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PART ONE

Carl was running when it happened. Just a short run, three miles, enough to wake up the blood and get him breathing. His arms were pumping, his legs were taking pretty good strides, and he didn’t even notice the drone come over the trees. He just timed his breathing against his paces, breath in, one two, breath out, one two.

The drone came over the trees around the track, sailed over the field and spritzed out a five second spray. Five seconds was all it took. Five seconds and the mist was so fine nobody could see it, but the hundred or so people on the track started keeling over.  Sometimes they would give a cough. Sometimes they just fell.

Carl fell. The world registered as a spin, then the ground was coming up towards him and he was lying there, staring across the red tartan surface. He saw other bodies fall and he was a passive recording. Body fall, land, next body fall, land, next body…he blinked.

It was instantly silent on the track.

The drone went over the school buildings, spritzed, and some people standing near windows would fall, and others would come outside and fall, and the drone headed on into town.

Over houses, street by street. A half mile to the west another drone was straight lined, paralleled the first, and a swath of people fell down.

About five per cent of the people were done for. They might get up, they might not. They might stagger for a while, they might just lay there and wait for some doctor to pronounce them dead.

San Diego was thus conquered. It wasn’t occupied, and wouldn’t be. But that was because the nuclear arsenal of the United States was called into play. Silos across the United States launched missiles skyward. Long streaks of flames followed them.

On the other side of the ocean submarines opened hatches and launched their deadly cargo. For a half hour the world was criss crossed by fiery trails, then it was over. Ninety-five per cent of the United States had survived. Sort of.

An hour after the drone passed over Carl shook and shivered. Then he jerked and twisted, and sat up. He held his head with his hands, and wondered what the heck had happened.

He had no headache, actually felt a little rested. He heard sounds, and looked around. Other people were sitting up, then getting up. Out of the hundred odd people on the track about five didn’t move. Or they moved in place, but weren’t going to stand up and walk. They were done for, just waiting for their heart to stop beating.

Carl stood up, stretched, and walked towards the parking lot and his car. He felt a wave of dizziness, but figured he was one of the lucky ones.

He got into his car and drove home. The streets had cars on them, but most of them had driven off the road or into other cars. As he drove he inadvertently followed the path of the drone, and he saw more people waking up. Getting out of their wrecked cars and looking around. A few people were administering first aid, but none of the accidents had been high speed, so there really weren’t a lot of serious injuries.

He parked his car in the driveway and walked to the front door.

“Julie?”

“In here! Quick!”

He entered the living room where she was watching the TV. “We’ve been attacked! They launched missiles and half the world is gone!”

“What?” He sat down and took in the news.

Julie was a slender girl, very pretty face, but the body of a boy. No tits to speak of, but that didn’t bother Carl. There’s more to people than tits, after all, and he loved Julie.

She moved close to him, and he put his arm around her shoulders. They listened to the hairheads on the news repeating items endlessly, then adding a new one every once in awhile.

The most amazing thing, however, was that they didn’t really know who had attacked the US. Drones had gone over hundreds of cities and spritzed a spray, then blew up in the air. Self destructed so nobody could identify them.

So the US had destroyed half the world with its nukes, but they didn’t even know who in the world had actually attacked them.

After an hour of watching the insane news, Julie put her hand on Carl’s thigh. 
“What are we going to do, honey?”

“I don’t know.” He was focused on the news.

She slipped a hand over his thigh and grabbed his groin. “Really?”

He was alarmed by the news, and having fallen over himself, and of learning that she had collapsed in the house, but…her hand was on him.

She squeezed. He made a sort of a grunting sound, then turned to her.

“Really?”

“Uh huh.”

“Now?”

“What? Are you going to wait for the world to end?”

“I think it already ended.”

“Then we better get busy.”

He turned to her and put his arms around her. He drove her back on the couch. She fumbled for his belt buckle while he reached under her dress and pulled her panties down. She pulled his pants down. He cupped her mons and squeezed.

“Oh, yes!”

Her eyes were bright and excited, she was breathing hard, she stroked his cock.

He planted his lips on hers and they fused their mouths for a long minute, twisting, licking, using their tongues.

The couch was awkward, but they had used it before. She threw a leg up over the back and the other leg braced on the floor. He lifted her dress up to her chest and burrowed into her.

“Oh…fuck!” she whispered. “That’s it.”

He pounded into her, perhaps made urgent by the war that had happened. Perhaps a residual effect of being knocked unconscious, but, whatever, he rammed his cock into her.

She grabbed his waist and pulled him, hard. She didn’t know where this sudden lust had come from, unless she, like Carl, had had some sort of secondary effect to whatever they had been spritzed with.

She rose, thrust her hips up and ground them into him.

He pushed down, used his weight to impale her.

There was no softness, no consideration, no idea that they were engaged in an act of love. It was an act of urgent, sweaty fuck, and that was all.

At that rate, at that pace, they couldn’t last long, and Carl was first. He felt intense heat inside his groin, then it was expanding, exploding inside his balls, and cum started to shoot up his shaft. His dick pulsed, and semen streamed out in heavy spurts.

His eruption triggered Julie’s orgasm, and she locked up her hips, squeezed her thighs around his, and started jerking. Her head tilted back and her eyes rolled.

For such a quick and violent engagement it was damned good. Both of them felt drained, and they collapsed.

She pushed him off.

The TV was droning,

He sat up, “Wow.”

She sat up. “God, yes.”

Then they went back to watching the news.

They ate a late dinner, watched some more TV, and were in a sort of state of shock.

War. And it was over before they knew it had begun.

Carl went outside, but the neighbors were all hunkered down. Doubtless suffering from the same sense of shock that had settled over them. He went back in.

They went to bed, and Carl woke up a couple of hours later. His groin hurt, and he got up and went to the bathroom.

“Oh, fuck!” he wailed.

Julie quickly ran in to see what the problem was.

His dick was red and swollen. The skin was puffy to the touch. His balls were also a little sore.

“What happened?”

“I don’t know!”

“Get in the shower. Cool it down.”

Carl stepped into the shower. He turned the water on cold, stood back and let the spray wash over his groin.

It helped. Five minutes later he was cooled down.

Relieved, he turned off the water and examined his cock. It wasn’t as red as it had been, but it looked.smaller. It looked shorter, and he could swear he could fit more of his hand around it..

“Son of a—“

“Carl!”

He ran into the bedroom. Julie was laying on the floor and clutching her pussy. “It hurts! It’s burning.”

“Let’s get you into the shower.” He half carried her into the bathroom, turned the water on again, and helped her stand up as the cold water washed over her pussy.

“Oh, geez. That hurt,” she moaned.

He helped her out of the shower. Her pussy was slightly red, but she started rubbing her chest.

“Are you…are your breasts okay?”

“They just itch.”

They went to the kitchen for a while, then watched the TV some more, and finally went back to sleep.

A few hours later they awoke. Not a gradual awakening, but a sharp opening of the eyes and instant awareness of everything around them.

They looked at each other and the same thought was in their eyes. Sex.

They rolled into each other with a fierce passion. She scratched him and bit him. He threw her on her back and rammed himself into her.

She grunted and howled. And, as with the last time they had made love, there was no way they could hold out for long. She went first this time, then he went. Big, body clenching, erupting orgasms. He spewed into her like a firehose turned up high. Her pussy grabbed his cock like it wanted to strangle it.

Then they were limp, gasping.

“What the fuck,” Carl muttered.

“Wow,” Julie returned. “We’ve never been this horny.”

He sat up, “It’s the war.”

“What do you mean?”

“When there’s a war the population automatically starts screwing more. I guess it’s a way to balance all the death. After world war two all the veterans went home and had babies, and they called their children ‘baby boomers.’ It was a boom of babies.”

“That’s weird.”

“Makes sense in a way.”

“Well, as long as it’s fun…”

They grinned, and hugged, but they were temporarily depleted.

They got up, had breakfast, and tried the phones. They tried calling their parents, her brother, his sister, and they had hit or miss results. They were able to get through to her parents, and his sister, but busy signals for the others.

“Let’s try texting instead,” he suggested. They did, and they got answers about an hour later. Everybody was fine.

Half the morning had passed by then, so they tried some more TV, which was, as usual, garbage and propaganda.

Carl saw his neighbor, Jim Fenson, loading up his car with supplies, so he went out to talk to him.

“Hey, taking off?”

“Hi, Carl. Going up to my parent’s cabin in the mountains. You gonna stick around here?”

“Not sure. I’m watching TV right now.”

Jim grunted. “That’s pretty worthless stuff. You think it was the drones yesterday?”

“What drones?”

They exchanged tales of passing out, and Carl hadn’t even realized there had been drones.

“I tell ya, the Russians had a drone factory right across the border in Mexico.”

“Well, Russia is no more.”

They were both silent for a second over that.

“Hi, Jim,” Kathy, Jim’s wife poked her head out the front door, “Are the propane tanks full?”

“We’ll stop on the way out.” Back to Carl, “I’d advise getting out. There might be some radiation drifting around the world.”

That made Carl think, and shortly afterward he was on his way back to his house.

Julie was watching the TV. “Is he leaving?”

He sat down next to her. “Yes. Cabin in the mountains. He’s worried about radiation.”

They stared at each other worriedly.

“Radiation.”

“It could be.”

“Will being in the hills lessen the danger?”

“Maybe. I doubt it. But I think we better look to securing our house. Can you go to the grocery store while I go to the hardware?

“Let’s go to the Lonewood shopping center. It’s got both a grocery store and a hardware store.”

Two minutes later they were out the door.

The Lonewood shopping center also had a gas station, but the line was building up. Carl pulled into line. “You want to watch the car or go to the store?”

They stared across the parking lot at the stores. People were rushing in and out.

“It looks rough, you better go,” she said.

He nodded.

Inside the hardware store Carl looked for several items. There wasn’t much on the shelves, but he grabbed duc tape and looked for clear sheeting. The sheeting was sold out, but he managed to grab a couple of large tarps. He also picked up a big staple gun and some staples. He thought about what would make good weapons, but he already had a machete and a hammer and that sort of thing at home, and there were no guns being sold here, so he walked out the side door with his few purchases.

Out the side door because the line to the register was long and people were shouting up there, and because several other people had pushed through the side door and…and this was an emergency!

He walked across the parking lot and arrived at the car just as Julie pulled through from the pumps. He dumped the stuff in the back and asked, “Did you get filled up?”

“I did.”

“Okay. Food. Get as close as you can.”

They couldn’t get that close. The parking lot was now a massive traffic jam. Still, she nosed between a couple of cars, swung into a space, then through to the next one so they were pointing nose out. Things were getting noisy, and they might need to bull their way out.

They entered the grocery store and it was a scene out of Hell. People ramming shopping carts into each other. Mothers fighting over cartons of milk.

As they entered the store the wrong way through a check out station Carl felt it. It was that same feeling he had had last night, That burning in his groin.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

Julie moved him forward a little, “What’s wrong?” Concern was on her face.

“I’m burning up again. It’s hot…I can’t…I can’t…”

Julie looked around desperately. She pushed him to the water aisle, but there was no water there. She was thinking maybe douse him with Coke, and she helped him down the walkway. He was holding his groin, and crying. his face was contorted in pain.

At the end of the aisle she should have turned left, the aisle to the left was soft drinks, and that would be some sort of cool, but her wrong turn turned out for the best. The aisle to the right was ice cream.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck!” Carl staggered to the freezer doors. Behind him, the pain hit Julie. She bent over with the sudden pain of her groin heating up. Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. Then she was on all fours.

Carl reached into the freezer and grabbed a carton of ice cream. He stuffed it into his pants.

“Oh, God! Carl! Carl!”

Dazed, he still registered his wife laying on the ground grabbing her crotch. He leaned into the freezer and took out another container of ice cream. He rolled it across the aisle to her, but it turned and rolled away and was squashed by hurrying feet.

He rolled another one to her.

His groin still hurt, badly, so he ripped open the tub of ice cream and—thank God it wasn’t too hard—he began scooping out handfuls and sticking them down his pants, slathering the cold cream all over his balls and cock.

Julie sat and rolled over and opened her own tub. She ripped her pants open and pulled them down. They were tight pants, and she began smashing globs of frozen cream onto her pussy.

“Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!” Tears were streaming down her face.

People hurried past them. Some of them looked down and got very quizzical expressions on their faces. Some of them sneered in disgust. The world comes to an end and the weirdos come out and fuck ice cream. Right.

But, regardless of the state of the world, the ice cream worked and the burning sensation began to subside. Across the aisle Julie sighed in relief.

They were a mess. Pants down, ice cream all over their privates. Yet, they were happy the pain was over.

Suddenly a man skidded down the aisle  towards Carl. Carl recognized the look on the man’s face and handed him the half empty container of ice cream.

In the middle of the end of the world, in the middle of a riot, Carl found himself chuckling at the look of relief on the man’s face.

“Fuck, man,” said the fellow. “What the fuck is happening?”

A thought hit Carl. “Did you make love this morning?”

The man blinked, and said, “Yeah. But what does that mean?”

“I don’t know. You want some more?”

The man was pain free now, however, and he gave a weak grin. “Only if you’ve got Rocky Road.” Then they were both laughing.

They didn’t get much out of the store. A couple of cans of beans, a loaf of garlic bread, pre-buttered and out of the freezer, that had been trampled on.

And when they got back to the car they found that one of the tarps had been stolen.

“Son of a bitch,” Carl snarled. He put the car in gear and started working his way out of the parking lot. He heard sirens, but he made it to the street and turned away from their sound. He saw the cop cars pulling into the parking lot as he zoomed away.

Nothing else for it, they returned home. And as soon as they were home they jumped into the shower and washed the ice cream off.

“Yuck, I hate strawberry,” muttered Carl.

“Why are we feeling this pain thing?”

“I don’t know. That other guy at the store said he had had sex, so…”

“You think our having sex is making us hurt?” She was rubbing her chest, and her nipples were standing out. She groaned.

“Are you sore?”

“Yeah, my chest. And it looks like I might have something. It’s swelling up.

He looked at his penis. “Fuck! Does my dick look smaller? And why am I dripping?”

She examined him. She held him in her hand, and it did feel like he was smaller. “No,” she lied. He didn’t need to worry about cock shrinkage if it really was the end of the world. then she blinked at the drops coming out of the head of his dick. She caught a drop with a finger and put it to her lips.

“Hey!”

“It’s pre-cum.”

“Pre-cum?”

“Pre-cum.”

They stared at each other.

“Your chest hurts, and it looks like your tits are swelling. My dick looks smaller, it’s bright red, and I’m dripping with pre-cum, and I just squirted twice in the last 24 hours.”

“Something is weird here.”

Weird or not, they were clean, and they stepped out of the shower.

They dried off and went into the bedroom and began dressing. Carl stopped immediately. “Ow!”

“What’s the matter?”

“My cock is sensitive. My underwear is killing me.”

“Go commando.”

He tried, but groaned and pulled the pants off. “That’s even worse.”

“Well, you can’t go around naked.”

He leered at her. “Why not?”

“It’s not in the dress code for the end of the world.”

They snickered at that, and she tossed him a pair of underwear. “Try these.”

He caught the panties and looked at them. “You want me to wear girl’s underwear?”

She shrugged. “Or suffer. Up to you.”

The underwear slid up his legs and over his package. They were soft, and a bit stretchy, and they only reminded him that he had a package, they didn’t hurt.

“Not bad,” he commented, looking at the mirror.

“Pervert.”

He turned to her, his cock getting hard in the panties. “Yeah!”

They managed to put off another bout of sex, though each of them were getting horny again, and went to thinking about their survival.

“Radiation will probably go around the world in a couple of days. So which room should we hide in?”

“The living room?”

“Don’t have enough tarp for that. We need water and…our bedroom. There’s a connected bathroom. One big window and a small one in the bathroom.”

They looked around, and it was the best room for their situation. It had a bed, but it wasn’t very big. The bathroom was a source of water, and unless the water went off they would even be able to shower.

“I’m going to cut the tarp and tape it over the windows. Can you move whatever food we’ve got into the room? Bottles for water? Anything else you can think of?”

“How long are we going to be in there?”

“I don’t know. I’ve heard two weeks is reasonable. But…” he shrugged.

Carl measured the window, then cut a square out of the tarp. That took almost all the tarp, but he could put two strips together for the little window in the bathroom. He began taping the tarp over the window as Julie moved a box of canned goods into the bedroom.

After taping he used the staple gun to make sure it was secure, then he went into the bathroom.

Julie was bringing in a lot of stuff. More boxes of food. Cereals, coffee, things from the refrigerator that wouldn’t perish too fast.

“The cooler is in the garage for some of that cold stuff.”

She brought the cooler in while he cut and taped up the window in the bathroom. They now had only a bit of light, just through the door, but they could still see.

Julie had stacked blankets behind the door and began putting every pot and pan she could find into the bathtub. She stopped every once in a while and rubbed her chest, which seemed to be getting larger. She had never had much in the tit department, but now it almost looked like she did.

Carl began filling the containers with water, then he brought in a couple of things he could use for weapons. Hammer. Machete. The kitchen knives.

“You think we’ll really need those?”

“I hope not.”

An hour later they were done. They looked around the bedroom and felt an odd mix of satisfaction and ‘what the fuck?’

“Think we can stay in here a couple of weeks?”

“Probably, unless something happens.”

“Like what?”

“I’m going to put signs up. Do not enter. Owner will shoot. That kind of thing.”

“But you don’t have a gun!”

“They don’t know that.”

Julie hesitated for a second, then murmured, “Who’s they?”

But they both knew. People who were dying and desperate, people who would kill for the little bit of food and water that they might have.

Carl sighed, and Julie put a hand on his arm. They stood and thoughts filled their heads. But not all the thoughts were of survival.

Julie turned to him. “I’m horny.”

“Fuck,” he whispered. “You and me both.”

“Why are we so horny?”

“I don’t know. But I’m thinking about what I told that guy at the store.”

She looked at him.

“It just popped into my head. We made love yesterday, and a few hours later our groins are burning up.”

“And my chest hurt.”

“Then this morning…”

“…we made love.”

They stared at each other.

“But how do we know?”

“Well, he grinned ruefully, “I guess we could find out the hard way.”

Feeling the horniness rising up within, they turned to each other and kissed. It was very intense. They had already made love a couple of times, and now they were going to do it again. He should be empty, she should have no interest, but…they were quickly hot.

She dropped to her knees and took him in her mouth. It was a shock, but he was smaller. Maybe by a whole inch. But she didn’t say anything, just worked on her deep throat technique and moved a finger back to his happy hole.

Carl groaned. He liked having his asshole played with. He lifted her onto the bed, turned her around on all fours, and moved in for the thrill.

She pushed back with her butt and the entry was smooth. Of course it was, he was smaller. But though he felt it, his mind couldn’t grok it, so he merely kept fucking like he was normal size, pushing in and pulling out.

Julie actually loved the feeling of a smaller cock. She remembered something she had read many years ago. Read and laughed at at the time. Penises that were from 4.6 inches to 5.2 inches gave more pleasure than other size penises.

Right. And at the time she had snickered mightily because she was getting porked by a man with a large dong. And she snorted at the idea that a smaller dick could give her more pleasure than a big, old eight inch hog.

And she hadn’t thought much about it when she married Carl. He was smaller, about 7 inches, and he did feel better, but she had never put it together.

But now, if she was any judge of cock, he was only about 6 inches. And it did feel better. Her hole wasn’t filled up and stretched, she could feel his dick moving into places that had been stretched out and she hadn’t been able to appreciate. She felt like a smaller stick was able to scour her insides better.

To draw a terrible analogy, A big dick was like scraping the icing bowl with a shovel, and the smaller dick was like a rubber spatula, able to form fit and get the crevices so much easier.

Right then she didn’t bother telling Carl that his under-sized dick was better than his normal dick. Not quite the thing to say to a man in the midst of the throes of love. Or at any time, truth be known.

But, small or not, it was doing the job better than she had expected. She grunted and clutched him to her. She pummeled him with her hips, and she was unaware that her hole was trying harder to get more. A cruel twist. Smaller is better, but a woman is compelled to seek larger.

Carl began to moan, and she knew he was close. But that was fine. She was pretty damned close.

Suddenly Carl arched his back and pushed his smaller weenie as deep as he could. She felt the pulsing of his shaft, then semen flooded her insides. And it felt like a lot of semen. But she didn’t have much time to assess how much squirtem he had, she began locking up and spasming herself.

For along moment they held on, loving the loving, loath to let go, but done is done and they finally separated.

They lay back on the bed and Julie asked, “What now?”

Carl did calculations in his head. We fucked, and we felt the burning sensation about six hours later, both times. So six hours from now we should be near the shower.

They got dressed, Carl in panties and Julie actually wearing a bra, and thought about other preparations they could do.

“I can check Jim’s place and see if they left any food.”

“I think and Carlson’s left, too. We should check them.”

“Okay. But let’s have some lunch and check the TV. And I should move the computer into the bedroom.”

They had steak for lunch, because steak wasn’t going to keep if the electricity, and the fridge, went off.

“Funny,” Carl said, at one point. “We have to eat everything before it spoils because it’s the end of the world.”

“Ha ha.”

“Well, I guess it’s not that funny.” But they both smiled.

The TV, as usual, had nothing worthwhile. An undetermined enemy had attacked the United States and it was assumed they were now radioactive dust. Five per cent of the people had died under the initial attack. The number of suicides and violent crimes had upped that number by as much as another five per cent.

That meant 35 million people had died in the United States. The rest of the world, however, had not fared that well. Russia gone. China half gone and so many people in the direct path of radiation, probably a billion people right there. Probably more. And Carl had no idea what the population of India and Pakistan and other countries in that area of the world was, but it was probably another billion or two right out of the gate.

Back to the news, the hairheads were telling everybody to stay home and wait for the government to tell them what to do.

Yeah, right. As if the government ever did anything right and useful and on time.

Carl powered up the internet, and it was a mess. But at least it was coming through. But then it was designed to work in times of war.

But in the middle of the overloaded sites and the silliness of Facebutt he found some useful information. Secure your home. Put tin cans behind doors to wake you up if anybody broke in. Ways to purify water.

After an hour of perusing, however, he realized that time was passing and they needed to get on a move on. They had to break into their neighbors’ houses before the looters did.


PART TWO

Jim Fenson had loaded his car up, but he had also left a lot of stuff.

As Carl and Julie went through the house he said, “I’ll have to make this right with Jim.”

Neither of them said the obvious, that Jim may never come back, that a cabin in the woods was no protection for radiation.

They looted a box of canned goods, some soap and toothpaste, a box of dry goods, two bottles of bourbon, and other assorted items.

After they had taken everything back to their house and put it in the bedroom or hid it, they tried the the house next door, which was also newly abandoned.

Here Carl hit a bonanza. He found a collection of hunting knives, several boxes of canned goods, matches, and a Coleman stove that was quite a bit better than his own.

“I had no idea Tom was some kind of prepper,” he said as he toted his booty home.

Finally, they were done. They watched more TV. They stood on the front step and watched cars pass slowly on the street.

“Thugs,” commented Carl, “Looking for places to rob.”

“Are you going to barricade the doors and windows?”

“Yep.”

He spent some time wedging furniture against the front and back doors. On the front he used a couch. It was braced between the front door and the foyer wall. For somebody to get in they would have to push the wall over. He used the dining room table in the kitchen. Bracing it between the door and the corner of the pantry.

He was done, walking into the living room, when it hit him.

“Oh…fuck!” He fell to his knees. His groin was on fire. It seemed it hurt a little more each time.

Julie started to help him back to the shower, then she fell down and held her pussy. “No! No!” she cried.

Somehow they managed to help each other back to the bedroom and into the shower.

Gasping, tears streaming down their faces, they ran cold water over their groins until the pain went away. Sitting in the shower, the water now turned hot, they examined each other.

“You chest is more swollen.”

“I’m actually growing tits. They feel like tits. And your dick…”

He looked down. His penis had lost some more length and girth. He was only about five inches, and it was definitely smaller around.

“What the fuck?” A deep sense of panic was worming through him. It was one thing to be injured, to break a leg, to lose a tooth, but to lose part of your cock? That was a blow to any man’s ego.

“It’s okay, honey,” Julie sat next to him and the water streamed down over them.

“But, it…it’s…”

She reached into his groin and held his package. Now it fit easily into her hand. “It’s okay.”

The feel of her hand on him calmed him down.

They sat until the water turned cold, then dried off and got dressed.

She got dressed.  And she had to let out the straps on her bra. Her boobs were getting big and even uncomfortable.

Carl put on a pair of panties, his smaller cock fit better into them, and stopped. “Why am I getting dressed?” he mused. “We get dressed, we get undressed, it’s a vicious cycle. We need to put an end to it. I’m not getting dressed.

Julie wanted to be dressed, though. She had never been embarrassed by boobs because she never had any. Now she did, and she had her first ‘school girl’ case of embarrassment.

Carl watched her.

She put on a nice dress, some make up, even nylons and heels.

“Why are you getting dressed?”

“I don’t know.”

But he knew. It was a reaction to the death of society. She wanted to do something to prove that she was still human. She wanted to show off the trappings of civilization.

“Why don’t you get dressed?” she asked. “A pair of panties doesn’t cut it.”

“I don’t want to.”

“But I want you to.”

They discussed it for a moment, and Julie was getting frustrated. She wanted him to exhibit the trappings of civilization, too.

She came to him, kissed him, took his penis in her hand.

“Please don’t,” he said.

“Why?”

“I’m afraid to make love.”

She blinked. She said, “When you make love you lose your dick, become less manly. When I make love I get bigger tits, I become more feminine.”

“So you understand why I don’t want to make love.”

“I do…but now I feel more womanly, and I want to make love.”

They were at an impasse.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

“Let’s get drunk, she countered, “and then we can talk about it.”

They went to the kitchen, her dressed up and him in panties. The electricity was still on and they had ice cubes, so she filled two glasses with ice cubes and poured some Coke into them. He poured in some bourbon, and they toasted each other.

“I want to make love,” she said an hour later.

“I’m afraid,” he said.

“So what if we screw and you don’t cum?”

That stopped him for a moment. Then: I don’t think I can screw you without cumming. You’re too hot.”

“Why am I hot?”

Two drinks down and working on a third,” he grinned and said, “Look how sexy you are. Nylons and heels…man, look at your calves. And you have tits now. And they look pretty big.”

“Oh, they aren’t big,” but in her mind she had tits, and any tit was big for her who had never had tits.

“Oh, yes, they are. They are at least 3 and 1/2 milliboobs per grab.”

“Milliboobs per grab?” she snickered and hefted a tit at him. “How big is a milliboob?”

He held a cupped hand out. “Well, this is about three milliboobs.”

“Show me.”

She came around the kitchen table and sat on his lap. He placed a hand over her boob and turned it like he was turning a knob.

“No fair!”

“What’s no fair?”

“You felt me through my clothes. I want you to feel my through my underwear.”

“Take off your dress.”

She pulled the top down and he groped her tit, showing that she really did have a handful now.

“Mmm,” she moaned. “That feels good.”

He bent his head and kissed her nipple. She felt like electricity was shooting from her nipple to her cunt. She arched her back and held his head. “Oh, yeah…”

He backed off. “Hey!”

“What?”

“You’re trying to get me to make love!”

“Am not!”

“Am, too!”

She grinned sheepishly, “Well, maybe I am, but look at it this way. When I orgasm I get bigger tits.”

“Fine for you, but what do I get out of it?”

“Bigger tits?” she chortled.

“I don’t think I want tits. Especially bigger ones.”

“She reached into his lap and grabbed him. “Why not? You’re losing your dick. Wouldn’t you like to get something else? I mean, if you can’t be a man…wouldn’t you like to be a girl?”

“I don’t think so!” He finished his third drink and plopped the glass on the table.

“Why not? It’s fun to be a girl!”

“Fun for you.”

“Party pooper.”

He got up and mixed another drink. She was still working on her second, so he didn’t mix her one.

He sat down, and she said, “Honey?”

“What?”

“I’m really horny.”

“I know. So am I. I think that’s part of whatever is happening to us. We don’t just fuck and lose our balls and grow tits…” she giggled at his sloppy speech, “…but we stay horny so that we keep fucking and keep losing our balls and tits.”

“Losing our dick and gaining tits.”

“Isn’t that what I said?”

“Nope.”

They laughed. They sipped some more booze. And she said, “Carl, just because you don’t want to have sex doesn’t mean I shouldn’t get to have sex.”

He shrugged. “I know. It’s not fair.”

“Then I want you to do something about it.”

“What?”

“You know what I found in Kathy’s house across the street?”

“What?”

“A strap on.”

Five minutes later they had unbarricaded their house, rushed across the street, found the strap on with a collection of different types of dildos, run back across the street, barricaded the front door, and were in the bedroom.

“This is so fucking weird,” said Carl, looking down at his groin. “It’s like having two dicks!”

And it was true. He had his own dick, and sticking out above that was a plastic dick. Sourly, he took note of the fact that the plastic dick was bigger than his shrinking dick.

Julie ripped off her clothes and was admiring her new boobs in the mirror. “I gotta tell ya, having big tits is so cool I am willing to go through that burning phase in my pussy.”

She laid down on the bed and grinned, “Scratch my itch, bitch!”

Carl laughed and jumped on her. They kissed and rolled around. He sucked her breasts and marveled at how neat it was to have a stacked wife. Not that she was super stacked, but she had sizable boobs now.

She went down on him, slurping away at his cock, and Carl found himself getting close. “Whoa…whoa…” he gently extricated his cock from her mouth. “I don’t want to cum.” Thoughts of a smaller dick were in his head.

“Okay, then make me cum!”

He knelt between her legs and fitted his plastic peter to her wet pussy. She groaned, and he entered her.

In, out. Back and forth. He rode her, felt her, kissed her, and he experienced the odd sensation of being close to coming without even being in her.

“Oh, God!” she whimpered. I think I might like this plastic one better than yours!”

She didn’t mean it to be cruel, she was even joking, and the joke came straight out of her horny mind. Who says men are the only ones who think with their second head?

But it irked him in a small and niggling way.

What was worse was that his lower cock, his real one, was rubbing between her buns, pushed against her asshole.

She liked the stimulation. It felt good to have his little penis rubbing her very sensitive rectum. “Oh, go on, honey. Push it in. You’ve always wanted anal.”

And that was all it took. He was too horny, his cock was too close to her hole, and he shoved.

Julie gasped as both of her holes were filled. She had only played with anal, but this was the real thing. Small dick or not, she was stuffed up the bunghole…and the bigger plastic cock filled her pussy.

“Oh…my…fucking…” She held on to him and thrust her hip up.

He pushed down, using his weight  to press his cocks all the way in. His balls, which were shrinking slightly, were jammed against her buns.

Within a minute they were cumming. Almost at the same time she spasmed and locked and he erupted. He kept jerking and pushing, trying to get more and more cock into her.

Not that it did him much good, his dick being so small, but it did help her. To feel that strength being given to her…it was too much.

A minute later they lay next to each other, breathing hard.

“I didn’t want to do that,” he said, a forearm over his eyes.

“I know. It’s like when we get going we can’t control ourselves anymore.”

“I’m not looking forward to that burning sensation, but I can handle that. It’s the shrinking cock thing.”

She went up on an elbow and put a hand on his pectoral, rubbed her palm against his nipple.

“How many cums do you think you have before your dick is too small to even get in me?”

“Oh, heysoos wept! I don’t want to think about that.”

“You should. We can’t stop fucking, so it’s going to happen.”

They were silent for a minute, thinking their dire thoughts. then he groaned. “God, that feels good.”

She leaned her head over his chest and sucked on his nipple. “Are they getting more sensitive?”

“Everything is more sensitive. That’s part of the super horny thing.”

“You know, I’m going to say something and I don’t want you to get upset.”

He looked at her. “Uh, do I want to listen?”

“You’ll have to, unless your ears are shrinking.”

Her comment was meant to be funny, but it wasn’t.

“Okay. Go ahead and say something that’s going to upset me.”

“Well, I’ve been thinking about what we were talking about when we were drinking.”

“Go ahead,” he said, already dreading what she was going to say even though he didn’t know what it was going to be.

“Well, what’s wrong with being a girl.”

“What’s…what are you saying?”

“I ‘m saying that there is a way for you to keep your dick and still have orgasms. I think.”

He sat up and turned to her. She sat up and they faced each other, both in the cross-legged position.

“How?”

“Honey, you just screwed me up the butt.”

He blinked, finally getting an idea of where she was going.

“I had a super orgasm.”

“But you also had a dick up your pussy.”

“And maybe you’ll beed a pussy. But I’m telling you that that feeling of having a cock up my heinie was un-fucking-believable.”

He stared at her.

“Okay. I know that’s a bit much, but if your cock shrinks again, in a few hours, then we better figure some way for you to get rid of your hornies without using your cock. And that way might be for you to explore anal orgasms.”

“So you want to fuck me up the butt.”

“Honestly? That is a very hot thought. Maybe it’s hot because I’m feeling so fucking horny—I want to fuck again right now—but…”

“And you want me to dress up like a woman when you do this to me.”

She heaved a big sigh. “I’m horny. I’m horny for you. But…I’m so damned horny I’m horny for anybody. Right now I’m so horny that sex doesn’t matter, and seeing you all dressed up in my mind’s eye…I’m fucking horny.

“But you wouldn’t get to cum!”

“I use the strap on you, you use it on me. Back and forth we go. I get bigger tits and you get to keep your cock. Such as it is.”

He pondered. It sounded so stupid, so ludicrous.

“What about when your tits get too big?”

“If that happens, maybe I should say ‘when’ it happens, then you can go to screwing me in the butt.”

He considered her words, and it was her remark about her being willing to take it up the butt that did it.

“If my cock shrinks anymore then we can consider this.”

She nodded. And she gave a nervous giggle. “God, that idea is so fucking hot!”

Six hours later they were sitting in the shower, waiting.

They had slept a little, watched TV—nothing new there—and finally, when it was about time, prepared for the burning groin adventure.

“What do you think is happening to other people? Like us?”

“I hate to think. The United States reduced to a small dick country?”

I wonder if that will effect testosterone? Maybe even get us to stop waging war?”

“You think testosterone causes war?”

“Probably.”

“But I know of some women politicians that…” he shrugged.

“I think they’re crazy. Because I don’t think estrogen causes war.”

“Well, I think…” He stopped talking and his eyes opened up.

She got to her knees and put a hand on the shower faucet. “Is it hurting?”

“Oh…fuck!” he wheezed, falling over and grabbed his groin.

She turned on the cold water and helped him move his legs so he would get the spray right in the groin. For a long minute he lay there, gasping. His balls and penis swelling and turning red. For a moment his penis looked bigger, but they knew that was temporary.

Then she got the startled look in her eyes. “Oh, no!”

He was barely recovered, still had some pain down there, but he was able to move quickly and he positioned her so the cold water could cool her aching pussy.

“Ah…that hurts!” she whimpered.

But it didn’t hurt for long, then the pain was gone and they turned the hot water on and inspected themselves.

Her breasts were bigger. Definitely bigger. Like cup size D bigger. On her slender body they looked extra big.

“Your hips are rounding a bit, too,” he observed.

“I’m getting female things that I seemed to have skipped over when growing up.”

“You’re definitely more beautiful.”

She smiled at him gratefully. “I needed that.”

“Well, I mean it. Not that you weren’t beautiful before, but…”

“But now I’m more buxom, more curvy.”

“And hornier.”

They smiled ruefully at each other.

“How’s your cock and balls?”

They had been inspecting her, and now they took note of him.

His balls were half size, and his cock was only four inches.

“Holy fuck!” he whimpered. “At this rate I’ll only have a couple of orgasms left before I won’t have enough to get into you.”

She took his hand and held it, put her fingers under his chin and raised his head so he was looking at her. “I think you know what we’re going to have to do.”

He stared at her, and a part of him really didn’t want to. But a bigger part of him knew that he had to.

The world was different on the day Julie feminized Carl. They could feel it. There were no cars on the streets. Newscasts showed military vehicles driving down the main streets of America.

The first news reports were coming out of Russia, which were of burnt, scorched, vacant land. And China, which was hordes of people fleeing the cities.

In the bedroom of Julie and Carl things were different, too.

They had finally boarded up the house, hung their ‘do not trespass’ signs, and closed their bedroom door.

They had a couple of solar lanterns so they would have as much light as they wanted, be it a little dim, which Julie said gave the room a sexy sort of ambience.

“First, we have to get rid of your hair.” She handed him a bottle of Nair.

Carl read the instructions, lathered his whole body below the scalp, and washed his curlies off in the shower.

He stepped out and she squirted some gobs of lotion in her hand and started rubbing his whole body. It smelled sweet, and Julie said, “This will help your skin.”

It felt good. Losing his hair gave an entirely new feel to his body, and when she rubbed him down he immediately got super hard. And super sad.

His once mighty pecker was four inches. The size of a young boy’s. It wasn’t much more than half a pencil.

When Julie rubbed lotion into his groin area her lips rippled, and Carl thought she was stifling laughter. But she said, “It’s still my best friend.” Then she deep throated it until his knees were weak. When he complained about getting too horny she just chuckled and pointed out that they were about to take horny to a whole new level.

After the lotion was applied and he smelled fresh and like roses, Julie handed him some underwear.

“The panties should fit fine. But we can always give you a tummy shaper if your penis sticks out.” Again, she bit her lip like she was suppressing something.

“I put an extension on the back of the bra, so it should fit. Fortunately, most of my bras have almost no cup.” She helped him put it on, and when it was on she stood back and got a very confused look on her face.

“What?”

“Oh, nothing. I just thought you’d be flatter than that.”

He looked down and, sure enough, his pectorals looked a little bigger. His nipples were very erect, too, but then she had just slathered goo all over his body and that was enough to make anybody’s nipples stand up.

“What’s next?”

“Paintin’ the nails, baby.”

He watched as she showed him how to paint his toe nails. “This is very strange, you know.”

“Do you feel more feminine?”

“Well…I do. I guess I do. But the weird thing is that this is giving me a boner.”

“Keeping you in boner,” she commented. She placed a hand on his groin and squeezed. His balls and cock fit easily into her hand and it felt really good. He groaned and his knees shook a little.

“Okay, garter and nylons.”

He pulled the garter on and she showed him how to unroll the stockings up the legs. They felt downright electric the way they rubbed his skin. Inside his panties his cock started dripping.

Julie giggled. She went and got a panty liner and brought it back. “Sorry, honey, but if you’re going to drip you need protection.”

The liner worked well, and even disguised his penis bump.

“Okay, a dress.”

“A dress,” he repeated, and his voice sounded…sad.

Julie laughed. “Oh, honey, it isn’t the end of the world. Well, maybe it is, but let me pick you out something easy to wear. I guarantee you’re going to like the freedom it gives you.

She selected a simple skirt and a blouse. the skirt was a conservative navy blue and the blouse was white and sheer. When he looked in the mirror he had a slight panic attack. “You can see through it!”

“Hey, it’s the end of the world. What do you care?”

That sobered him, and actually relaxed him in a weird sort of way.

“Okay, nails.”

He looked at his toes, which were visible through the stockings.

“Not the toenails, silly. Your finger nails.”

“We’re going to paint them?”

She gave a shake of her head and pulled his hand onto the vanity table. He sat, quiet, and watched as she fitted fake nails to his hands.

“Why do I need fakes?”

“Because your regular nails are chipped and cracked, male spatulate, and ugly.”

Not much he could say to that, so he watched while she painted his nails a pretty pink. When she was done he held them up and looked at them. His fingers looked longer, and totally feminine. His face couldn’t fool anybody, but his fingers sure could.

“Okay, let me put lacquer on them, and…” a minute later his nails were sharp and shiny and hard. He tapped the glass on top of the vanity and was amazed at the clicking sound he was making. It was just like he had heard women make before.

“Now, I want you to sit quietly and just sit.” She put little napkins around the collar of his blouse.

She cleansed his face, put primer on it, and really focused on making a work of art.

“When I’m done with you,” she murmured, “You’re going to be able to walk down the street and everybody will think that you’re totally female.”

He thought of his dick, and how she wasn’t far wrong. He felt female on the inside. He just had to make the outside female.

She applied a foundation and began to color his face.

“You know, your face is changing.”

“How so?”

“It’s…I don’t know…rounder. Like you’ve got more fat.”

“My pectorals are getting fat, now my face…I’m losing my pecker…am I turning into a female?”

“Who knows,” Julie whispered, concentrating on shadowing his eyes. then she looked at him. “I’m sorry, did that come out wrong?”

“I don’t think there is a right or wrong way to come out. Everything just is what it is.”

She nodded and focused on eyeliner and mascara.

Carl looked into the mirror. His face was rounder. The make up definitely brought out a female cast to his features.

Julie put a bright, pink lipstick on him.

“When this is over we should go loot some department stores. Get you a complete supply of make up that is more specific to your face. There! What do you think?”

He looked in the mirror. He was a woman. He actually had curves, be they ever so slight. His boobs—he had to admit that’s what they looked like—were there. Small but there. He raised his hands to his face and compared the color of his lips and nails. They were a match.

“What about my hair?”

She smiled. “When we got the strap on I liberated Kathy’s extra set of hair.”

She went into the closet and brought out a box. Inside the box was a very expensive wig. She showed him how to put on a cap, then glued the wig to the cap. It looked exactly like his own hair, and it was sexy. Long, black waves that were half down his back.

“Want me to pierce your ears?”

A half hour later he was done. Completely done. Sexy, female, glittering with diamond danglies, his eyes smoky and his lips female kissable.

They looked at each other…and sighed.

“Wow,” he said.

“Speak in a higher tone of voice.”

He did, and she grinned. “There we go. I told you nobody would recognize you as a man. I really did it.”

“Yes, you did.”

They stared at themselves in the mirror. Two sexy girls looking like they were out to party.

She turned to him. “Go make a couple of drinks. I’ve got to get ready. I’ll call you.”

He unlocked the bedroom door, peeked out, though they hadn’t heard the sounds of anybody trying to break in, and trotted towards the kitchen. His legs felt amazing in the nylons, and his feet skittered on the wood floor in the neatest way.

Into the kitchen, and he got down the bourbon. They were leaving a lot of things in the kitchen until the electricity failed, and the Coke in the fridge was cold and he had ice cubes. He mixed a couple of drinks, watching the way his fingernails moved, held the glasses, touched the ice cubes.

God, it was sexy. And he wondered why men had not insisted on wearing female type accoutrements before this.

Of course, they had. There were cultures where men wore dresses, some men wore make up, and throughout history there had been times when men were every bit as made up as women.

Him just discovering this delicious feeling, however, was new.

He went into the living room and waited to be called. He could see through a small slit int he boards he had covered the front with, and he watched the world. It was peaceful, and he waited, and nothing happened.

“Come on back!”

He walked down the hall towards the bedroom, a glass in each pink nailed hand, feeling his body walk a different way.

He froze. He was walking a different way regardless of make up or apparel. He was walking a different way because his testicles were shrunken and no longer kept his thighs so far apart.

Fuck.

It was a moment of realization, but with no result. The result, him walking differently, had already occurred. His mind was just catching up.

He started walking again, came to the bedroom and pushed the door back with a knee and stepped into the room and…stopped.

Julie was standing across the room. “Hell, honey, lay down…I think I love you.”

She was naked except for the strap on, and the plastic penis pointed towards him like a spear.

“Whoa,” he said. “Oddly, he didn’t panic. Or maybe not so odd. After all, they had talked about this.

He crossed the room and handed her a drink. She held the drink with one hand and put her other hand on her hip. She took a couple of gulps, lowered the glass and smiled at him.

She was wearing bright red fingernails and lipstick, and he realized that there was power, and as a female she had more power than him.

“Drink up, honey. I’m about to pop your cherry.”

He tilted the glass and drank half of it. She stepped forward and placed one hand on his mons. Not his cock, though that was in there, but his mons, the almost flat feel of his groin.

He shivered, took a breath. She kissed him, lightly, then waited for him to finish his drink.

The liquor hit quickly, which is what he wanted. He swayed, and she took his arm and pressed her breasts against it.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “This is really making me horny.”

“If you think you’re horny…woo!” She fanned her face with one sexy hand. “Now take off your panties and climb onto the bed. I’m going to show you how the other half lives.”

She walked him to the bed and he started to climb up, then stopped. he looked at her. “Am I shorter?”

“Yep.”

And thinner, with a chest starting to grow and a package disappearing.

“Get up on the bed,” she slapped his ass.

He climbed onto the bed, but he was too high.

“Put your feet on the floor and lean over the bed.”

He did, and he was the perfect height. She stepped in and rubbed her cock up his crack. When it touched his brown button he shivered and his legs grew weak.

“Let me lubricate you.” She put a finger into him and pushed lubricant into his asshole. She used a lot, and it felt good. When she started rimming his hole with two fingers he almost lost it.

“Easy, slick,” she whispered. “Wait for it.”

“Okay,” he said.

She moved forward and pushed into him. She was gentle, but confident, and she slipped in right up to her plastic balls.

“Oh…” The feeling of being filled up was amazing.

“That’s it, baby. Enjoy.”

She began to move in and out.

There were moments when it was uncomfortable, but they were few and far between, and easily adjusted for.

He wondered it his asshole had changed, like the rest of him, to make him that more amenable to her fucking him.

Probably.

The heat of the moment built, and built, and Carl started to shiver. He couldn’t stop shivering.

“Easy, honey.” Julie soothed him. She was holding his waist, using it for handles, and she began entering him with more and more force.

His shivering was becoming more violent, his mind was stuttering to a stop, and suddenly, he didn’t know where, the shivering became an orgasm. it was that simple.

She plumbed him, scoured him, kept pushing deep into him.

He fell forward, but she didn’t stop. She just kept fucking him, and he was aware of his penis spurting. He wondered if his cock was going to get smaller, but right then it didn’t matter. All that mattered was that big peeny opening up his asshole. He had never felt anything so delicious, so powerful, and he came again and again.

And six hours later, even though he had taken it up the butt, his groin began to burn. His shrinking dick didn’t have anything to do with the amount of squirtem he produced, it had to do with orgasms, and an anal orgasm was still an orgasm, whether he liked it or not.

Whether he squirted or took it up the ass the result was going to be the same: he was going to become a woman.


EPILOGUE

Carla and Julie came out of their bedroom two weeks after the world had ended. The news said it was safe, there were sounds in the streets, and they were near out of food.

They walked out not as a man and a wife, but as two women in love.

Julie had a large chest. Quite large. Some might say a little too large, but Carla didn’t think so.

Carla walked out without a penis, with a growing chest, and the makings of a pussy.

The drone that had spritzed their world 17 days before had apparently been designed to change the world’s population into women.

There were still men in the world, of course. Far away areas that had not been spritzed, a spattering of people immune to the sex changing mist, and, of course, a herd of salivating politicians.

The fact that politicians had remained male caused some to think that the whole end of the world was a scam. Get rid of Russia and China, get rid of those testosterone fueled good, old American boys, and prepare the world for the politicians to fuck.

But there was no proof, so…?

But Carla and Julie didn’t care. They were Lesbians, after all.

END
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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

‘Feminization at the End of the World!’

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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