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PART ONE

“Well, this is quite unusual,” the nurse said. She looked up at me and said, “Could you wait here for a moment?”

“Is there something wrong?” I furrowed my brow. Man, I was so close to graduation. To work so hard for so many years, to be that close to getting a degree, and maybe even a job, I didn’t need to be told I had a dread disease or anything like that.

“No, no…it’s just…unusual. But I think we should see the doctor before—“

“But I’ve got to get to my job!”

Yeah, Great. My part time gig flipping pizzas for the local parlor. It didn’t pay the bills, but between that and my job waiting tables at a local night club I managed to pay my way through college. Almost. I still had a sizable debt.

“Please, Mr. Jorgenson. Uh, John. The doctor really needs to see this.” She held up the little, plastic semen sample bottle. The semen was overflowing, getting all over the nurse’s fingers, but she seemed so concerned that she didn’t care.

“Well, but I really—“

“Just two minutes. I’ll interrupt the doctor if I need to.”

“Well—“

“It has to do with your health.”

Oh, crap. I slumped, but nodded. Stuck here in a doctor’s office. Still, she had promised it would be fast.

Moving quickly, which was difficult for such a large woman, she exited the little exam room.

I sat, disconsolate, and wondered what the big deal was. I mean, I gave them a semen sample, so what could be wrong? I mean, I gave it to them pretty quick, and, yeah, sure, I had cum too much again, but I hadn’t had time to dump some of it down the toilet. And there wasn’t a toilet in the little room anyway.

Less than a minute passed and the doctor hurried into the office. He looked like the normal, white coat geek. Glasses, a stethoscope hanging off his neck like he knew what it was for, a face that was very polished in looking down his short nose.

“Mr. Jorgenson,” he was holding my sperm sample in his hand.

“Hi, Doc. Is everything all right?”

“Uh, yes. Quite so. Did you really, uh, fill this vial?

“Yeah,” I hung my head, sort of embarrassed. “Did I do it wrong? I can give you more if you want. You have another vial?”

He blinked. He bit his lip, and his mouth gave a weird tremble, and he asked, “You can do this again? This amount?”

“Yeah. I guess. Now my brother, he could shoot the juice. He could fill a couple of those vials. But he’s passed, so…” I shrugged.

“Your brother…you…” he paused, collected his thoughts.

Suddenly the nurse burst through the door. She handed the doctor a folder. It had my name on it.

Oh, crap. I had a folder? I must be in real trouble.

“If I did something wrong, I’m sorry. How about if I just mosey along and we forget that—“

“Mr. Jorgenson—“

“You can call me Johnny.” Maybe getting to know me might help defray some of whatever trouble I was in.

“Johnny.” He was holding my folder open, one finger seemed to be tracing something. He looked up. “You’re in good health? This says you’re in good health.”

Huh! Why was he acting so weird?

“I think so,” I was getting worried. Asking about how healthy I was? What was wrong with me? What hadn’t he told me? When was the other shoe going to drop?

“Johnny, have you ever considered being a sperm donor?”

“A…a what? You mean a guy who jacks off and, what, gives his semen to some kind of bank?”

“Yes.”

“No,” I gave a weak grin, hoping a joke might break the ice and get me out of there, “I ain’t never had any interest in a bank.” I laughed, a little sickly, but, “Get it? Interest? Bank?”

The doctor smiled, but he didn’t look too ‘ha ha’ if you get what I mean.

“I’m on the board of directors for the Ace Sperm Bank downtown. There is a shortage of sperm donors. You have to be in good health, and…your folder indicates you’re in good health.”

“Yeah, I’m healthy as a horse. Mama’s home cooking.” I grinned and flexed a bicep.

“So if you qualify, and you can produce this amount of sperm…”

I got all embarrassed again. “Yeah, well, sorry. I didn’t mean to fill up that little bottle, but there wasn’t any place to dump some of it. But…I’m sorry.”

“Mr. Jorgenson, why did you come in today?”

“To get a semen analysis.”

“But, why? If you’re so healthy?”

“Well, I just got married, and my wife wants to make sure everything’s in working order.” I glanced to the sides, as if somebody might hear me, even though there was only the doctor and the nurse and me in the room. “She’s a little worried something’s wrong ‘cause I…well…I cum too much.”

“You cum…”

“Yeah. We only been married a couple of months, but she’s already tired of all that sperm getting inside her.

“Mr. Jorgenson,” the doctor seemed to firm up a bit, “I’m going to have to do more tests at the sperm bank downtown.”

“But…don’t you have enough sperm already? I can give you some more here, if you want. I mean, I got school, and I got work, and I’m married, if you get my drift.” I gave a sort of wink, man to man, you know.

“Please. Nurse Ratched will make an appointment for you, and you simply must keep it.”

“Well, I don’t know. I mean, I don’t have the money for another test. I had a hard time getting the money together for this one.”

“Mr. Jorgenson—“

“Call me Johnny.”

“Johnny. There will be no charge, consider it paid for…part of this office visit.”

“Well, I don’t—“

“Please,” his voice broke a little bit. “There might even be money in it for you?”

Well, that was a horse of a different color. My Mama didn’t raise no idjits that would turn down money.

“How much?”

“Sperm donors usually get $70 a deposit.”

I chuckled. “A deposit, eh? Just like a real bank.”

“Just like,” he said, trying out a smile. It looked like his face wasn’t used to smiling.

I frowned. “‘Course, Mama says you got to be careful when doing business with a bank. She doesn’t trust them banker types.” Again, I looked around, then I raised my hand and spoke as if I whispered to it just for him. “Mama still keeps most her cash hidden in a jar under the mattress. Don’t tell nobody, okay?”

“I won’t. But…you’ll make your appointment at the sperm bank?

“Well, if you say so. I guess I gotta.”

“Yes,” he said. “You simply got to.”

A short time later I was out the door, and with a card telling me when to go to the sperm bank.

Crap.

I had work to do. I had to study. And I wanted a little alone time with my honey. Rub the nugget, you know?

Well, if I had to I had to.

“Hey, Honey Cakes! I’m home!”

“Back here, Johnny!”

I sauntered into the bedroom, then got a sad look on my face. Sarah was trying to wash some of the semen stains out of the mattress. She had a bowl of soapy water and was rubbing the cover with a sponge.

“I’m sorry, Honey Cakes. I tried to keep it all in you.”

She just shook her head. “Yeah. I know. But, honestly, do you have to cum so much? I mean, it drips out of me for an hour, it gets on anything we’re laying on, it even squirts out sometimes and gets on other stuff.”

“I know, Honey Cakes,” I hung my head. “I honestly didn’t think it would be a problem. I mean, all the girls at home know that we Jorgenson boys is big cummers.”

“Well, you should have warned me. How’d it go at the doctor’s office? Is there something wrong with you?”

“Well, yeah, I mean, there might be.”

She turned and frowned. Put the sponge in the soapy water bowl and stood up. “Well, tell me about it.” She carried the bowl and sponge out of the room.

I followed her to the kitchen, where she dumped the debris and turned to face me.

“Well, I don’t really know, but they seemed pretty concerned, and they wanted me to make another visit…” I shrugged.

“Another visit?” Her eyes narrowed. “How much is this going to cost us?”

“Seventy dollars,” I grinned.

“Seventy dollars? You boner head! We ain’t got that much! Where are we going to get seventy dollars? Get that stupid grin off your face!”

That sort of confused me, I mean they were going to pay us seventy dollars and…what was wrong with that? “But, Honey Cakes, what’s wrong with seventy dollars?”

“Haven’t you been listening? We ain’t got it!”

“But they’re going to pay us.”

She blinked a big blink. Made her pretty blue eyes go right up and down. “What?”

“They said that if I’m healthy enough they’d pay me seventy dollars for the semen sample.”

“They’d pay…that ain’t right.”

“Well, I know that, and you know that, but if they’re that dumb…”

“Ain’t no doctor that dumb. Hand me my phone. Where’s the card they give you?”

I handed over the card and her phone, and she started dialing.

“Hello? Is this the doctor’s office?”

I figured this conversation wasn’t going to interest me, so I went to take a shower.

I had only just hopped in when Sarah opened the door and got in, too.

“Hey!” Honey Cakes!” I grinned and grabbed the bar of soap. “Let me grease you up.”

She smiled, which was good for a change, sometimes she can be a bit snippy and snappy and all, and she grabbed a hold of me and kissed me.

Well, I kissed back. My Mama didn’t raise no idjits who didn’t know when to kiss a woman back.

Then, I don’t know how it happened, she was holding my penis, and it was swelling up, and, man, it felt good.

“Johnny, they want you to be a sperm donor. Like regular.”

“Well, yeah. I guess…what do you mean?”

“They said that you seem healthy enough to be a donor, and the amount of semen you produce is really good, and…if you pass some tests they want you to donate regular like.”

I frowned. “Like how regular?”

“I don’t know, but the nurse person said you could make up to a $1,000 a month. Can you image that? We’ll be able to afford to go to McDonalds!”

I grinned. McDonald’s Yummy. I love those chocolate milkshakes. Yeah, I know they’re more plastic than milk, but, hey! Isn’t plastic one of the major food groups these days?

She grew serious. “But we got to start saving up your sperm, like right now.”

“Right now?” That sort of confused me.

“Yeah. That’s money in your balls. We can’t go wasting it.”

“But…but ain’t we going to play around?”

She grinned. “Oh, yes.”

She dropped to her knees and started sucking on my dick. She held my big balls in her little hands and squeezed them regular like and my knees got all shaky.

“Oh, Honey Cakes!”

She stood up. Damn it! I was close.

She turned me around and started finger banging me. I like being finger banged. I liked the way her fingers went round and round and woke everything up back there. I really loved it when she pressed on that prostate thingy back there. In fact, she had figured out that prostate thing and she often used it to drain me, pressed on the prostate until I leaked out a gallon or two. Then, me being temporarily empty, we’d fuck a lot.

Of course it was satisfying to drop my load, but when it was done, and she had fucked me good, it was sort of more frustrating. It was like my mind thought I could still cum. Man, I had ever lasting boners after she drained me, but I couldn’t cum worth a darn.

But she didn’t press hard enough to drain me. She just rimmed me for a while, sucked me some more, and pulled me out of the shower.

Dripping wet, we lay on the floor and I shoved my peeny into her cootch.

“Oh, yeah!” she groaned. Then she gripped both my ears and spoke real hard and right into my face. “You ain’t gonna cum now, are ya?”

“But…Honey Cakes!” I wailed. “I’m close.”

Then, seeing as how I was so close, she got sly. “You cum before I do and I’ll kick the living snot out of you!”

Well, okay. And I figured that she would cum, and then I could let loose a jug or two of the good stuff. Sneaky like, before she knew it. Sure, I could do that. “Okay.”

That set her off. Man, she pushed me over and climbed on top of me. She held my nuts like she was afraid I was gonna cum anyway, and ground down on me.

Now, there’s something you should know. My Honey Cakes is the sexiest woman alive. Her face is a little plain, but her boobs are more bigger than I could cum, if that makes sense.

I mean, let me explain, I can cum a lot, and I got big balls. But if size is the factor then she can put out the baby milk a lot. She’s got biguns!

So I was laying on my back, dripping wet, my hair not even combed, and she was the sexiest woman in the world, with the most world classest tits in the world, and…it was hard not to cum!

I ain’t never wanted to cum so hard in my life!

And she kept grinding away and pulling on my nipples and giving little yells and yelps, and…man, was I glad when she came.

I mean, I was turning downright purple!

But she didn’t care. She had give me her warning, and if there’s one thing I knew…my Honey Cakes meant business.

So she came, began grunting and shivering, and she squeezed her big titties, and I could feel all those big muscles down in her pussy squeezing and pressing and trying to milk the juice out of my cock.

Fuck! It felt good.

But, thank God, she finally lifted her sweet patootie off me.

Oh, man. My cock was big, hard, straining, throbbing, and a river of pre-cum was dripping all over me.

“Oh, Honey Cakes!” I moaned. “You got to let me cum!”

But she held her ground and wouldn’t let me cum a single drop, let alone the gallons that was stored up in my purple balls.

I tell ya, when I went to work that night my pants was bulging. And they was bulgin’ bad!

A week later, a little worried about taking time off work, and thinking about a paper I had to write for school, and my cock so hard it could cut diammonds and my balls so full they was like to bust, I reported to the big building where Ace Sperm Bank had their offices. I read the building menu in the fancy lobby, rode up a few stories in a shiny elevator, and walked into the Ace Sperm Bank offices.

“Hi, I got an appointment here.”

The girly behind the counter was good looking. Woo-eee! She had these monster tits, almost as big as Honey Cakes, and the rest of her body was pretty good, too. But her face. It was nice and attractive, but a little stiff. Like she hadn’t had a good laugh in a good while.

She looks up at me with pretty mouth all red and she says, “Sitovertherewe’llcallyou.”

Like it was all one word.

So I sat down in a cloth chair with wooden arm rests and filled out the questionnaire. And that was weird right there.

I mean, they had already give me a bunch of tests at the regular doctor’s office. And they had my blood and my semen, too. So didn’t they already know that I was healthy?

But the worst thing was this: why did they need to know how healthy my mama and poppa was?

What difference did it make to my semen if my papa was hit by a truck, which he was, or had a standard?

I guess it was a standard they was asking about. I mean, STD means ‘standard,’ right?

Anyways, I filled out the paperwork, handed it back to miss snooty-nose-up-in-the-air and sat back down. I sat for a while, was almost ready to get up and go, but I had already missed work and I really needed that seventy dollars.

But just as I pushed with my hands to get out of the chair and leave the side door opened and another Miss snooty-nose-up-in-the-air called out my name.

“Mr. Jorgenson.” She said it like my name made her nose wrinkle, and I went over to where she was standing.

I was going to say, ‘That’s me,’ but she pulled the door open and walked away so I just followed her.

The masturbation room, the jack off room, whatever they want to call it, was better than the regular doctor’s. It had tile floors, but there wasn’t all this medical machinery or posters of guts on the wall. There was also some girly magazines on the table in the corner, and my eyes lit up at that.

I mean, I can shoot the juice pretty much anywhere, but it’s nice to look at pictures of pretty gals.

The nurse handed me a vial like she was glad to get rid of it, and said, “You may lock the door. Just come out when you’re done.”

Then she closed the door. I didn’t bother locking it because, heck, who wants to come in while some guy is floggin’ the chicken, right?

Then I sat down next to the table of magazines and picked up a good one. Man, the girls in that magazine was go-oo-oo-od-looking! They all had these nice, big titties that pointed up in the air. They wasn’t saggy, like my Honey Cake’s. ‘Course they weren’t as big as hers, but…they made me happy.

So I read a few magazines, skippin’ over the writin’ parts and focusing on the boobs and the pussies and the smiles like they wanted you to come home and diddle them. Then, ‘cause I figured somebody else might want the room, I began stroking myself.

I always been an easy cummer. A few strokes and I can whiz the jizz. Thank goodness that doesn’t happen when I’m with a real gal and not my hand.

But, my hand feeling pretty good, or maybe it was just that I walked in with a real boner to begin with—being sexually starved and denied and all that I was—I did a thirty second job.

Man, I like cumming. It feels so good when the knees get weak and you can’t stop gulping and your pecker starts spitting.

In this case, because my Honey Cakes had been starvin’ me for a week, and playing with me every night, and counting multiples of $70 in her head, I came a bunch. Wasn’t but a few seconds and my gism started overflowing. It got all over my hand and started dripping on the floor. I looked down at the big puddle and knew I’d better get out of there quick, before somebody got pissed at me for messin’ up their floor.

I opened the door and stepped out, and the Miss Snooty Nose nurse was standing there, one shoulder against the wall. I guess she was waiting for me. Maybe I shouldn’t have read that last magazine.

Not saying a word I held out the little bottle with my sperm in it and put it in her hand.

She was looking at me, a bored expression on her face, and then she felt what I put I her hand. She looked down at how all the sperm was overflowed and puddling in her palm. At first she had this ‘ew!’ look on her face, then she blinked, looked up at me, and simply said, “The doctor wants to talk to you.”

Huh. I already jacked off. What more could they want?

I followed her down the hallway and around a corner. She opened a door and told me to have a seat. I sat down, and out of the corner of my eye saw her flicking her hand, flicking bits of my sperm off her hand.              Hunh. Maybe she shouldn’t have been so snooty? I mean, a real gal wouldn’t be put off by a little bit of sperm.

I sat there for a few minutes, started thinking about getting up again, but then the doctor walked in.

She was a gal, which I didn’t expect, and she wasn’t bad looking. I mean, her boobs was pretty good-sized, and she wasn’t overly fat in the butt, and her face was even pretty nice. At least she wasn’t a snooty nose.

“Mr. Jorgenson,” she smiled and shook hands with me, then looked down at her hand. She managed not to frown, and wiped her hand off on her white coat.

She sat down and said, “We’ve taken a look at your blood work, and I’m happy to say, you are a good candidate for sperm donation.”

“What makes me a good candidate?” I asked, sort of curious.

“First is your sperm count. A high sperm count would be 300 million per milliliter. Yours is nearly a thousand. With testosterone waning in today’s youth, this is quite high.

“Second, the sheer volume of your issue…tell me, how often can you donate sperm?”

“Oh, pretty much whenever you want.”

“Well, 14 days in a month is considered quite good. Can you donate that many times?”

That sort of made me curious. “How come that’s considered good?”

She blinked. “That’s about once every two days. That is a lot for a young man.”

“It is, huh?”

She started to say something, stopped herself, then steepled her hands and asked, “How many times can you cum a month?”

“Well, I don’t know. I never really counted. But once every two days.that’s not much.”

“What would be enough?”

“Oh, I don’t know.”

“How many times a month do you make love, or masturbate.”

I started counting on fingers. I did one finger, then two, then three, and finally settled on four fingers.

The doctor was disappointed. “You can only cum four times? Once a week?”

Now I was confused. “Uh, no ma’am. That’s ten times for the first week, then ten times for the second week, and…”

The doctor’s mouth dropped open a bit.

“You mean to tell me you can cum 40 times in a month?”

“Well, yeah. ‘Course I could cum more, but I got to work, and my wife doesn’t always feel like it.”

“Your wife…” she closed her mouth. Then, again, she opened it and closed it. I didn’t see why she was having so much trouble talking.

“So if your wife was willing, and you had the time, how many times could you cum in a month?”

“I don’t know. When I was just kid I used to jack off three times a day. Unless I was bored. Then I came more.

“You’re saying you could produce sperm 90 times in a month?”

“Maybe. Probably. ‘Course I ain’t a kid anymore, but…I think so. I’d come close, anyways.”

Fo a long minute the doctor didn’t say anything. She just sort of sat there and chewed her lip and looked at me. And then she says: “That’s ridiculous. Nobody can cum that much. Nobody can produce that much sperm. Especially considering how much issue you, uh, produce in a single sitting.”

“Of course I can.” That sort of irked me. I didn’t like it when people didn’t believe me. I’m not one of these lyin’ types.

She pushed her chair back, started to get up. “Mr. Jorgenson. Thank you for coming by. I think—“

“I’ll prove it.”

She stopped, halfway between got up and sat down, and stared at me.

“Right here. You get your little bottle thing out and I’ll fill ‘er up.”

She grinned. “I don’t think that’ll—“

So I stood up. I was pretty much taller than her, and she looked at me in surprise. Then I unzipped Uncle Big Pole and let him flop.

She looked down at my snake, her mouth opening in surprise. A lot of people open their mouths in surprise when I show ‘em what I got.

I began stroking, and the doc just stood there. She really didn’t expect me to do what I was doing, and she was a little surprised at how big Uncle Big Pole was.

Well, like I say, when I’m feeling pretty good I’m a pretty big cummer, and I cum fast, too.

So even though I had just jacked off in that little jar thing they had handed me earlier, I was ready to go.

The doc opened her mouth to say something, maybe to tell me to stop chokin’ the chicken and get out, but I let go before she could say anything.

I squirted, and a big glob of sperm shot right through the air and got all over her face and in her hair and even in her mouth. That first shot is usually the biggest, but the rest ain’t bad. I got a couple of good shots over her titties, and it dripped and drizzled down over her mounds. Then, the pressure off, I just squirted all over her desk. Eight or ten good shots, soaked all the papers there and got it all over her ball pointy pen.

And she just stood there, mouth open, taking it all in. Her eyes revealed how amazed she was, but that ain’t nothing to me. People, and by that I mean girlies, are always amazed at how much baby batter shoots out of my pecker.

Finally, I was done. I rolled up Uncle Big Pole and shoved him back into my pants, then I did up the zipper. The whole while the doctor was staring at me.

Finally, package all concealed, I said, “You have yourself a good, old day now.”

I turned around and headed for the door. I had just put a hand on the doorknob when I heard her say, “Wait! Please…wait a moment.”

Sighing, a little tired of these doctor types, I let go of the knob and turned around.

The doctor, wiping the sperm off her face smiled a big smile at me.


PART TWO

“Honey Cake? Sweety Baby? Are you home?”

Honey Cakes was, and she came out of the bedroom lookin a little flustered. 
“Are you home already?”

“Yep, and guess what?”

She glanced back in the bedroom, then turned towards the kitchen. “What?”

I followed her into the kitchen and she poured herself a big, old bourbon and Coke. Without the Coke.

“Guess what! The doctor…”

Click.

I turned around. It sounded like somebody had come in the front door. “Hello?”

“That’s just the wind,” my little Honey Cakes said.

“Oh,” I turned back to her. Funny, it didn’t sound like the wind. “Well, guess what! The doctor paid me $140! I gave them a sample, and then I sampled on her desk, and she insisted on paying me twice, and I’m going to go back tomorrow. I figure I can give ‘em three donations tomorrow. That’s $210!”

“$210? Yes!” She clapped her hands and her eyes got all funny looking, like the iris’s were dollar signs or something. Then she sobered. “Can you give her four donations?”

I thought about it. “Well, I could, but…I don’t know. I’d have to stick around there a while.”

“Well, then stick! Damn! That’s a lot of…where’s the money?”

I grinned and handed her a check for $140. She took it and kissed it. “Baby, we’re going to MickeyDs tonight. Come on!”

So I turned around, and we headed right out for MacDonalds.

Man, I ordered a Big Mac and two chocolate shakes. Mmm. that plastic stuff goes down good.

Honey Cakes had a couple of McNuggets—what part of the chicken is the nugget, anyway?—and made calculations in her head.

“Let’s see. If you can cum two times a day for thirty days, that’s, uh…$4200 a month!”

“Mmm, this is good. I’m glad I got cheese and extra pickles!”

“And if you can squirt three times a day, that’s uh, 90 times $70, which is…uh…$6300 a month!”

“Should I get another chocolate shakey?”

“And four times a day…uh…oh, crap, uh…that’s…$8400!” She reached across the table and grabbed a hunk of my tee shirt and pulled me towards her. “Baby, you got to cum 4 times a day. You stay there as long as it takes, but you have to cum four times a day. You got me?”

I wished she’d of let go of my shirt, I wanted to slurp a little more chocolate, “Uh, okay, but that’s going to be tough.”

“Why?” She shook my shirt and I was afraid it was going to rip.

“Well, I got school, and I got work, and then…you know…four times is a lot. I can do it, but…but…when am I going to fuck you?” I almost wailed at this last. I really liked fucking my sweet, little Honey Cakes.”

She held on to my shirt and started figurin’ in her head again. I heard her countin’ under her breath and I tried to loosen her fingers. She let go and kept figurin’, and suddenly she blurted, “You make a thousand bucks at your stink ass job, you can make more shooting the juice. So quit your job, and…and I’ll play with you so you can go to work all horny…and…and…”

“Yeah?” I looked at her hopefully as I sucked the last of my chocolate milkshake down. I was waiting for her to say how much i could make love to her.

“And we’ll get you up to four times a day. You think you can come five times a day?”

I had a stricken look, and I complained, “But, Honey Cakes? When do I get to plow your fields?”

Her eyes lowered and she snapped, “You gonna waste your sperm in me? That’s $70 a pop!”

“But…”

Then she softened. “Don;’t you worry, baby. I’ll take good care of you. I’ll play with you all night, and I’ll send you off to the bank with your nuts full and a gleam in your eye.”

“But when do I get to fuck you?”

The couple at the next table looked at us and covered their children’s ears.

“And I’ll play with your asshole, too.”

The couple at the next table stood up and, with hands still over their children’s ears, hurried away.

“But I want to fuck you!” I cried.

“And maybe I’ll even dress you up girly style and we can buy one of those big, old dildos you like so much. A bigger one. Would you like that?”

I blinked. Would I like that? Would the pope like to piss on a bear in the woods? I stopped complaining and started grinning. There was nothing I liked better than dressing up like a little girl and takin’ it up the poop chute.

And she grinned.

And the manager came over and asked us to leave.

My life was set.

I quit my two jobs and woke up in the morning and Honey Cake would play with me. Oh, man. Her dainty, little hands sliding up and down Uncle Big Pole, it was heaven. Even when it got me all hot and bothered and my pole turned purple and started dripping, it felt good.

Then, about ten in the morning I would head off for the sperm bank.

Them snooty nose girls got to know me, and they started calling me John, and they even smiled at me.

They would show me to a room—got my own personal room—and there would be a half a dozen cups in the room, and I would shoot a squirt quick. If I was lucky, and quick with my hands, I could divvy up my sperm between two cups. Each vial would look a fraction short, wouldn’t overflow, but they never complained.

Then I would read a magazine, or maybe do some schoolwork, and then it was time for another squirt. Eleven o’clock and I would have three vials to give them, and I would take off for lunch. Mmm. Chocolate milkshakes.

After lunch I would go to a college class, and that would last until 2:30, and then I would hurry back to the sperm bank. A quick shot, a little bit of time reading the girly mags, and another shot, and I would be done for the day. It was about four then, and I went to another class at the college, and then home.

Funny. Poor Honey Cake was getting real tired. I would come home and she would still be in bed, looking tired. I mean, she looked happy, sort of like she was glowing, you know, like glowing after sex, but, heck, I hadn’t been home so…I think she was just feeling poorly.

So, her feeling poorly, I would fix her some dinner, and she would eat, then she’d start playing with me.

“Oh, Lord! That woman had some hands! I guess it came from milking all the cows on her daddy’s farm. I mean, she told me that she used to get up at three in the morning and go milk a hundred cows, then get ready for school. So she had strong mitts, if you get my drift, and she was using them on me.

We even built a milking kind of furniture. I would sit on this seat and lean on these handle bars and my dick and balls would hang down—well, my balls would hang, my dick would sort of stick out—and she would sit next to me and milk my cock like she was milking a bossy.

And she stroked me, pulling down, pulling out gobs of pre-cum, and I would groan and moan, and just when I was ready to shoot she would back off. Pat my balls and say, “You just save all that good stuff for the doctor, baby.”

And I would.

And so the days passed. With the extra study time I got being at the Sperm Bank I was getting good grades, and we was making more than $8400 a month. When there was 31 days, and there’s a few months with that many days, I would make over $8600!

Oh, man! I was getting rich! And my honey Cake would put that money in the bank and chuckle and chortle and then play with me some more.

My downfall, of course, was the weekends.

On the week ends I didn’t have to go to school, so I just stayed at the Sperm Bank and played with myself. Honey Cake would drop me off early—she managed to buy a car, a bright, blue Beamer—and she would drop me off early, at seven, and I would stay till they closed, at six.

Man. That’s 10 hours of jacking off. I did take an hour off so I could go get a chocolate milkshake at the Mickey Ds on the corner, but…ten hours is a lot of masturbating. Even with all the girly mags they kept giving me.

I could do a big squirt at seven, when I first got there, and that was two bottles. Then another one at 9, and then 11, so I had four bottles by noon. sometimes, if they gave me a magazine with extra big girly boobs in it, I could do 5 squirts.

Then, the afternoon, I would try to squirt every two hours. One, three and five. And I usually made it. In fact, sometimes I would get done early and call my Honey Cakes. It sort of irritated her, she was feeling poorly and spending all her time in bed, when she wasn’t driving her new car, or shopping in the mall, and ask her to pick me up.

“Can’t you squeeze one more squirt out?” she would whine. And then she would show up later, sometimes even a bit after past six.

But that was four squirts in the morning and three in the afternoon, for seven total. On those days I would get $490 for the day. And when you figure eight weekend days in the month, plus 22 days of five cums a day, I would total out at $11620 for the month!

Oh, man, it was sometimes rough, cuming that much, but…it was worth it. My Honey Cake was so happy. Even if she was tired.

But then she got greedy.

Those first days she would play with me and she would stick her finger up my heinie, and she would get me nice and drippy, then when the bucks started rolling in, she wanted me to produce more.

“But, honey!” I said, “I’m coming five times on a regular day, and seven times on the weekends, and. I don’t even get holidays off!”

She just smiled all sweet like and gave me a kiss and said, “I got you a dress.”

“Really?”

So after the first couple of months, it was Christmas and we had a break coming up, and she promised, so on the first day of break she woke me up with a finger poke, and then she used her thumb and actually raised me out of bed and walked me, on her thumb, into the living room.

Oh, man, there was bras and panties and corsets and nylons and…and everything!

“Oh, Honey Cakes!” I cried. “You do love me!”

She played with me some more, then she had me put on panties and a garter belt. I was so excited I thought I’d cum right then, but I held back, and she put a bra on me, and…she had bought me some breast forms!

I stood in front of the mirror and admired the way my chest stuck all the way out. Man, I looked bigger even than her!

Then she had me sit on the milking machine, and my butt hung over the seat a little bit, and she played with me, and stroked me, and, finally, stuck a butt plug in my ass.

Oh, Lord! My pecker stood straight out, bigger than it had ever been. More purple, more dripping, and I felt faint with the excitement.

“Now don’t you be wasting that banana juice,” she squeezed my balls real hard and I groaned and came back from the edge.

Then, me wearing girly underwear, complete with tits, and a butt plug to keep me happy, she helped me into my work clothes, which was just jeans and a tee shirt, and drove me down to the sperm bank.

“Oh, Lord, every bounce drove that plug into me, and I swear…she was trying to hit the bumps. Leastwise, she sure giggled a lot when she did, and when I groaned and grabbed my crotch.

I arrived, and I walked up and let myself in.

It was Christmas, and the Sperm Bank had shorter hours, but they had given me a key so I could keep up my production. I waddled through the offices and it was terrible keeping my urges inside. I wanted to squirt in the worst way, my cock was dripping like a faucet that had been turned on, but I tightened up my muscles and held on.

Then, in my room at last, and ready to bust, I grabbed three vials and had them ready.

Oh, man. One stroke, just one, and I cut loose. Spurt after spurt filled that first cup. Then I juggled the second cup and that filled fair fast, then I was getting empty, and the spurts slowed down. So I grabbed my cock at the base and I squeezed hard and I stroked up tot he tip, like I was wringing out a rag, and I got enough to make it to the top fo the third cup.

I mean, it sort of hurt by that time, but I did it!

Then, fair drained, I did my school work, read a few girly mags, just the pictures, mind you, and I was ready for another squirt. I would sit there in my girly underwear, stroking away, and…spurt! Another hour. Spurt!

Then almost lunchtime, I did my fifth squirt for the morning. Man. Five squirts. That was a lot.

So I treated myself to two chocolate shakes. It felt so good, sitting there in McDonald’s feeling that butt plug in my ass. I would suck on the straw and wiggle my ass and, man, by the time lunch was over I was ready.

I went back to the Sperm Bank and, one o’clock, two o’clock, three o’clock.

Now I was fair drained. That was eight cums for the day. But, three o’clock, I had a couple of hours left, I decided to try for two more squirts. That would be ten squirts in a day.

So I waited, wiggled my butt on the seat, did exercises that squeezed my buttocks together, and managed another squirt by four thirty.

Okay. One more. All I needed was one more. Man, I laid girly mags on the floor and stared at an acre of boobies and butts. I played with myself. I reached behind me and wiggled the based of the butt plug.

And, at six o’clock…I did it!

Ten cums in one day!

And I told honey Cake, and I shouldn’t have, because from then on, all the way through Christmas vacation, she demanded that I make ten squirts a day.

But, I gotta tell ya, it was rough, but I did it. It was almost three weeks, with the weekends surrounding vacation it was twenty days. But for those twenty days I made $14,000!

Believe me, I was proud, but at the end I was really glad I was going back to regular production.

By the next semester I was on the Dean’s List. I had straight As. I was proud of that.

Unfortunately, Honey Cakes was trying to get me to quit school. She just wanted me to quit and go to the Sperm Bank every day. But…I couldn’t do that. I had set out to edumacate myself, and I was going to do it no matter what.

So January passed, and February, and March, and it was time for Spring Break.

Oh, man, I needed a break.

I had once thought, back when I discovered how to jack off, when I was eight or nine, that wouldn’t it be great to have a job where I got paid to do nothing but have orgasms.

But now I had it, and it wasn’t that great.

Maybe if I just jacked off in the morning, that would have worked. But carrying a full school load, and jacking off over ten hours a day, I was getting tired.

“Honey cakes? I think I need a break.”

She looked up at me and snorted. “You better just fix dinner and think about all the money you’re making.”

Now, I was real tired, or I wouldn’t have said what I did. “How come I have to make dinner all the time.”

Honey Cakes got a real irritated look on her face and snapped, “‘Cause you know I’m feeling poorly!”

“Oh, yeah. I’m sorry.”

She sniffed and looked away.

But, after dinner, she played with me some more. I got real hard, I was in Boner City, and I said, “But I’m getting pretty tired, too, Honey Cakes. Isn’t there a way I could take a break? Maybe we could even make love.”

She got a strange look in her eyes, and considered me. Then: “Do you ever want me to pay off your student loan?”

Well, that made me blink. I thought she would have paid that off long time ago.

Then, seeing the worry on my face, she backed off and said, “Look, baby. You keep doing this, you make eleven cums a day over Spring Break, and I’ll take you out to dinner.”

“Really?”

“Yep.”

“Where?”

She smiled. “Where else?”

“Micky Ds!” I shouted.

“And you can have all the chocolate milkshakes you want!” she grinned.

“Oh, boy!” Then I sobered. “But, Honey Cakes, I really am getting tired.”

She frowned, then brightened up. “You can spend all Spring Break as a woman.”

Oh, baby, that did it.

“Make up and everything?”

“Yep. And you haven’t been cutting your hair…” actually, I couldn’t afford it. Honey Cakes only gave me enough money for lunch at McDonalds. “…so, if you want, we can do your hair!”

Oh, man. A dream come true. I would be dressed sexy. I would be as sexy as the women in the girly mags. And I would be so horny, and—“

“And we can put a motorized dildo in the seat there, under you…”

I’ll tell you, my eyes went big. Oh, Heysoos on a ladder with no rungs, this was all my dreams come true.

I nodded, and she clapped her hands and said, “Well, then, let’s get you on the milking machine and get you ready!”

Spring Break. Every day I got up early and got ready. I put on panties, a corselet, nylons, a bra with breast forms.

Then I put on a dress and sat on the milking machine for a while. Honey Cakes worked me out. She played with my weenie, stopping every once in a while so I wouldn’t cum. And we installed a motorized dildo in the seat and, man, that thing would go up and down and drive me right the horny edge of everything!

And, out of the blue, she bought a strap on!

The first time she used it she surprised me. She strapped it on while we were in bed and she rode me like a horse.

After that I never knew when I was going to get it. Sometimes she would make me suck her while I was on the milking machine. Sometimes she would wake me up with a big poke. Sometimes she would even do me when I got home after work.

But, whenever she did me, I loved it. Never had my cock produced so much semen. I actually made eleven cums a couple of times over Spring Break, and once I did twelve times!

Man, that was a cause for celebration. Honey Cakes took me to Mickey Ds and I drank chocolate milkshakes until I thought I’d puke.

After Spring Break things calmed down a bit I went back to a regular schedule, but, for some reason, I was starting to have trouble.

I still came a lot, kept up to my quota, but…but my cock was a bit soft.

But, no worry. It wasn’t that soft, and I was still shooting out the juice.

And I was walking around like a woman. My greatest turn on. Fully made up with the reddest lipstick.

The first time I walked into the Sperm Bank as a woman the Snooty Nose nurses were in shock. But, then, here was the real shocker. They started coming in and watching me, and even offering to help me.

Oh, man, that was a relief. My arms were getting big and strong from jacking, but by the end of the day they were pretty tired. I mean, I’d switch arms and switch arms and switch arms, but eventually, my arms just got too tired. The last couple of jacks were made doubly hard by the spaghetti condition of my arms.

But, with the nurses helping me, it got easier, and my cock even got a little harder. That was a relief. I was worried that something bad might be happening. I mean, is it possible to run out of sperm? Is a guy allotted so much sperm in his lifetime, and then he just runs out?

Hmm. Well, so far I was okay, but, it was a thought. A fairly frightening thought.

The last couple of weeks that year were frantic.

First, I was working hard to keep my grades up. Sometimes the nurses would help me with that, as well as getting my cock to spurt. That was good.

But Honey Cakes was getting very demanding about production. She was using the strap on every day, and had bought bigger and better butt plugs. And they all had vibrating qualities. I would walk up the street and it felt like something was lifting my ass, like I was floating on a cloud. I could barely think. All I could do was drip, and look forward to my next spurt.

Then it was finals week.

Honey Cakes, seeing my schedule, thought I would be able to go to the Sperm Bank more. But I needed to study. And the last week, on the last day, one final left, I didn’t go to the Sperm Bank. I went to the library and studied, and when I took the test late in the morning I know I aced it. I knew the answers, there was no question in my mind, and…I aced it.

I was going to graduate! With honors! I had made it! I was the first member of my family that was going to get a college degree!

Man, I was so happy, I almost didn’t need the butt plug shaking and baking in my asshole to make me high.

I left campus, and I was so happy. And I had a choice. Go home, or go to work.

But I had my degree now. I could get a job. I didn’t have to go to work.

But, the deciding factor, Honey Cakes would want me to go to work.

So I did.

I went up the fancy elevator and walked down the hall, and when I walked into the Sperm Bank one of the nurses told me: “The doctor wants to talk to you.”

So I went to the doctor’s office and knocked, and she told me to come in.

“Hi, Doc.”

“Hi, Johnny. Uh…I have some bad news.”

“Oh?” I was immediately worried.

“Yes. Your sperm counts are going down. They are no longer high enough for you to be in our program.”

“Oh, no!”

“But…what could have caused it?”

“Well, we would have to do extensive tests, but what we do know, just from an initial examination, is that you have…plastic in your blood.”

“Plastic?”

“Yes. You don’t work in a factory where they use plastics, do you?”

“No, ma’am.”

But I did eat in a factory, a hamburger factory, where they had plastic in the milkshakes. I ate two or even three chocolate milkshakes a day. And that was what was making my dick softer, and eventually reducing me from a hefty thousand million sperms per ML to a puny million sperms per ML.

Yes. I could still shoot the juice, but it was no longer the vitamin packed super substance. It was about as healthy as…a milkshake.

Oh, fuck.

But, good news, maybe the money gravy train was over, but at least I would get to fuck my beautiful wife.

I had been donating sperm for nine months. That’s nine months of not screwing, nine months of averaging 7 or 8 cums a day. And I was tired.

Yep, put that in your pipe and smoke it, but not too much. A guy can squirt so much he doesn’t want to.

And I didn’t want to. I just wanted a vacation. I just wanted one more squirt…into my beautiful, loving wife!

I took a bus home, planning to surprise honey Cakes. I got off the bus and walked up to the door.

“Honey Cakes! I’m home!”

I heard what sounded like an ‘eek!’ Then she came out of the bedroom. She was wearing a tatty robe and her hair was a mess. Poor girl. She must have been so tired and tried to get some rest, and now I had woken her.

“What are you doing home?”

I sighed and sat down. “Got bad news, Honey Cakes. They don’t want me to donate sperm any more.” I thought about it, then: “At least for now. I bet if I didn’t eat so many milkshakes, and got some rest…I ‘ll probably recover.”

Though, to be truthful, the doctor didn’t sound so positive.

“Well, but…” she sat down opposite me and I caught a glimpse of her big, old boobs. I grinned.

“But what are you going to do?” She seemed awfully nervous.

“Oh, I don’t know. We got lots of money saved up, and now I’ve got a degree—I aced my last final today, I’m pretty much guaranteed—so maybe a bit of a vacation, then I can get a job. A real job.”

“You can, but…uh…” she kept glancing back at the bedroom.

“Did you leave the shower running or something?” I asked.

“Oh, no. Why do you ask?”

“‘Cause you keep glancing back at the bedroom.” I started to stand up. “I can go turn it off.”

“NO! I mean…no. I just…I…”

Something was weird, but I couldn’t figure it out.

Suddenly, she got serious. “Honey, I know you got fired, but I figured out a new way to get you horny.”

“You did?”

“Oh, yes. Why don’t you get onto the milking machine and I’ll show you.”

“Now? But…I’m all spermed out!”

“Oh, don’t worry. This will pump you up again. Come on. Let me do this, then we can start our new vacation with a big, glorious fuck.”

“And I can cum in you?”

“All you want. Isn’t it about time I experienced some of what you’ve been donating?”

“Well, yeah!”

So I stood up and went to the milking machine. She arranged the dildo on the seat and I wiggled down and felt it slide up my asshole. Man, it felt so-o-o good!

“Okay,” I said.

She grinned and said, “Hold on for a second.” she came over and pulled the belt out of her tatty robe. She began wrapping it around my wrists and around the handlebars. She tied the belt tight, and I couldn’t wiggle a finger.

“How’s that?”

“Man, that’s tight! You sure it should be this tight?”

“Oh, yeah. Now, let’s turn on the motor.”

She flicked a switch and the motor under the seat started pushing the dildo up and down.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned.

“How’s that?”

“Oh….yeah…. what…now?”

“Rodney?”

I blinked. A big guy came out of the bedroom. He was naked, and his cock hung down to his knees.

I’m slender, and I was dressed like a woman, and he was big, and had lots of manly muscles.

“Is this him? Is this the milk guy you married?”

“It is. But I’m done with him now.”

“Honey Cakes?” I wailed.

Rodney took her in his arms and kissed her. Then she pulled her robe off and stood in all her nekkid glory. Big tits, round ass, and a pussy that I was dying to get into.

She jumped into his arms, and he caught her and he slipped right into her. They stood there, fucking, doing the monkey love thing, and I struggled and tried to get off the milking machine.

For five minutes I struggled, and I only stopped when he came in her. I could see the milky substance drooling out of her hole and down his legs.

“Nice, baby,” he slapped her ass and she giggled. “What now?”

“Now we take a vacation. Get dressed.”

The penis pumped in and out of me. My cock, millions of sperms or not, began to drool.

Quickly, they dressed, and then Honey Cakes came to me. She held up a check book.

“Baby, you’ll have to forgive me, I never got around to paying your student debt.” Then she laughed, patted my cheek, and she and her stud walked out.

I sat in that devious device for hours. Periodically, I yelled. Fortunately for me, a neighbor heard me. Unfortunately for me she was a Jehovah’s Witness and she insisted on calling a cop.

I wasn’t arrested, what a man does in his own home isn’t a crime.

But the Jehovah Witness took my picture and put it on the internet. And then some enterprising reporter did a little research and found out that I earned my living by donating sperm.

The Sperm Bank, upset at the somewhat negative publicity, told me they would never hire me again, and they put the word out so that no other sperm bank would hire me.

And the university, citing morality issues, refused to give me my diploma.

There I was. Broke, homeless, without a car, no education, out of work and unable to get more. My wife had taken all my earnings and was somewhere in Mexico with her lover.

And the only good news out of my circumstance was that a porn company had heard of my plight, and they needed a fluffer. Whatever that is.

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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.
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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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!
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games
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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
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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 some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.
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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.
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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
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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!
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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
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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
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all of them are hot and steamy!
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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!
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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.
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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!
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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!
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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!
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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!
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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

‘Feminization at a Sperm Bank!’

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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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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