself licking up her labis, sucking on her clit. He didn’t want the sperm, but now that he was eating, and being as horny as he was, he couldn’t seem to stop.

Donna moaned as the wonderful sensations ran through her pussy. She realized that she probably should have fucked somebody and had real semen in her pussy, but it was okay. She was making breakthroughs. Before this little session she never would have dared. Now it was almost a given.

She pulled back and straightened up.

Ron was gasping for breath.

“Did you like your first taste of baby batter?”

He croaked, “Donna! Let me up!“

She leaned forward and pushed the penis gag back into his mouth. He gagged, but managed to keep breathing. She fastened it behind his head and smiled. “No complaints now, honey. You agreed.”

But his agreement had changed into disagreement. Forced to eat somebody else’s cum? Out of his girlfriend’s pussy? His eyes revealed his upset.

“We’re going to have a long talk now,” Donna stated.

She picked up the iPad, stood up and left the room.

Ron grunted behind her.

A minute later she was back. She was holding a couple of drinks, one with a straw in it. She sat down next to Ron and said, “Honey, I want to release your mouth, but you and I both know that you talk too much and say too little. So I’m only going to let you have a drink. You start talking and the gag goes back in. All right?”

His eyes were wide, wild, and Donna placed the drinks on the floor and undid the strap for his penis plug.

“I…I…”

She lifted his drink, the one with the straw, and fitted the straw to his mouth.

“Very good, honey. You’re learning. Now, this is just a little break. I’m about to give you a spanking. Oh, and I need to put a butt plug in you. You need to get used to having things in your heinie.”

He sucked the bourbon and coke, then whispered, “Donna?”

“Hmm. Somebody wishes to speak. But if he says the wrong thing I won’t hesitate to plug his nasty, little mouth.”

“Donna,” he whispered again, “I’ve changed my mind. Let me loose.”

She pushed the penis gag into his mouth and chastised him. “Honey, this is what you wanted. This is what you agreed, even signed a contract for. And one of the items in the contract is that you will not complain. I judge you to have complained, so I will give you a couple of extra strokes. But, first…your butt needs attention. We need to cork you up down there.”

He shook his head, so she fastened the strap to keep his neck immobile.

She stood up, took the drinks away, and returned a moment later. His mouth was gagged so he couldn’t speak, but his ears were no long blocked. He heard her words clearly.

“I’m lubricating you now.”

His legs were sufficiently spread on the horse that she had easy access to his butt hole. She began slathering goo into his hole.

Now Ron was afraid. This was not how he pictured it. In his mind he had seen anal sex as something that he enjoyed. But Donna didn’t seem to want to let that happen. She pushed lubricant into him, greased up a butt plug, and…she began rimming his asshole. Very gently she ran her fingers around and around, teasing, tantalizing.

Ron blinked. Wait a minute. This did feel good. In a short minute he was moving his asshole around, aiding in the stimulation of his nerves.

“That’s it, honey. Here’s another finger.

She put two fingers in him, and it didn’t hurt. It felt so good. She began moving in and out, short but slow strokes.

Ron grunted. This was more like it. This is more like what he imagined.

“Now three fingers.”

He grunted, a moment of panic, then a slight sensation of pain. But she was so gentle, and the lube helped so much, he shortly was trying to fuck her fingers with his butt.

“Oh, yeah. This is what you want.”

And he did. He—

“Four fingers,” she murmured, her thumb sticking up like she was hitchhiking.

He closed his eyes in bliss.

“This is bigger than a cock. I do believe I could fist you right now, but that’s not what we’re about today. At least not yet.

She removed her hand and placed a plug in his ass. It was rubber, shaped so it would massage his prostate.

It didn’t move. It just set there, expanding him deliciously. He tried wiggling, trying to get traction or more sensation. Oddly, he felt like he might be able to cum, but that was nonsense. People didn’t cum through the asshole. Did they?

Donna stood up, walked around and squatted in front of him. He raised his eyes and she could see the feeling of pleasure in his eyes. In fact, he didn’t really look all that aware. But she knew that was just because he was more aware of his asshole than the world.

“All right, honey. It’s time to spank you. I’m not going to hit you too hard, but it’s going to be long. I could beat your ass bloody, and that might be fun, but the long and slow approach is usually the more effective method. But one question before I start: Do you love me?”

He blinked. He was confused. Little tears formed in the corners of his eyes.

In truth, Ron was a selfish man. He only thought of himself. Did he love her?

He loved the free rent. He loved the nookie at any time of the day or night. He loved having somebody under his thumb. But did he loved her?

He didn’t know.

And, more truth, he didn’t even really know what love was. Most men have a very slight streak of the sociopath in them.

Not a severe case, just a selfish case. And, after all, they should. Men survive through having this bit of character because that’s the society they are born in.

So Ron didn’t know things, and his dick led him through life, and most men were this way until they met a woman who was willing to take them in hand and show them that life doesn’t have to be this way.

At any rate, understanding this, Donna nodded. “I thought so. And I know how stubborn you can be. So let’s change your mind.”

Donna went behind him. He heard the crinkle of paper, as of something being taken out of a sack. Then he heard a swish through the air, then a couple more swishes, and then the spanking began.


PART TWO

SMACK! It wasn’t hard, but it was solid. It was his right bun and he tried to move his butt down, but the horse kept him in place.

SMACK! His left bun. It was equal time.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Not hard, but continuous. Not enough to make him cry, but enough that, within a few minutes little tears leaked out of his eyes.

After about ten strokes Donna stopped. She knelt next to him. “How you doing, honey?” She stroked his cock as she talked. After the pain in his butt he wanted a little softness. He pushed his butt down and tried to fuck her hand.

“Don’t you be trying that,” she stopped. “I would have kept stroking you, but you started trying to fuck me. You’ve got to learn that your dick has no rights. My pussy, however, rules the world. You don’t kiss it, you don’t fuck it, unless I specifically ask for it. Do you understand?”

He nodded.

“Very good. Now, I would like to take the gag out. I don’t want to put up with your silly mouth, however. Can you stay silent if I take the penis gag out?”

Again, he nodded.

“Okay. We’ll try it. If you start screaming or being rude I will put my dick in your mouth.”

He looked up.

“What? You didn’t know I had a dick?”

He couldn’t move his head much, but he shook it a millimeter, and his eyes went back and forth.

“Oh, my gosh! I’ve been quite remiss. Let me show you my dick!”

Donna walked around behind him. Again, he heard a sound like paper crinkling. A minute later Donna came back to his front and stood with her hands on her hips and her hips thrust out proudly.

She was wearing a strap on. A big, black cock was sticking out. It look huge!

“Ron, meet my cock. Cock, meet Ron.

Ron mumbled something.

“Oh, I’m sorry, I haven’t taken the penis out of your mouth yet.

Donna moved closer and the cock bumped into Ron’s cheek. His eyes were huge as he eyed the anal invader.

She loosened the strap and said, “Now remember, be polite or it goes right back in. Or maybe the big boy goes in.”

She took the penis gag out of his mouth and he gulped and made grunting sounds, then he whispered, “You aren’t going to fuck me with that!”

“Of course I am! It’s the choo choo poo poo. Just what you asked for.”

“But I was thinking of fingers, and maybe a little plug or something. That thing will split me wide open.”

“Oh, nonsense. You’ll get used to it. Are you ready to continue with your spanking?”

“Donna?” His voice was very subdued. “I don’t think I want to do this any more.”

“Oh, that’s too bad, honey. You signed a contract.”

“But…”

“Should I gag you again.”

“No…please, no.”

“Okey dokey. Now let me stroke your cock for a while, and when you are ready for even more pleasure I’ll continue with your spanking.”

Ron wanted to yell, to demand, but he was figuring out that he was no longer in charge.

Donna squatted at the back of the horse and grabbed his penis. She began stroking it while wiggling his butt plug.

“Ohhh, fuck!” Ron whimpered.

“Feels good, doesn’t it, lover.”

“Yes.”

“The problem is that when you played Mr. Dominator last week you were very rough. You actually hurt me.”

“But I—

SMACK!

From hard cock to red butt in one hard swing of the mitt, or whatever she was using.

He yelped.

“Quiet down now, lover.”

SMACK! SMACK!

Ron bit his lip and tears started leaking out of his eyes. The first ten strokes it had taken him a while to cry. But this ten strokes he was already tender down there and he started crying right away.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Ron cried, and finally his cries got too loud.

Donna came around to his front and said, “You’re getting a little too loud, Ron. Do you want me to put the gag back in?”

“No, please!” he burbled.

“You know, you’re got only two smacks left this time, which would you rather do? Take the two spanks or suck my cock?”

“Suck your cock?”

“I thought you’d say that.” Donna stood up and came the front of the horse.

“Wait!”

“For what?”

“I…do I have to suck your cock?”

Donna sighed. Don’t you remember when you were playing Mr. Dominator? You told me to suck your cock. Well, this is like that.”

“But I’m a guy!”

“No, no. You stopped being a guy when you disrespected me.”

“I never disrespected you!”

“You told me to shut up and you spanked me and you made me suck you and then you turned me over and fucked me like dog. In fact, that is what you called me. A female dog. Do you remember calling me a bitch?”

“But I was only playing the role!”

“And so am I. So open your mouth or I’ll give you twenty smacks.”

Tears dribbled down his cheeks Ron opened his mouth. Donna spread her legs a bit so she was right height, then she slid her cock into his mouth.

Ron’s eyes went wide. He gaged and Donna pulled her cock back a little.

“It’s okay, honey. Take your time. Get used to it. We’ve got all weekend for you to learn how to suck cock.”

She began sliding in and out, and she was very careful. After 15 minutes she was able to go an inch deeper than when Ron had gagged. She pulled her cock out of his mouth and ruffled his hair.

“That’s a boy. I’m sure your mouth is sore, so let me play with your dick for a while.”

She sat down next to him and began stroking his penis.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed.

She slapped his balls and he jumped. “Language, honey. Learn when ‘fuck’ is appropriate, and when you are just being rude.”

He nodded, and felt her hand stroking him. After the blistering of his ass and the widening of his throat he needed a little pleasure.

“You know, Ron, this dominatrix thing is not for everybody. You’re not very good at it. You’re sort of a bully, and that has to stop. On the other hand, I seem to have a talent. I know how to balance pain with pleasure. So our relationship is hereby changed. You aren’t going to get to fuck much, and I’m going to make you wear a chastity tube, and every weekend or so I’ll bring you in here and help you be a better man.”

“But I don’t like the pain!”

“Honey, you will. When you get a spanking you’ll know that pleasure is on the way. You’ll start craving pain because you’ll know the pleasure is on the way.

“But…can’t we stop this?”

“Nope. I’m having too much fun now. Did you know that doing this is making my cunt all wet? I swear, My pussy is glowing and my tits are on fire. I feel like I’m finally in chaarge of the world.”

He was quiet.

“Now then, you’ve had a lot of pleasure, it’s time for a little pain. Okay?”

“Please, no.”

“Please, yes. Remember, at the end of pain is pleasure, and the pain will make that pleasure so wonderful and intense…you love the pain, Ron, so you will love the pleasure.”

Ron whimpered, and…SMACK!

She went from cheek to cheek.

SMACK! SMACK! And she wiggled his butt plug.

“Oh, God!” he moaned.

SMACK!

She straddled him and played with his nipples. He tried to arch his back, to press his nipples into her fingers. She laughed, and…SMACK!

He cried.

Bun to bun, they were turning bright red. He knew he wasn’t going to be able to sit down after this.

SMACK!

Tears splattered on the bedroom floor. His back arched against the straps.

She stopped and left the room.

Ron just laid there, his mind a mix of emotions. His ass hurt, he was humiliated, and yet…she had said he would get pleasure at the end of the spanking. But she had left…he sniffled and felt sorry for himself.

She returned with a couple of drinks. She held the one with the straw in it up to his mouth. He sucked noisily and gulped.

“You’re doing well, Ron.” She reached under the horse and grabbed his cock. She stroked it lovingly. “Is the pleasure worth it?”

He tried to talk, and managed to mutter, “ye…ye…yes.”

“I know it is. Take another sip. Is the pleasure worth going through the pain?”

He thought about and found himself nodding.

“Very good, Ron. How do you like the butt plug?”

“It hurts a little.”

“But a little hurt is good, isn’t it.”

He nodded.

“Very good. Now, are you ever going to be rude to me again?”

“No.” He shook his head.

“No, ma’am,” she corrected.

He picked up the new form of address right away. “No, ma’am.”

She smiled. “Take another sip. It’s almost time to start spanking again.

He sipped, but not too much, he wanted to elongate the time of his cock getting stroked. Donna laughed, however, when she saw what he was doing.

“Oh, you bad boy. Trying to avoid your punishment. I’m going to give you a few extra strokes for that.”

And, break time over…SMACK!

They had started their session at about seven in the evening. By eleven Ron had had just about enough. His ass, though it had never been beaten hard, was bright red and was on fire.

Donna sat down next to him. “Now, Ron. It’s time to take a rest. Would you like to sleep here? Or on the floor next to my bed?”

He looked up at her. “You’re not going to let me sleep in bed with you?”

“Why would I do that? You’ve been a very bad boy. You have to earn the right to sleep with me. So…horse or floor?”

“I’ll take the floor.”

“And, one other thing. We’re not done with your session. We need to continue it tomorrow night. And let me tell you, if you refuse to get onto the horse when I tell you to…you will gather your things and move out.”

“What?”

“Is that understood?”

And he understood.

“Okay. Let’s go over the things you’ve learned today.”

She was playing with his cock while she spoke to him, and he was sighing with the pleasure. It was so intense after his constant round of spankings.

“What I’ve learned?”

“How are you going to treat me?”

“I…I won’t be rude.”

“And will you ever spank me again?”

“No, ma’am.”

“And what about fucking me?”

“Only when you give me permission.”

“And are you going to get back on the horse when I tell you to?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She nodded. “Very good, Ron. There are only two things we have left to do, then we can set you free for the night.”

“Okay…what?”

“First, you wanted anal sex. I think you have earned that, so…” she stood up. He turned his head sideways and stared at her big cock. He had had to suck it several times, and it was big and it frightened him.

She walked to the rear of the horse and extracted the butt plug.

Ron groaned, and was stunned to realize that he felt empty. In just a few short hours he had gotten used to having something up his butt.

“Okay, Ron, honey, let me re-lube you.”

She began smoothing lubricant into his ass. His ring was a little sore after having been stretched so long, and her fingers soothed it and relaxed him. He stare to cry with the pleasure of his reaming, and realized that something had happened. He used to cry because of pain. This was the first time he had ever cried because of pleasure.

Donna stepped between his legs and put the head of her cock against his rectum.

Ron’s eyes widened, he knew what was happening, she pushed into him.

Ron lurched forward on the horse, made the straps creak, then he was impaled. He lay there, feeling the invader in his butt. It felt like it as all the way up inside him. It felt so big. It didn’t hurt, the plug had prepared him, but…it was big.

Donna began sawing gently into him, out of him, again and again.

“Oh, God!” he cried, and now the tears really did come. They came because it felt so good. They came because his prostate was happy and he felt so fulfilled. They came because he was experiencing a pleasure he had not even known had existed.

Donna fucked him slowly. There was a little nub on the inside of the strap on and it was rubbing her clitoris. The more she fucked him, the more it rubbed her. She was horny already, but now this nub was making her super horny.

“Oh…oh…” he cried.

She was making her own noise, just a millisecond before he made his. Every stroke was a pressure to her pussy. “Hunh…hunh…” she groaned.

She picked up speed. She had meant to just fuck him a little, then to get out. But the feeling in her pussy, this fucking herself while she fucked him, it was too much.

“Oh, God!” Ron whispered.

“Oh, fucking yes!” she whined.

Slowly it built for her.

And, it built for him. Suddenly he had to take a pee. But he didn’t care. This glorious feeling of being fucked…it was too much.

“YES!” she yelled, her head back, her eyes rolled, her hips thrusting forward and locking in to him.

“Oh…oh…” he felt so loosy goosy. He felt like he had just cum, even though he hadn’t had an orgasm.

Her muscles finally started to relax, and she almost fell down. She placed her hands on his red butt and let her cock slip out of him.

“Oh, my God,” she whispered.

He just lay there, feeling happy.

Donna staggered across the room. She took off her strap on and put it on a little table shoved into the corner. She turned to Ron, and her eyes opened. There was a big pool of cum under the horse. His cock was no longer hard. It just hung there and the last of a stream of goo hung from the head.

“You came,” she said, speaking softly.

“Mmm,” he smiled, his eyes closed. “I didn’t. But I sure feel good.”

Donna knew what had happened. She had read that if you press on the man’s prostate the cum will be forced out of him. No orgasm, but he is effectively drained.

“Well,” she grinned. “This is going to make it even easier.”

She reached into a bag, one last time Ron heard the crinkle of paper, then Donna pulled out a small box.

The box was six inches by six inches by six inches. She was moving a little slowly, still recovering from the massive orgasm she had endured, but she opened the box and took out a chastity device.

She sat down, almost collapsed, next to Ron. “Honey?”

“Yes?? He felt her doing something to his cock and balls.

“I’m putting a chastity device on you. It’ll help you stay in control. You won’t be tempted to waste your seed. All right.”

“Okay.” He yawned.

Donna put the ring around his cock and balls, then slid the tube up over his cock. He had been so hard and she had wondered how she would ever get his cock into the cage, but now, him having been drained, it was an easy fit. She put the lock through the mechanism and pushed it closed. Click. Such a sweet sound.

Then she went out of the room, into the bedroom. She stripped her clothes off and yawned and got into the shower. She soaped and rinsed, and started to recover from the several drinks she had had, and from the exertion of spanking Ron’s ass. She shampooed her hair and conditioned it. Finally, she got out and dried off.

In the bedroom she laid a blanket on the floor for Ron to sleep on, then she went back to the spare bedroom.

Ron was sleeping.

She undid the straps holding him to the horse, turned off the lights, and walked out. When he woke up he could come to bed. Correction, come to his sleeping place next to the bed.

She climbed into bed and sprawled. She had never felt so good in her life. She took up the whole bed, pulled the covers over, and slept.

Donna awoke. The sun was up and light came in the bedroom window. She had forgotten to close it the night previous.

She glanced over the edge of the bed and smiled. Ron was curled up on the floor like a little puppy. He was sound asleep and looked so happy.

She climbed out of bed and stepped carefully over him. She closed the drapes, taking care not to make any noise, then grabbed some clothes and went into the living room.

It was Saturday morning. A day for cartoons and sleeping late.

Donna wiggled into a pair of culottes and a cut off sweat shirt. Her large breasts pushed the material out. She put on some shoes and socks, poured some apple juice and cooked a piece of toast. She went out to the balcony and sat down.

The balcony was small. Just enough for two chairs and a small table. She sipped the apple juice and munched on the toast. It was a beautiful morning.

“Hello.”

She looked up to see Ron standing there. He was naked.

“Good morning, honey.”

“Can I come out and sit with you?”

Oh, Lord. How he was changed. Yesterday he would have bulled out and shoved chairs around until he was comfortable, no consideration for her.

“Would you like to put some clothes on first?”

“Uh, yeah. Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. I left your weekend clothes folded on top of the hamper. Put everything on, then bring me another glass of apple juice.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

He disappeared back into the apartment and Donna smiled and waited. Two minutes passed, and she was glad. If he was going to protest he would have been back by now.

At three minutes he appeared and handed her a fresh glass of apple juice.

“Thank you, honey.”

“Sure, uh, ma’am.”

He stepped out on the balcony and Donna regarded him complacently. He was wearing shorts, and under the shorts he was wearing panties. He was wearing a tee shirt, and under the shirt she could make out the shape of the bra.

He leaned on the railing and looked out over the city.

For a long moment they sat there, then she began talking.

“You’re going to need to get rid of your body hair. I would suggest Nair. And I want you to let the hair on your head grow. From here on out you will wear female underwear. On the weekends I may have you wear a dress, maybe some nylons, paint your nails, that sort of thing.”

He nodded, then politely asked, “What is this thing on my…my penis?”

“A chastity tube. I explained last night, but you must have been pretty out of it by then.”

He nodded.

“Your penis is now my property. You may need to sit down to pee, but there will be no more unauthorized cumming. No masturbation, and especially no putting it into me…or any other woman.”

He watched her, his eyes like a puppy dog’s. When she was done he asked, “When will I get to make love to you?”

She smiled. He had said ‘make love, not ‘fuck.’ Good progress.

“I don’t know. You’re empty right now, and you need to recharge. I’ll help you. When you need a spanking I’ll administer it, though…” she smiled, “…you’re probably a little sore back there.”

“I can’t sit down,” he admitted.

“Excellent. By the time you can it’ll probably be time for another lesson.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

They were quiet then, the silence of the morning, the sound of the cars in the streets was far away.

“Well,” said Donna, standing up. “I need to do some shopping. We’re going to be getting you some things, too, so you’ll want to come along.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She stepped towards the sliding door and he stopped her, “Donna?”

She turned to him, her eyebrows raised in question.

“Do I have to wear this bra?”

“Of course you do.”

“But people will see, and it’s…uh…humiliating.”

“That’s the whole point, honey. Humiliation will re-enforce what you learned last night.”

“But…okay.” He hung his head.

She chuckled and patted his cheek. “Oh, honey. I know it’s tough, but you’ve still got a lot to learn.”

She was about to turn back to the apartment, but he cleared his throat.

Patiently, she looked at him. “Will you marry me?”

She tilted her head, considered him. She had read how men will be affected by spankings and petticoat discipline. And at one time she had wanted to marry him. She had wanted so bad she had let him move in and not pay rent and walk all over her. But now she knew what kind of a man he was.

“No.”

His face fell a million miles. He looked ready to burst out in tears.

She reached out and took his hands in hers. “Ron, I need a strong man, not a sissy. I thought you were strong, but you aren’t. Heck, you didn’t even know your proper place until I showed you. So, no, I won’t marry you. You can still live here, as long as you pay rent, but I will be looking for another man. One who doesn’t need to be trained. Who knows he is a man and is fully confident of that fact.”

“But—“

She placed a finger on his lips.

“Don’t worry, honey. We’ll still have fun. You still need a lot more lessons, and there are thing that I’m going to need to learn. I’ll still tie you down and spank you, and I’ll fuck you, but…our relationship is changing. Do you understand?”

He nodded. He was sad and broken. Or, perhaps not broken, but rather tamed.

“Now, let’s get you dressed. I think maybe a spot of lipstick, a pale pink that people will see, but not be too obvious. What do you think?”

Ron said the only thing he could say. “Yes, ma’am.”

On a Monday morning a month later Donna drove to work. She let Ron off at the bus stop and let him walk around the corner.

Ron was wearing panties, bra, garter and nylons under his work clothes. Nobody could tell, but he knew, and she knew.

She parked his Mustang and walked into the main office and sat down at her desk. She was aware that John Evans was watching her from the window in his office. Watching and appreciating the new dress she was wearing.

The dress was form fitting and showed off her breasts. She had had a permanent on Sunday, she was freshly made up with a bright, red lipstick. She was looking good, and she walked proudly and sat down confidently.

John Evans stared out his window at Donna. Bookkeeping had just sent him a note and he was considering what to do about it. At first he was just going to fire Donna, but the way she walked in, like she owned the world…he was curious.

He went to his desk, sat down and clicked the intercom.

Donna picked up the phone at her desk.

“Miss Ambrose. Would you please come to my office.”

“Certainly, sir.”

She stood up, straightened her dress, and walked back to his office.

He watched her coming. She was supposed to be living with the section leader in sales. Hmm. Drove his car into work. Double hmmm.

Donna stepped into his office. She was holding a small notepad, thinking that this was going to be dictation.

“Have a seat, Donna.”

She did. She sat with poised pencil.

“No dictation today.”

She tilted her head slightly, regarded him, and lowered the pencil and notepad.

“Bookkeeping called me over the weekend. There seems to be a discrepancy.”

“Sir?” She was honestly curious, which was good.

“An order to Amazon for something called a ‘Rockingtail Bath Stool.’ It was made by you, rush delivery, and with overnight charges it was almost $900. Did you order this…item?”

Donna’s whole face blinked. He knew that she knew exactly what he was talking about.

She stood up, held up a finger, “One minute,” and walked out of the office.

He watched her walk to her desk, pick up her purse and bring it back. She came back, sat down and took her wallet out of her purse. She opened the purse on his desk and took out a credit card. It was red with her name. She took out another card with the company name on it. It, too, was red. She laid them side by side, and they looked identical.

“I must apologize. I ran the card through the reader on my cell phone. I thought I was reading my card. I am embarrassed by this, as the sex horse is not something I would want people to know about.”

John sat back and considered her. She used to be a mouse. Now she was a tiger. She spoke of a sex horse and though she said she was embarrassed, she obviously wasn’t. What the hell had changed his secretary?

“Would you like me to make a payment to the company?”

He waved his hand negligently, put off that decision for later.

“So, now that you’re all over the embarrassment, why would you need a sex horse?”

“My boyfriend needed a lesson. I needed it so I could spank him and fuck him.”

John blinked. Not one ounce of embarrassment in the girl.

After a long moment, John cleared his throat and asked, “And how did the lesson go?”

“Wonderfully. He’s got manners now, and he’ll be much better behaved.”

John tilted his head. “Your boyfriend is the section leader in sales. Ron…Ron Terring.”

“Yes, sir. He’s not my boyfriend any longer, though we do still share an apartment.”

John leaned back further and put his hands behind his head. He had just seen the stats for the last month, and Ron’s section was on a rocket ride. All sales were up. More closings. He had wondered who had put the zip in Ron’s soup and now he knew.

“Will that be all, sir?”

“Do you still have the sex horse?”

“Of course.”

“All right. I want you to bring it in, we bought it, so we own it. Put it in Jeff Landry’s old office.” He smiled. “Your new office.”

“Sir?”

“I would like you to employ your methods of…inspiration, to a number of employees. You may continue to use it, of course, for your own personal needs.”

“Yes, sir,” she was smiling. “And would you like to experience my methods?”

“No…no. I don’t think so. I don’t have any…I’m pretty confident the way I am.”

Donna sat up straight. He was confident. He was polite. He was certainly handsome and buff enough.

“We’ll keep this project under our hats, only people who need your type of discipline, who won’t be gabby, and you and I. You can report your progress to me directly. Say late lunches on Fridays?”

She smiled, and she held his eyes. There was an understanding here.

“That will be all.”

“Thank you, sir.”


EPILOGUE

Donna looked at the stat board on the wall. Stats were definitely up, and every stat was directly attributable to her lessons. Nearly all the department heads were reporting to her during the week, and there were a lot of smiles in the company. She was definitely earning her money.

The door opened and John looked in. He took in the sex horse in the center of the room. The whips hanging from the walls. The dildos standing on her desk.

Then he smiled at Donna. She was still wearing her strap on.

“Hey, babe, take that off and let’s go out to dinner.”

“Sure, honey.”

He looked back out into the hallway, then came in and closed the door.

Donna met him halfway. He took her in his arms and pressed his lips to hers.

She could feel his big boner through his pants.

“Mmm,” she said. “Is that a gun in your pants or are you glad to see me?”

“It’s all me, honey, and I am glad to see you.”

He kissed her again.

END
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


Big Stories
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


Big Stories
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


Big Stories
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘A Bully Boy Learns a Lesson’!

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“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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