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PART ONE

“I don’t want to go!” Demi sobbed.

Alan held her, and held the form she had just received in the mail in the other hand.

Greetings from your Selective Board. You will be pleased to learn that your number has been selected for….”

Blah, blah, blah. And what it meant is that she had been drafted.

“This can’t be,” he murmured into her hair.

She held on to him tightly.

“But we were going to get pregnant!”

And they had tried, a lot, but she hadn’t conceived, and they left her open to the draft. She was a woman in the prime, and that’s what the government wanted.

“Okay, let’s sit down and figure this out.

They lived in a small one room apartment, that was all young people were allowed. Alan went to the cupboard over the sink and got down the bottle of whiskey. Apartments were expensive, whisky was cheap. He poured a couple of glasses, added Coke, and they sat at the kitchen table, holding hands and sipping.

“You got this today.”

“Just today. It was in the mail.”

He lowered his voice. “Do you want to try and make it to Canada?

She shook her head. She was an attractive girl, well shaped, carried herself well, and…she had large boobs.

Boobs. And that was her downfall. The government was always looking for women who had large tits.

Because of the condition of the world the government had many specialized programs.

There were Fertilization Programs, attractive girls were usually drafted into those.

Though some said the purpose of that program wasn’t fertilization, it was to provide women for the politicians and government workers.

There were the Surrogacy Programs. If a woman couldn’t get pregnant, or they needed somebody to try new methods of fertilization on, they would direct a woman there. With the falling birth rates in the world many people wanted to be in those programs, but many were scared of the secret experiments the doctors were said to conduct.

There were programs for training, for soldiers, to various other things.

And there was the Lactation Program.

World hunger had reached new levels, and women were needed to provide milk, which milk could be used to produce types of food.

Milk bread, milk butter, milk oil (for cooking), milk cheese, milk cookies, milk…whatever. When cows had been outlawed by the Climate Control Commission the result had been a severe shortage of food stuffs. Human milk made up the difference.

Unfortunately, there were horror stories of women existing in cages until they stopped producing milk, of women abused by farmers, or women fed substandard soy products.

And there were pictures of large women in rows, their breasts hooked up to milking machines.

Women who went to the Lactation program were often never heard from again.

And this was the program that Demi had been drafted for.

She sat at the table and held his hand, a forlorn look upon her face.

“This is a mistake,” Alan murmured, trying to reassure her. “You’re too good looking to be in the Lactation Program.”

“But it says right here…”

“Do you want to try to avoid the draft? Go to Canada?”

“How?”

“I’ve got a friend, he says he can get us out of the city. He says there’s an underground railroad for people in your situation. I can talk to him…you’ve got three weeks, so we can do this.”

“But if I get caught…”

“What? They’ll send you to the Lactation Program?”

“Well, no, but…I heard stories of people who were caught and they went to jail and…”

“Would you rather be in jail? Or exist like a cow for the state?”

She was silent. The answer was obvious. She would rather be in jail.

“Okay, I’ll talk to Bob and see if I can arrange something.”

“You’re coming with me.”

Alan smiled and said, “Of course. I’ll have to follow you later, we need to act like I didn’t know anything, or they might go after our families.

Demi didn’t have close family, so she didn’t have to worry about the government going after anybody.

Alan had a couple of brothers and parents. If the government thought he was part of an escape from the draft they would not only arrest him, they would go after his family.

“But I don’t want to leave you!”

“It’ll only be for a couple of months. When my case is finished they won’t bother looking at me again. I can hitchhike to the border and walk across. Two months, tops, and then we’ll be together again.”

“But what if something happens? What if they don’t believe you?”

“Nothing will happen. Look, I’m a guy. They aren’t going to bother imprisoning me because that would cost money. They’ll just conduct an investigation, ask a few people questions, and let me go.”

“Really?” she snuffled.

“Really. There will be only three people who know about this. Bob, who won’t say a thing because he would be destroying his illegal immigration business, myself, who is definitely not going to say anything. I don’t want to go to jail; I want to go to Canada and be with you. And you, and you’re not going to say anything. Right?”

“Of course not.” She moved around the table and hugged his arm and looked up at his face.

“So tomorrow I will meet with Bob, and you’ll likely be safe in Canada by the weekend.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely.”

They had had a couple of drinks now, and Alan kissed Demi.

Demi smiled. Alan was a horny fellow, and it was a wonder she hadn’t gotten pregnant. Well, one more try before she left the country.

They got up from the table and walked into the living room. They unfolded the bed from the couch and began undressing.

They were a well matched pair. He was handsome and she was good looking. She had large breasts an he had a large cock.

He sat on the bed and she sat on his lap. His big cock stood up against her buns and she wiggled against him, giggling.

Alan, reached a finger down and tickled her until his finger slipped inside her.

She gasped, and smiled, and snuggled closer. She reached up and grabbed his head and pulled it down to her tits. He took a nipple in his mouth and sucked mightily. She groaned and started wiggling more. She wanted his cock in her.

Alan lifted her and placed her so his penis was right at her pussy, then he gently lowered her.

“Oh, God! Yes!” she cried. She moved around to get him deeper inside of her.

“I love you, honey.”

“And I love you!”

He lay back and she was on top of him, her pussy filled by his man meat. She began to twist her hips and that caused her tits to jiggle.

He held her hips and started pushing up into her.

For long minutes they thrust against each other, corkscrewing and tilting hips and getting as much friction as they could, then she gasped and started spanking her pussy.

He watched as she went over the edge. She was bucking and pulling on her breasts and moaning loudly. That was enough to put him over the edge. He grunted, his eyes rolled back, and semen began to spurt. Spurt after spurt, his hips pushing down hard, and then he was done. They lay for a long moment, his penis softening inside her, starting to pull back. Then he lifted her off him and she rolled to the side and they faced each other.

“Why couldn’t I get pregnant?” she asked.

“Maybe it’s not you.” he said. “Maybe it’s me?”

She frowned. She had always assumed it was her fault. His words made her think.

“Okay, honey. Time to sleep. I’ll talk to Bob tomorrow. Okay?”

Demi nodded, they snuggled, and a minute later they were both snoring lightly.

Bob Steader was a fellow without obvious means of employment. He received money from the government for some reason, but nobody knew what those reasons were.

He was a tall fellow, skinny like a beanstalk. He cultivated a mustache was wasn’t all that much.

Alan approached him in a bar on 4th street. It was a working man’s bar, with stools at the bar and little booths lining the opposite wall. In the back was a pool table and a door that led to a storage room and an alley.

“Hey, Alan. What’s the haps?”

“I, uh, have a problem that you might be able to help me with.”

“Long as it don’t involve work…” he grinned. A couple of fellows leaning on their cue sticks chuckled.

“It’s sort of personal.”

Bob narrowed his eyes and inspected Alan, then: “Well, why don’t we step into my office. Hold all calls, fellows.”

More chuckles, and Bob and Alan sat down in the last booth.

“What can I do you for?”

“I have a draft problem.”

Bob nodded. “By you I am assuming you’re talking about a female friend.”

Alan looked around, then mumbled, “Yes.”

“So what do you think I can do?”

“I need to get a girl to Canada.”

“Ah, yes. The underground railroad.” Bob leaned back, put his arms on the back of the booth and waved a finger at the waitress, then two fingers. Two beers.

For about fifteen minutes the two sparred. One had to be careful about who one talked to, but in the end Bob had the facts, the people involved, and he presented a plan. Most important, he didn’t think Alan was a plant.

“Your girl gets on a bus to see the Statue of Liberty. You can come with her if you want. You will be observed there. If you aren’t followed then when you get on the bus to return home a fellow named Charlie will be sitting in the last seat. Follow his instructions, say good bye to your girl, and…she’ll be in Canada waiting for you. Do you speak French?”

“No.”

“She’ll end up in a French Canada. You guys might want to brush up, but don’t take obvious courses. Get a few books. Don’t use the internet.”

“Money?”

“No money. People volunteer on the railroad. Besides, you’ll probably need your money when you get to Canada. They don’t have the Us programs, but you’ll have to find work, and it can be dicey. Still, people will help you.”

A few minutes later Alan left the bar and headed for home.

“Don’t cry,” Alan kissed Demi and dried her tears with his fingers. they were laying in bed the night before she went on the run.

“I can’t help it,” she held on to him. “I’m going to be on the run, and if I make it I won’t know when I will see you.”

He smiled in the darkness, “Two months, tops. One month for the investigation, one month for the case to be filed, and I’ll take a bus up. You’ll see me in two months.

She sniffed and put her hand down between his legs. She groped him, and stroked him, and kissed him.

He cupped her breasts and placed a knee on each side of her. They explored each others mouths hungrily, each knowing this might be the last time for a while.

He moved a knee in between her legs, then the other. She spread, happily, and grabbed his hips.

She was moist, and he slid in with a moan.

“Oh, God,” she cried.

“Come on, baby. It’s our last fuck for a while, let’s not have all the tears.

She snuffled and tried to stop the tears.

He pushed in and pulled out and helped distract her.

For a long minute they humped, the beast with two backs, luxuriating in the feeling of penetration. He focused on the velvet walls that held him. She focused on the shaft that pushed in and out

In and out, up and down, moaning into each others flesh.

She felt her trigger click, and a slow build up sped up, lifted her up, and shortly she was thrusting her hips and locking them. Her muscles locked up and her eyes rolled back. Then, as the orgasm faded she locked her arms around him and cried some more.

Alan managed to squirt, but it was hard. Between her crying and the fact that he wouldn’t see her for a while, he was feeling pretty down. Still, he managed to squirt, and they lay together in the darkness, wondering what the coming weeks would bring.

They visited the Statue of Liberty. A sad, old lady who once believed in something. That was before the government all went to Little St. Jame’s Island and were compromised.

They walked around the island, didn’t see anybody, but they had the feeling that somebody was watching them.              

They returned to New York proper and got on the bus and went to the last seat. A scrawny fellow with wild eyes and a scraggly beard, a typical New Yorker, was waiting for them. Charlie.

Charlie smiled wanly, but his attention was on other passengers. He muttered, “Make your good byes.”

Alan and Demi kissed, hugged, then Charlie stood up, took Demi’s hand, and led her off the bus.

Alan watched from the last seat as the couple disappeared into the New York crowds.

Alan called the police that night and reported that his wife hadn’t come home. the police told him to wait two days.

Two days later Alan went to the police station to make his report. He played the part of the scared husband perfectly. He went home with the assured knowledge that the police would put out a notice, then forget about it.

These were not his daddy’s police.

For the next week he called the police sporadically, or went down to the station. He was shuffled along, as he knew he would be, and two weeks later he received his first visit from The Selection Board.

BOOM! The door to his apartment shattered inward and armored bodies flooded in. Alan jumped up and moved back against the wall. He had expected a knock on the door, but this was a full scale invasion!

Guns were trained on him, he was thrown on the floor and cuffed.

“Hey!” What are you…please! What’s going on?”

He was lifted to his feet and stood, shivering, as a slender man in a suit followed the SWAT team in.

“Mr. Alan Dunstan!” You have failed to report for Selection.”

“That was my wife! She’s gone missing.”

The fellow ignored him. “Here is the order for your apprehension. Bring him.”

The man threw a piece of paper on the floor, then turned and walked out. The police lifted his arms until he was squeaking on his tip toes and hustled him out of the apartment.

They put him in a paddy wagon, and he sat with five women. They stared at him curiously. A man was being drafted?

A lone guard was sitting at the end of the wagon, his back against the cab wall, a truncheon in his hands. He looked bored and pissed at the same time.

“Please,” Alan tried. “There’s been a mistake! The Board wanted my wife, I’m a man. I shouldn’t be here.”

“One of the girls nudged another and whispered something. The guard stared at  Alan with unfriendly eyes.

“You’ve got to help me!”

“Shut.”

“But…”

The girl next to him touched him and said, “You’re just making it worse. They get pissed off they’ll take it out on us.”

The wagon rolled down the street.

The wagon stopped, backed up in a curve, hit something, and stopped. The back doors were thrown open and four guards were waiting. They were big, wore armor, and held batons. One of them had a taser out and ready.

“Out…through the green door,” they were commanded, and the girls stood up and moved out, Alan was forced, by the look in the guards’ eyes, to go along. Still, he tried.

“There’s been a mistake. My name is Alan Dunstan. I’m a man. You want my wife who—“

Clunk, a baton tapped him on the back of the skull. He stumbled, but kept walking. He would have looked back reproachfully, but he was dazed.

The group was taken to a cell just inside the entrance and told to wait.

Alan sat down and looked around. The girls were all like Demi. Good looking. Big breasts. Nice features. But they hadn’t fled to Canada, and they were a disheartened lot.

“What were you being drafted for?” asked one girl.

“Milk,” answered a girl. She held up her tits and sighed. She had been born with the misfortune of being well endowed.

“Why they bring you in, fellow?”

“I don’t know. I’m a guy. They drafted my wife, but she ran away.”

“Huh, good luck to her.”

“I’ve got to talk to a mediator. They need to know they made a mistake.”

“Did they?”

Alan looked at the girl. She was a redhead with thin lips and unhappy eyes.

“I mean, they do draft guys. It’s rare, but you’ll probably end up in R&D.” She shrugged.

Alan was stunned by such a pronouncement. They could actually want him? They weren’t looking for his wife and hadn’t made a mistake? Now there was a scary thought.

“But what do they do to guys in this R&D thing?”

“Research and Discovery, and nobody knows. Maybe they’ll make you have a baby.”

Another girl chimed in, “I knew a fellow who went into R&D, he got out and he had no penis.”

The conversation was started now.

“They cut it off?”

“No. It was shrunk or something. Looked like a clitoris, but it was a penis.

“What good would a shrunken dick be?”

“Maybe they want to make all the men shrink, then they can have all the women for themselves.”

“Women are just a commodity. Used to be gasoline, then it was water, and somebody told me they wanted to charge you for the air you breath.”

The women fired their rounds into the conversation. The rumors they relayed were not very comforting. Alan listened with growing dread.

“I heard they put implants up your butt and use you for infiltrating spy rings.”

“Nah, that’s a movie plot.”

“Is not!”

“They give you drugs and…” the talk went on.

They sat in the little room for an hour before the first girl was called. With a rueful grin she sallied forth.

Fifteen minutes later another girl was called.

One by one the women were taken away until only Alan was left.

Then the door opened and a guard motioned for him to come along. Another guard was waiting outside the door and the two large and threatening brutes walked him through the facility. He was shown into a small room with a desk and two chairs. The slender suit who had served the notice on him was waiting for him.

Alan sat down. “There’s been a mistake. I’m not supposed to be here. My wife was drafted and she ran away. I’ve talked to the police and they said they’ll find her and…” he droned on and on, and the slender suit watched him with pursed lips and one squinty eye.

When Alan ran down the man turned a piece of paper around on the desk and said, “Your name is Alan Dunstan. According to this you’ve received notice. you are being assigned to Research and Discovery. This is in accordance with all Selective Board regulations.”

“But I’m telling you—“

“There is no mention of your wife here, there is no confusion of names. It is you that have been drafted. I am merely here to fill out legals. Please confirm your. date of birth.”

“But there’s been a mistake.”

The slender suit went to confirming instead of asking. “Your date of birth is…your silence will be taken as confirmation.”

Then Alan tried to give wrong information. The suited man simply took down his answers and continued.

Finally, an hour later, the suited man calm and Alan very aggravated, Alan asked, “What is going to happen to me? When do I get out of here?”

The suited man sat back and looked bemused. “You’ve been drafted. You will fulfill your obligation to the state.”

“But…”

The suited man pressed a button on his desk phone. “Transportation.”

Alan was taken to a large cell, this one holding about a hundred women and two men. Him being one of them. Apparently the Selection Board officials were just waiting for Alan to complete his hostile interview, for within five minutes a roll up door at the back of the room opened and they were herded—packed, more like—into the back of a transport truck.

Alan wanted to talk to the other man in the group, but it was difficult to move around. Women were just leaning against walls or bracing themselves on other people as the truck zoomed down the road. Alan became one of them, in a manner of speaking, and when he inadvertently pressed against buttocks or was rubbed with breasts nobody said anything. One woman even grinned at him and told him to enjoy. It was going to be all over soon.

Four hours of this misery, then the truck slowed, turned, and bumped over a low curb onto a dirt road. Ten minutes later the truck stopped, backed up on a curve, and stopped when it hit a dock. The back doors opened and the women, and Alan and the other man, emerged blinking into the sunlight.

The guards were still guards, but they were dressed in much more relaxed fashion. They wore jeans and pearl snap shirt and cowboy boots. But they still had batons, and tasers were visible in holsters.

Alan started to move along with the women, but was singled out at the first doorway.

“Alan!” A woman called to him. She was a looker with a big grin. “And John! You two come with me.”

The two men fell in next to her and she led them off the dock and across a large dirt area.

“Gentlemen, we’ve been waiting for you. Thank you for fulfilling your obligatory government service.”

“Uh, I think there’s ben some mistake. I was never drafted, never received a notice, and I’m a man.”

“Don’t worry. We’ll get that all sorted out. Right up the stairs there.”

Alan and John went up the stairs. Alan grumbling. John looked in shock. Or just stupid.

The property was very farm-ish. Fences, barns, a western decor, even though they were in upstate New York. Inside the building was very different. This was a lab area, the floors were waxed and shined. People wore white haz mat suits in some parts, face masks were de rigueur, doors had keypads and thick locks.

“Okay, gentlemen,” the woman said as they entered an exam room. We need to inoculate you. You should also be wearing these medical gowns.”

“But…can’t we figure this mistaken identity thing, or whatever it is, out?”

“I can’t even start to process you until you’ve had your shots. And since this is a medical facility you must wear regulation gowns.”

“But my clothes—-“

“I’ll put your clothes in a storage locker. They’ll be here when you leave.”

Not satisfied, but realizing there was nothing else to do, Alan got undressed and put on a medical gown. It was open in the back and he felt very naked wearing it.

“All right. Let’s see to your inoculations.”

The woman asked questions and checked answers on an iPad. A few minutes after she started a doctor came in and started giving them their shots.

A lot of shots. Alan knew his arm was going to be black and blue the next day.

John didn’t complain or even seem to feel the shots. He looked more and more out of it.

Finally, an hour later, his arm feeling like a pin cushion, the woman, whose name was Marjory—‘no need to call me doctor’—led them out of the building. Back across the big field to a smaller building. On entering Alan found thimself in a large room with some fifteen other men. A couple of guards sitting in a glass booth looked out over the room, and…men.

“What are we doing here?”

Marjory smiled and said, “You’ll be here until we figure out what to do with you. You can eat right through that door there. You’ll see there are board games in that cabinet over there, so entertain yourself as you wish.”

“But—“

“I’ll go check into your status right now, Alan.”

That was the right thing to say and Alan finally relaxed. At last somebody was going to get this thing straightened out.

In a side room a cafeteria was in operation at all hours, and the food was plentiful. Nobody seemed to care how much the men ate. They ate and they ate and they ate, and there were even candy bars available. Snickers. Three Musketeers. And Coke and Dr. Pepper.

If anybody cared about sugar in the diet it wasn’t obvious here.

There were about fifty men in the station. They wandered around, looked a little blank, and ate a lot. And slept a lot. And ate candy bars. And when they weren’t stuffing their faces or snoring mightily they played board games.

Small groups would play monopoly or Risk, or Sorry. Individuals would play chess or checkers.

And men would come or go, be taken away by the guards, and new ones would enter. And Alan noticed a strange thing.

The men who were there the longest were the fattest. They were big, round, flabby, and waddled. Their hair was long and lank. Their faces were pudgy.

The men who just arrived were like him. Trim and fit.

But he didn’t understand that at first. At first he just noticed the differences, the fat ones growing fatter, and he didn’t put it together for several days.

The men came in relatively fit, they ate all the food and slept, and got no physical activity, and they grew fatter and fatter. What was even more amazing was that as the men grew larger their choices of board games changed.

The men who had just arrived played chess, and they knew the rules of monopoly.

After a couple of weeks they went to checkers. Or simple dice games like Sorry.

The longer the men were there the fatter and more stupid they became.

Before Alan noticed this, however, Marjory brought in a new man, and stopped to talk to him.

“Am I going to get out of here pretty soon?”

“That is a sticky wicket,” the woman answered. “You see you were officially drafted, and there does seem to be some confusion in your paperwork, but when I brought it up to my bosses they seemed to know who you were, and they didn’t think you would be leaving any time soon.”

“But—“

“Do you have any enemies? Anybody who might be able to jiggle your paperwork? Because that seems to be the only thing—“

“Wait a minute!” Alan shouted. “I’ve got to get out of here!”

The guards in the booth looked at him.

“I’m sorry, Alan, but—“

“I’m married! I’ve got a wife! This is illegal! This is insane! You can’t hold me here against my—

ZZZZT.

When Alan woke up he felt about as well as somebody who had been tasered could feel.

Marjory was gone, the guards ignored him, and he struggled to his feet and staggered into the lunch room.

He was a prisoner. He was kidnapped by the Selective Board and held against his will. He had to get out of here. He had to…

And, as he had these thoughts he loaded a tray with food. He picked out a pie, and some ice cream. There were delicious potatoes, and mac and cheese, and beans He loved beans. they made him fart, and farting seemed to be the only way he could get back at these people.

He walked to a table and sat down and began to eat. He didn’t like board games, and he was bored, so…he fell to that device of unhappy people o ver the ages: when unhappy stuff your gullet.

And he got fatter, and fatter, and…fatter.


PART TWO

“How are you doing, Alan?”

“I’m fine,” Alan was out of breath. He had walked from the holding station, where he had gained an enormous amount of weight, and was in the first building where he had been inoculated. He looked at his reflection in a window.

He was the same height, about five foot eight, but he was over 300 pounds. He had weighed 160 when he had arrived. But that rich food they had given him…he was a boulder of fat now. His muscles, because of no exercise, were thin and weak. Just walking was a chore.

His face was round and pudgy. Even his lips were fat. The only thing still recognizable were his eyes. His eyes were shiny inside his fat bulging face.

He had resisted, at a certain point. But how do you resist when there is nothing but the room you are in, when if you throw a food tray the guards will tase you?

Recently new men had come into the room. The super fat ones left, and new skinnies arrived, and the new men looked at him with disgust, as if he had let himself go on purpose.

But he hadn’t.

He would have been miserable but the food had been laced with downers. He was calm and sedate and thoughts of resistance were memories.

Marjory had him stand on a scale. He was still wearing the gown, and his huge ass poked out the back.

“Very good. You’re doing well, Alan.”

“Oh. Okay,” he muttered.

She measured his fat content, and it was high.

His hair was long. Whatever drugs they had given him had not only aided in his weight gain, but had made his hair long.

Looking at himself he realized that his lips had turned red. It was almost like he had a female face.

He certainly had female boobs. All the fat, he had grown an enormous pair of hangers.

Oddly, they didn’t feel like just fat. They tingled when they were touched.

Marjory hefted his breasts at that point, measured them, put them on a scale. She touched the nipples and he swooned.

“Oh…” he whimpered.

She smiled. She pulled on his nipples, and a drop of milk formed on the tip of his nipple.

“You’re ready to graduate.”

“Graduate from what?”

“Hucow Boot Camp.”

He had heard rumors, and some of the guys had said this was a facility for creating Hucows.

But he was a man! Dammit!

But the government, through the wonders of science, had decided men could lactate as easily as women.

“I want to go home,” he said dully.

“I know,” she nodded. “Sit in this chair here.”

He sat in an oversized exam chair. It had to be oversized to contain his bulk. She had to help him lift his big thunder thighs up so he could put his feet in the stirrups. She swung the stirrups outward and examined him.

His dick was maybe two inches. And that was hard. Not that it got hard much any more.

His balls were the size of marbles.

“Scootch up, a little, let me inspect your anus.”

He slid forward, and that put his asshole in view.

It was big and puffy. It looked almost like he had hemorrhoids, though, of course, he didn’t. He was simply fat, and his asshole had become big to help pass the large amounts of sweet food through his system.

“Okay, Alan, last test. You’re able to lactate, but we need to know if your prostate is functioning properly.”

“My prostate?”

She didn’t answer. She picked up a tub of lube and stuck the nozzle into his anus. The tip went in an inch, and it felt very good. It felt like his hemorrhoids were itching and this was the mother of all scratching.

He wiggled and tried to get more friction. Marjory smiled at his efforts. “Be a good boy and I’ll scratch you off.”

His dull mind tried to figure out what a good boy was. He guess it was one who didn’t get tased.

She inserted a couple of fingers into him and reamed his hole. “Hmm. Good texture, your walls are very receptive.” She used more fingers, got up to four fingers, and he groaned. It felt so good to finally be scratched back there.

“Good sizing, but here’s the whole thing…” she inserted a fist and began to move her arm back and forth.

Alan moaned and pushed his asshole back. It was like he was trying to fuck her arm with his ass.

She diddled him that way for a minute, then smiled. “Excellent. Good semen production. You’re going to be a top producer, Alan.”

“Oh…yes…” he felt on the urge of an orgasm.

“Don’t cum, Alan. Not until I get all the milk I can.”

Don’t cum? But he had to cum. He started to tense up. He felt his inner trigger clicking, and he wanted semen to shoot up his shaft. Even though it was small, he wanted to shoot his juice.

Marjory pulled her arm out of him. “Now, Alan. That’s a bad boy. If you cum then you stop giving milk, and we need to get all the milk out of you that we can.”

Little tears squeezed out of his piggy eyes. “But I want to cum!”
“Don’t be selfish, Alan. The world needs your breast milk and your semen. Do you know how rich the product of a Hucow is?”

“Hucow?”

He had calmed down a little and she pushed her fist back into him.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined. Being stimulated and titillated he was no longer calm. He tried to move his fat hips, not just to scootch forward onto her fist, but to move up and down, to hump.

Marjory was okay with that. She moved her fist in and out and the semen began to flow again. For such a little penis he had an amazingly thick stream of white sludge coming out of him.

“Okay, Alan, you’re almost done, so I’m going to finish you off.”

“Oh…yes…please…”

His semen output had dwindled to only a drop here or there, and she suddenly flicked his balls with her index finger.

Sudden pain shot through Alan, and he jerked and scootched away from her, back up onto the chair.

“Hey!”

She stood up and held a mason jar that was three quarters full. “See, Alan? See how good you are?”

“But that hurt!”

“It has to hurt a little. We don’t want you trying to cum any more, and you’re going to feel awfully horny—men always feel extra horny after having the prostate massaged, after being milked—and we don’t want you hurting yourself by trying to ejaculate. Men are such silly things, especially Hucow men. They rub up against things, and if they aren’t watched they’ll rub so hard they’ll hurt their little pee pees. Are you ready for your breast milking?”

“No.”

“Excellent,” she ignored him, treated him as if his answer in the negative was a positive.

“Let’s go over to the Lactation Section.”

She helped him off the exam table and out of the room. They went down to the big field and crossed to a medium sized building. She stopped outside and turned to him.

“Now, Alan, you will see friends in here, and I want you to notice how happy they are. I want you to understand that you can be that happy. And if you aren’t there are the guards with their tasers.

“Oh,” he blinked in confusion.

The entry door was a wide double door. It had to be to accommodate the passage of men as big as Alan.

They were standing in a long corridor. On the right side were windows. Big windows.

“You’ll be able to look out these windows as much as you want. We’ve found that if men have something to look at, something pleasant and pastoral, they produce better.

She was holding his arm, and he didn’t notice that two guards had fallen in behind them.

Outside the windows were pastures that stretched out into the distance. But he had seen the outside, and there weren’t big pastures. Then he notice that the windows weren’t windows, but big TV screens. The whole pasture thing was an illusion.

He turned to speak to her, and noticed the guards with the tasers.

She turned him back in the direction they were walking. Down the long corridor. To his left were stalls. And in each stall a man was facing him. The men in the stalls were shaped like him. Big and fleshy with big tits. They were bent forward, leaning on tables that had two big cut outs for their tits. Suction tubes were attached to their nipples and they had the happiest expressions on their faces.

“What is…what is…”

“That’s Sam, Alan. do you remember him? You used to play checkers with him.”

Alan frowned. He did sort of recognize the blissful face peering at him. The milking machine was making little noises and the clear tube was filled with milk coming from Sam’s breasts. The milk was filling gallon jugs at a rapid pace, and a farmer type was filling out a clipboard and replacing full jugs with empty jugs. It was a very efficient operation.

“Hello, Sam.”

“Hi…Mar…Mar…Marj…orie.”

Sam’s voice was happy enough, though the expression on his face was that of an idiot.

“Oh, good, you still remember me. Are you happy?”

“Sam happy!”

“Good Sam.”

They moved to the next stall.

“Do you remember Nick? Do you remember playing Sorry with him?”

Alan sort of did, he gave a sort of nod.

“Nick has produced more milk this month than anybody else. He has won the Lactation Contest. He receives an extra Milky Way for the whole month.

Nick gazed at Marjory and Alan placidly. It didn’t look like he remembered who Marjory was. He slowly said, “milk-y wa-a-ay?”

They continued down the row and Alan had a slow thought. “Why…why men?”

Marjory was happy enough to answer him. “The world food shortage, Alan. There just weren’t enough women, we needed more milk, and men have breasts. It’s a simple enough thing to adapt their bodies so they’ll be able to have maximum output, and they are quite willing to give milk. It just takes a few drugs.

“I want to go home.”

Marjorie frowned. “Now Alan, I’ve told you before that you have a duty to serve your country. There won’t be any more talk of you going home. Not until you have stopped giving milk.”

That made Alan very sad.

“Okay, Alan, here’s your stall. Would you like some help getting onto your milking table?”

Which was Marjory speak for ‘get on the table or the two guards behind us will zap you and put you there anyway.’

Alan waddled around the table. There was a little step, and he mounted it and fell over the table. Marjory adjusted his tits so they fell through the holes on the table.

A farmer type entered the stall.

“This is Rick, Alan. He’s the head milker. Different people will help you produce, but he’s the head man. How are you Rick?”

“Pretty good, Marjory. Say, Alan is pretty hefty.”

“We’ve tried a different drug on him, and it seems to be working well. Initial tests have resulted in…” she went into statistics and measurements and Alan’s attention wandered. He looked out the windows on the other side of the corridor. Pretty fields, and he had already forgotten that they were just TV screens.

While Marjory and Rick talked another man entered the stall. He was a dour sort, and he laid out the tubes and felt Alan’s tits.

Alan moaned. He liked to have his tits handled. It made his little dick happy.

The man turned on the milking machine and put the tubes to Alan’s nipples.

“Oh!” he wheezed. The milk came out of his nipples, heavy and plentiful, and it felt so very good. It felt like when he had to pee and hadn’t peed for too long. It was a relief.

“Okay, Alan. I probably won’t see you again, and if I do you probably won’t remember me.”

“Oh…” he was being overwhelmed by the sensation of being milked.

Marjory smiled and left.

Rick watched him for a while, then left.

The man who had arranged the milking tubes on his tits went behind him and arranged a third tube. He clicked a switch and a slight whispering sound joined the other whispering sounds.

A tube was fitted to his cock, suction pulled, and he gasped.

His cock had shrunk, but the nerves hadn’t. He now had more nerves packed into square inches of penis than he ever had, comparatively.

“Oh…oh…” he mumbled in time to the sucks.

Then he felt the man doing something to his asshole. Big gobs of lube were slathered into him. Then the man began fisting him.

“Oh!…Oh!…Oh!”

Alan was stunned when the man came around the front of him and sat down on a stool to watch.

“But…you…who’s…fucking….me?

“Oh, that’s the mechanical dildo. My fist would have gotten tired after a while. The big dildo never gets tired.

Milk began to drip, to get sucked, out of Alan’s penis.

Milk from his breasts, semen from his penis, to feed the world. And it felt good.

But there was a little niggle of unhappiness in Alan.

Time passes. Fact of life. The sun rises and falls, rises and falls, the hair becomes rich and thick, then greys and falls out. Boobs become full and perky, then sag and droop.

Dicks, once staunch telephone poles, stop working.

But it wasn’t a month before attention was called to Alan’s performance as a Hucow.

Marjory, who thought she would never see him again, showed up and sat on a stool.

Alan was watching the TV screens, wishing the pastures were real. For some reason he hadn’t forgotten, at least not for long, that there were no pastures, just TVs.

“H, Alan.”

“You…you’re…I remember your name.”

He didn’t, but he did remember her, and that was bad. The drugs were supposed to eerase his memory. Marjory frowned. “How are you doing, Alan?”

“I want to go home.” Then he said something astonishing. “I’m married.”

Marjory blinked. Never in her memory had a Hucow held on to memories like this.

“Are you happy, Alan?”

The drugs should have made him very happy, or at least extremely sedate, but he said, “I don’t think so.”

He frowned, his big, red lips twisted a bit and his fat forehead lowered.

They talked for a while, but there wasn’t much Marjory could do except collect facts and make reports.

The problem was that Alan had been given a new kind of drug to make him into a Hucow. While the effects of the drug had been fast and effective, it appeared that they didn’t last. Hucows were supposed to gain weight, up to 500 pounds, but Alan had actually lost weight. He was only 300 pounds.

So Marjory went to make her reports and Alan was left to his milking.

And that was also a problem. Alan’s milk had fallen in quality until it was just barely passing requirements. He simply didn’t have the proper amount of nutrients, vitamins, and so on, in his milk.

His semen, on the other hand, was also showing problems. There was an imbalance of chemicals and hormones in his sperm. Miraculously enough, in spite of all drugs, he was showing too much testosterone.

Still, what could they do?

Another month passed, and Marjory knew Alan was in trouble. Or perhaps it was her and the program that was in trouble. His breast milk was now substandard, and that meant his milk was actually being thrown out. In a world filled with starving people one man decided not to comply. It was a despicable situation.

She decided to have another talk with him.

On the same stool she sat, and Alan’s placid eyes focused on her, and weren’t placid enough.

“Alan, you must try to be happy.”

But he couldn’t do that. That little niggle in the back of his mind was there, would not leave. He wanted to go home.

“Don’t you understand, Alan? If you don’t get happy you will be discharged dishonorably. You won’t help the people of the world. Don’t you want to help the world?”

He nodded, but only because he was supposed to. That little niggle in the back of his mind was more important than helping the people of the world.

He had been married. He had a wife. He even began to remember here name. Demi. What had happened to Demi?

Another month passed, and the quality of his milk, the balance of his sperm, was abysmal. He was reassigned to Hucow Boot Camp. He went into the big room and ate ice cream and played chess…he liked chess better than checkers…and slept a lot and…he didn’t gain weight back.

Something was wrong with Hucow number 14308. Drugs weren’t working, he was not producing, he was not a happy camper.

Bad Hucow.

Six months after he had been drafted by the Selective Board for Hucow training Alan Dunstan was dishonorably discharged.

Amazingly, Marjory still had his clothes, but there was no way they would fit. Alan walked out of the Hucow facility wearing a gown that opened in the back and a bag with his regular clothes in it.

They had refused to give him a ride because, as a dishonorably discharged person he wasn’t allowed to use any government services.

“But you brought me here!” he pleaded. “Against my will!”

Disinterested stares met his pleas.

A guard walked him to the front gate, waited for it to open, and watched as the big, fat man—he was no longer entitled to be called a Hucow as that was a Selective Board classification, a government label, and he was no longer entitled—waddled up the street.

He was four and a half hours from New York by truck. A truck moved at 60 MPH. A walker walked at 4-5 MPH. And that was if the walker was in good condition.

At 3 MPH it would take 100 hours to get back to the big city. And that was if he didn’t stop to sleep.

After an hour of stumping along Alan felt hungry. He had been fed constantly as a Hucow. As a dishonorably discharged citizen he was not entitled to government rations.

After an hour he stopped and sat down. He had never felt so lonely, so poorly, in his life. Ten minutes later he struggled to his feet and kept walking.

Walking is an easy process. Simply fall forward and catch yourself on a leg, and keep falling and catching.

It’s harder when you weigh 300 pounds.

It was the equivalent of the 160 pound Alan carrying himself. Minus a few pounds, of course, but…he struggled to fall forward and catch himself.

He walked for another hour and a couple of minutes, then rested again.

He was tired. Breathing was difficult. His fat laden muscles didn’t want to do the work. He got up and kept walking.

How much can a man suffer? When does he quit? When does he just give up and wait to die?”

Yet Alan kept walking. An hour. A rest. An hour and a few minutes. A rest. An hour and fifteen minutes. A rest.

He had no food, his belly was empty and he felt like he was starving. In reality he was burning up his fat. He was finally, after six months of a fat laden diet, getting exercise.

He walked down the road. Mile after mile. The only thing that kept him going was this little niggle in the back of his head. He was married. He had a wife. His name was Alan Dunstan and he had been kidnapped for his milk. His balls had been shrunk and his body had been adapted so that those tiny balls gave an immense quantity of sperm.

He walked all day, and had covered perhaps ten miles. He had approximately 230 miles more to walk.

Night fell. It was spring, and there was chill in the air, but as long as he walked he created heat. And burned more calories…and fat.

His name was Alan Dunstan. He had been kidnapped by the United States government. He remembered this, and it became more solid in his mind.

He was married. His wife’s name was Demi, and he remembered nights of passion with her, of trying to conceive. He loved her.

He walked. His legs felt like they were on fire, and ready to collapse. But the little niggle in the back of his mind had grown into a slightly bigger niggle.

His name was Alan Dunstan…his name was Alan Dunstan. He lived in New York. Demi had fled…he had helped her escape the draft, but somehow he had been chosen to take her place.

His penis grew a quarter inch, though he didn’t notice it.

His name was…he was going home…he was married…

His tits jiggled as he walked. His buttocks swayed ludicrously. But his face, though a bit fat and very feminine, seemed to firm up. As if the exercise was doing him good.

Mile after mile. Hour after hour.

He had been 300 pounds when he left the Hucow farm. In ten days he lost 30 pounds. His stagger, his stumping walk, became a regular walk.

Yes, he was still a fat person walking, but…it was different. Now he wasn’t swiveling his huge buttocks from side to side, but extending his legs and his weight was moving forward. Not side to side.

His name was Alan Dunstan. He was 30 years old and he had married a beautiful woman. The government had tried to kidnap her, but he had saved her. Only to be kidnapped himself.

But…why him? Why did they want him? The Selective Board didn’t draft men!

So…why?

At night he slept in the bushes at the side of the road, lulled to sleep by the hum of electric vehicles rushing past.

He found bushes by the side of the road and ate berries. Once he ate raw eggs from a bird’s nest. Once he saw a sickly orange tree in the distance and he had left the road and gorged himself, and shoved a dozen of those sickly oranges into the paper sack with his clothes.

Back on the Road.

He reached the half way mark. 120 miles, and he started walking a little faster.

His legs still felt weak, but now he was aware that walking was nothing more than falling forward, catching yourself, falling some more.

He lost another 30 pounds. He was down to 240 pounds, and that niggle was no long a niggle. It was the next biggest thing after a niggle. It was now a grouse of intention. An actual desire. He still walked without thought, but that grouse of intention was pushing him harder.

Drugs were working their way out of his system. His penis grew another quarter inch. He could actually feel the slight fiber of muscle under the immense rolls of fat that were his legs.

He finished the oranges, looked around for another tree, and glanced at the clothes in his paper sack.

Clothes.

He took out a shirt and tried to get it on. Not yet. But it was getting closer.

He walked. His breasts were now standing forth. His body fat was melting, and breast fat was not. Maybe it was the drugs, reshaping his body, maybe it was the combination of factors involved in his journey, but…his tits looked very feminine. Not big, old blobby weights hanging from his chest, but mounds that wanted to stand up.

His walk went from stumping to striding. His chest shifted side to side. His buttocks became better shaped, and not just shifting sacks of flab. He was thinking clearer and clearer.

His name was Alan Dunstan. he had grown up in the small town of…and he had gone to school…and he had fallen in love with a girl named Demi. They got marred and he saved her, but paid the price. Now he had to find her again. He had to.

Little niggle no longer a grouse of intention, but a force coming up inside him.

He had to find his wife.

Three quarters of the way to New York City. The big gown was now tied tightly, and his body, while not svelte, was shapely. Maybe a little too shapely, but…he looked like a woman. Not a fat blob. A woman. With hips, and breasts, and long hair. He dragged his fingers through his hair and tried to look more presentable.

His cock grew a half inch. It was now three inches long. And a little thicker. His balls were slightly bigger, and he could feel them rubbing between his thighs.

He entered the outskirts of New York City. His feet walked on concrete sidewalks now, and he passed through nice neighborhoods. Children played in front yards and watched the overly bosomy woman pass through their neighborhood.

That night he managed to get his shirt on. It was tight, which made his boobs extra big looking, but it felt good to peel the gown down and use it for just a skirt.

He reached down town. He knew who he was. He knew what he was doing. He was going to find his wife. He had to find his wife.

200 hours, eight days after leaving the Hucow farm, Alan walked into a bar. It was a narrow bar with stools on one side and booths on the other. the back opened up into a small pool hall.

Men stared at him as he strode to the back.

Bob was taking a shot, sizing up the green, preparing to knock a pool ball into a pool hole, when he noticed a silence descend upon the bar. He looked up, and blinked, and straightened up, his jaw dropping.

He recognized Alan. But Alan wasn’t Alan. Alan was Alanna. Alanna was large breasted, full hipped, long haired, and coming for him.

“Oh…oh…” And, in his mind, ‘Uh oh.’

“I need to know where you sent Demi.”

Everybody just stood and gawked. There was a presence, almost maniacal in intent, to Alanna.

“She…I…”

Alanna frowned. Something was wrong. To her freshly reborn senses she could see that Bob was hiding something.

“Where is she? Where did you send her?”

“She’s up in Canada, man. I don’t know the address, but I can get it for you.”

But something was wrong. Bob was dissembling. He was hiding something.

“Okay. I need that address.” And I need to know what you’re hiding.

“Oh, yeah. I can get it tomorrow. I’ll bring it here and—“

“Now.”

Bob nodded. The Alan he had known had been a worry wart sort of low key dope. This Alan, this Alanna, was hard core, driving, and meant business.

“I’ll go get it right now. You just wait here. You’ll wait here, right?”

Alanna nodded.

“Okay…okay…” Bob almost ran out the door.

Alanna waited a moment, frowned, looked around at the men who looked away from him, and realized this was too easy. Why should he wait here? Where was Bob really going?

If Bob was really hiding something, then he was going to go hide it better.

Alanna walked out the door and followed Bob.

Bob hurried, and it was all Alanna could do to follow him. Fortunately, Bob wasn’t in good shape. He spent his time playing pool and eating junk food and drinking beer.

So Alanna kept up, then realized where Bob was going.

Bob was going to his apartment. The one he had lived in with Alanna.

Bob entered the building and Alanna followed him.

Bob went up the elevator, and Alanna had to wait for it.

On the fourth floor Alanna walked down the corridor to the apartment he had lived in with his wife. He heard voices mumbling behind the door and he put his ear to it.

“I said get your shit together! We’re leaving. Now!” That was Bob’s voice, and he sounded frantic.

“But why? You move me around, here and there…all you want to do is force yourself on me, and—“ that being Demi, Alanna used her weight and knocked the door off its hinges.

Bob spun and gaped.

Demi turned to him and her mouth opened in shock. “Alan? Is that…but…Alan?”

“You son of a—“ Bob rushed at Alan. He figured that his manly person could beat down Alanna’s womanly person. He was wrong. Alanna still had enough chub on her that she outweighed Bob, and she was pissed.

Bob hit, bounced, and found himself on the floor, and Alanna was suddenly sitting on his chest.

Alanna looked up at Demi. “Honey?”

“Oh, my God!” Demi was hugging him, also sitting on Bob’s chest, and Bob was having a hard time breathing.

They hugged, they cried, and Demi finally explained. “He didn’t send me to Canada. He just kept me prisoner, and when you were gone—he arranged that with the Selective Board—he moved me around, and finally back to here. He raped me. He’s done this to dozens of women. And when he’s done with them he turns them into the Selective Board.

“Well, he’s done for now.” Alanna soothed Demi.

“But you’re a woman?”

“I’ve got a dick and balls, and now that I’m not being drugged it feels like they’re getting bigger again. But…I might end up looking like a woman for a while, maybe…maybe forever.”

“Oh, honey! I don’t care! I love you.”

“But I can’t screw you!”

“Don’t worry about that…Bob showed me how to…” they stopped talking and looked behind Demi.

“Gah…ah…let…go!”

They were squashing Bob.

“Hop off, honey. I need to deal with Bob.”

Demi stood up and Alanna looked down at Bob. “Hello, Bob.”

Demi’s weight off him, Bob could breath a little bit. “Let…me…go!”

“Let’s see, you’re responsible for kidnapping and rape. And you’ve apparently been doing this to others.”

“No…no. It’s all a mistake.”

Alanna grinned. “That’s what I said, and they just laughed at me.”

“But I’m serious!”

“So am I.”

Alanna slid forward on Bob’s chest. He moved up and sat on Bob’s face. Alanna’s asshole was still Hucow big, and it settled over Bob’s mouth like a big toilet plunger.

Bob began to struggle, to kick, to jerk, and finally, he began to twitch and scrabble, and then…he stopped.

Still, Alanna waited. he wanted to make sure Bob was really done.

He was.

Alanna and Demi dragged Bob out of the apartment and down to the garbage chute at the end of the hall. They lifted him up, lifted the flap, and slid him into the chute. Bob slid down the garbage chute, making surprisingly little noise, then landed in the dumpster in the garage.

The garbage had just been emptied, and Bob’s body would reside in the dumpster for six more days, being covered by layer upon layer of garbage. Then he would be taken to landfill and dozed into the rich soil.

Alanna and Demi walked back to their apartment, arms around each other.

“Oh, honey, I’m so sorry, but it will take me a while to get my dick big enough to make you happy again.

Demi smiled at him. “Not to worry. Bob liked to take it up the butt. He taught me how to use a strap on on him.”

Alanna grinned. “I’m a trained Hucow now. I prefer it up the butt.

They walked into the apartment and Demi led him to the couch. “Bend over the end, honey.”

Alanna lay over the end of the couch, his butt was up in the air, his asshole was red and puffy.

Demi strapped on a dildo and moved up behind him. “Do you need any lubricant?”

“They gave me drugs that enable me to produce my own lubricant.”

“Then, honey, welcome home.” She pushed the big penis into him and began to saw back and forth.

Alanna gasped. Her hole hadn’t been used for a while, and it absorbed the plastic penis with delight. He began to move his butt around, and Demi grabbed his flab and fucked him.

For a long minute she fucked him. She reached around at one point and discovered his wonderful tits. She played with them, then made him lay on the floor. She fucked him with him face up, and she sucked on his breasts.

Alanna was in heaven. This wasn’t the dry fisting of the farmer types at the Hucow farm. This was a woman who loved him.

“Oh, Alan, I’ve missed you. I love you so much!”

“Honey, call me Alanna now. And…there’s one other thing.”

“What?” she asked, as she went balls deep in his puffy Hucow asshole.

“Could you fist me?”

“Oh, God!” she gasped, pulling out. “I’ve been dying for you to say that!”

She grabbed his teeny peeny and lifted, and pushed her fist forward.

END
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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

‘The Feminization of the Hucow!’

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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A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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