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PART ONE

“What the hell did you do!”

Jenny stared over Myles shoulder at the computer screen.

Myles near fainted with shock. He hadn’t heard Jenny come into the computer room. He was on his favorite site, Takemywife, and he had just posted a picture of her.

He lurched up and turned, trying to block her view of the picture on the screen. “Jenny!”

She grabbed his arm and pulled. “Get the fuck out of my way!”

He could have resisted, he was stronger than her, but she was stronger in personality than him.

She pushed him and plopped down in the swivel and stared at the screen.

There she was. Round ass, large breasts, a sweet face with full, red lips and bedroom eyes. “You fucking uploaded this?”

“Honey! It was a joke! Nobody knows who you are and…well—“

“Is this the only one?”

“Yes!” he lied. “I just uploaded one because nobody believed me when I told them how beautiful you are!”

“Just one,” she snarled, stared at her image.

“Yes,” Myles said. Now if she just didn’t look at his folder on the site.

“Look, I’m sorry. Let me get in there and I’ll take it down. Nobody’s looked at it yet, so let me…”

“What’s this?”

He tried to reach across her and grab the mouse, but she pushed his arm away and moved the cursor up to the files.

“Who’s ‘Horndog?’”

“Nobody….it’s a screen name. It’s—“

“You put my picture on a site named ‘Take my wife?’ What kind of a sicko are you?”

“I’m not it’s just that you’re so incredibly beautiful and—“

“Here’s Horndog’s folder. Let’s see what’s in it…”

“No! No!”

She clicked on the folder.

Myles took a step back, turned eighteen shades of red, and couldn’t breath. The screen turned into a list of pictures. Photo after photo of Jenny. Some with clothes, some without.

“Holy shit!” she blurted.

Her large breasts were shown in many pictures, with erect nipples and a big grin. Sometimes she had spread legs and her snatch was open for anybody who cared to look.

The number of visitors on the site indicated that many people liked to look at her.

“You said these were for you, that nobody would ever see them,” she pointed at several pictures of her in the buff. One showed her smiling in a most sultry fashion with her finger up her snatch.

“Honey, I—“

“Shut up.”

Myles knew he was in for it now.

Jenny began going through the pictures. One at a time. Looking at each one, studying herself.

“My God!” she whispered. “You can see everything.”

“Nobody ever goes on this site…it’s sort of like a cloud, private viewing and that’s all.”

At that moment a green dot in the top right of the screen flickered on. She looked at the rectangle in which the green dot was. There was a series of dots, eight colors from white to red. The green one was just to the left of red, the highest color.

She moved the cursor over the green light and a little box flared up. Congrats! 100,000 people have viewed your picture.’

Jenny spun to Myles and glared. “A hundred thousand people? One picture? Nobody sees…you fucking liar!”

“Oh, God.” Myles put his face in a hand. “I’m sorry.”

She continued going through the pictures. Most of the naked ones were green, and probably half of them were red. One million views.

Her voice lowered and she whispered, “How long have you been doing this…”

“Only a couple of months.”

She saw his profile and clicked on it.

Horndog ranking = Hot wife.

“What is a hotwife?”

“Nothing. Let me erase everything. Please, honey.”

“Get back. Don’t you…” she clicked on a little star in his profile. It explained that there were half a dozen different rankings.

Hot Wife

Cuckold

Maid

Chastised

Wannabe

Loser

“What do these rankings mean?” Then she saw how long he had been a member, over five years. Her jaw dropped. “You’ve been posting my pictures for five years?” She turned and stared at him.

“Please, honey, let me explain?”

She ignored him and turned back to the screen. If she clicked on each of the rankings little boxes popped up which explained them.

‘Loser’ ~ doesn’t know about this site.

‘Wannabe’ ~ all talk.

‘Chastised’ ~ wears a chastity belt and kisses his wife’s asshole.

‘Maid’ ~ chastised and under wife’s thumb. Cleans house and eats out of a dog dish.

‘Cuckold’ ~ Wife has been fucked by another man.

‘Hot Wife’ ~ Wife fucks other men at will. Husband eats cum out of her hole.

Jenny’s eyes went wide. She was officially speechless. But that didn’t last long.

She turned to Myles and the look in her eyes demoted him to dried dog shit about to be scraped off her heels.

“So you’re a Hot Wife. Everybody thinks that I go fuck everybody…and then you lick the cum out of me.”

“Honey, you don’t understand. This is all a fantasy. It’s just a big game…”

“But in reality you’re just a Wannabe. You fantasize this stuff, and it never happens.”

“Well, like I say. It’s just a bunch of guys fantasizing. nobody gets hurt, and—“

“But you want it to happen. Otherwise you wouldn’t fantasize about it.

“No! No!”

“Then why’s your cock so hard?”

He looked down, though he didn’t really need to. That last picture he had put up and done the deed, and even her being mad at him couldn't dent his dinger.

“So you put up pictures of me. Naked pictures. Slutty pictures that were just for you and you promised never to show anybody, and then you tell everybody that I’m out letting all sorts of men put their dicks in me.”

At that moment, though she was mad, furious, there was one other thing. She was glad she didn’t have a dick because it would have revealed her excitement. In truth, she was so moist she was dripping. Seeing the pictures of herself, learning that men fantasized to her, probably were jacking off to her right at this moment…it was making her horny.

But she didn’t dare let Myles know that. Myles had broken his word. He had lied. Even when directly confronted he tried to prevaricate snd evade.

And, feeling her excitement, feeling her heart pound behind her large bosoms, she experienced the thrill of control. She had Myles by the balls. The look on his face, he was humiliated and ashamed, and that was exciting her.

“Honey, you’ve got to understand that—“

“Be quiet,” and she turned back to the computer. She left his profile, figured out the menu and went to a chat room. One of the first chat rooms she saw, one which was crowded with visitors, was apparently the most popular of all the chat rooms. It was ‘Do you want Horndog’s wife?

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered. She had to stop herself from reaching down and squeezing her mons, the thrill through her pussy was so great.

She began ready the messages.

Yes! I would fuck her in a New York minute!

Have you ever seen such beautiful tits.

I would make her fuck everybody.

Horndog’s a lucky licker. How often do you eat cum out of her?

Horndog wrote: Five times last night.

Jenny stared at him. His face was bright red. She turned back to the screen and more messages.

I dream of her holding the key to my chastity cage.

I loved the bent over pic. I came all over myself.

Where you live, Horndog?

Horndog’s the man. He’s no Wannabe.

I just filled my panties.

Heysoos…I want her to pee on me!

The messages went on and on, hundreds of pages, thousands of messages. She couldn’t even count the number of individual threads.

Jenny sighed. Her nipples were erect and tingling. God, she needed to cum. This was the hottest thing she had ever experienced in her horny life.

She turned to Myles. “You betrayed me. You’re going to pay, mister.”

“But you haven’t heard my side of it!” he was begging.

She turned to the computer and started typing. She started a new thread. It was called Horndog’s Wife Tells Truth!

Myles groaned.

She snapped, “Go get me a bourbon and Coke. I have some typing to do.”

“What are you going to say?”

“None of your fucking business…Wannabe.”

Being called a Wannabe shamed him. “Don’t tell anybody…”

“Go get the drink. Now.”

Head hanging, Myles headed for the kitchen. He was totally crushed, and he slowly made the drink. He stumbled back to the computer room and handed the drink to Jenny. He looked at the screen.

This is Jenny.

I’m married to Horndog.

He’s a Wannabe.

“Oh…no!”

She felt heat in her junction. He was so deeply into this fantasy stuff….he was reacting like it was real, as if these strangers on the net were actually real and important to him.

“As you can see, hubby, I haven’t sent this message yet, which would open this string. I can send it with a tap on the return key. Would you like me to do that?”

“No! God….No! Please don’t do that!”

“Why not? You like men to see my body. They’re all your friends. Are you afraid you’ll lose their respect?”

“Please don’t!” he blubbered.

“Total strangers, but you reveal secrets to them that you had promised to keep.”

“Please…I’ll do anything. Just don’t…don’t call me a Wannabe not in front of them.”

Jenny sat back in the swivel and sipped her drink. She had never felt such power in her life. She was really enjoying this, and she decided she was going to take this as far as she could.

“Okay, lover,” she said ‘lover’ like it was a curse word. “Here’s what’s going to go down. You’re going to do everything I say. You hesitate or balk and this message goes out. As long as you follow my instructions you’re safe.”

“But what are you going to do?”

“For starters, I’m going to cruise the net. I want to know more about things like chastity and ‘Hot Wives.’ Then I will come up with a program that will teach you a lesson you’ll never forget.

“But I—“

Her finger hovered over the return key.

“NO!”

“Agree.”

“Okay,” he mumbled, looking down. “I agree.”

“Good. First thing, go lay a blanket at the foot of the bed. I’ll be sleeping alone tonight.”

“But, honey…”

She looked at him with one raised eyebrow and he quickly capitulated.

“Okay.”

He stood up and shuffled from the room. She heard him getting a blanket out of the hall closet and she smiled. She closed the door to the computer room and locked it, and she began to surf.

Jenny went to bed late that night. She heard Myles shuffling around, but she ignored him. What she was reading was far more fascinating than Mr. Horndog Wannabe.

She had never read about such things as hot wives and cuckolds, and that thing with the chastity tube was beyond insane. A guy actually wanted to lock up his junk and be denied? Wow!

So she ordered a tube. And a few other things. Mr. Horndog Wannabe was about to get a severe reality adjustment.

She spent a lot of time on the Takemywife website. On one hand some of the things those men said were sicko disgusting. On the other hand, she had admirers. There was no doubt that her pictures were the most popular. The number of visitors boggled her. The number of men who were watching her body and masturbating at any one time was amazing.

What woman doesn’t like a compliment? Even if it’s a little sicko disgusting? So she read the compliments and got a look inside the mind of a man whacking on the net.

Finally, three in the morning, Jenny shut the computer down and unlocked the door. The house was quiet and the lights were off. She went into the kitchen and prepared a piece of toast with butter and honey. And thought.

Her husband wasn’t a bad person. Heck, from what she had just read he was the same as most men. Horny.

The toaster popped and she buttered the hot slice of cinnamon raisin bread.

Apparently Myles liked to peruse the internet, looking at porn, and that was where he spent his sexual attentions. He had been less than amorous as time went by, and now she knew why. And that was a pretty sobering thought.

He enjoyed playing with himself more than he enjoyed playing with her.

Of course, he could have her any time he wanted, so why not lust for something he couldn’t have?

Those days were over, however. He was not going to get her for the asking. And he wouldn’t be able to squirt in his hand from here on out.

Oh, she wouldn’t stop him from looking at porn. Let him look all he wanted. But she was going to put his little Willie under lock and key. The days of unauthorized cumming were over.

She munched on her piece of toast, poured a bit of apple juice to wash it down.

The trick, of course, was not to be mean. Yes, she was going to have to lay down the law, but she couldn’t just beat him over the head. She had to encourage him. She would have to find out what turned him on.

Funny, if she had just picked on him, nagged at him, it would hurt their marriage, but by treating it like a game, by keeping it light but firm, this was going to really work out.

She washed her hands, then went back to the bedroom. Myles was laying on the blanket at the bottom of the bed, curled up like a little doggie. She smiled. Handsome. Worked hard. Well, he was going to get his just reward.

She brushed her teeth and got ready for bed.

Just as she was about to slip under the covers she had a thought. Grinning, she opened her dresser drawer and took out a vibrator, then she got into bed.

She lay there in the darkness. She knew he was awake. She could feel his awareness at the bottom of the bed. She also knew he had to have a hard on. Now that she had read all about men and men like him, she knew he had a hard on from being denied. She spread her legs and began rubbing her mons with the vibrator.

Oh, that felt good. Her little button was ready. She flicked the switch and a light hum filled the room.

She thought she heard a small gasp from the bottom of the bed.

She began to move the vibrator over her clit. It felt so good. She gave a light moan and inserted the tip of the vibrator. She began to jack herself. Or, more properly, to Jill herself. Small in and out movements that made her sexual apparatus sing.

“Fuck,” she whimpered. Her arm moved faster, then she felt it coming. That little wave that started out small and ended up big. She forced herself to relax and let it happen. She knew that some women had to work it, push themselves, her method was to relax and just let the wave happen.

Her core began to hum and her hips started to give little jerks.

She moved the vibrator with one hand and tickled her pussy at the top of her hole with the other.

Oh, yeah…oh, yeah…OHHHHHH!

“FUUUUCK!” she wasn’t too quiet about her orgasm, but she didn’t care.

She wanted him to know what he was missing.

As she turned the vibrator off she thought she heard a small whimper from the bottom of the bed.

Now tired, no longer wired, she slipped into a deep and happy sleep.

She didn’t sleep late. She thought she would, but when she awoke she was just too excited. She needed to set her plans in motion. She wanted to horn up Mr. Horndog. It was time to start the ball rolling.

She spent some luxury time taking care of herself. She made sure she was shaved, and that her pussy was bare. She put on a half bra and her big nips peeked over the shelf most salaciously.

She pulled a flimsy nightgown on and sauntered out to the kitchen.

Myles was there, dressed and sitting at the table and thinking. Lord, she could feel him thinking. His head jerked up when she entered, and he gulped at how beautiful she was.

Funny, seeing herself on the net had really given her a jolt of confidence.

“Honey? Jenny? Can we talk?”

“Hmmm. Mr. Horndog Wannabe wants to talk. Are you sure you wouldn’t rather write a book about our love life and publish it on the net for everybody to read?”

“Honey, I know I was wrong, and I want to make it up to you.”

“Oh, you’ll make it up to me.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, there are several routes I could go. One would be to call a lawyer. Posting naked pictures of your wife must be grounds for something, right?”

“Oh, no. Please, I’ve said I’m sorry.”

“I could take the house and the car, maybe let you keep a towel or something.”

“Jenny! I don’t want a divorce.”

“I am going to go on the net, you know. I’ve got a few things to tell the perverts on your website.”

“But you said you wouldn’t.”

“No, I said I wouldn’t put out that message. Yet. But there are other things I would like to say. After all, I’ve got admirers. I’ve got fans. I think those fans would like to hear from me direct. Now if you’re good boy I might not tell everybody what a Horndog Wannabe you are.”

He was a curious mix of dread and excitement then, and she watched him closely. She was already picking up clues as to what turned him on, and what she should avoid.

Be firm, but not mean. Laugh a lot, lightly, and deride him. Humiliation, but in measured doses until she could figure out how much he could take.

“Now then, our life is going to change. I’m not sure if I’ll let you inside me after this.”

SPROING! He boner rose up so hard, she could see it throbbing under his shorts, that she was shocked.

“After all, you jack off, that’s your pleasure, so why shouldn’t it be mine. I jacked off last night, you know.”

“I know,” he whispered. “I heard you.”

“I had a tremendously good cum. Really rocked me. And, tell the truth, it was better than when I cum on your dick.”

His face was red, and his pants were bulging and pulsing. She was on the right track.

“I’m sort of curious now. Having read that website, and finding out that I’ve fucked a thousand different men or so…how does your dick stand up? Are you average? I doubt if you’re big. Or are you small?”

Myles’ face turned a crimson shade of red, but a little spot of wetness appeared on his shorts. He was actually dripping from this!

“Oh, and I suppose you should jack off as much as you can for the next day or two. I’ve ordered a couple of chastity devices.”

“What…what for?”

“It’s obvious I can’t trust you, so I must lock you up. That was one of the stages on the Takemywife site, right? I actually read back quite a while. A couple of years. I read about how I put you in chastity, how I teased you. How I used to ridicule your short dick and spank you just because you weren’t big like real men.”

Now he protested, “But I was just making that stuff up!”

“Making it up? Last night you said it was a fantasy, but a fantasy indicates that that’s what you want.”

“But I don’t! Not really.”

She sat down then and reached for his crotch. He started to back away, but there was nowhere to go.

She grabbed his package. Yep. That sucker was H-A-R-D!

“Honey, this is telling me the truth. This little lie detector, it turns out, is good for something other than pleasing your palm.”

He made a strangled sound in his throat, but didn’t move. It was like he was paralyzed, hypnotized, totally under her control.

She let go and sat back, and he gave a curious sigh. Relief, but desire. He wanted more.

She grabbed him again, squeezed and manipulated him. “You like this?”

He nodded, gulped, and she let him go.

Yep. It excited him, but it excited him more when she let go. He liked being denied.

“Well, that’s about all I have to say. Except that I left a pair of panties on your blanket. Since the size of your dick is in doubt you should be wearing women’s underwear, not men’s underwear. I’m going to eat breakfast now, so go make the bed and clean up the bedroom.”

“But…but…”

“Now!” she snapped.

The combination of her acting both soft and hard was too much for him. He stood up and left the room. And he walked funny.

She stared at him. He walked like he had no coordination. Was sex doing that to him? And she realized it was.

She turned back to the kitchen and began making a bowl of oatmeal.

Myles was subdued the rest of the day. And he would be subdued in the days to come. And if Jenny had anything to do with it, he would be subdued for the rest of his life.

And he would be horny for the rest of his life.

Oh, she would have to make sure that he got cleaned out every once in a while, and she would need an occasional dicking, but his days of being a dick swinging, manly man were over.

Unless, of course, he didn’t respond to her new methods.

But he was responding, and if she was careful there was no reason he wouldn't keep responding.

At any rate, he didn’t get on the computer, he didn’t look at any porn and jack off that day because she was on the computer.

Smiling, she began to work on the perverts on the Takemywife site. she titled her thread,

Mrs. Horn Dog

‘Hi Guys. Mrs. Horndog here. I’ve been reading your comments, and Mr. Horndog wants me to fuck all of you. Tell me what you want.

The internet site exploded with comments.

Oh, baby! I want you. Your tits are incredible. Do you lactate?

MHD (Mr. Horndog) name the time and place. I’m yours.

MHD, you’re my wet dream cum true!

Some of the comments were a little over the top, but that was okay. She wrote,

Would you like me to spank HD?

Or would you like him to spank me?

Spank him!

Spank him and don’t let him cum!

Spank me!

She chuckled, then was struck by inspiration. She wrote,

You guys are too much.

But I require a big dick with lots of cum.

Jack off, measure it, post it.

Five minutes later, just long enough for the viewers to masturbate and measure, the responses started coming in.

Two tablespoons.

A half a gallon for you.

I can’t stop cumming!

She laughed outright at that. She typed,

Mr. Half Gallon,

Seriously?

I just talked to your wife

and she said you can’t even get it up.

The responses to her attempt to humiliate were quick.

HG! Too short and too little!

HG is a midget!

Reduced to a Wannabe! The truth is out!

HG was quiet after that. So she wrote,

What’s your real size, HG?

He answered quickly.

Bigger than your mouth.

So he didn’t like humiliation. She wrote,

You’ve got balls, HG.

I like that.

I’ve got my vibrator out and I’m thinking of you.

He wrote,

It better be a big vibrator.

She wrote,

It is. It’s giant…it’s huge.

It’s…it’s…OH…OH!

FUCK! I’M CUMMING!

HG relaxed after that, and she answered a bunch of other comments, and she realized that she was getting horny.

She wrote,

I’m off for now,

talk to you later,

studs.

She pushed the swivel back and put her feet up and stared at the computer.

Crap. She had just Jilled off the night before, and she was horny all over again. Maybe this internet sex stuff wasn’t all that bad.

“Uh?”

She turned to see Myles standing in the doorway.

“What you want Horndog?”

“I…uh…”

She saw it then. He didn’t want anything; he wanted to be be turned on. He needed more humiliation and aborted hand jobs.

She rolled the swivel chair over to him and took his crotch in hand. She rubbed him, and he sighed and relaxed.

Funny, he looked like he was ready to cry.

“How long have you been a perverted, little horn dog?”

“I, uh…”

“Come on. It’s just you, me and your cock here. Just tell me.”

His face was bright red when he mumbled, “I’ve, uh…sort of always been…horny.”

She unzipped his pants and his cock popped up, almost slapped her in the face. “Yeah, but this idea of passing me around like a party favor. When did you start thinking about that?”

She took his cock in her mouth, stroked him as she nibbled on the head.

“I, uh…well…”

“Long time, eh?” She sucked some more.

He nodded.

She stopped sucking and fondled his balls as she stroked him. She could feel that he was already getting close.

“Right from when we were first married?”

For a second she thought he wouldn’t fess up, but he did. He nodded and his eyes were closed and moisture squeezed out of the corners.

“Wow. So I’ve got a lot of fucking to do, to live up to your fantasy.”

He panicked. “It was just a fantasy!”

“Yeah, but if it turned you on, then think what the real think would be like.”

“I don’t…I don’t want to share you.”

She tucked him back into his pants, and that was hard. Cause it was hard. She felt her panties on him and grinned. “Ooh. Sexy. You like?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Good. I’ve ordered you some special clothes off Amazon.”

“Special?”

Funny, his eyes actually looked a little haunted.

“Real special. Now, I’m going to fix some lunch. Why don’t you check out your website, then come in.”

She left the room, left him with his hips making little lurching motions, and went into the kitchen.

He sat down and pulled up the site. He started to read, and his eyes opened. the things his wife was saying! He never thought she…how could she…and his hard on got even harder.

Five minutes later he was in the kitchen.

“I fixed you a tofu burger. Mushrooms, pickles and smegma.”

“What?”

She placed a hamburger on the table and grinned. “You’re such an asshole. What do you think of Mrs. Horndog?”

“I…uh…”

“Pour some Coke for us. And what do you really think?”

He poured the Coke, and she kept badgering him, and he finally blurted, “It was hot.”

She nodded. “Hot, eh?”

“It was sexy.”

“It was sexy thinking of all those men pumping their cocks into me? Depositing their big loads of semen until the stuff ran down my legs?”

“Well, uh…I….”

She laughed.

“I never realized how easy you were, HD. I’m sort of glad this happened.”

“You are?”

“Oh, you’re in trouble, don’t mistake me, but now I know what kind of a man I married. Now I know what you really want.

His eyes were on her nipples. She realized that he was totally out of control. Nothing but sex, and he was going crazy inside.

“I think, after lunch, we need to work on your oral skills.”

He stared at her.

“You’ve been rather lacking in that department.” Which was true, he was ambivalent about eating a woman’s vagina. Always had been. “but practice makes perfect, so…” she shrugged.

He tried then. “Honey. Can’t you just sort of…back off? You know how sorry I am. And just because I have a physical reaction to some of the things you said on the net…I really want to go back to the way things were.”

“Back to me wishing I had some sex while my husband posts naked pictures of me for everybody to see?”

“Well, not that. I won’t do that again.”

“Oh, yes. You will.”

“What?” he stared at her.

“Believe me, honey, you have only begun to post. We’ve got a lot of work to do before we completely fulfill your fantasy.”

“What do you mean?”

“Honey, we have to take you through the ranks. You need to stop being a Wannabe. You need to get chastised and be a maid. We need to cuckold you, and then I need to go dogging.”

“Go dogging,” he spoke hesitantly, as if his mind had stopped functioning.

“Yes. I just read about that. That’s where a woman goes to public places and fucks all the men. Beaches, park benches, rest areas on the freeway…won’t that be exciting?”

“But I don’t…you shouldn’t…it was just a…”

“A fantasy, I know. But won’t it be fun making your fantasy a reality? Just think, we’ll be making your dreams come true! You’re going to be so happy. You’ll be deserving of that ‘Hot Wife,’ ranking on your website.”

He tried to object, but he had actually lost the power of speech.

Suddenly Jenny stood up. “Oh, my God! It’s here! that was fast!?”

Myles turned and looked out the window. It was an Amazon delivery.


PART TWO

The driver of the Amazon truck sauntered up the walk to their front door. He rang the bell and stooped to put the box on the stoop, but Jenny opened the door.

The driver was a young man, maybe 25, and his jaw dropped. He slowly straightened up and stared at Jenny.

He stared at her lingerie, the half bra underneath the see through material, the big, erect nipples pointing at him.

Behind Jenny Myles was trying to get past, but she held the door firm and all he could do was jump and reach and mumble things.

“Jenny! Get back in here!”

“Is that for me?”

Dazed, stupefied, the delivery man moved his head up and down.

“Oh, goody.” She held out her hand.

Not taking his eyes off her charms, the driver handed her the box.

“It’s got my husband’s butt plug. Are you married?”

“What?” The word fell out of his mouth.

“Are you married?”

“Yes. Uh…yes.”

“Too bad. You look like you’ve got a big cock, but I don’t fuck married men. Good bye.”

She backed up, the door was closed, and the delivery man turned and stumbled back to his truck. Peeking through the side window Jenny could see that he was walking the same way Myles had walked. The boner walk. Heh.

“Jenny!” Myles babbled. “You can’t do that!”

“Why?”

“The neighbors! What if he’s a stalker! It’s dangerous!

She handled the points one by one. You suddenly care what the neighbors think? After posting me in the buff for five years? I would be more worried about one of your internet pervs being a stalker. Dangerous for who? How? The worst that could happen is that he might fuck me. Put his big penis in my tight cunt. And isn’t that what you’ve been wanting?”

“Oh….God…no. You can’t do this! Think of our marriage!”

Jenny chuckled. “Seems like you’ve already thought about our marriage. And betrayed it.”

She sat down at the kitchen table and opened the box. There were four items in it.

A chastity tube. A small one with a catheter.

Two butt pugs. One large and one larger. Well, maybe it was small and smaller, but to Myles’ eyes they were huge!

A bottle of lube.

“Now why the heck did I bother with this?” Jenny said, holding up the lube.

“Jenny. You can’t do this. You can’t force me to wear this…this…stuff!”

She pushed the chastity tube towards him. “Put it on.”

He started to open his mouth.

“Now.”

He looked at the devilish device. A tube, a ring, a lock. Fuck!

“I can’t.”

“I will go in there right now and tell the world that you’re not even a Wannabe. you may have discovered that site, but lying to everybody makes you a loser.”

They stared at each other. For a moment Jenny thought he wouldn't do it, that he would stand up to her, but he didn’t. He just suddenly broke, shriveled, and reached for the chastity tube. He took it apart and looked down at his groin. “I can’t. I meant that. I’m…I’m too hard.”

He pulled down his pants and his cock was like a steel bar. A red steel bar that dripped.

She looked up at him. “You’re going to get that on in five minutes or I’m going to the net.”

“No!”

“Use ice. Get that cock down. Now!”

Resigned, he went to the refrigerator and got out a bag of frozen peas. He sat down, shivered, then placed the bag of peas on his cock.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined. “That’s cold!”

She smiled.

Five minutes later he had the tube on his cock. He put the ring around his package and locked the two parts together. CLICK!

She really smiled.

She reached down and took his caged cock in hand.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned.

“You like this?” She shook his prison.

“Oh, no! I’m trying to get hard!”

His cock was wiggling like a worm inside its prison. It pushed against the plastic, flesh bulged in little ports, and his cock stretched out , pushing on the chastity device and pulling on his balls until he groaned and bent forward.

Jenny laughed and let go. She turned to the box. “We’ll start with the small one.” She held up the little butt plug, or, to his eyes, the less large butt plug.

“I can’t put that up my asshole!”

“You can and will. Stand up and bend over.”

Groaning, finding it difficult to move with his cock being pulled out of shape and squashed at the same time, he stood up and bent over.

Jenny poured a drop of lube on the butt plug and swirled it around. She put it to his rectum and pushed.

“Ah! Ow! No!”

For a second she thought it wasn’t going in, then it suddenly popped through the ring.

He slowly straightened up, one hand to his ass, but afraid to touch the thing in him.

“Take it out!” he whispered, his face pale.

“We aren’t done here, Mr. Horndog Wannabe.”

“What?” his voice was less than a whisper. And it was a croak. A breathy croak.

She held up a little tube that had been in the box. He hadn’t noticed it, but now he looked at it, realized what it was, and almost fainted.

“You can’t.

“Come here.”

He stumbled a step, close enough for her to grab his cock and pull him the rest of the way.

She lubed up the catheter and put it to a little hole in the tip of the chastity tube. She moved the chastity tube, with the cock inside, and the catheter, until everything lined up, then she gently and slowly pushed the catheter into his penis.

He felt it surging through his most tender parts. Surprisingly, it went easily, but the sensations it caused were massive. It was like cumming backwards, if that makes sense.

The tube inside, she screwed the base to his chastity device and let him go.

He was shivering, shaking, and his legs were trembling. he was holding on to the table.

“I can’t…I can’t…” his voice was just a breath.

“Sit down and relax for a while. Get used to it.”

“I’m afraid to move,” he admitted.

“I’ll wait.”

It took him a full minute to bend his legs and lower his weight. He moved as if afraid the catheter in his cock would explode.

“I can’t take it,” he said when he was finally seated.

Jenny took pity on him to the point of making him a drink. She placed it in front of him and he grabbed it and gulped it in about ten seconds.

She made him another one.

He drank it and held his glass out.

“Nope. You’ve had enough. Now sit there and get used to it.”

He sat, his ass felt like somebody was fucking it. His penis felt like something was fucking it. Yet he was incapable of fuck. It was the most delicious torture anybody could ever dream of.

He sat, and sensations buffeted his body. He gave little whimpers every once in a while.

Jenny started laughing. “You look so funny sitting there like that.”

“Not funny.”

“Oh, yes. It is.”

“What are you doing to me?” He was out of his mind, not understanding because of all the powerful feelings he was having.

“Fulfilling your dreams. Making your fantasies come true. Are you having fun, yet?”

He groaned and put his head in his hands.

“Well, now that we’ve put our minds to it, we’ve come a long way. Yesterday you were a Wannabe. Maybe even a loser. Today, for the first time, you are actually in chastity.”

“You’re not going to make me…make…”

“Yep. You’re going to clean my house.”

“Oh, fuck!”

“Now just sit there for a minute. I need to do something.”

He put his head down on the table and closed his eyes.

She went and returned with her cell phone. She began clicking pictures of him. Naked. With chastity device. And it looked like he was crying at the table.

She put the phone away and said, “Let’s go get you ready.”

He didn’t want to get up. He wanted his dick free. He wanted his butt to not feel so good.

She took his hand and pulled him and he found himself moving faster than he wanted to.

“OH!” he gasped as his body felt the butt plug shift inside him.

She led him back to the bedroom.  “Hope in the shower and use my Nair. I want you body bald in 20.”

He took the Nair and went into the bathroom. While he was slathering his body and waiting for the chemicals to take effect Jenny put her cell phone on the dresser, and set it to record video. He came out of the shower and she was ready for him, and the world was about to see his transformation.

“Okay, honey. Time for your daily duties. First, let me check your equipment.”

Normally, that would have been a reference to cock and balls. But now it  referred to his chastity and his plug.

She stood him up and, moving so the video was easy to see, shook his chastity cage.

Myles groaned.

Then she turned him over and and bent him across the bed. The video showed her wiggling his butt plug, and facing the camera and giving a big, grinning, thumbs up to the audience.

She turned him back around and said, “We don’t have a full maid’s outfit, but if you dress in lingerie and do your maidly duties…”

“Please, honey,” he begged. “Don’t make me do this!”

If she had scripted that statement, and he had been an Oscar winning actor, he couldn’t have done better. The audience really saw his whimpering maid-like personality.

“Okay, honey, try this on.” She handed him a corset.

Defeated, but oddly excited, he managed to get the thing on, and she  fastened the ties in the rear. He gasped, and she pushed him on the bed and put a knee on his back.

“Okay, now let’s paint your pretty nails. You want red or pink this time?”

This time? he wondered.

“I don’t want—“ he started, but she cut him off.

“I think bright red will do well. It will match your lipstick.”

“Lipstick?”

She sat cross legged on the floor and painted his toe nails. He watched, and his almost boner kept bouncing madly inside the cage.

She slapped it playfully. “Oh, honey, I know how this turns you on, but try not to drip over everything.”

She finished his toes and stood up, leering at the camera when he wasn’t looking, and fitted him with fake nails. She glued them and began painting them red.

“The boys are just going to love your long, sexy nails,” she said.

“What are you…”

She cut him off by bumping her hand against his cage. The catheter wiggled inside him and he almost fell over from the pleasure.

Finished with his fingers, she rolled nylons up his legs and attached them to the straps hanging from his corset.

He actually looked very female. The corset pushed his chest up giving him cleavage. His legs were long and sleek. She marveled at how feminine is body appeared.

“Okay, let’s get your face made up, and put a wig on you.”

She cleansed him and primed him and began to add color to his face. She worked quickly, and soon his face was soft and gentle. She put red lipstick on his lips, to match his fake nails, and he was almost done.

She put a skull cap on his head and put glue on the front strip, then she slipped a wig on his scalp.

Now he was so feminine, except for the cock cage, that he could have walked the streets. Jenny stepped back and nodded. “Yep. You are now a babe.”

“Honey, do we have to do this? Can’t I go back to being a man?”

“And give up all your housekeeping chores?” She laughed. “But you always love prancing around and…oh, yes. High heels!”

He groaned, and she got out a pair of high heels. He stretched them a bit, and he would probably bust the seams, but they looked good. She had him walk back and forth a few times, then said, “Okay, honey. The vacuuming awaits you.”

A few minutes later she heard him running the vacuum. She quickly turned off her cell phone and ran into the computer room. She uploaded the video to her computer, then set her phone to recharge.

She went to the Takemywife site and grinned. Responses to Mrs. Horndog were voluminous. The answers were in the hundreds, and it was obvious that the men were drooling and beating their meat. Heh.

She answered comments for a while, then checked her phone. Half charge. Good for what she had in mind.

First, she went to the hall and secretly recorded a short sequence of Myles pushing the vacuum. Perfect. He was revealed in all his glamour and lingerie.

She then went to the bedroom and set the phone to record. She went back to the living room and called to Myles. “Hey! Horndog! Come!”

She trotted back to the bedroom and sat on the bed, facing the cell phone, her legs spread and her big tits pointing right at the device.

Myles entered the room, walking awkwardly in his high heels. He stopped next to the bed, perfect positioning so the cell phone could capture everything, and he gawked at her.

She pulled her negligee apart, heft her boobs, and said, “Horndog, get down there and show me what your mouth is good for.”

It was like he was mesmerized. He just folded at the knees and crawled across the bed. The camera caught every nuance as he put his mouth to her pussy.

Oh, it felt good. His tongue was like silk sandpaper, rubbing her sex and exciting her nerves.

She smiled at the camera and leered.

His head moved and he made small gobbling sounds.

She pushed his head down and thrust her hips up.

“That’s it you little cunt sucker,” she moaned. “Do me right.”

His ass was pointed at the camera now, and his chastity tube was perfectly exposed between his cheeks, and when he moved the camera picked up the butt plug.

It took about five minutes, five, lovely, enjoyable minutes, and she began to cum. She forgot about the camera and pulled on her tits and pushed her pelvis into his mouth.

“Oh…fuck! Yes…yes!”

He ate her right through that massive explosion, and then she pushed him back. “Okay. You’re done. Go clean the house. The grin on her face was for the camera.

“But…honey. Couldn’t you take off the chastity tube?”

She stood up, straightened her negligee, and turned her head so it was facing the camera. “He wants to fuck me. Ha! I’m saving that pussy for men with big cocks. Now go do your house cleaning. And do it well or I’ll spank you.”

Shattered, Myles turned and left the room. The vacuum cleaner started up again, and Jenny ran for the phone.

It only took a little time to edit a few rough spots out of the video, then she signed in to the Takemywife site and began uploading the video.              She started a new folder in the video section and titled the segments, ‘HD gets ready,’ ‘HD cleans house,’ and HD has a meal.’

While the video was uploading she went into the living room. “Okay, Myles. Time to do some dusting.”

“When am I going to be done?”

She laughed and went to him. “You need to fix your make up. My lipstick is in my purse. And you’ll be done when the house is clean. What’s the matter? I thought you were an accomplished maid. You went through that ranking, didn’t you?”

“That was a fantasy,” he repeated sadly. His feet were hurting and he wanted to stop.

“Tell you what. Go make yourself a drink or two. You can have an official break.”

So he did, and she returned to check on the upload.

The upload was done, she checked the three segments, then she checked the photos she had uploaded. Perfect. Pleased with herself, she headed out for the kitchen and a drink for herself.

Myles was just finishing making himself a drink, so she took that and he made another one. “I’ll be out on the patio.”

She sat next to the pool in her lingerie and enjoyed the fresh air. She had just had a glorious cum, and yet…she wanted another one. Man, this stuff was too good to be true. And it was true!

Myles came out and sat next to her. He sighed. He was beautiful in his lingerie.

She opened her eyes and turned her head towards him. “How’s it going, Horndog?”

“I’m sorry.”

You say sorry, dick say weee!” she looked at his cock, struggling in the cage.

He groaned. “Honey, it hurts. I never knew it would be like this.”

“And did you imagine my embarrassment when I found out that pictures of my naked body had been uploaded for the world to see?”

“Oh, God. How often do I have to say I’m sorry?”

“So you don’t like being a little sissy maid in chastity, what should your punishment be?”

I don’t know. Spank me. Whip me. But…please…I can’t take much more of this.”

“But this was your fantasy. And we haven’t even gotten around to the part where uncounted men fuck my tight, little pussy.

“I don’t want you to do that. Don’t our marriage vows mean anything?”

“Says the man who didn’t exactly protect me when it came to posting pictures.”

“Fuck,” he wheezed.

The odd thing was that for all his protestations he was still trying to get har din his chastity tube.

While Myles finished dusting and then cleaned the kitchen, Jenny worked on the computer. The response to the videos was amazing. Now it wasn’t five years before a picture hit a million views. Now it was a couple of hours and a million views. This thing was going virile, and she watched as the little ‘members’ box on the top right of the screen added numbers. Lots of numbers. The site had never grown so fast.

She checked comments, answered a few specifically, then asked, “Which one of you perverts lives in Rancho Cucamonga? I want a picture and an email and and a phone number.”

While she was waiting for responses she typed,

Would you rather see me fucked?

Or would you like to see me fuck HD?

The thread start filling with responses, and she left it to check messages.

Ten men lived in Rancho Cucamonga, and she sorted through their pictures. Only three of them were studly and handsome. She sent them all messages to tell her what they were like.

Then she checked her question on the thread. The response was overwhelming, and split right down the middle. Half the men wanted to see her fuck, half the men wanted to see her fuck HD. And all the men wanted her to fuck them.

Interesting. They didn’t want to fuck her, they wanted to be fucked by her.

Men. Strange creatures. She shook her head and smiled.

She went out to the kitchen, and it was looking good. The cabinets had been polished with Pledge. The sink was sparkling bright. The dishes were all done and dried and in the proper place.

“Not bad, Horndog. You’re a pretty good maid. Would you like to graduate to the next phase?”

“You mean…somebody fucking you?”

She smiled.

“I don’t want anybody to fuck you.”

She sat down and called him over. She put her mouth over his chastity tube. She used a couple of fingers to wiggle the butt plug and he groaned. With her tongue she pressed on the chastity tube and the catheter tube moved inside his dick.

“Oh….oh…” he was shocked by how good it felt.

She looked up at him. “You don’t like this? You don’t want me to do this every day? All day?”

“But, honey, we’re married!”

“Okay. I’ll give you a choice. Would you like to to see me fuck some stud? Or would you like me to fuck you?”

“What do you mean by ‘fuck me?’” his eyes were suspicious.

“Just that. I’ve got a strap on, we screw a dildo into it and…I screw you.”

“I don’t…but…”

“You’ve seen it on the net. I’ve read your Takemywife comments and you’ve fantasized about it. You’ve even bragged about it. I’m offering to make this a reality. No more Horndog Wannabe, but a real stud, able to really make love to his wife…in the way that she wants.”

She was holding his cage, pressing on the butt plug, and he was breaking down. He hadn’t cum in a few days, and now, all his fantasies being inflicted on him, he was hornier than he had ever been.

Still, to take it up the butt…

Jenny stood up and kissed him softly. “Honey, why do you think people talk about it unless it’s so good? Stop denying yourself. Let me pop your brown cherry.”

“Well, I…I don’t…”

“Come on, I’m all ready for you in the bedroom.”

She led him to the bedroom.

The cell phone was recording as they walked in.

She had him bend over the bed and she used silk scarves to tie his hands to the posters. Then she tied his ankles to the feet of the bed. He stood there, bent over, his ass exposed, his chastity hanging and wiggling as his dick tried to get hard.

She grinned at the cell phone as she put on the strap on. She had chosen a nice, big dick and she waggled it and aimed it towards his butt.

He looked over his shoulder and gulped. “That’s awfully big.”

“That’s what all the virgins say,” she snickered, and she took out his butt plug. It made him feel empty.

She took her time, lubed him up good, swirled her fingers in him and he began to moan. “This does feel good.”

She went to two fingers and circled his rim, stretching it, making it nice and slick. Then three fingers, and she started pushing in and out of him.

He groaned and began to hump back, to fuck her four fingers with his asshole.

He was ready, and she stepped in behind him and inserted her penis.

“Oh….oh….fuck!” The sound coming out of him was somewhere between desperate and overjoyed. He began twisting his rump and screwing back at her right from the first inch.

She pushed in, deeper and deeper, corkscrewing, swirling the tip of the dick deeper and deeper into his asshole.

“Oh, fuck me!” he cried in a low voice. “God! I needed this! I wanted this!”

She reamed him with her big penis. She flattened out against his balls and felt the chastity device against the top of her thigh. For a long five minutes she screwed him, and he was in heaven. He had never felt anything so good.

DING DONG!

“What? What’s that!” he screeched, his head popping up.

“Oh, that’s the boys.”

“What? Who? You said you wouldn’t fuck anybody!”

“No, I said I would let you see anybody fuck me.” She unsnapped the penis and left it in his butt. He wiggled, but he couldn’t dislodge the thing.

She took a long, black scarf and wrapped it around his head and tied it off. When she was done it might as well have been midnight in a coal mine.

Then she brought out a penis gag and strapped it on his head. The little penis stuck right into his throat and all he could do was mumble.

He listened as she trotted down the hallway, then the front door opened and he heard voices.

Never in his life had he felt so vulnerable. Tied down, his asshole gaping, and his wife…his wife…

“Hey Horndog. Nice to meet you.” The voice was baritone, tinged with humor.

“Horndog! Been talking to you for years. This voice was deeper, and belonged to a black man.

“So nice of you to let us screw your wife. Those pictures you posted don’t do her justice.”

“Well, boys, how do you want to work this?” Jenny asked.

“Can we use part of the bed?”

“Sure. Horndog won’t mind, will you, Horny?”

Myles objected, but the penis in his mouth was like duc tape. ‘No, no, no’ sounded like ‘Mmm, mmm, mmm.”

Myles felt them get on the bed.

“He doesn’t…you don’t want to watch?”

“Oh, Lord, no. He doesn’t want to see my beautiful pussy violated by three big cocks.” The men laughed. “He likes to use his mind and imagine things.”

“Well, too bad. Here’s my cock. It’s seven inches and dripping.”

Myles felt the bed shift and the springs compress as Jenny climbed onto the bed. She was right over Myles, and her big tits fell on each side of his blindfolded head.

“Oh…fuck!” She gasped as the man pressed his dong into her.

Then the black man said, “I’m next.”

The third man said, “Can you blow me while you fuck him?”

“Absolutely!” Jenny was breathless. The bed was jouncing and she was getting a good dicking.

The man placed his feet on the sideboard and balanced over Myles. Then Myles heard the sound of gobbling. “Mmmm.”

“God! Lady, this is the best pussy I’ve ever had in my life!”

“Sure I can’t fuck Horndog’s ass while I’m waiting? asked the black man.

“Oh, no. Sorry. But he’s a great person for people making choices, and he hasn’t made that choice yet. Maybe next time.”

“You know there’s a lot of guys on Takemywife that would love to meet you.”

“I know, and I’ll get around to them. Maybe we can have a big group orgy. Fifty men at once, or something like that.”

“Yeah, baby.”

Then the talking stopped and was replaced by grunts and groans. Myles heard the slither and slap of flesh as somebody penetrated his wife, slammed it into her. He could hear her sucking cock right above his face. The black man murmured little things like, “Man, that’s fucking. I can’t wait. Oh, baby.”

Then the man getting sucked off gasped. “I’m going to cum!”

“Mmmm mmm!” Jenny murmured through a mouthful of dick, and she was telling him to go ahead.

“Oh….yes! Fuck! Uh….unh…unh…unh…”

Hot semen splattered on the back of Myle’s head. He was crying, but his dick was pushing madly against the walls of the chastity device.

Then the black man said, “let her suck me until her pussy is free.”

One man got off the sideboards, his dick falling and slapping and being dragged across Myles’ back. The black man climbed up on the sideboards, and his dick draggled across Myles’ back.

“That’s too big!” gasped Jenny.

“Just the tip, mama. Just the tip.”

Again, the sounds of sucking.

“Geez, horndog. I can see why you share the wealth. Your wife is incredible. I’m sure glad she’s not married to some selfish bastard who keeps her all to himself.”

Horndog grunted something, but it was impossible to tell what.

“Oh, fuck! I’m going to shoot!”

The bed began to bounce as the man pumped into Jennny and filled her with sperm. It was a long cum, maybe ten or twelve squirts, then he sagged back and got off the bed.

The black man pulled back, the top of his cock dragged over Myles back again. He walked around the bed. “I’ll be gentle, mama, you just tell me if it gets to be too much.”

“Okay,” Jenny moved a little, and her tits moved against the side of Myles’ head. She giggled. “Look, you spermed his hair.”

They all laughed, then the bed bounced as the black man climbed between Jennys legs.

“Oh!” Jenny sucked in breath.

“It’s okay. You can take it.”

“I…can…I…oh!”

“That’s it. Just a few more inches.”

“It feels like a yard already.”

“Naw. But…here’s a little more.”

Finally, the man’s whole cock was in her. Jenny collapsed her arms and her face was next to Myles. She spoke into his ear. “God. You should feel this. He’s like fucking King Kong.”

“I prefer Godzilla, ma’am. You ready for the big show?”

“Oh, yes. Fuck me, Bigfoot.”

The black man chuckled, then began sliding his big hog in and out.

Jenny tensed and relaxed, tensed and relaxed. She kissed the side of Myles’ face.

“Baby. You have a world class pussy.”

“Stop talking and fuck it!”

“Will do.”

The black man picked up speed. Now that Jenny was okay, he pummeled her pussy with his giant love stick. For long minutes he ground away at her. The other two men made lewd comments.

“Man, look at that pussy work!”

“Geez, I’d hate to have a cock like that in me.”

The black man grunted, said, “Don’t knock it till…till…oh shit, I’m gonna…I’m gonna…FUCK!”

Jenny jerked and twitched as what seemed like gallons of baby batter spewed into her innards. It was probably only three or four table spoon fulls, but it felt like a cow pissing on a flat rock.

A half hour later Jenny had said good bye to the three men. She came back into the bedroom where Myles was still laying over the bed. The fake penis was still lodged in his ass. She undid his blindfold and his gag. “Would you like me to take the dick out of your ass?”

He nodded. He didn’t say anything. His eyes were closed and he just gulped and sniffled.

She pulled the big weenie out of him and said, “I’ll be back in a half. I’ve got something to do. She left him laying over the bed and took the cellphone into the computer room. A half hour later everything was edited and uploaded.

She went to the bathroom. She had been walking around with a towel under her pussy to catch the gravy, and she tossed it into the hamper, then undressed and took a quick shower. Then she got dressed. Regular clothes, she was tired of looking sexy. She sat on the bed and ran her fingers through his hair. On the side of his head where there wasn’t much sperm.

“Honey, are you mad?”

He shook his head. He was still speechless, and she couldn’t read him.

“I recorded everything and posted it on your site. You are now at official ‘Hot Wife’ ranking for the world to see. Nobody can ever call you a Wannabe.”

“Okay,” his voice was muffled in the mattress.

“I said you didn’t have to see me fuck other men, but it is on the site. Whether you watch it or not is up to you.”

“Okay.”

“Are you going to be all right if I let you go?”

He nodded.

She undid the scarves and he struggled to stand up. He looked at her, and his eyes were not just haunted, they had the ‘thousand yard stare’ in them.

Jenny waited.

Myles went into the computer room and sat down, gingerly, and pulled up the video files. He watched himself being made up, being made to be a maid, and finally have his butt fucked with plastic dick.

He didn’t say anything.

Then he watched as the three men entered the room. He watched as Jenny took them all, mouth and pussy, and they squirted gobs of squirt all over her.

And him.

He sighed.

Jenny was sitting in the next chair, watching him. He still hadn’t spoken, and she was starting to worry.

She said, “I guess you’ve been punished. We can take that chastity device off you.”

He turned to her and asked, “Why?”

She stared at him.

“And next time I don’t want to be blindfolded.”

Slowly, he began to smile, as did she.

END
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Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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RYAN inherited eighty-three million dollars, a mansion, and some panties. People don’t care about the mansion and the 83 million dollars, they want the panties!

A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men!

Femwood Mansion!


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!


Big Stories
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


Big Stories
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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!


Big Stories
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


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

‘Cheating Husband Punished!’

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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