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AUTHOR'S NOTE

The introduction of Hucows to our society has caused much consternation. Many people hold to Hucows, with their incredible milk production, as a boon to mankind. Other people hold they are wicked and must be  stamped out.

It is this author's opinion that Hucows are here to stay. Simply, underneath all that hide and udder is a human being.

It is the intent of this book to focus on pivotal points in the origination of Hucows, and so provide a rudimentary history. There is much confusion as to the first Hucow, and I have followed two threads to source, which is why there are two stories concerning the ‘first Hucows.’

It is hoped that future researchers will be able to illuminate the history of these wonderful creatures, and correct any mistakes I might have inadvertently made.

And, I would be remiss if I didn't mention the first history in Hucows, which is presented in the volume ‘Hucows, Bully Boys and Were-Cows. This incredibly insightful history is available on Amazon.
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The First Hucow!

Feminization, lactation and hucows!


PART ONE

“I have got the weirdest job,” Josie threw her bag on the kitchen table and headed for the liquor cabinet.”

Ben looked up at his wife. “What’s weird?”

“Let me make a drink first. You want one?”

“Only if it’s got bourbon in it.”

“Well, I wasn’t going to give you carrot juice.”

“Whew.” He laughed and watch Josie get down the bottle of Whistlepig.

Josie put ice cubes into two glasses, then half filled the glasses with the good stuff. Then she ruined it all with Coke.

Ben studied his wife’s figure as she made the libation.

She hard hard calves that attached to sexy thighs. The thighs rounded out into two curvy and sensual buns. Then everything got thin again, until her breasts flared out.

She turned and smiled. Green eyes and auburn hair, a wicked smile, and a drink held out to him.

He took the drink and sipped.

“Heaven,” he murmured as the fiery liquid gurgled down his pipe.

“You ain’t just a dickin’ wixlie.”

He laughed. “Now what is this weird job. It can’t be any weirder than what I do.”

Joe worked for the police department on a contract basis. He was in charge of examining porn for standards.

Underage? Ben reported it.

Animals involved? Ben got on it.

Any hint of sex trafficking or any other crazy sicko shit and Ben was the first to see, and he immediately reported violations for the state to take action.

The upside was that he watched porn all day. The downside was that he watched porn all day.

“Well, it is. I’m supposed to take pills to make me lactate. They work pretty fast, and then, if I produce enough, I can sell it.”

“What?”

“Told you it was weird.”

“But that’s…how the hell did you come up with that?

“The Pink Stork company has a small program. If I qualify I’ll be producing milk for women who can’t. Mothers who cant’ produce, who’s produce doesn’t have enough nutrients.

“And all you have to do it take a pill and produce milk?”

“Yep.” She took a sip, kicked off her shoes and put her feet in his lap. “Of course I had to get a background check, they don’t want just any old perverts giving them milk, but…” she shrugged.

“Wow.”

“Now the downside of this is that, I know you like to suck on my tits, but you can’t. I can’t be wasting good milk that I can sell. Of course they told me that sometimes they get ahead, and then you’ll have to suck. They want me to keep my boobs dripping until milk is needed again.”

“Now wait a minute. If I can’t suck your tits then you can’t take this job.” He dug his fingers into her feet and made her groan with pleasure.

“Sorry, babe. But that’s the way the mop flops.”

“Then I’m going on strike.”

She tilted her head, “Strike for what?”

“If I can’t suck on your boobs then…then…”

“You can suck on my toes?”

“No! I’ll…uh…”

“Suck on my pussy?”

“Darn it, honey! This is no fair! I need to suck on your tits! I’ve done it for years and I’m not about to stop now.”

She grinned. “You know? I think this might be fun.”             

“Fun for who?”

“Fun for me. I love it when you get frustrated. When you get too antsy about suckling then I’ll put a muzzle on you. Maybe a penis gag. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“That’s not funny!”

“And then I’ll make you wear your chastity thing. You’ll be so horny…you’ll be out of your mind.”

“And that will make me stop wanting to fondle your breasts and suck your nipples?”

“Nope. It’ll make you want harder, and then you’ll get more frustrated, and that is what I want.

Ben was rubbing higher on her feet now. He stopped to freshen their drinks, and began massaging her thighs.

“You know what the bad thing is? My Mr. Boob man?”

“I’m afraid to ask.”

“What’s bad is that you sucking on my mammary glands will help bring in the milk. So for the next week, until the pill starts to work, you are going to have to do double duty on making me happy.”

“Well, I guess that is an upside, with a downside at the end.”

Ben had slid into her bench and was rubbing her groin now.

He leaned in to kiss her, but she pushed him back. She began unbuttoning her blouse and he smiled.

“Did you want to start now?”

“I thought I was starting.”

“No, dear boy, you were only begging.” She opened her blouse and revealed her over sized boobs. They were pushed up by a half bra and the nipples were erect.

He ducked his head and put his mouth on her delicious nips.

She moaned, then said, “Carry me to the bedroom, slave.”

If he was a slave, he was the happiest slave in the world. He placed one of his hands under her buttocks, and lifted. She held on to one drink with her hand and moved the other arm around his neck.

She kissed him as he walked down the hallway, chewing remorselessly on his mouth.

He entered the bedroom, broke the kiss long enough to swing her around so she could put her drink on the side table, then placed her on the bed.

She smiled. “Undress me, lout.”

He loved this game, her taking charge, making him do the things that he most wanted to do.

He reached under her skirt and pulled off her panties. He unzipped her skirt and pulled it off. Then he buried his face in her crotch. He liked her labs and sucked her clitoris until she groaned with pleasure. Then he moved up to her breasts.

He reached around to her back and undid the clasp while he licked her nipples and sucked on as much tit as he could.

“Yes,” she groaned. “Do me!”

He tossed her bra away, pulled her blouse off, and placed his knees between hers.

Staring at each other, feeing each others heat, Ben moved forward.

She gripped his cock with both hands and pulled on him.

“Fuck!” he whimpered.

She stroked the head and fondled his balls.

“Too bad you can’t give milk, honey.”

He laughed, though her eyes were very serious. “Male milk? I don’t think so. What baby would want masculine milk?”             

“Babies who wanted to grow up to be horny, young men.”

He pushed her back, was on his hands on each side of her, and pushed his penis into her.

“You can’t deny me your milk when you start lactating.”

“If it means money, then I can.”

“Oh, you bitch.”

He began moving back and forth, in and out, and she felt his hot skin worming against her soft moistness. She loved this, and she put her hands around his neck and pulled him to her tits.

“Suck while you can, lover. Suck hard. Make me give milk.”

He tried. He sucked till she yelped, then sucked some more.

In his mind he cold taste her. In his mind he could see her tits, bigger than ever, and dripping a constant stream.

He humped, tilted his hips and drove them into her, and his cock went all the way to his balls.

She felt his balls slapping on her ass, and she grinned.

She knew this was going to be hard on Ben, but she was determined to have fun. She knew this would turn him on, and she was determined to make him suffer, make him hard. Make him fuck her more and more.

And she would lactate into bottles and turn those bottles in for money.

It would drive him crazy, and that was good.

“Come on, honey. You know you want it. All that tasty milk.”

That was all it took. He was a boob man. He fantasized about milk, and now…now…he came. His balls tightened up and he felt the lightening sensation of sperm shooting up his dick. He groaned and squirted into her.
“Oh, yeah!” She hung on tight and rode it out. She wasn’t worried about cumming herself. As he got hornier and fucked her more, she would get her cums.

So she held on as he jerked and trembled and filled her up. And when he was done she lay back and they cuddled. And she dreamed of the cums to come.

The next day Josie took her first pill. It was small and pink and had no taste and she didn’t have to eat it with meals. She popped it down, took a swig of water, and smiled.

The scientists in the lab all applauded. This was the start of a great adventure, in their minds.

It was a pill in Josie’s mind.

The rest of the day she talked to people. Her diet was discussed, which was ridiculous because there wasn’t any change in her diet.

Proper breast support was discussed, the right way to size bras, using milk pumps, how to store milk, and on and on. and on.

It was almost like they expected her boobs to squirt out a stream by lunch.

And this type of attention wasn’t helped when she came home and Ben said, “Are you milking yet?”

“Grrr,” she responded.

He sat back and looked at her. “Is there dissension in the ranks?”

“I’m already tired of giving milk.”

“Aw, poor baby. Come here and lie down and I’ll give you a massage.”

She was grumpy, but loving always put a smile on her face. She lay down on the bed and Ben gave her a long body rub. Clothes were divested, Ben spent an inordinate amount of time massaging her mammary glands, but…it was good.

After all, Ben was acting out of love. Sure, a lot of lust, but…love.

The people at the Pink Stork were doing it out of a bottom line.

Grrr.

For the next week nothing happened. The scientists at the Pink Stork took lots of tests. Checked her blood, adjusted her hormones, and treated her like a lab rat.

But with Ben’s encouragement and attention she was able to stand it.

On day eight there was a change.

“You’re bigger,” said Ben.

“Get out.”

“No. Serious. I don’t have a tape measure, but, not to be crude, My hand is holding larger mounds.”

Josie looked down at her breasts. They looked the same to her.

“Put on your half bra. That’ll show you.

She took off her blouse, teased Ben, then slipped on her half bra.

She was bigger. No argument. Her boobs overflowed. Usually the half bra pushed her up and out, made her bulge. Now her boobs were slopping over, too big for the half bra.

Ben moved in and held her boobs.

“Oh, my God!”

Ben smiled and kissed her nips. “I think these are bigger, too.”

“But that’s…it’s too soon.”

“It’s been over a week, you’ve been taking your pills, and I’ve been massaging your breasts every night.

“Maybe they’re just swollen from your massages?”

“Ha,” he said, equably. “The fact is, my dear, you are now a milk cow.”

“You know what this means, don’t you?”

“What?”

“I need to hook up to the milking machine for a couple of hours a day.”

“Aha!” He was quite happy.

The company had delivered a portable milking machine. Once a week she was going to have to go in and be milked by the big, industrial milker.

And when her milk came in she would have to report to the company, an hour in the morning and an hour in the evening, and be milked for product.

Her milk would be bottled and sold to women who didn’t have her ability to produce.

But for now they went into the guest room and she lay on the narrow bed and Ben attached the teat cups to her breasts and turned on the machines.

Chunka…chunka…chunka.

She read a magazine on her iPad. It was sort of comfortable to just lay there and feel her tits being sucked. Made her horny.

Ben sat next to her in a stiff backed chair and watched the small TV on the dresser.

After a half hour she sighed.

He looked at her, “What’s up?”

“It’s making me horny?”

“Want my dick in you?”

“Oh, God! Yes!”

Grinning, Ben took off his clothes, arranged the tubes leading from her mounds, and parted her legs.

She groaned, she couldn’t get up or move around, but it felt so goo when he plunged his pecker into her pussy.

Ben humped happily.

They couldn’t lay on each other because of the tubes, and it was like fucking long distance in a way, and that sort of made them frustrated.

After fifteen minutes he squirted. His rump humped and then he drove his cock deep, and he filled her with seed.

“Oh, God! That feels good! But…don’t leave.”

She hadn’t cum, and she wanted to be fucked some more. Unfortunately, his cock started to shrivel.

“Oh, you bastard!” she whined.

“Sorry, babe, but you’re just too much.”

A look came into her eyes. “Suck one of my tits and use your hand.

An ‘aha’ look came into his eyes and he complied. He removed one of the suckers and mouthed her nipple. He could feel a groove around her nipple, make by the teat suction cup, and he licked it tenderly.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered. “It just gets better.”

For long minutes Ben sucked on her nipple, then Josie finally got her cum. It was a big, violent one, and she held to the back of Ben’s head.

He pulled with his mouth, sucked, and he tasted a strange sweetness.

When she was done with her orgasm he pulled back and licked hi lips. “I think I tasted milk.”

“Really?”

He nodded.

She was lactating, and the scientists at the Pink Stork were thrilled.  They redoubled their tests and insisted she come in for the ‘industrial suck,’ which was what she referred to their big milking machine as.

Day after day the volume of milk increased, and Ben was under strict orders not to suck on her tits at all.

Which orders he chose to ignore as much as he could.

Late at night, his cock rigid and ready to go, he would roll over and put his hands on her body. And Josie couldn’t resist. Being sucked all the time was making her hornier and hornier, and it Ben wanted to suck her tits for a few minutes, while he plunged his weenie into her, that was fine with her.

And Ben began tasting more and more milk.

After three months Josie was producing a gallon of milk each day. Her tits were big. Triple H. And they were saggy and needed a lot of support.

If it wasn’t for the money she would have given up her tits in a New York minute.

But…the money. Ahhh.

Ben was very understanding. And very happy. He worked around her ‘chest girth,’ kept sucking on her boobs when he could get away with it, and was the happiest hubby in 50 states.

Josie’s back hurt from the extra weight on her chest.

Her shoulders hurt where the bra straps dug in.

She was always off balance, even had trouble walking.

But…the money.

Thus, with everything working, with the money coming in, with their lives assured if they could keep this up for five years, they would be set for life and Josie could give up lactating, and she could have her monster boobs reduced.

And that’s when the fit hit the shan.

“Ow,” said Ben, as they lay in bed one night.

“What?”

“I don’t know. Your hand brushed my nipple and it hurt.”

“Your nipple hurt? Ha! That’s my province.”

He grinned. “I know. It was just weird.”

With that he rolled over and began to play with her.

But he didn’t feel as muscular as he usually did.

In fact, he felt sort of flabby.

Still, he was probably just off his feed, and he ignored any feelings or sensations and focused on Josie’s super boobs.

The next day he got up, looked in the mirror, and frowned.

Josie came into the bathroom. She was trying to put on a bra and she said, “Hook me up.”

She held her boobs up, he pulled the bra tight, and attached the fastener in the back.

Then he looked at the mirror again.

“Admiring yourself?”

“Are my nipples bigger?”

“Nah.”

She reached up to tweak one, and—

“OW!”

She jerked her hand back. “What?”

“It hurts! My nipple hurts!”

He felt the other one. “Oh, fuck! That hurts, too!”

Josie didn’t think much about it. “You’re just raw. Are you wearing a tee shirt with rough material?”

“No. I’m wearing my regular clothes.”

“Sometimes nipples get raw. Sometimes you have to put a little vaseline on them.” She reached into the medicine cabinet, putting her hand on his shoulder for balance, and drew out a jar of vaseline.

“Here,” she scooped tiny amounts of vaseline out of the jar and began rubbing them on his nipples.

“Fuck! That hurts!”

“It should feel good. Just relax and let it feel good.”

She gently massaged the vaseline into his nipples, and he started to relax. “It hurts, but it feels good, too.”

“It looks like I’m going to have to return all your favors. You rubbed my nipples, and sucked them, and you massaged vitamin B into my tits to stop stretch marks. Hunh?”

“Ben looked at her, “Hunh what?”

“Your pectorals are a little flabby. You should probably break out the weight set again, do a little toning up.”

“Right.”

“No, I’m serious.” She poked a finger into his pectoral and it did sink in, it did look a little flabby.

“Well, crap. Okay.”

The next day Ben went into the garage, set up the weight lifting station, and had a small work out. Interestingly, he didn’t feel as strong s he usually did.

He had last worked out a year before, but even a year wouldn’t make him weak!

So he struggled through a work out, three sets of 8 different lifts, and he was really tired when he was done.

And, feeling weak and thinking he needed a bit more protein for his work outs, he cooked a big steak for dinner.

“Going cave man on me, eh?” Josie laughed.

He frowned. “This is weird.”

“What’s weird?”

“I used to eat a steak like this for a work out no problem. Now…I don’t even like the taste. You want half?”

She did, and she ate half his steak, and he sighed and wondered what the fuck was going on.

Josie’s tits shrunk very slightly, but it appeared to just be the body adapting to the situation. None of the scientists were alarmed. No extra tests, just turn in your two gallons a day and keep going.

And she did.

Day after day.

“What the fuck is happening to me?” Ben asked when she came home from her industrial milking one day.

“What?”

“Look at my chest!”

She did. It was only two days after his nipples had proven sensitive, and one day after his ‘weakened’ work out. But she saw the difference right away.

“Honey, you’re growing boobs.”

“What?”

“I’m serious. Not boobs like mine, but they look like the boobs a young girl might have when she starts to develop.”

“That’s impossible!”

“It might be impossible, but it’s happening.”

Ben took off his shirt and examined himself in the mirror.

His chest did look flabby. But…boobs? No fucking way.

Josie cupped his pectorals, squeezed, and he yelped. The nips were still sensitive.

“You should see a doctor.”

“One of your boob doctors?”

“Maybe. Probably. At the least they would know more than a normal doctor.”

He frowned, he fidgeted, he second guessed, but in the end he agreed to meet with her doctors.

And he wore loose shirts and was very nervous for the next three days.

Especially as during the next three days his boobs grew a little more.

When they walked into the back entrance of the Pink Stork he was a very chastened, very humbled, downright scared man.

His chest was swollen. Where his pectorals had been strong yet subtle, now they were puffy and round. And the nipples were always erect and always itched. And they hurt when he touched them.

“Hey, it’s okay,” Josie held his hand and soothed him.

“It’s not okay,” his eyes were darting around. He felt like a real freak.

She took him through the back entrance, down a long hall, past her milking room, and into a lunch room. “You just sit down and wait. I’ll get my doctors.”

Ben sat, and tried to ignore everybody. He was totally embarrassed. Even though he was wearing a jacket that covered up his burgeoning boobs, he was embarrassed.

Or maybe even mortified.

A couple of minutes passed and Josie returned. Following her were two geeks in lab coats.

“Hi, Ben. I’m Frank and this is Joseph.”

They shook hands.

“Let’s all find a room and sit down.

They did, and Frank had Ben sit on a chair and he sat on a rolling swivel stool. “Let take a look at your breasts.”

Was that a bit of disbelief? Of humor?

Well, no matter. Ben parted his coat, took it off, then pulled off his tee shirt.

Frank blinked. Joseph leaned down and his eyes frowned.

“They look like…”

“I don’t think…”

“But the configuration…”

“Of course it might be different for a male.”

“But…” he looked up at Ben. “When did this start?”

Ben explained about feeling tender, the nipples actually hurting. He listed the days since then, and the growth of his boobs.

“Well, it looks like you’re growing boobs,” Frank said, when Ben was done.

“But how is that possible?”

Frank mused, “We control the pills, I don’t see any point of contact.”

“Unless Josie…somehow there was…crossover.”

“Not…I don’t…” he looked at Josie, adjusted his glasses. “We gave you the pills, and you didn’t hide one and take it home.”

“No! I would never do that.”

“What about…does Ben suck on your breasts when you…uh, when you make love?”

This was a very delicate area.

“He kisses my nipples, but he doesn’t really suck on my nipples.”

“He doesn’t ingest your milk?”

“No!”

Ben was sitting very quietly, his face bright red.

Frank turned to him. “Ben? You haven’t tasted any of her milk, have you?”

“Uh, well, I have suckled, but when I taste any milk I stop. I know you guys have a contract. Whatever milk Josie produces is yours. I’ve respected that.”

“But you tasted her product, then you stopped. So you did actually ingest minute amounts of her milk.”

“Heysoos, guys. I didn’t suck on her tits and drink her milk! Not like you think.”

Jospeh heaved a sigh. “But the point is, even in minute amounts, you ingested her milk.”

“Well, I guess so.”

Ben was mumbling. He had never been so embarrassed in his life.

“Would you mind if we took some samples from you?”

“Samples?”

“We’d like to do a complete work up. Get all your numbers. And…have you lactated?”

“No!”

“Well, then everything else. But if you lactate you need to contact us immediately.”

“I’m not going to lactate!”

“Well, sorry to say, but you swallowing her milk is like taking one of her pills. The chemicals are that strong.”

“So don’t the people you sell her milk to…why don’t they lactate?”

“Children don’t lactate, and we are sure they won’t lactate when they reach puberty. We’ve done extensive testing.”

“But you think I’m going to…you know…lactate.”

“Your breasts are growing, and in a manner similar to our women feeders.”

Ben almost flinched when Frank used the word ‘feeders.’ it sounded so…so hucowish.

“So can we have some samples?”

Ben looked at Josie, who nodded.

“Okay.”

For the next few hours Ben was poked and prodded, all his vitals taken, blood samples, measurements, everything was recorded in their Pink Stork iPads.

Finally, late in the day, they were done.

Ben and Josie drove home, and Ben was very silent.

“A penny for your thoughts.”

“Doom, defeat, despair, disaster,” answered Ben.

“What?”

He turned to her, placed a hand under his pectoral as if he was hefting it. “I’m supposed to lactate? Seriously?”

Josie shrugged. “It’s not that bad.”

“What?”

“I know it hurts, your nipples hurt, now, but that will go away. The feeling of somebody sucking your milk is quite pleasurable, even sexual.”

“But I don’t want that!”

Josie was silent, yet her silence was loud.

“What?”

“Look, I know it’s tough, but think about it this way. Every woman goes through the puberty stage, and that causes a lot of problems, a lot of mental wailing and gnashing of the teeth, but when it’s all over…we enjoy being women. We enjoy men playing with our breasts, having a cunt is fine, and the idea of having a baby is pretty amazing. Not that I’ve had one, but…I’ve got the potential, and…” she shrugged.

Ben was silent for a long moment. “I’m a man. I don’t want to be a woman. And it sounds like you are trying to talk me into lactating, and talking about having a baby? Do you think I want that?”

“Honey! No! I’m just talking about what it feels like in general, and you don’t need to have…bad feelings about this. I know you’re not going to change in to a woman, but…something is happening, and you really need to relax. Woman have gone through what you’re going through for thousands of years. Millions of years. You just need to relax, ride it out, see how it feels.”

Ben paid attention to the road. He didn’t like this conversation. He didn’t want to think about his chest suddenly spurting out milk.

He turned into their driveway and parked the car. They got out and went into the house. Ben stomping, scared, shaken.

Josie with the teensiest bit of a smile on her lips.

“Ben?”

“What?” he snapped.

“There’s one way to find out about all this.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about you’ve been changing very slowly. Maybe you should consider changing fast.”

“And how would I do that?”

“Take me into the bedroom and really suck on my breasts. Drink my milk. Get a heaping helping of boob juice and see what effect it has.”

“So I could turn into a woman?”

“So you could find out what’s at the end of the rainbow. Come into the kitchen.”

She walked into the kitchen, and he, now puzzled, followed her.

She poured two drinks, placed them on the table.

“What’s this?”

“Something to help you relax.”

“I don’t want to relax.”

She laughed at that, and even he grinned ruefully.

She picked up her glass and sipped. He watched her, and when she grinned he gave up. He picked up his glass and took a glug.

For a while they sipped. Ben started to relax a bit, and then they were laughing and joking. And they were talking about what it would be like if Ben actually went with it, got himself a big pair of boobs, and started lactating.

“You’ll like it,” said Josie with a belch. You feel it draining through your ducts, and it makes you feel all warm.

“Yeah, but then I’d have to be on the milk machine a couple of hours a day.”

“That’s not so bad. You lay there, there is the constant stimulation to your nips, you get really, really horny. Haven’t you noticed that after milking is when I’m the horniest?”

“Well, yeah. But that’s you.”

“Besides,” she continued, riding right over him, “You suck my tits all the time, I’d sort of like to give tit for tat.”

“Oh, that’s bad.”

She saw the pun and laughed. “Yes. But I can’t take it back. The truth of the matter is that I’m turning into sort of a boob man. I like to feel your breasts. I like to squeeze them. I never understood how men could like that, but now…now I’m starting to.”

“You want to suck my tits.” It was a statement, not a question. But the question in her statement could not be denied.

She leaned back in her chair and smiled a sultry smile. “The thought has crossed my mind. I look at you, hunkered down over my mammary glands, and I think about what it would be like. I think about how men get to suck on tits and women don’t, and I wonder what’s it’s like.”

He was silent.

And he was drunk.

Drunk enough to say, “You can suck on my tits any time.”

And she was focused enough to say, “Right now.”

He stood up, and she stood up, and it was like a dare. He walked down the hall, losing clothes as he went. When he entered the bedroom, naked, he was aware that there was a definite jiggle to his chest.

Yet he was drunk and pissed and in a contest of some sort with hi wife.

She was behind him, naked except for a bra. She couldn’t go anywhere without the bra.

She pushed him when he wasn’t looking and he fell on the bed.

She crawled on top of him, held him down, reached under him and grabbed his. tits.

“Stop it!” he struggled, and she let him turned face up.

They watched each other, now incredibly horny.

“You want to fuck me like this?” he asked.

“Oh, yes.”

She pushed him back, spread his legs, pushed his legs all the way back to his shoulders. His cock stuck up, ad she moved forward and settled on it.

She was inside his legs, fucking him Amazon style.

He was dazed. He didn’t feel male strong, he felt female weak. He couldn’t defend himself and she did with him what she wanted.

She rode his cock, up and down, and he loved it.

She leaned over him, put her weight on him, and her boobs hung over his face.

He put his mouth on one, and she felt the skin stretch as he sucked.

She groaned.

He went to the other tit.

She was in full lactation now, and milk poured into his mouth.

He pressed on one tit, then the other, switching his mouth and drinking greedily.

She was in between her daily milkings, and she gave about a pint from each tit, and he drank the sweetness. He pressed on each boob and caused the flow to increase.

She groaned, and fucked him, and he began to feel full, his belly actually sloshing inside, and then she came.

He didn’t cum, and it would be a long time before they realized that the one doing the lactating had to work harder for their orgasms.

But they didn’t realize it then, and in the Amazon position he couldn’t drive his weight into her. All he could do was be the victim of the fuck.

All he could do was lay there and take it, be a rag doll for her, be a victim to her lust, and he tried to cum, but she came again, and again, and then again.


PART TWO

He woke up sober and realized what he had done. If her milk was making him change, then he had just ingested a quart of it.

He lay in bed, afraid to move, afraid to see what drinking her milk had done to him.

He could hear Josie in the other end of the house, doing dishes.

He lay there, and wanted to cry.

He didn’t want tits!

But…he had fallen to her yesterday, he had taken the challenge. So…did he want tits?

He moved, and his chest moved.

He had drunk from her chest less than a day ago, and he already felt the effects.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered/whimpered.

He sat up, and his chest sagged.

His boobs were now totally recognizable as milk sacs. They had doubled in size, and they hung from his chest.

He needed a bra. He didn’t have the musculature to support these heavy bosoms.

“Josie!” His voice was weak, afraid. He called out louder. “Josie!”

The sound of rattling pots and pans stopped and he heard her walking down the hallway. She entered the room, stopped, and gasped.

He looked up from his boobs, despair upon his face. “Honey…?”

She waked across the room to the bed, sat on the side of it. She reached out and held one of his breasts.

“Well,” she said. “I guess we know.”

“I grew tits,” he muttered, looking down.

His milk bags were hefty pillows. Not giant, but definitely large.

And if they continued growing they would be giant.

“Maybe we shouldn’t have done what we did last night.”

“You think?”

“Okay. We need to call Frank and Joseph. They’re going to want to see this.”

“I can’t go anywhere.”

She looked at him, and she knew what he was talking about.

He was ashamed to walk the streets with these humungous milk pillows on his chest.

But it was more than that.

“It hurts to move,” he said.

“You need support.”

He nodded.

“Okay. I’ve got lots of extra bras. Let’s get you fixed up, then I’ll call the boys.

He nodded, and a tear seeped out of his eye.

Ben’s chest was bigger than hers. The wrap around tape measure, that is. He wasn’t a big, muscly kind of guy, but men usually had bigger around chests.

She found a bra that had enough ‘diameter’ and fit it to him. The cups were too big, but they did offer support.

Then she called Frank, and he called Joseph, and they agreed to make a house call. An hour later they pulled up to the house in a Pink Stork van.

“This is amazing growth.”

“Yes, there does seem to be a male to female effect.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that your boobs grew as big as they could for your chest. His chest being bigger, it is assumed that his boobs will grow to the largest size possible for his chest.”

Ben blinked.

“He’s going to be bigger than me?”

Frank nodded.

Josie looked at Ben. “And I thought I was big. You’ve got to do something.”

Frank and Joseph looked at each other, then they nodded. “Let me make a phone call.”

Frank went out to the front yard and talked into his cell phone. They could see him from the front window, and he was gesticulating excitedly, speaking emphatically, and waving his arms around.

“It looks like he’s having a rough time.”

“Don’t worry about it. His mother runs the company. He’ll get what he wants.”

Ben and Josie exchanged looks, then shrugged.

Fifteen minutes later Frank came back into the living room. He was wearing a Cheshire smile.

“How’d it go?” Joseph asked.

Ben and Josie just waited.

Frank sat down on the couch and nodded. “Okay, I’ve been empowered to make an offer.”

“An offer?” Ben’s eyebrows went down in consternation.

“Ben, there was been much conjecture, a lot of theorizing, that men can give milk as well as woman. There are actually case histories of men who have managed to lactate, and who have breast fed their children, and so on.

Ben’s mouth started to open as he tried to follow where this was going.

“The point here is that if we can get men to lactate, as well as women, we could conceivably double our production. That would lower the price of product, and revolutionize the food industry.”

“Revolutionize…” Ben sputtered.

“Yes. Revolutionize. What if we could eliminate cows as the source of milk? And, at the same time, put a million men to work.”

“Producing milk,” breathed Josie.

“Exactly. And Ben here is in the perfect position to break ground, spearhead, establish an opportunity for all men everywhere.”

“By breast feeding.”

Frank nodded.

Joseph marveled, “You think we can actually put a million men to work?”

“The US has 9.34 million milk cows. Do the math.”

Joseph smiled. “And we’re on the ground floor.”

“We’ll patent it, we can establish operations, then go international.”

“How many milk cows in the world?”

“270 million.”

“We could put 270 million men to work.”

“And human milk is much easier to work with. We could have men giving chocolate milk, strawberry milk, we could eliminate allergies…there is no end to what we can do.”

He turned to Ben and Josie, whose heads were turning back and forth like spectators at a tennis match. “We can pay you in shares, if you want. This is going to be massive.”

“If I can actually lactate.”

Everybody in the room was now looking at Ben, and they were nodding.

“Oh, fuck,” Ben said.

The following day workmen came over from the Pink Stork company and built another milking machine. This one was designed to Ben’s specifications. It was bigger, quieter, and more comfortable.

“Wow, they’re treating you better than they did me.”

Ben watched as the workmen tightened the bolts and hooked up the  tubes of the milking machine. I wonder…do you think men will be as excited as women to sit around and give milk?

“Maybe.”

“But you weren’t excited. You were actually irritated, and if it wasn’t for the money.”

“But men are kinkier than women.”

Ben looked at her.

“Hey, it’s true. Fair or not, women fuck, but men fuck every which way they can.”

“You make it sound like there is something wrong with men.”

She smiled and hooked her arm in his. “Depends on your definition of wrong. Men think women are too prudish. Women think men are too kinky. So where’s the middle ground?

“We’re all done. Do you know how it works?” asked one of the workers.

“I do,” answered Ben. “We’ve already got one machine.”

The workman nodded, and he had his fellows packed up and headed out. Ben wondered what the fellow would think if he knew that within six months he would be working 14 hour days doing nothing but installing milking machines.

Probably wouldn’t think about it at all, except to chuckle. And count his overtime.

People. Humanity. All stuck in their kink and money. Was there anything else in this world?

“Ready to try it out?”

Ben nodded.

“Off with the clothes.”

Ben undressed except for his bra.

“You can take that off, too. It looks like they made some improvements.”

Ben took off his bra and climbed onto the machine. This machine was more like a slanted plank with two large holes for his breasts to hang through. He could get onto it himself, but it was easier with Josie’s help.

Josie fit the teat cups to his nipples and turned on the machine.

Chunka…chunka…chunka…

Ben jerked when the tubes first started sucking him. Then he relaxed. It wasn’t totally comfortable, but then he wasn't lactating, yet, either.

Josie moved behind him and started rubbing his back.

“Oh, that feels good.”

“Told you so.”

“I feel like my tits are being sucked inside out. It feels so good. It makes me want to fuck.”

“Sorry, Ben. You’re being paid by the hour. No fucking on the job.”

Ben laughed. “My dick says otherwise.”

His dick was hanging down through a little hole in the table. The hole was over a bucket so he could pee without having to get up.

Josie reached under the table and began stroking his penis.

“Oh, yeah.”

“I wonder if there’s a market for another kind of milk?”

“Maybe. Would women buy a spermshake?”

“There’s so much protein in my semen…”

“Maybe there’s other uses for it, too.”

“Get me off, then have Mutt and Jeff analyze it. Maybe we can kill another 300 million milk cows.”

Josie laughed, and rubbed underneath the head of his dick. His dick bobbed and he could feel that deep urging within. He wanted to cum.

“Oh, yeah, baby.”

She stroked him and stroked him, and used the other hand to fondle his balls. Then, a moment of inspiration, she massaged his rectum.

“Oh, fuck!”

She inserted her finger and he was ashamed and wanted to get up, but her finger kept him down. Ashamed or not, he liked it, and he started wiggling his hips.

“Fuck…fuck!” he moaned.

And Josie said, “Honey?”

“Wha…wha…” He was close.

“You’re going to need more bras.”

“Oh…oh…oh…”

“And I want to get you some panties, too, and nylons.”

“Wha…what?” His mind was shattering within. He couldn’t think. He just…wanted…to…

“You’ve got the boobs for it, so you should look like a. woman.”

“AHHHHHH!” He tried his very best to fill the bucket.

And a drop of milk formed on each of his nipples. But just a drop, and they were never noticed.

But sometimes you don’t notice a sprinkle before a thunder shower.

Ben was put on a schedule of an hour in the morning and an hour at night. He didn’t give any milk that first week. Oh, a drop here, two drops there, but the main thing was that his tits started to expand, to grow, to become huge.

Each day it seemed he needed a bigger bra size, and by the end of the week he needed a bigger bra than Josie.

“Wow!” she said one morning, as she strapped him into the machine. “I’m jealous.”

“I don’t understand why I’m not lactating.”

“It just takes time. You make the building, then you have to put the plumbing into it.”

He chuckled. “That’s a terrible analogy.”

She went into the house to do some chores, and heard him yelling fifteen minutes later.

She ran into the room and her jaw dropped. Milk was pouring from his nipples. His nipples were huge, much larger than hers, and milk was seeping out of the ducts in a flow. Not a stream, or a drizzle, but a flow.

“It hurt for a second,” he yelped, “Then it started.”

She stared, then ran for the containers. If this flow kept up he would be filling a bottle every couple of minutes.

The company, of course, was pleased. Right from the beginning he was putting out twice as much milk as Josie, and within a couple of weeks the Pink Stork was rethinking all their plans.

“We don’t need women anymore,” Frank explained. He had come over to the house himself to break the bad news. “We can give you a job in accounting, but it will be real work.”

Ben and Josie looked at each other. The fact was that Ben was putting out twice as much milk as she was, and it was higher in nutrients and vitamins and minerals and everything.

Early trials had shown that his milk even caused a serious degree of weight loss.

“So,” she asked Ben. “Do I really need to work?”

Ben: “Not really.”

“So my job would be to take care of you, like a good wife should.”

He nodded.

The fact of the matter was that he liked being milked. The suction on his teats caused serious horniness. As soon as he was hooked up he drifted into a delightful, little subspace. Everything was warm and cozy, and he felt so good.

And then, to top it off, Josie would reach under and give him a hand job.

Frank said, “And, by the way, we have special food we would like you to try. We’re hoping to increase nutritional value. I brought a case of it with me.”

Ben took his place on the milk machine that night. Josie hooked up the teat tubes, placed the bucket under his dick, and hung a bag of Ben’s new food above his table. A tube led down to his mouth and he could suck nourishment any time he wanted.

That night he was in seventh heaven. He lactated, he fed, and he came. And he didn’t even have to do anything. He just laid there and everything was done for him.

He was very lazy that night. After feeding he just wanted to sit in his recliner and watch TV.

The next morning he was in the same position. He lay there and produced, and sucked breakfast, and was stroked.

“I think I’m going to have to get some kind of a machine to suck your dick,” Josie mentioned, as she ate her breakfast of bacon and eggs.

Ben wrinkled his nose. His new feed was much tastier than bacon and eggs. “Okay.”

He was dazed from feeding, and he didn’t really know what she was proposing.

That day, in between his feedings and lactating, they had nothing to do.

Josie took him on a shopping spree. She bought panties and bras, nylons and garters, tummy shapers and chemises and an assortment of skirts and even a few dresses.

Now not feeding, or lactating, Ben was able to think a bit, and he asked, “Why am I going to need all this?”

“Because with your hooters you no long look male.”

Ben looked at his reflection in a window, and she was right.

His hair was a bit short for a woman, but his lips were large and red from sucking the feed tube, and his enormous boobs made his waist smaller, and…he looked sort of like a woman. Or, at least not like a man.

Oddly, he didn’t care. He just was looking forward to the evening feeding.

Funny, he was calling it feeding more than lactating. But…that was what he was looking forward to. Lactating was good, it was fun, it was sensual, but he loved sucking that formula the company had prepared for him.

Two weeks later Ben realized that he was putting on weight.

Of course he was. He wasn't getting exercise. He just sat around and waited for the next feeding.

“You should get out and do some running, warm up the weight lifting set. You’re getting out of shape.”

“Oh, yeah. I guess I am. I’ll do it right after this evening’s feeding.

Josie frowned. He wasn’t going to, and they both knew it. After dinner he would watch some TV, yawn, and then head for bed.

Four weeks later Josie realized that he was no longer the man she had married.

He had gone from 150 pounds to 250 pounds, and none of it was muscle.

“Honey, you have got to do some exercise!”

“I will. Could you hang another bag of feed? I’m feeling a little hungry today.”

She did.

“Now I need you to jack me off.”

She didn’t want to. She was on a constant program of attend to his needs, and she was getting nothing. It had been more than a month since he had porked her, and she was needing some loving.

“I can’t tonight,” she answered. “I’ve got some work to do.”             

But she didn’t work, and he didn’t connect the dots, and she went into the bedroom. While he was getting his nipples sucked, while he filled bottle after bottle with his male milk, she opened the bottom dresser drawer and took out her vibrator.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered, as she put the pink vibrator into her ass, then worked the big one on her pussy.

She missed her husband’s hands and mouth. She wanted cock, but she wasn’t getting it, so she gave it to herself.

She felt her nipples with one hand and jacked the big vibrator into her pussy with the other.

Interestingly, her breasts had started to dry up. They were only half as big as they had been, and another month they’d be almost back to normal. That would be a relief.

She groaned, forgot about milk and lactation, and even her husband, and moved the vibrator rapidly over her clitoris.

“Fuck…fuck…fuck…AHHHH!” She came with a violent jerking of her hips. Her insides turned into lava and her eyeballs rolled back.

Sometime later she went into the guest room and started capping the bottles of milk that Ben had produced.

Two months later Josie hooked the teat cups to her husbands enormous udders. She put a butt plug into his ass, and attached the ejaculator tube to his cock.

Ben sighed.

He was over three hundred pounds now. Heavy enough to break most bathroom scales.

He didn’t get up much, and when he did he just wandered around the house in a muumuu.

His face had fatted out and he had blubbery lips.

Sometimes he still played the female, put on a little lipstick, curled his hair, and then he would lay down on the new milking table.

It was a beaut. Large enough to accommodate his larger shape, the jacker was built in. It was made of space age materials and he felt like he was flying a spaceship.

Sometimes Josie would sit with Ben. She would read a book while he watched the soap opera.

Sometimes she would initiate a conversation, but his answers were lacking in wit and substance, so the conversations usually died quickly.

During the day she would usually go out. Sometimes with girl friends, sometimes with male friends.

Ben wasn’t paying attention to her, and she had needs. Strange men filled her needs.

Interestingly, she had a feeling that Ben knew about her infidelities, but didn’t care.

He didn’t care about anything except getting his feedings. His whole world revolved around being milked, and sucking on that tube of specially designed nourishment the company gave to him.

Three months later Ben was 350 pounds, and putting out several gallons of milk a day, and Frank dropped by.

“Hi, Josie.”

“Hey, Frank. How’s the bottom dollar.”

He grinned. His bottom dollar was looking pretty damned good.

For that matter, so was Josie’s.

And Ben’s, though she never thought about that. Ben had no interest in the amount of money he was making with his milk.

“So, the reason I dropped by?”

“Yes?”

“We’re setting up a warehouse. Well, not exactly a warehouse, but I don’t know what to call it.”

Josie waited.

“The point is that you and I know that you can no longer take care of Frank. If there’s an emergency, the house burns down, you could never get him out in time.”

She nodded. “He has put on a bit of weight.”

“So we’re building a special house for Frank and…and others like him.”

“You have other people like Frank.”

“You knew we would. There are millions of men who would love to get a job like Ben’s. Just sitting around and producing milk, and knowing that they were helping the entire world.”

She nodded. She had figured things out months before, and now she was just going along, watching it all play out.

“So you’re going to move Frank into this new building. Along with some others.”

“He’ll love it, Josie. The milking machines are bigger, more comfortable, more amenities built in. We’ll have doctors on call every minute of the day, his nutritional needs will be looked to, it will be wonderful.”

Josie got a far away look in her eyes. Ben would be cared for. He would be fed and jacked and produce milk for the world. He would watch soap operas and have his needs taken care of for the rest of his life.

Josie asked, “These other men, who are going to give milk. How did they…did they volunteer?”

Frank spoke carefully here, but he pulled no punches. “The men volunteered to drink Frank’s milk. He is much more potent than…his milk is the post powerful milk in the world. A couple of gulps and men start to change. They grow huge breasts and they don’t want to change back. They know when they have found a good thing.

Josie sighed. She missed her husband, but the truth was…he didn’t care about her. He just wanted to feed and lactate and have his dick stroked. He was getting quite obese, with tremendous folds of fat all over his body. She wouldn’t have recognized his face if she hadn’t seen it change over the weeks.

“Well, I suppose if Ben wants to…then it’s all right with me.”

“Wonderful. This is a great thing you’re doing!”

“But…”

Frank’s face shut down. As the first female lactator Josie had a lot of punch. She knew things, and she could be a pill, or a wonderful attribute.

“But what?”

“Let’s talk about what is really happening.”

He tilted his head and waited.

“You’re going to make nine million men into the spitting image of Ben, in the United States alone.

“Men have proven to be the most amenable to our industry,” he spoke carefully, not giving a thing away.

“That is going to upset the applecart. You’re going to have everything from longshoremen scream for unions, the EPA screaming about regulating male milk, the FDA is going to get into the act…it’s going to be a mess.”

“We’ve considered some of those things. Yes.”

“So you’re going to need to fight back. You’re going to need people to fight these Philistines who stand in the way of progress. You’re going to need people in government who will act to protect the country.”

Frank was interested now. He leaned forward slightly.

“What, exactly, are you proposing?”

“I’d like to run for office.” As a former lactator I would have a unique viewpoint. I can protect the company, and it wouldn’t hurt if the company offered me a few more shares.

They talked for an hour after that, and they delved deep into the needs of a country, of how a society can be shaped to benefit all.

All in their viewpoint.

In the end they shook hands and Frank went to make her pitch to his mother.

Josie walked into the guest room. Ben was laying on his table, his dick hung from the hole in the table, and his breasts hung down and were attached to the teat cups.

“Hello, honey,” he said, opening his eyes a slit and observing her. He looked sort of like a huge, fat lizard with his eyes half open that way.

“Hi, babe. Got some news for you.”

“Oh. Could you rub my dick while we talk? Your hand is so much better than the jacker.

She pulled up a chair and reached under him. She stroked him and he sighed.

“So what is this big news.”

“The company wants to move you to a big warehouse, to be with your own kind. They’ll have a doctor on call, people to wait on your every need.”

“Oh, wonderful.”

“Of course you don’t have to go.”

He turned his head slightly and focused an eye on her.

“Ben, if you give up lactating I’ll take you away with me. You’ll probably return to normal. We can make love again. We’ve got enough money now we can live the lifestyle we want.”

“And if I choose the warehouse?”

“Then we’ll be parting ways. I’ll file for divorce, find men to screw, and live my life the way I see fit.”

“Without me.”

“Without you.”

Ben sighed.

“What’s your decision, my love?”

He didn’t even hesitate. “I think my needs will best be looked after by the Pink Stork company.”

Josie nodded. She had expected this decision. She let go of his dick and stood up, but he wasn’t done. As she had guessed at the path of mankind, so had he.

“It’s going to be a different world from here on out.”

She nodded.

“I’ll be remembered as the first, the one who started it all. Before me there were just people, now…now it’s going to be different.”

“You’ll be a legend,” she agreed.

“That’s why, honey. Do you understand?”

“I do.”

“Thank you. And…I love you.”

“I love you, too, honey.”

“All right. Good bye.”

“Good bye.”

She walked out of the door, and out of his life.

END
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PART ONE

“Honey, you will never guess what I did.”

Henry Coates looked up at his wife and grinned. “You invented a cure for cancer?”

Henry was a handsome fellow, a little slender, a bit round in the face, but with a wry sense of humor.

“Oh, come on, really guess.”

Henry looked at Julie and sighed. She was a babe, his wife was. She had a statuesque body, perfect measurements, 36 by 24 by 36. Long, blonde hair, which she kept up because she worked in a lab, and deep blue eyes.

“Okay. You, uh, invented a new food for dogs.”

“You’re not taking me seriously!”

“Honey! I have absolutely no clue as to what you did! I haven’t seen you since this morning, I’ve had my head in the computer all day…why don’t you just lay it on me.”

She sat down on the couch next to him, took the newspaper out of his hands and tossed it aside and took his hands in her own. “I’m a lab rat!”

He blinked. He knew her lab invented things, and he knew they had lab rats, but… “You’re a lab rat?”

“I am. I will be making an extra two hundred a month, and—“

“Wait! You mean you’re actually taking an experimental drug?”

“Didn’t I just say that?”

“No,” he frowned. “You didn’t.”

“Oh, well, I am, and they’re going to pay me two hundred a month and all I had to do was take three pills. Simple dimple. And…”

While Julie blathered on Henry tried to control his upset.

“Wait a minute,” he finally broke in. “What kind of a drug are you taking?

“It’s a new chemical, been thoroughly tested, and here is the good news, it’s going to make my boobs bigger.”

“Wait! What?”

“It’s a specially made formula to help women lactate. It’s been working 100%, no ill effects, they’ve tried it on everything, and now they want to try it on me.”

“You’re going to produce milk? With your boobs?”

She huffed, “Didn’t I just say that?”

And it was a mark of how upset Henry was that he didn’t really register that.

“So you’re going to breast feed.”

“Not really. I’m just going to lactate. I’’ produce milk for a month or so and then the effects will go away..”

“And what if you keep lactating?”

“Oh, silly. None of the test subjects kept giving milk after three months.”

“But what if you do.”

She blinked. “Well, that would be…gosh.”

“Honey, this is dangerous. Humans shouldn’t be guinea pigs. You have no idea what untested drugs can do to you.”

“But it’s tested out perfectly so far. And I’ve already signed up, and I took my pills today.”

Henry stood up and started pacing. He thought about lawyers. He thought about side effects.

And, to be fair, he thought about how he loved big boobs, and how cool it would be to have his wife…bigger.

She was already big, and he loved that, but…what if she did get bigger?

“Okay. three months? On three pills?”

“Three months is what the test subjects experienced.”

“That’s pretty powerful.”

“I know, but this will help women who have trouble lactating. This is very important, and I’ll be helping new mothers everywhere. Please, honey, say it’s okay. I want to do this, I agreed to do this, and it’s for a good cause.”

“Let me see these pills.”

“I don’t have them with me. They’re at work.”

Henry frowned. “Well, it sounds risky to me.”

“Oh, so you don’t like extra money,” she pouted.

“I never said that. I—“

“Then you don’t like me taking the initiative.”

“You know that’s not—“

“Henry,” she gasped, “you don’t want my boobs to give milk! You don’t want my boobs to get bigger!”

Henry rolled his eyes. “Honey, I would love that. It’s just…I don’t like the idea of you putting strange chemicals into your body.”

“But these are tested. They aren’t strange. Wanna fuck?”

Henry blinked, and knew he had lost the argument. When Julie wanted to get her own way she always laid that on him. As if sex was a logic he couldn’t refute.

Of course, him being a horny bastard, he couldn’t refute it, and that was sort of logical..

Julie giggled. “Come on, big boy. Why don’t you come on into the bedroom and let’s play with my milk bags.”

“Honey!” he tried, but she grabbed his hand and tugged him.

“Unless you don’t want to play with them.”

Henry felt his cock rise. He thought about her boobs. And she hefted them to make sure he knew what she was offering.

Julie led him into the bedroom, pushed him onto the bed and started doing a strip tease. She hummed stripped music and took off her blouse and tossed it into his face.

He grinned and threw the garment aside.

Next went the skirt. She unzipped the side, shimmied out, which made her large boobs jiggle so delightfully, and threw the skirt at him.

“You bitch,” he laughed.

“La de da…dum dum…” she reached behind herself and undid her bra and came close to him. She looped it over his head and ran it back and forth around his neck, then she left it draped there as she danced back into the center of the room. Her breasts went around and around and up and down and his eyes stuck to them.

“It’s panty time, lover!” She pushed her panties down and when they reached her ankles she kicked them into the air. He snagged them and held them to his face.

“Mmmm, tasty.”

“Ooh, you’re nasty.”

She came to him and undid his shirt, he leaned forward and she pulled it off him. Then she went after his zipper. In a moment it was down and she was pulling his slacks off him.

“Oh, baby, what’s that I see in your panties.”

“These are BVDs, not panties.”

“Oh, you want to wear my panties.”

“I do not!”

She moved forward then, pushing him back on the bed, and she clambered over him.

He relaxed, his cock was sticking straight up, and she moved her slit over it. She reached down and spread her labia and started sliding her juicy snatch over his rock hard cock.

She started to slide down, and stopped. Just his head was in her pussy and she held herself up, put a finger to her lips and said, “Oh, wait a minute, you’re mad at me for that lab thing.

He groaned, and laughed, and said, “You are so bad.”

“Then you’re not mad?”

“God, no. Now stop torturing me and get on with it!”

She slid down, and their eyes opened. It was a perfect fit, and her pussy was slick and hot. She put her hands on his pectorals and began jouncing up and down.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

“Honey, you’re going to love it when I start lactating. I’ll even let you nurse. Would you like that? Baby Henry needs his milk….right from the spigot.”

He reached up and pulled her down enough so he could place his mouth on her tit.

“Oh!” she yelped.

He growled and sucked and gave her nipple another nip.

She fell on him then, and he flipped her over and took the dominant position.

“Oh, baby,” he muttered. He was no longer thinking about her being a lab rat. Now he was only thinking about how much he loved being in her.

She wrapped her legs around him, squeezed, and he slithered into her, rubbing the veins of his cock against the sides of her vaginal canal.

She squealed, humped him harder, bit his ear, and he could feel her pussy muscles squeezing his cock.

“Holy fuck!” He grunted.

“It’s a hole and you’re fucking it,” she gasped.

Then he felt his insides start to click, he felt that surge of urge that presaged the orgasm.

“You’d better hurry,” he said. “She’s about to blow.”

“Oh, God…yes.” She twisted her hips and pulled on his cock, and that put her over.

“Yes…yes…Ohhh!”

She locked up, her pelvis felt rigid, and his cock was trapped, but that was okay. His cock began to spew right after her, and he kept pumping and pumping, filling her with seed.

Satisfied, they collapsed. Held each other.

She said, “I’ll be careful. It’ll be all right.”

He knew she was talking about the drug experiment.

Later, after she drifted off, he still thought about it, though. Taking drugs was a serious thing, and an experimental drug was really serious. Well, nothing to do about it now And he drifted off to sleep.

Life went on. Henry thought about her taking the experimental pills a bit, then he forgot about it. Nothing was happening, there was nothing to talk about, and…life went on.

Henry worked on the internet. He was a data base specialist and companies stood in line for him to work on their databases. So a month passed and he always had his head filled with computerese, worked  on algorithms, and played a little golf on the weekends.

Julie went to work at the pharmaceutical company every day. As a test subject she had to have her blood sampled frequently, and she had to pee in a cup every day. Outside of that little routine everything pretty much stayed the same. She analyzed data, spun test tubes, filled out reports. She knew the work was boring for most people, but she really enjoyed it. It kept her attention focused and she stopped even thinking about the drug test.

A month after being on the program Julie came home and said, “Party tonight! Randy Jackson and his wife are throwing an evening barbeque. Swimming, naked women, drinking, naked women, orgies in the bedroom, naked women!”

Henry gave her the eye. “In other words it’s going to be a boring bunch of scientists talking about how exciting a test tube is but you want to make sure I go so you’re giving me the sex talk.”

“Damn! You know me well!”

“Well, I’m in the middle of a problem and—“

“Wanna fuck?”

“Goddamn it!” he howled. “That’s not fair!”

“Nope,” she grinned. “We have to be there by six.”

At 5:45 they walked out the door and got into the car. Henry was in shorts and tee shirt. Julie was in a red, silk cheongsam with a porthole on the chest. The porthole gave an amazing view of her mountains and Henry marveled. “Man, that dress makes your bust look big!”

“I can’t eat tonight,” she said.

“Huh? Where is the logic? I tell you your boobs are beautiful and you decided to starve yourself.”

“No, it’s just that the dress is a little tight and I don’t want to turn into one of those large ladies who was to waddle everywhere.”

“Henry side glanced her as he started the car. “As long as you have those bazoombas you can be as fat as you want.”

“Oh, honey, you say the—Mooo!—nicest things. I—mooo!—wouldn’t worry about me geting—Mooo!—fat, though. I—“

“All right,” he laughed. “You got me. You do have the best boobs in the world, however.”

“I know. Wanna fuck?”

He stepped on the brakes and the car lurched to a stop.

“After the party?”

“Oh, you bitch,” he chuckled, and they headed down the street.

The party was a wild and crazy affair. It was mostly scientists, and after being cooped up in labs all day the scientists were ready to frolic.

Jason Landers liked to fill a syringe with vodka, then ‘vaccinate’ oranges.

Betty Wenders walked around in a bathing suit and tried to engage her fellows in profound conversations concerning the interaction of erudite molecules with negative flanders, or something like that. Henry didn’t know, and he doubted anybody else knew because Betty in a bathing suit was definitely a distraction.

Sandy Elizabeth got drunk and started groping all the men. Finally, the women bundled her into the bedroom to sleep it off, and a Lesbian get together ensued, and without bathing suits.

Henry ate a hot dog and drank bourbon and Coke. He had to admit this thing was fun. Especially when Betty groped his package. Thank God Julie didn’t see that.

There was some dancing, a corner of the patio was taken up by the political group. The argument du jour was whether stem cells could enable men to give birth. A hot subject if there ever was one.

Henry was dancing with Julie, enjoying the jiggle against his chest, as she was enjoying the rub of the bulge in his pants, and he felt wetness on his chest.

“Damn, I’m horny!” her eyes glinted at him.

“Must be in the water,” Henry glinted right back. “I feel the need to insert a meat package somewhere.”

“In the hole hotel?”

“Just for the night, mind you.”

They danced, and giggled, and were jostled by other dancers, and Henry suddenly looked down at his chest. “Damn,” he said, looking down. I must have spilled something.”

Julie laughed and they moved off the floor and he grabbed some napkins.

“Can’t hold your liquor, eh?”

“I can my liquor just fine, but…you got some spill on you, too.”

Julie looked down and blinked. Her red, satin material hid the spill, but it was obvious in the light that somebody had splashed her.

“That damn Jedidiah! If he brought a squirt gun to—“ she stopped.

Feeling the abrupt change in Julie’s attitude, Henry stopped blotting his chest and looked at her. “What’s the matter?”

Julie was inspecting her whole front now, and he saw it. The spill of liquid was down her front, emanating from her breasts, and her nipples!

“Oh, my God!”

“You’re lactating!” Henry whispered.

Rumors at parties are viral. No sooner had Julie bid goodbye to Georgina Jackson than Georgina noticed the spill on the front, knew what it meant, told Shiela Burkson about the successful lactation drug, and Shiela told Tammi and Tammi told Jenny and Jenny told…and Wanda Hilton caught up to Julie and Henry at the door and exclaimed, “Is it true? Are you lactating?”

Her voice was loud enough that a couple of couples started whispering. And she didn’t need to ask because Julie’s front was now seeping milk.

Wanda guided Julie into the bathroom where she borrowed a towel and blotted Julie’s breasts.

“Wow, you are really lactating.” They talked for a minute, and Julie agreed to show up at the office an hour early so they could do tests. Then Wanda pressed the towel to her front and said, “Take this. I’ll tell Georgina you’ll return it later.”

Henry and Julie walked down the front walk, Julie holding the towel to her boobs.

“Wow! You’re really putting out the milk.”

“And it’s really making me horny.”

“I’ll get the car, you just stay here.”

A minute later Henry drove up and Julie got in.

“I’m not going to be able to sleep in bed,” she said. “I’ll ruin the mattress.”

“I’ll set up the pads off the patio furniture. Did you ever think you’d produce this much milk?”

“Nope. I wish they’d only given me one pill.”

Henry shook his head and tried not to stare. He had to stay on the road.

They arrived home and Henry set up a temporary bed. Julie went into the shower and soaped her boobs. Now that she was really examining herself she realized that she had grown a cup size. No wonder the dress had been tight.

She stepped out and dried off, then put on a nursing bra she had bought just in case. She slipped pads into the front of the bra and went into the front room where Henry had set up her bed.

“How’s it going?”

“I think the milk is slowing down, but that was awesome. It was actually shooting out of my nipple like a squirt gun.”

Henry grinned. Nice bra. Makes you look real big.

Julie bit her lip. “Henry?”

“Yes, wonder cow?”

She slapped him, tried not to laugh, and said, “I have to tell you, this thing is really making me horny.”

“And that’s good, right?” It was obvious that from his viewpoint it was good.

“But I feel like such a cow!”

“I guess I better be careful with the jokes.”

“Well, I started it, but…yes. But are you okay with making love with me in this condition?”

“Honey, even if I wasn’t, my cock is.”

She laughed weakly.

“Here, lay down. I’ve laid out sheets over the plastic—it can get sweaty, you know—and we can change the sheets if they get wet.”

“Thanks, honey.”

Then, eyeing Henry, Julie slid her panties off and got down on all fours. “Take me from the rear,” she smiled at him.

“Are you embarrassed?” he asked as he ripped his clothes off.

“A little.”

“Well, get over it.”

Henry liked the doggy position, and he knelt next to her and kissed her while he massaged her pussy.

“Oh, God. I can’t believe how horny this has made me!”

“Me, too,” Henry actually gulped, he was so excited, then he perched behind her and fit his cock to her pussy.

She lowered her shoulders and arched her back to present her pussy and give him easy access.

“Oh, yes!” she sighed. “This has been like the itch you can’t scratch.”

“And now you’re finally getting it scratched.”

“I am.”

Henry pushed up against her buns. He knew his dick would be rubbing at her G spot. She should cum in no time. And she better, because he was already feeling it.

They fucked, rutted like sex pigs, and Henry inadvertently hugged her. It was a normal motion, a comfortable feeling, and he squeezed her tit.

“AHHH…”

Henry stopped moving. “Are you okay?”

“Do that again!” she almost screamed.

Henry plunged deep and squeezed her boob.

“Oh…fuck!”

Henry plunged again, and Julie pushed her butt against him. “Squeeze my titties! More!”

Henry began squeezing her breasts, left, then right, then left.

“Take my bra off!”

Normally Henry would have quipped, ‘But I’m not wearing it,’ but now she was so intense, and her body was jerking all over the place, that he just worked the clasp and the bra dropped off.

Her breasts hung down, almost to the floor, and she groaned. “When you squeeze my tits it causes a contraction in my vagina. It makes me cum.”

Henry didn’t need further explanation. He jammed his cock in, hard, and he reached around and squeezed her tits. Hard.

Milk spurted out, dripped out of his hands, literally poured onto the sheet and the plastic liner under it.

“Oh….yes! Again”

Henry fucked her and fucked her, and the milk poured and poured.

Julie kept lurching and spasming. Orgasm after orgasm. Short, sharp, hard.

Finally, she was done. She collapsed on her belly and Henry drew out. Henry’s dick was done. He had cum, and she had kept fucking him,  and he had grown hard again, but now it shrank and just laid there.

“Wow,” Julie moaned.

“Double wow!” Henry laid next to her on his back.

“I’ve made a mess,” she looked away from him, and he picked up on her mood.

“Are you embarrassed.”

“No.”

“Then looked at me.”

She turned her face towards him, and was embarrassed, and moved towards him and buried her face on his chest.

He just laughed. “No need to be embarrassed. It was all for science, anyway. Right?”

She nodded.

They got up and Henry replaced the sheets, then they both laid down. Henry was going to sleep on the couch, but instead they just cuddled and drifted off.

“Oh, shit,” Julie said.

Henry opened his eyes and looked at her.

“I’m getting horny again.”

He grinned, but said, “Sorry, babe. You totally fucked me out.”

“You’re sorry? I’m sorry!”

She sat up and looked at her breasts. They might be a touch bigger. Yes, just a touch, and milk was drizzling out of. her ducts.

“What can I do?”

She looked at him, a lost, little girl look, and said, “Can you use your fingers?”

“Of course I can. Here, let’s put some pillows and, yeah, turn like that. Okay, here we go.”

Julie was laying on her belly, two pillows under her and her breasts out to the side. They were flattened, but the nipples were accessible, and they were leaking. She spread her legs and Henry put his hand down between her buns and started rubbing her pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” she moaned, and she immediately started cumming.

Henry grinned and worked his hand. He rubbed her clitoris and inserted a couple of fingers and finger banged his wife.

Julie humped and humped and the milk flowed.

“I know there’s connection between the erogenous zone of the breasts and the vagina, but this is really something.”

Julie grunted, let the quick, hard orgasm pass, and muttered, “I love it, but…it’s too much, too.”

“Are you putting out as much milk?”

“No,” she admitted, “but this horny state is persisting.”

“Don’t worry about that. I may not be able to play the piano again, but we’ll satisfy your itches.”

“Honey, I have to go to work, but I’m picking up a dildo on the way home.”

For a half hour they fucked her pussy and milked her tits, and she finally calmed down.

“Oh, thank you,” Julie said. “I don’t know what I would have done if you hadn’t… you know.”

“That’s okay. I might put out advertising however, get some business cards. ‘Henry Lancing, Masturbator Extraordinaire.’

Julie pulled up her nursing bra and put fresh pads in it. “Can you make some toast or something while I get ready?”

“Absolutely.”

Julie headed for the bedroom and Henry began making breakfast. By the time she was ready for work he had a plate of toast, a couple of sausages and a glass of OJ.

Julie chomped and chewed quickly. She drank the OJ in almost a single gulp. “I must need to replenish fluids.”

Henry just chuckled. He was getting off on all the sex he was getting.

“I’ll be home as soon as they finish with me,” Julie tossed over her shoulder as she headed out to the garage. “Be ready.”

Henry fist pumped the sky as he went into his computer room.

At work Julie was hustled into the labs right away. Wanda and the other technicians had showed up early, and they poked and prodded, took samples and fetched Julie coffee.

Her milk was drained, her boob size was measured, and her milk was drained again.

“Is this flow ever going to stop?”

“Absolutely. The test subjects had increased flow for a month, then everything went back to normal.”

“That’s good. I love it, but…it’s making me horny.”

Wanda made a note on an iPad, and muttered, “Female viagra. That’s good. We can make a lot of money off that.”

And the tests went on.

At home Henry tapped the keyboard, figured out algorithms, and fixed data bases. He lost track of time—what he thought was fascinating other people would find boring—and before he knew it was lunch time.

But where was Julie?

Julie was being retested. And tested again. And then she was tested. Milk poured out of her, her boobs were measured, and they were getting bigger, and she was getting tired.

So much milk took a lot of energy.

Henry called her company, and Wanda came on the line and apologized but Julie was right in the middle of it and we’ll call you. Click.

Henry frowned.

Dinnertime, and he was ready to go over to the company and force his way in. They couldn’t keep his wife from him that way, then the phone rang.

“Hello?”

“Oh, thank goodness. I am so tired.”

“Julie! Are you all right? What the hell has been happening?”

“My milk production was heavy all day, but it’s finally gone down a bit. They think it might be a 24 hour thing. For 24 hours after you first start lactating your body goes crazy. But it seems to have gone down.”

“Are you coming home? Or should I pick you up.”

He heard a yawn on the other end of the phone. “I’ll be home in a half. Can you fix me dinner?”

“Sure. Just drive carefully and I’ll be here.”

“Okay, honey.” Another yawn.

Forty-five minutes later Julie drove into the garage. Henry was right there. He helped her out of the car and into the kitchen.

“Are you still lactating?”

“Oh, yeah. I need to change my pads right now. But it’s almost normal now.”

She ate bacon and eggs, that was his main dish as a male, and smiled, and yawned, and right afterwards Henry put her to sleep.

Henry was a little worried about her lactation, but he realized he was only being the concerned husband. The company had a ton of scientists looking after her.

She was sleeping on the floor on the made up bed, and he laid down on the couch and drifted off to sleep.

His last thought before drifting off was, Man, that poor woman!

“Henry?”

Henry awoke instantly. It was dark out, he glanced at the clock on the wall. Three o’clock.

“Are you all right?”

“I need to be milked.”

Henry rolled off the couch.

“And fucked…wanna fuck?”

For the first time in his married life Henry wasn’t thrilled by that phrase. Still, his cock stood up and he did have his duties.

He took her doggy style again. And she groaned and moaned, and finally said, “Can we do me on my back? My arms are tired.”

He pulled out and she turned over and faced him. In the darkness he could feel her gentle smile. She was happy, and resigned, and felt wonderful. All the lactation, it caused a maternal feeling in her.

Henry moved between her legs and began fucking her. He was actually afraid to lay on her with any weight. He didn’t want to hurt her tits.

Julie humped and held on, and she said, “Squeeze ‘em.”

Henry pounded into her, placed his hands on her chest and began squeezing.

Julie sighed and experienced a hard orgasm. Her hips twitched and locked up, and when it was over she said, “That is so hard and sharp. That must be what a man feels.”

Henry grunted and fucked harder.

“Henry…why don’t you suck on my tits.”

He stopped moving. Unbelievable, he hadn’t even thought about that. But he was a tit man, and he was fascinated. He lowered his head and took her distended nipple in his mouth. He began to suck and the milk squirted into his mouth.

It was a lot of milk, and it was delicious. Mother’s milk, though she wasn’t a mother, and he shifted to the other boob.

Back and forth he went, right to left to right to left, sucking, and the milk poured forth.

And Julie kept having orgasms every time he switched boobs. She held his head and felt a golden glow coming over her.

She was lactating, doing something women had done for a zillion years, and now she knew why. The warm fuzzies, and the bonus of a constant stream of little orgasms.

Poor Henry, he had cum the night before, and though he was hard, he couldn’t cum. He was empty.

When Julie realized that she giggled. “You can’t cum, can you.”

“No,” he grunted. “But it’s okay. I can still do you.”

“Oh, God! I love it! I’m never going to let you cum again. I’m going to keep you hard and just let you service me, no cum. I get all the orgasms.

“Oh, you mean bitch,” he grunted.

For the first time in his life he was fucked out. And frustrated. And couldn’t stop.

“Shut up and drink my milk!” she pulled his head back down.

And Henry felt the sweet nectar drizzle swiftly into his mouth, down his throat. Gulp after gulp after gulp.


PART TWO

Time passes. That is a known fact. Verified by clocks and watches all over the globe, time passes.

Within a couple of days the big rush of milk coming from Julie’s breasts was down to a light seepage. She had to wear the nursing bra, and change the pads every few hours, but she was no longer squirting willy nilly everywhere.

It was like a regular lactation. A little inconvenient, easily handled, and…time passed.

After two weeks she was still lactating, but she, or Henry, had to squeeze her breasts to make the milk come out.

Henry was happy with this because he liked playing with her mammary glands.

And, he had developed a taste for her sweet nectar.

He looked forward to waking in the morning and getting a warm cup of milk. A cup of milk before Julie went to sleep helped him sleep. And he had snacks during the day.

Julie laughed and said, “You’re just like a baby. Maybe I should stay this way and you would never have to eat another hamburger again.”

“Maybe if your right breast was strawberry and your left was chocolate.”

“Oh, that’s gross!”

Henry just grinned and squeezed some more milk out.

By the third week the milk was just a trickle. Henry was disappointed, but tried to hide it. He had really liked nursing at his wife’s ample boobs.

The fourth week they dried up and Julie lost a cup size.

“Well, that’s it, I guess.” Julie looked at the mirror. She was back to regular bras and there wasn’t a trace of moisture on the material around the nipples.

“Why don’t you volunteer for some more pills?”

“Oh, ho! Mr. I Don’t Want You Taking Dangerous Drugs!”

“Well, that was before they became non-dangerous.”

“You’re a pervert, and don’t deny it.”

“Of course I’m a pervert.”

“Well, I wish you could experience some of that endless fountain of milk. That might cure you.”

“Do you really want to cure me?”

She reached down and squeezed his weenie. “Nope.”

“Wanna fuck?”

“Ha! The shoes on the other foot!”

“Do ya?”

“After we go shopping.”

A couple of minutes later they were in the car and headed for the store. Henry turned on the radio and they listened to Lou Reed singing about walking on the wild side. Neither of them ever really paid attention to the lyrics, so they just hummed along and enjoyed the drive.

They entered the grocery store. It was past nine and there weren’t a lot of shoppers. They wandered the rows and tossed items into the basket.

They picked up some eggs. “Eggs always good,” grunted Henry, sounding like a caveman.

“We need bread, oh, here’s the butter.”

“Butter good,” grunted Henry.

Julie laughed at his humor.

“How about peanut butter?”

“Pee, and, nuts. Good. Unh!”

“Stop it you idiot.”

They walked past the whipped cream and looked at the products.

“Milk. Mmm. Milk good.”

“Shut—“ Julie stopped, stopped walking, froze, and stared at Henry.

“What?” he asked, laughing.

“Oh, no.”

Now he was puzzled, and he looked down to see what she was staring at.

His shirt was wet. Two blotches of moisture centered around his nipples. “What the fuck?”

“Henry…”

“What the fuck is…oh fuck!”

“Henry…you’re lactating.”

They ran out of the store. Just left their half filled shopping cart and ran for it.

Henry drove and Julie stared at him. The blotches on his shirt were getting larger. “What the fuck…what the fuck!”

“Keep your eyes on the road.”

Henry was panicking, but he managed to look up and drive without getting in an accident. Julie grabbed her cell phone.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m calling Wanda.”

“What for? What the hell is going on?”

“This has something to do with the pills I took.”

“But how could a pill you took affect me?”

“I don’t know…but you’re like I was. Wanda! Henry is lactating!”              

An excited voice on the other end.

“I don’t know!” Julie answered. “What should we do?”

She listened, said ‘okay,’ then hung up and turned to Henry. “Go to my work.”

“Your company? But…why?”

“Wanda will meet us there. Do you feel all right?”

“Aside from lactating? Oh, yeah. I’m peachy keenie.”

Julie ignored that and placed a hand on his arm. “Just take it easy. We’ll get to the bottom of this.”

They arrived at Julie’s work place and Wanda was already there. So were two other girls, Jenny and Sandy.

“Great,” muttered Henry, pulling into a parking place.

Wanda rushed out to meet them. The girls ran into the building.

“Henry, Julie, come on.”

“Wanda! What the hell is happening to me?”

“We’ll find out, Henry. The main thing is just to stay calm.”

“Stay calm? With my nipples leaking milk? Im a guy!”

“I know…I know. But there’s an explanation.”

They entered the big building and Wanda led the way back to the labs. Henry was still panicked, but Wanda’s reassurances were working.

The lab was a lab. Clean and sterile and filled with instruments.

“Have a seat, Henry. We’re going to take readings. We need information.”

Henry sat down in a chair that looked like a dentist’s chair. The front of his shirt was now sopping. He was leaking as hard as Julie had leaked the month previous.

Jenny and Sandy checked his blood pressure, his pulse, looked into his eyes and his ears. They stated results and Wanda entered the data into an iPad.

“Just be calm, dear,” Julie held his hand. “This is what I had to go through.”

Finally, the tests out of the way, Wanda pulled up a chair and faced Henry. “Okay, there’s obviously been some cross contamination. You didn’t take any pills, the only person you came in contact with was Julie. So…what was the point of cross contamination?”

Henry knew immediately and without doubt.

“I drank her milk,” he whispered.

Wanda blinked, then blinked again as her mind chewed on this data. “I should have known. Well, there is good news and bad news.”

“Oh, I already know the bad news. It’s all over my shirt.”

“That’s only half the bad news,” said Wanda. “The other half is that you are going to grow boobs.”

“What?” Henry’s voice squeaked.

“We gave the lactating formula to a group of male test subjects. They lactated, and they grew very large breasts.”

“Oh, no!”

“But, good news, sort of.”

“What?”

“They all recovered, returned to normal.” Then she dropped the other shoe. “In six months.”

“Six months?” Henry gaped. “I’m going to have boobs for six months?”

Wanda nodded.

“Oh, crap! What could be worse?”

Wanda cleared her throat.

“Oh, no! What now?”

“The test subjects all displayed extreme sexual excitement. They were priapic, they started, uh, mating with each other. And—“

“Wait a minute! You mean these male subject start doing it with other male subjects?”

“Yes.”

Henry stared in horror. “You’ve got have an antidote.”

“Apparently males react more strongly to the drug than females, and…there is no antidote. Not one we’ve discovered, at any rate.

“No! No! No!”

Henry was half bent over, his fists clenched.

“Henry, it’s okay,” Julie said. “I’ll be right there with you. The whole thing. We can get through this.”

Wanda: “You will be paid as a test subject for the whole time.”

“I’ll be paid a couple of hundred dollars a week for looking like a freak? I won’t be able to go out! I’ll have to hide in my house.”

“Henry, it won’t be that bad. You’ll be coming here every day for testing. As a matter of fact, this is invaluable data for us.”

“Why? So you can make the men of America able to breast feed?”

“No. It’s just data, but…it helps. And it will help mothers who can’t lactate. Think about it. If we can make a man lactate then a woman will be easy.”

“Oh, zippity do dah,” Henry cried. “My life is ruined just so some woman doesn’t have to buy formula.”

For the next hour Henry ranted and raved, and Wanda tried to salvage the situation. Julie held his hand and burped him.

Finally, they just sort of ran out. Henry was empty, and miserable, and there was nothing left to say.

On the way home he held a big towel to his nipples and watched as the material was soaked through.

“It’s okay, Henry. It’s not the end of the world.”

Henry just held the towel and felt himself leaking. Oddly, in spite of all his grousing, it felt good. And…he had a hard on.

They arrived home and Henry walked into the house. Wanda followed him into the bathroom. He dropped the towel and got into the shower. As he showered he watched the milk come out of his nipples and cascade down his front to drip on the tiles and run to the drain.

His nipples were bigger. They were probably bigger before his milk started to leak, but he hadn’t noticed it.

He stepped out of the shower and Julie wrapped him in a beach towel. She had folded it so the majority of the material was across his pectorals.

She led him out to the kitchen and poured him a drink.

“What am I going to do?” he asked miserably, and he took a sip.

Julie was sitting opposite him. She said, “Do you remember what my brother said when he told you to have a nice day?”

For a second Henry was blank. Then he said, haltingly, “Have a great day…”

“Or enjoy the misery,” Julie finished. “So enjoy the misery.”

He looked at her.

“Now I have heard you whining and crying all the way home, and I admit you’ve got cause, but it is what it is, and if you insist on being miserable then you’re just going to have to learn to enjoy the misery.”

“Fuck you brother,” Henry whined.

Julie snorted.

“What?”

“You’ve got a boner.”

“Yeah? So what?”

“So I had the female equivalent of a boner. I was wetter than a tropical storm in a rain forest, and what did we do about it?”

Henry heaved a sigh.

“We fucked. That’s what we did. Now, if you’re anything like me, then you’re going to be horny. Maybe not this instant, though your boner says it is this instant, but by tomorrow, maybe just later tonight, you’re going to want to jump my pussy.”

“So?” But his voice was lower, more intent. She had his attention now.

“So if you can stop whining and crying like a little bitch then I just might be in the mood to fuck you.”

Silence descended on the kitchen.

Henry sipped his bourbon. He was finally subdued.

“How do you feel right now?”

“I feel okay.”

“Okay? Or good?”

“I feel…I feel good.”

She nodded. “I felt good, and better and better, and then I was rabbit in a bunny whore house.”

Henry stared at her.

Then he snickered. “A rabbit? In a bunny whorehouse?”

She shrugged and gave a rueful smile. “It was all I could come up with.”

He chuckled. “Pretty good.”

“Yeah, I guess.” She heaved a sigh of relief on the inside. Henry was finally coming around. But she didn’t blame him. When it had happened to her she had been a lot worse than him.

“So you’re going to give me lots of sex.”

“I’ll fuck you till your weenie falls off. Then I’ll call our neighbors and have them fuck you. I’ll call every damned woman in town and we’ll fuck you till you’re blind.”

He nodded. “I’d like that.”

“I thought you would. Now let me make your bed. I’ll sleep on the couch, just in case I have to roll off and fall on your weenie in the middle of the night.”

“Start falling, bitch.”

She grinned. “It’ll happen. Now shut up and pour another drink. It’ll help.

Julie set up the mattresses from the patio lounges, then laid a sheet of plastic over them. She arranged sheets and blankets and pillows, then she set up the couch for herself.

Midway through her preparations Henry came out and sat at the dining room table. “I’m leaking like a sieve with a hole in it.”

“Tell me about it.”

Julie grunted. “I’ve set up towels next to you, so you can blot yourself during the night. If the pressure gets too bad let me know and I can milk you.”

“God, I feel like a cow.”

“How’s your boner, Miss Cow?”

“Like a bone. I can feel the horniness coming on.”

“Put it off as long as you can. Once I fuck you you’re going to be out of your mind.”

He chuckled. “The shoe is going to be on the other foot.”

She laughed. “You know, I’m sort of looking forward to this.”

“Have I ever told you you’re a real bitch?”

She snickered. “Wait a couple of days. I’m curious what you’re going to be calling me then.”

They slept for two hours, then Henry woke up. The world was strange, he was wired, his dick felt like a maypole, ready for the maidens to dance around it.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. He felt the towel around his chest and it was soaked.

“Henry?” Julie whispered

“Oh, God!” he whimpered.

Julie rolled off the couch. She tossed the sodden towel away and gave him a dry one. His chest was sticky with milk. What was worse was that he wanted sex. Not just wanted sex, but WANTED sex. He could hardly think. His mind was like an apple that had been cored then exploded with a firecracker.

Julie grabbed his cock and began stroking. “Let’s see if my hand is enough for awhile. Let’s save my pussy for later.”

He didn’t care. Pussy, hand, a knothole in a tree…he needed relief.

She stroked and he began to lurch up and down with his hips.

It didn’t take him long, he was so horny. Within a minute he began to grunt and moan, and suddenly he felt the semen shoot up his shaft and erupt from the head of his penis.

“There’s boy. You need more?”

He had just come, but the sexual haze inside his mind made him nod. “Yes…please!”

Five times he shot his wad, and his breasts leaked all over the towel.  The towel rubbed against his nipples and he groaned.

After the fifth time Julie tossed the towel and put another one on his chest.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined, “My nipples.”

She knew that the material of the towel had rubbed his super sensitive nipples. She kissed him gently and held the towel down. His nipples were bigger, and now it felt like his pectorals were expanding. She hadn’t experienced this because she already had breasts, but she knew it must feel like going through puberty, the confusion, the strange feelings, maybe, probably, the onslaught of hormones. With all that was happening to his body he must be experiencing hormones.

She jacked him off again, and he was starting to yawn, so she decided to give him one last cum. But now she was curious. When he had fucked her when she was like this she had been blind and unseeing, just victim to her raging senses.

She squatted over him and lowered herself.

He gasped and his eyes opened wide. Her hand had been rough and tough compared to this. He groaned and thrust his penis up and she engulfed him, then sat down hard.

“Tears of pleasure leaked out of his eyes, and his breasts—that was the only way to think of them now—squirted milk. One of his nipples was uncovered and the thin stream arced through the air.

“Come on, honey,” she murmured, and she began to rise and fall, corkscrewing her pussy down the length of his shaft.

Now Henry was in heaven. Before he had felt pleasure, and every fuck, every squirt of milk from his nipples, felt good. But now he was reaching new peaks, new crescendoes.

Julie reached down and pressed on his breasts. She knew he would sleep better if his boobs were empty. She pushed—yes, they were bigger—and the milk squirted into the air. The liquid got onto her face and into her hair. She just laughed and pushed down on his tits as she pushed down on his cock.

“Oh, God!” wailed Henry. “Oh, God…Oh, God!…Oh, God!” The orgasms washed over him until he wasn’t even aware that he was. He was just existing in a golden cloud of squirts.

Two more hours of sleep and Julie made herself move. Her pussy was truly and totally fucked, in the best sense of the word. She groaned and looked at Henry.

He slept, but his mouth was moving, mumbling. She couldn’t make out what he was saying, however.

“Henry, honey. Time to wake up.”

His hands immediately went to his chest. The towel was soaked. His penis was straight out.

“You want me to milk you before we go to work?”

He nodded.

She pressed on his chest. His squirts were thicker than hers, and there was more of them. His boobs were half grown, little mountains on his chest.

For fifteen minutes she kept palpating his boobs. More and more milk, and finally he was done.

She got him up and into the shower. She got him out and handed him a nursing bra.

“What’s this?”

“You need this honey.”

“I can’t wear this!”

“Then everybody will see your leaky tits sagging on your chest.”

He looked down at his chest and tried to keep a sob in. He had tits. Not huge, but this was only the first day.

She helped him into the bra, put some pads in and handed him some panties.”

“Why can’t I wear my tighty whiteys?”

“Because you’re going to feel a bit restrained. Look at your cock.”

He did, and it looked like an angry, red monster.

She helped him put on the panties and it helped. He was covered, and his dick wasn’t all bent up and out of shape. He’d have a bulge, but…the panties worked.

He got into shorts and pulled on a loose sweat shirt while she got dressed. He kept looking at his bulging chest in the mirror.

“Oh, man,” he kept saying. “Oh, man.”

“Oh woman, you mean,” she quipped.

“Not funny.”

“Everything’s funny if you can enjoy the misery.”

“Ha ha,” he said, miserably.

By the time they reached the company he needed to change his breast pads. Then commenced a morning of tests, tests, and more tests.

Henry suffered through the tests, they weren’t that hard, anyway, and he was done by noon. Which was good. His breasts were not only full, they were hot, fevered, the nipples turgid and wanting to be sucked.

His cock was like a lighthouse.

Julie was watching him carefully, and she rescued him at lunch time. She talked to Wanda, and Wanda nodded, and Julie collected Henry and walked him out to the car.

Henry was dazed, and he felt like gold. He was feeling that maternal glow that being milked gave.

“Be patient, Henry,” Julie said as she put the car into gear.

Henry wasn’t patient. His tits were getting bigger, hotter, and he reached a hand into his shorts and started stroking himself.

“Oh, fuck!” he moaned as Julie pulled up to a stop light. His hand was working hard and his breast pads were squishy with milk. The girl in the next car stared at him as he arched his back and came.

Julie took off like a jackrabbit with a carrot up its ass when the light changed. The woman in the other car wasn’t following them, it looked like she had been laughing, but Julie wasn’t taking chances.

She pulled into the garage, dragged Henry from the car and pushed him into the house.

Henry was dazed, laughing hysterically, and he collapsed on his bed. He wasn’t even aware of who he was, let alone where he was.

Julie pulled his pants off and sat on him.

Henry immediately lurched into action. His hips bucked and he humped and he moaned, “My tits! My tits!”

Julia leaned over and pressed her hands on his boobs. They were getting bigger. After a morning of being poked and podded they were probably 70% of what they would be.

Henry’s bucking tossed her into the air and she braced her self and came down. Her pussy opened up and her hands pressed on his tits. More milk squirted out. He was in the middle of that first day now; he was in a fever heat of sexual desire and squirting milk. His dick was throbbing, and he began to cum, and cum, and cum.

Unlike Julie his orgasms weren’t hard, sharp little jolts. They were a constant orgasm, swelling into peaks, receding a bit, and swelling again.

Julie took it as long as she could, then she got off him, placed his hand on his penis, and let him jack himself.

“Heysoos wept,” she muttered, watching him pleasure himself.

She didn’t know how she was going to last through this.

Then she had an idea. When things had gotten too bad for her she had used a dildo. Of course, he didn’t have a pussy, but…he had a man pussy.

She ran for the bedroom and retrieved the dildo she had used. It was big and black, had large veins raised along the sides. She lubed it up and ran back to the living room.

Henry was pounding away. Semen was drooling out in a constant stream. His breasts were leaking like buckets without bottoms.

“Let go!” she slapped his hand away from his penis and pushed his legs apart.

“Julie…Julie?” He looked around in his daze, seeing her without seeing her.

She pushed the dildo into him and he froze, then lurched up, then suddenly rolled onto his side in a semi-fetal position. He began to suck his thumb happily. The sperm and the milk pooled and streamed and…he looked relaxed, happy. Still dazed, but not frenetic.

Julie sat back and sighed in relief. She stared at Henry as he happily burbled away. Who would have thought?

Henry came out of his daze at nine o’clock, 24 hours almost to the minute since he had first lactated. He looked around. The house was quiet. He felt like he was taking a shit, but that made no sense.

“Julie?” he called weakly.

Julie was sitting in the kitchen reading from her laptop. She had spent an interesting couple of hours reading about men with breasts.

There were men who had gynecomastia. This was a simple condition of growing breasts, and there were various ways of dealing with it from surgery to acceptance. Sometimes men grew out of it, sometimes they wore constrictive clothing, and sometimes they just wore bras.

Then there were trans men, trying desperately to grow breasts. If her company had anything to say about it they would soon have their chance.

And there were others.

“Julie?”

She heard Henry and she jumped up and went into the living room.

“Hey, honey. You okay?”

“I’m hungry. And thirsty. And I feel like I need to go to the bathroom.”

She smiled and told him to lay on his side. He did, and she pulled the dildo out of him.

“What the fuck?” he whimpered.

“Sorry, honey, but it kept you calm.”

“A dick up my ass did?”

She shrugged. “Why don’t you clean up. Take another shower. I’ll be in in a minute.”

She went into the kitchen and washed the dildo, then she headed for the bedroom.

Henry showered, and stepped out, and his milk was now just drizzling a bit.

Julie helped him into the nursing bra. She looked down at his dick. “I can’t believe that’s still hard.” She touched it and he groaned. “Well, let’s get you dressed and fed.”

Henry sat on the edge of the bed, sort of stupified. He didn’t complain when Julie slipped panties on him. And he just stood there and watched as she helped him into her robe.

The robe was thin and slick, and his boobs pushed the material out.

She helped him walk into the kitchen where she poured him a big glass of OJ and started making him dinner.

“How’s it going, honey?”

“Terrible,” he muttered.

“Well, It’s only misery, so make the most of it.”

“Why did you put that…that thing up my ass?”

“Just inspiration of the moment. Is your ass okay.”

He was silent, and she asked, “Henry?”

He was sitting at the table and tears were sliding down his cheeks and splattering on the table.

“Henry? What is it.”

He tried to dry his eyes, he kept wiping moisture off his cheeks, and he blubbered, “It felt good! I liked it.”

Julie grinned. “Honey, that’s okay. Lots of men like a dick up their ass.”

“But I’m a man! And Wanda said that males were fucking males!”

“Oh, honey, you don’t have to worry about that. I can get a strap on and protect you from all those big cocked men.”

He looked at her reproachfully. “You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sort of.”

“How can you do this to me?”

“Sorry, honey. But you know…it just sort of happened. How were we to know that drinking my milk would cause you to lactate?”

He sniffled and wiped his nose.

“But what am I going to do?”

“Honey, I told you. Just enjoy it. I can see all sorts of possibilities. We can dress you up all girly, we can milk your tits every day, and I can take advantage of you and show you what it’s like to be a real woman. After all, you liked it when that dick was up your heinie, right?”

Snuffling, he nodded.

“Then all we have to do is enjoy it. I’ll pretend to be the manly man for a while, and I’ll fuck you and squeeze your tits. Heck, maybe we can even bottle your milk and sell it. You’re certainly making enough.”

“But that might infect other people?”

“Wouldn’t that be great? We could hire people to be cows for us. We could milk them and sell their milk and get even more human cows.

“But…but…”

“And I’ll tell you what, honey…when we get some sweet young thing going through the first 24 hours, and she needs a dick…you can fuck her. Your dick will be our first company dick. Won’t that be wonderful?

“But…but…”

She sat next to him and pulled his head to her chest. “Now come on, honey. Nurse from my bosom. Maybe I’ve still got a little milk left in me. And when you’re done I’ll nurse from you.”

His mouth instinctively searched for a nipple and she guided him. As he made sucking noises and her nipple grew hot and wonderful she planned out their future.

She had to go to the store and get pumps, lots of pumps. And bottles. And then they needed a refrigeration system to store the milk until they could market it.

But they wouldn’t market it at first. At first they would just seek out people who wanted big boobs, who wanted to experience the joy and wonder of lactation. Then, later, they could talk about recompense. By then she would know how much a gallon of man milk would go for on the open market.

And woman milk.

She would be an equal opportunity employer.

Full benefits for qualified and dedicated milk producers.

She listened to Henry nurse, and she reached down and squeezed his tit. A stream of milk shot out and she smiled. He had six months of milking, and maybe more. Maybe she could keep him lactating for years. Maybe if she stopped him from cumming, maybe that would translate into more liquid to be harvested from his tits.

It was a good thought, a clever thought, and she nodded and rocked back and forth.

And Henry suckled happily.

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

The Feminization Games


The Hucow Wedding!

From feminization to transformation!


PART ONE

“I want you to wear this.” Becky held up a pair of white panties. She was wearing her white gown. It was supposed to be bad luck for him to see her like this on the day they were to be married. But her eyes were sparkling blue and her hair flowed down over her shoulders, her body was taut and her bosoms protruded nicely.

He smiled and took the panties. “You’re kidding.” Brad  was handsome in his tux. He hadn’t put on his trousers yet, but he wasn’t embarrassed. This was the woman he was going to marry.

“It’s a family tradition. The man must wear something of the woman he is going to marry. I figured this would be the least embarrassing.”

His lips pursed and his mouth quirked in a partial smile.

“I’m the guy. I’m supposed to wear guy things. Pants, shirts, socks, things like that. You’re the woman. You should be wearing the panties and bra, the nylons, all that stuff.

“I realize that, honey, but our marriage is unique. We’re going to do things different.”

He held the panties up on a finger and examined them. “This is a little bit too different. I mean, I won’t fit in them.”

“I bought a special pair of panties for you. They’re a little stretchy in the crotch. They’ll shape to your package, and…please, honey. This means so much to me.”

He sighed. “Well, I guess it can’t hurt. I mean, nobody will really know. Right?”

She smiled, but didn’t say anything.

“Don’t look now.” He bent a little bit, reached under the hem of his shirt and grabbed his underpants.

She looked, of course, and caught glimpses of his package. His balls looked very big, and they were red. His penis was sort of purple and very long and thick.

She smiled.

He stepped into the leg holes of the panties and pulled them up.

Sure enough, the fabric was stretchy and it wrapped around his balls. It was a firm fit and his cock could be seen easily.

He grinned. “Sort of kinky.

She looked up at his face. “I’ll bet you can’t wait.”

“Honey, I love you with all my heart.”

In truth, he couldn’t believe this gorgeous woman had agreed to marry him.

“Okay, I guess I better go get ready.”

She moved forward kissed him a peck on the lips, ‘accidentally’ brushed her hand against him—she did that a lot—then left the room.

Brad put a hand down to his groin and felt his crotch. It felt good. A little tight, but…snug was good. Made him a little horny to feel a bit of confinement.

He reached for his pants, and the door opened.

He turned quickly, holding his pants in front of himself.

“Hello, Bradley.”

It was Becky’s mother, Mrs. Samps.

She was what Becky would look like in twenty years, and it wasn’t bad.

The lips were fuller, her breasts were bigger, and she had deep, blue, penetrating eyes. She was wearing a white pants suit, a white floppy hat, high heeled sandals and she was quite beautiful.

“Hi, Mrs Samps,” he spoke respectfully.

Mrs. Tyrus Samps was an important woman, a rich woman, and she brooked no nonsense. She didn’t believe in pre-marital intercourse, and she had impressed that upon her daughter.

She leaned against the door for a moment, examining Brad intently.

“Can I do something for you?”

She frowned, her eyes narrowed, and she said, “Yes.”

She walked towards him, and she had a sexy walk. She stopped and held out her hand. “I want you to wear this.”

She was holding a small velvet bag.

“It’s a tradition in our family.”

“What is it.”

She had caught sight of his panties. “I see Becky has already talked to you, but she didn’t explain the situation well enough.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Put out your hands.”

He did, and she upended the little bag and poured the contents into his hands.

There was a ring, and a small tube.

“What is this?” He was quite puzzled.

“It goes on your penis.”

He blinked and his head actually moved back a little. “It goes where?”

“To marry into my family you must follow the rules, and the rules are that you get married while wearing a chastity tube.”

“But why?” He sat down on the bed and looked at the thing in his hand. He was unaware that Mrs. Samps had a full view of his panties, and the big imprint of his cock in his panties.

She sat down next to him and patted his thigh. “It’s a. matter of purity, of proving that your intentions are of the highest nature.”

He looked at her. “My feelings for your daughter are quite honorable.”

He wanted to explain how they had not had sex yet, in spite of the way she sometimes fondled him and teased him.

The truth was he hadn’t had sex in months, not since he got engaged, and he was feeling it.

“I understand, and that’s why I know you will honor our traditions.”

“Well, uh, of course, except that I have a little problem right now.”

She smiled slightly. “And what would that be?”

“Well, uh, Becky had me put these panties on, and, well, I’m feeling very excited.”

“You’re erect.” Mrs. Sampson frowned, then bit her lip. “Well, we’re going to have to do something about that.”

“Uh…what?” As far as Brad was concerned once he had a boner there was only one thing to do, and that meant sex.

And he certainly didn’t intend to have sex with Mrs. Samps. No matter that she was a widower; no matter how sexy she was.

She stood up and went to the table next to the window. Next to the table was a little bucket on a stand. The bucket was filled with ice, and a half empty bottle of champagne.

She brought the bucket back and stood in front of Brad. “Please take your panties off.”

“Mrs. Samps!”

“I am quite serious. And I hope you are, too.”

“But you’re Becky’s mother!”

“And I have seen a penis before. This won’t shock me, and it is strictly for that matter of tradition.”

Brad licked his lips nervously, then he pulled his panties off. He hoped that the hem of his shirt could keep him hidden from her intent gaze.

She didn’t hesitate, wasn’t put off by the awkwardness of the moment. she pushed the half empty bottle of champagne towards him.  “Have a drink,” she said abruptly.

She lifted his shirt and grabbed his penis. He stared down in shock at her delicately manicured nails. He watched and his heart flopped and he gulped as she pushed the ice bucket forward and pushed his dick into the freezing water.

“AIEEE!”

But she didn’t let go. She looked up at him and waited.

His dick felt the cold penetrate. The bottom of his balls were in the water and his legs started to shiver.

“It’s cold!” he whined.

“It’s tradition,” she stated firmly.

He would have jumped away, but she had an iron grip on his dick.

“Hold still,” she chided.

“I…I…”

She tilted her head and eyed him warningly.

His dick gave it up pretty quick. It went limp in her grip and she pulled it out of the bucket. She slipped the ring over his package. He could feel his dick starting up again, after all, it was being manhandled by a beautiful woman, and she slid the tube over it.

He stared at the way his penis pressed against the plastic. It was starting to perk up and she quickly slid a little key into the lock. The lock was part of the ring, and there was no way he could cut it off.

And though the thing was made of plastic, it seemed tight and very sturdy. It would take a major pair of snips to cut it off, and there would always be the risk of snips sliding off the plastic and doing him real damage.

She held the key in one hand and turned the chastity device over with her other hand.

“Oh, fu…fudge.”

She looked at him, but said nothing. She wasn’t fond of swear words.

“Very nice, Bradley. You have a very nice cock, and your balls seem very full. This will please the family greatly.”

Brad gave a weak smile, he cared about pleasing Becky, not her family.

Mrs. Samps fondled his balls gently, which caused his penis to try and erect even harder.

He gasped.

She smiled. Then she slapped his balls with one hand.

“UNH!”

It wasn’t a hard slap, but it was a no nonsense slap. It was the kind of slap that let somebody know who was in charge.

Holding his balls, she moved closer to him. “Bradley. Will your kisses please my daughter?”

“I…we…we’ve kissed.”

“Of course you have, but I wish to know how good a kisser you are.”

“I…I, uh…”

She pressed her lips to his. She now had one hand behind his head so he couldn’t move away, and her other hand was holding his balls.

Her lips were soft and warm. He could feel the plump curve of them. What was more important, he could taste her.

She tasted similar to Becky, but, of course, every woman is different.

She pressed herself against him. She forced him back on the bed and threw her leg over him hips.

He tried to speak, but all he succeeded in was spluttering.

She didn’t care about him trying to talk, she was voracious. She assaulted his lips, chewed on them. She ate his mouth, then she backed off.

“You’ll do.”

His dick was trying desperately to boner up now. His heart was pounding.

He had tried to avoid her kiss, but once started he had found himself, in spite of himself, sampling her lips with a fever.

She got off him, straightened out her hair, then went into the bathroom. She touched up her face, then came back into the room.

Brad was sitting, dazed, and wondering what the hell had just happened.

She went to the door, turned the knob and pivoted towards him. “You’ll do, Bradley. Just remember…tradition.”

She opened the door, stepped out, and Brad was left alone.

This was crazy. His prospective mother-in-law, his wife-to be’s mother, had just sexually attacked him.

He was going to have to tell Becky.

And what was he going to do about this thing on his cock?

Mrs. Samps must have taken the key, because he didn’t see it.

But why?

And what was this ‘tradition’ thing?

Finally, totally befuddled, he looked at his hand. He was still holding the bottle of champagne. He took a swig, then put it in the bucket, which was sitting on the floor.

He stood up and pulled his panties up.

His cock was going so crazy it hurt. It writhed and wiggled and pressed. It had a grip on him that made him horny even as it hurt.

He looked around for his pants and—

The door opened.

Tyrus Jr and Bucky staggered into the room. They were holding bottles of champagne, and those bottles were near empty.

“Hey! Look who it is?” Tyrus grinned. He was a big fellow, six inches taller than Brad, and 50 pounds heavier. And it was all muscle.

And Bucky was even bigger and stronger.

“It’s our new brudder!” Bucky took a big swig.

“Yeah!”

“Uh, hi, guys. I’ve got to get ready, so—“

“Yeah, we came to help ya.”

The brothers snickered, swigged, laughed, and slapped each others backs.

“I have to put on my pants and shoes and…”

“That’s what we cam to talk to you about.”

“What?”

“Well,” Tyrus snickered at Bucky, who snickered back. “We got a tradition.”

“I already know about your traditions.”

They looked at his groin and giggled.

“Yep. He knows.”

“But that ain’t all,” said Bucky. “There’s more to our traditions.”

Brad wasn’t particularly fond of his brothers-in-law to be. They spent a lot of time drinking and sniggering, and sometimes their remarks seemed a bit cruel.

“Yeah,” said Tyrus, “We got this other tradition that you need to know.”

“Listen, guys. I’ve got to finish up here, so…”

The brothers almost fell on each other, they laughed so hard.

Then Tyrus reached into his pocket and pulled out a weird thing. It was shaped like a little pear with a bulb on its end.

“What’s that?”

“Well, ‘brother dear,’ they laughed as they closed in on him.

He tried to back up and the brothers pushed him and he fell back on the bed.

“Get him!”

Tyrus yelled, and Buck grabbed his ankles and lifted. He was strong, and Brad was slender, and Buck bent his legs right over his shoulders and pushed down.

Brad was totally immobilized. He couldn’t move, and suddenly he felt Tyrus poking a finger at his asshole.

“Hey! What the fuck!”

“Hold still now, brother. I’m just greasing you up so our little pig poker will go in easy. You don’t want it to hurt now, do ya?”

“I want you to let me go!”

Then he felt the thing Tyrus had been holding touch his rectum.

He squeaked and thrashed, but Buck had him tight.

Pop! It went through the ring. It hurt, but not much.

“Thar she goes!” yelled Buck.

“Yeah. That was easy! Was this your first time, brother?”

“Get the fuck off me! Get that out of me!”

Tyrus did something, and Brad’s eyes bulged. The thing in his ass seemed to get bigger. It certainly wasn’t going to come out now!

“Okay, let ‘im go.”

Tyrus and Buck jumped back. Brad’s legs came down and he tried to kick, but the thing in his ass was creating a whole new range of sensations. He felt awkward, and weak, and his legs just sort of wiggled.

“Haw! Lookit that!”

The brothers leaned on each other and roared with laughter.

“Get this thing out of me!” sobbed Brad. He propped himself on his feet against the bed and reached between his legs. He managed to grab the lip of the thing, and he pulled.

“OW!”

“Goes in easy, comes out hard, less’n you got the key.”

Tyrus held up the key and laughed.

“Gimme that!”

“Aw, that ain’t the tradition,” chortled Buck.

Brad couldn’t think. What was supposed to be the happiest day of his life had turned into a tragedy. First his wife says he has to wear panties, then his prospective mother-in-law puts him in chastity, then his brothers to be put this thing up his ass!

“Come on now, brother, let’s get you. dressed.”

Brad struggled a bit, but the thing in his ass was so debilitating that the brothers handled him easily. They pulled his panties up over his chastity tube, then they pulled his pants on.

Tyrus pushed Brad back on the bed and he and Buck each grabbed a shoe and started putting them on.

“Now, you got to stop crying,” observed Buck. “It ain’t manly for the groom to cry at a wedding.”

But Brad couldn’t stop crying.

His cock was struggling even harder. The thing in his ass was pushing on his prostate and he felt like he had to pee.

They hoisted him to his feet, and—the door opened.

“Buck? Tyrus? Ain’t you done yet?”

It was Becky’s sister, Wanda.

“We’re all done, just waiting for you.”

“Well get the heck out of the way.”

She stepped in front of Brad.

“Brad, honey, we have a tradition in our family.”

Brad snuffled and tried to stop crying.

Wanda pulled his pants down.

Brad would have tried to stop her, but the boys suddenly had his arms. Besides, he was too weak to do much struggling.

“You have to wear this…” she held up a panty liner.

“Wha…wha…”

She pulled his panties out and fit the thing into his panties so it would absorb any discharge from his cock.

“What…please…where’s Becky?”

“Aw, he wants his little wifey,” snorted Bucky.

Wanda turned to Tyrus. Does he know about the fob?”

Tyrus shook his head, smothering a grin.

“You were just going to spring it on him in the middle of ceremony?”

Tyrus tried to keep it in, but a laugh burst through his compressed lips.

“Tyrus Samps Junior! You are the meanest…” Wanda stamped her foot in disgust and turned back to Brad. “Tyrus has a fob that when pressed will cause a vibration in your butt plug.”

Brad’s eyes widened.

“That’ll vibrate on your prostate and you’ll start to drip a bit.”

“Drip?”

“Yep. Right out the end of your dick.” She got a far away look in her eyes. “I remember my marriage. Little Dickie was so startled by his big dick spurting that he almost fainted. Buck and Tyrus had to hold him up so he could finish his vows.

Then it hit Brad. “Does Becky know about this?”

“Of course, silly.”

It unfolded in his mind. Walking up the aisle, saying his vows, and the sudden spurt of jizm. He wouldn’t be able to say no…all he would be able to do was groan and hold on to his wife to be.

What a terribly cruel trap!

“I know what you’re thinking. Dickie thought it, too, but it’ll be all right. You’re learn to love all the fun thing Becky does to you. I know Dickie learned to love all the things I do to him.” She turned to her brothers. “You fellows. want to help Bradley along?”

Tyrus and Buck each grabbed him by the upper arm and hoisted him. They walked him towards the door. Wanda opened the door and they all managed to squeeze through.

“Please…don’t…I don’t…”

“Give him a zap,” said Wanda as they walked down the hall.

ZZZZZ!

It was like somebody stuck a pole up his ass and swirled it around. He felt an electrical vibration hit his prostate, and his cock started to leak.

He didn’t like it. It was a little painful, but, the real problem, it was a lot of pleasure.

“Doan…” he burbled, trying to remember who he was.

“Told ya. Feels good, don’t it. But don’t you think about misbehavin’ just to get an extra jolt.

“I…I…”

They reached the end of the hall and turned to the big double doors that lead to the church proper.

They stepped through and to one side.

Everybody present, the music was started up.

Holly came from Miami, F.L.A.

Hitch-hiked her way across the U.S.A.

Brad’s legs were shaking, his mind was scattered, but he recognized Lou Reed’s famous Ballad, ‘Take a Walk on the Wild Side.’

“Hold on, brother. Here we go.”

Brad was pushed out into the aisle.

It was simple, all he had to do was walk up the aisle to where the preacher waited.

But the way his cock was confined, and especially the way the butt plug kept ZZZing every few seconds, it made the walk one of the longest walks Brad had ever taken.

To the sides people watched him. He managed to keep a fairly steady path, he was going to make it, then Tyrus buzzed his butt a long one and he staggered and wig wagged to the side.

He caught himself with one hand on the back of the pew.

People were watching him, judging him, thinking him drunk, thinking it was cute that he was crying at his own wedding.

He took another step, another, and Tyrus hit him again.

ZZZZ, and it seemed to go all the way up his spine. He realized then that there were various settings, and that Tyrus was upping the juice as he walked.

Then he wanted to hurry to the preacher. He wanted to get this over with.

Tyrus, however, was determined to make it last.

ZZZ!

ZZZZZZZ!

ZZZ!

Brad reached from the back of one pew to the next and staggered up the aisle.

A few people were muttering.

His legs were buckling, and, finally, reaching the preacher, Tyruss gave him a super ZZZZZZ!

Brad fell to his hands and knees. When he managed to push back so he was only on his knees, the music shifted to a more traditional strain. The wedding march, and Becky took one stop, another step, another step.

Brad heard people muttered about ho beautiful she was, how self assured.

And he felt terrible. He was like a shivering bug waiting for her.

Dum dum du dum.

It felt like the death march more than a wedding march.

Still, he waited, tears streaming down his face.

Becky arrived, and she turned to him and smiled down at him.

She was standing tall in her sexy high heels. He was on his knees, crying.

The preacher stepped forward. “Friends, we are gathered here today to…”

Brad could hardly hear the ceremony. Tears obstructed his vision, and when Becky took his hand he audibly sobbed.

“Do you take this man…” She did.

“And, Bradley, do you take this woman to be…”

Brad opened his mouth. He was going to protest. He was going to complain.

ZZZZ!

His butt felt like it was exploding, and he would have fallen if Becky hadn’t been holding his hand.

Brad looked past Becky. Tyrus had moved up to the side of the church and he held up his hand. The fob was in it. He moved his mouth, making obvious words but no sound.

‘Tell her you love her forever.’

Brad couldn’t help it. He was so confused and dazed, “I love you forever,” he sobbed.

He thought that would bring him relief, but Tyrus wasn’t about to let him off that easy.

ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ!”

Brad fell forward, grabbed Becky’s legs, and his cock started to let loose.

It spurted, dripping through the chastity tub.

Buck helped him to his feet, and the whole congregation gasped. His pants were turned dark where the semen was spurting.

Still, Becky grabbed his face with both hands and held it. She kissed him on the lips. It was a long, exciting kiss, and with ZZZZing going on Brad came even harder. His hips lurched, and then he collapsed.

There was a. moment of dead silence in the church, then everybody began to cheer.

Brad came to during the reception. He had actually been functioning for a while, walking around, talking to people, though he didn’t know who he was or what he was saying.

He just suddenly found himself shaking hands with somebody, mumbling something, he knew not what, and a stupid grin on his face.

“Way to go, Bro.” It was Buck to one side of him, keeping him on his feet.

Then Buck waved to somebody and music started up. Walk on the Wild Side again, and Buck guided him into Becky’s arms.

Brad shuffled, and looked around at the crowd. Old women smiling. Old men with looks pf perplexation.

“You were wonderful, Bradley.”

He looked at his beaming wife. It was the first time she had ever called him Bradley.

“I loved it when you cried, and then started cumming, I think every girl in the world is jealous.”

“Becky?” he asked.

“How’s your poor butthole, my love?”

It was at a low zzzz. Just enough to keep his dick wiggling, not enough to incapacitate.

“It…you knew they were going to…”

“Oh, honey! It’s tradition! Of course I knew. And I knew you would love it.”

“It would have been nice to have a head’s up.”

“What? And spoil the surprise?”

He said nothing for a moment.

“Close your mouth, honey, you’re drooling.”

He wiped his mouth and was surprised to find out she was right. He had been dancing with her with a slack mouth.

“Let’s go take these things off me.”

“Oh, we will. But we can’t for a while.”

“We can’t?”

“Oh, no. We still have the honeymoon to see to. Won’t that be fun?”

Brad blinked. Fun? How could fucking his new wife be fun if his pecker was locked up? How could he have fun if his prostate was getting vibrated so much he couldn’t stop cumming?

“Honey, I’m sorry, but I’m not used to this. It’s hard to even walk!”

“You’re dancing just fine,” she murmured, ignoring the fact that it was mostly her holding him up.

“Yeah, but my legs are buckling, I can’t walk on a straight line. It’s hard to even crawl!”

“You’ll just have to get used to it, Bradley. I won’t have you ruining my wedding day just because—oh, look! Mother wants a dance with you!”

Bradly looked around, tried to keep his head from waggling on his neck, and saw Mrs Samps standing next to the refreshments table and motioning to them.

Becky guided them over to her mother and turned Brad over to her mother.

“Careful, Mother,” she giggled. “He’s a little weak.”

Mrs. Samps took him in her arms, held him up, and moved him back out on the dance floor.

“You did well, Bradley.”

He was aware of here sizable breasts mashed against his chest.

“Try not to drip down there. I’d hate to make a mess on my dress.”

“I…okay…”

“So how are you doing…son?”

“I…you know what Tyrus and Buck did to me?”

“Of course. Wasn’t it nice of Wanda to give you the panty liner? It certainly helped defray the mess when you were exchanging vows.

“Exchanging vows? I was like a lamb led to the slaughter! I couldn’t stand up straight! I couldn’t even control my—“

He had been about to say ‘cock,’ and loudly, but Mrs. Samps kissed him.

In front of hundreds of people. Right on the dance floor.

Brad’s eyes went wide as she chewed on his mouth, inserted her tongue, and even reached down and grabbed his dripping and packaged cock.

There was laughter across the floor as people noticed.

For a long minute she kept him prisoner, and he became very aware that she was stronger than him.

Then, suddenly, she let him go.

He would have fallen, but she held him up again.

“Muscle up, Bradley, dear. You’re going to have to learn how to go with the wind if you’re going to survive in this family.”

“Survive?” he sputtered, wiping his mouth. “What the hell is—“

She kissed him again.

And, to make matters worse: ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ!

It was the mother of all buzzes, along with the mother of all kisses to the mother of all mothers.

He grew weak, his semen sprayed out through his cage and soaked his panty liner. His knees gave way and Mrs. Samps held him up, danced him across the floor like he was a rag doll. She handed him to Becky.

“Oh, mother,” laughed Becky, taking Brad in hand again. “You are so wicked!”

Everybody around them was laughing.

Brad tried to keep his feet under him. He blubbered, “I don’t understand!”

“It’s simple, Bradley. You’re a member of the family now, and you will have certain duties. You must keep me happy, and mother happy, and Wanda. You need to keep her happy, too. Even though she isn’t directly involved.”

“What about your brothers?”

“They’ll help you. They’ll guide you and help you along. Isn’t that sweet of them?”

A strange thought hit Brad. “Are they married?”

“Of course they are. Tyrus has got the most wonderful wives. Buck doesn’t have as many, but, Lord, does he love the big breasted beauties.

Brad held on. “Did they have to…did they go through this?”

“Of course not, silly. Their wives did though. They had the most wonderful weddings, and I was called on to help. It was wonderful.

Brad was standing on his own two feet now, but he felt as strong as a noodle without the flour.

“Honey, I don’t think I can live like this.”

She stopped dancing, held him at arm’s length and blurted, “What?”

“I can’t live with a chastity thing on my dick and some kind of gizmo up my butt. I can’t live a life where somebody makes me cum whenever they want to and I have no choice. I’m a man! I need to be in charge.”

Big tears started dripping from Becky’s eyes.

“Hey! Wait a minute. Please don’t—“

“I can’t believe you said that, Bradley. I’ve given myself to you…”

He thought about his cock was confined and how contrariwise her statement was.

“…I’m your bride! And you just made your vows, complete with tears and orgasms…”

Orgasms? Uncontrollable spurtings of his dick?

“…and now you …you…Oh, Bradley!”

She had been holding a small bouquet of flowers in her hand and she threw it on the floor. then she turned and fluttered away, sobbing, head down, everybody staring.

“Hey! Wait a minute! I didn’t—“

ZZZZZZZZZ!

It hit him, and it was the strongest buzz yet. His cock let loose, and he even felt his bowels trying to let loose. The thing in his butt stopped that, however. At least, stopped most of it. Some of the poop managed to squirt out around the thing in his ass.

Brad fell to his knees, then his hands, then he just lay out and gave a mighty groan and forgot about being aware.


PART TWO

Brad didn’t know when, exactly, he became aware. He just knew he was sitting and bouncing. And his cheek was against something flat and hard. A window. He stared at the countryside passing by.

Meadows, patches of wood. A farmer on a tractor pushing up a stump or something.

He was drooling on the glass.

“Unh,” he said.

“Looks like old Brado is coming back to life.”

Brad knew that was Tyrus. The rough, mean voice. The blubbery lips. The piggish eyes.

“Wha…” he muttered. He tried to push up but his arms were weird, and he realized that he couldn’t move his arms. They were somehow attached…oh, at the wrist. He was in handcuffs!

He sat up and the world spun a bit, and he listened to the brothers snickering.

“Hey, old Brado, take a swig.”

Buck held a brown bottle to his lips. The bourbon was good stuff. It wasn’t the cheap stuff that made you cough then burned all the way down. It was smooth, and there was a hint of burn, but mostly it just lit up his throat, then plopped into his belly and made him feel good. His head almost immediately stopped reeling.

“Where…where are we?”

“We’re going home, brother dear,” it was Wanda, but she didn’t sound too happy.

“What happened?”

“What happened?” She sniffed, then let loose. “What happened is that you totally insulted our dear sister. She ran out crying. Mother took her ahead and is talking to her, but you’ve got a lot to answer for.”

“Yeah, bro. How come you did that?”

Tyrus’s forehead squinched down a bit.

“What the fuck.” he moved his head back and forth and tried to gather his thoughts. “What the fuck?”

“Using dirty words ain’t gonna get you nowhere,” Buck admonished.

“I get some weird thing locked on my cock,” he was suddenly aware that it was still there, and he was still dripping. His pants were soaked around the groin. “Then I get some weird thing shoved up my ass…” Yep, that was still there. It wasn’t being buzzed, but it was definitely rubbing on his prostate. “And then you start making that thing vibrate until I squirt all over the place…I can’t believe I couldn’t stop cumming…and you ask me what’s wrong?”

Tyrus put his big, thick arm over Brad’s shoulder. “You got to understand. We got traditions, and we got to take care of our little sister.”

Wanda looked at her brothers. “He really doesn’t get it.

“Maybe Becky shoulda told him a bit before…he really doesn’t understand?”

The family members were staring at him.

Brad took the whiskey from Tyrus. He lifted it and took a big gulp. He felt the burn, and he needed it. He handed the bottle back.

“I want to go home.”

“You’re going home,” said Buck.

“No! I mean the home where I lived before I got married and was totally embarrassed by that stupid ceremony.”

Tyrus cleared his throat. “You might nota understood everything, but that ain’t no call to insult us and our traditions.” He turned to Wanda. “Should we tell him now?”

Wanda sniffed and turned her head to look out the window. “Isn’t our affair. There’s some things a wife has to tell her husband all on her own.”

Brad was coming around more and more. He was in the back of a limousine with the children of Mrs. Tyrus Samps, excluding his new wife. The country they were passing through was rich farmland. There weren’t many cars on the road, but there were quite a few head of cows in the fields.

“So turn this thing around and take me home.”

Nobody said anything.

“Then just stop! I’ll find my own way home.”

“You don’t understand, bro,” Buck murmured. “You’re married now. You’re part of the family. Ain’t no way we can let a member of our family go off on his own. Heck, there ain’t no tellin’ what kind of trouble you’d get in.

“This is kidnapping.”

“Taking you home is kidnapping?” Tyrus actually seemed a bit confused.

“Isn’t kidnapping,” said Wanda.

“You’ve got me hand cuffed and you’re keeping me prisoner. I’d say that’s kidnapping.

“Oh, that’s just till we get you there. Then you’ll be all right. We’ll get the handcuffs off you and help you get acquainted and everything.

There wasn’t much more to say after that, so Brad just sat and turned his face to the window and looked out.

The brothers and sister looked at each other and shrugged.

When they offered Brad the bottle he did take it, however, and at one point he muttered. “I’m calling the police. The FBI. I’m pissed now.”

Pissed or not, the big limo shot down the country road.

One hour later, far beyond the last farm, probably a hundred miles from civilization, the limo turned off the road. It traveled between a pair of posts and up a poorly graveled road. Little dings started bouncing off the undercarriage of the car.

“Don’t mind that, bro,” said Buck. “They forgot to chip seal our driveway this year.”

“For two years, mumbled Tyrus. “We gonna have to get our own oiler if we’re going to have a proper driveway.

They drove through a forest of tall trees, then curved around the side of a mountain. In the distance Brad could see a tall silo, a couple of huge barns, and a large three story house.

As they came closer Brad could see that the house must be a hundred years old, but it was in good repair. There were gables and chimneys, outbuildings and lots of fences. The largest of the barns the doors were open and he could see a long row of cow asses. Apparently it was milking time on the Samps ranch. He could see rows of men and women putting on and taking off the suction tubes on the big udders.

In spite of his anger, he was impressed by the size of the operation.

“How many milk cows you have?”

The brothers and sister glanced at each other. This was his first conversation in fifty miles.

“We got almost a thousand head.”

Brad looked at the Samps offspring. It suddenly hit him. “Did Becky marry me because I got my degree in agriculture?”

“Wal, you have the pedigree, I guess,” Buck murmured.

Tyrus leaned forward. “Let’s get them handcuffs off you.”

He produced a key and quickly removed the cuffs. Brad rubbed his wrists, he stare levelly at the family, but his gaze was captured by the farm.

It was a massive operation. A thousand cows, they would need a couple of dozen employees. Milkers, people to see to the feed, people to tend the gardens.

No wonder Mrs. Samps was rich. And each of the children was afforded a good future.

And he was supposed to buy into this.

Not likely, with a thing up his butt and his penis caged.

The car pulled to a stop in front of the house.

Brad stepped out, but he moved gingerly. The thing wasn’t buzzing in his butt anymore, but he felt so darned awkward.

Walking, or moving, with that thing up his butt was like trying to walk while you were taking a shit.

Still, he was able to walk, be it like an old man, and the brothers and sister moved him up steps and into the house.

The house was as well kept up on the inside as the outside. There were couches and tables and chairs, and everything was clean.

“Hey, Sis!”

The reason it was clean came out of the hallway to the kitchen. She was four and a half feet tall and obviously had Downs. Her eyes were far apart and she was carrying a rag and some Lemon Pledge and she had a big smile on her face.

“Sissy, this is your new brother, Bradley.”

Sissy attacked him with a hug. He could feel her strength as she wrapped her arms around him.

“Oh, goodie! Hi, Bradley.”

Then she let go and stood back. “I get to clean the house!” She ran off with her rag and can of Pledge.

“Bradley! how nice of you to come.”

He looked up at the balcony. Mrs. Tyrus Samps was just starting to descend the stairs. She was wearing a robe that was barely fastened in the front and her large boobs were shifting about with every step.

She reached the bottom of the steps and hugged him. And grabbed his hand and raised it to her boob.

She stepped back and smiled. “Becky is upstairs, and you needed be afraid your terrible behavior has hurt her. I explained everything to her. You can go up there right now, if you wish.”

Brad wanted to ask when he could get a ride off the farm, but he figured he needed to find out some things before he made a break for it. Besides, he needed to get the prostate thing out of his butt, and the chastity tube off his cock.

“Okay.”

“Upstairs, end of the hall on the right.

He started up the steps, and the family watched him. He had to move each foot slowly and mount each step gingerly.

When he looked back they all smiled and waved their hands to move him on.

Brad walked down the hallway. There were little tables with flowers in vases. There were a few pictures on the walls. There was a long runner.

He reached the end of the hall and looked into the room on the right.

Becky, looking stunningly beautiful in her wedding gown, was sitting in a rocking chair and looking out the window.

Brad cleared his throat.

Becky turned, jumped up, and ran to him. She put her arms around him and kissed him and began to cry.

“I’m sorry, Bradley, I should have told you about our ranch, and how you would be expected to take your place on the farm.”

Then she kissed him some more.

Finally, he managed to disentangle her, and he moved her to the rocking chair. He sat her down in it and he sat on the bed it was facing.

“Honey, I love you, but I don’t think I can live here.”

“But Bradley…”

He raised a hand and shook his head. “We talked about our plans before we were married, and you know what I wanted to do, but you never mentioned working on your family farm.”

“But you were excited to know Mother. You knew she was an important person in the agriculture community.”

“Being excited about a person is different than wanting to work for them.”

“But I just figured you would love it!”

“But you figured wrong. So I need a couple of things. I need this thing out of my butt…”

Becky smiled, but said nothing.

“And I need to get rid of the chastity thing so we can properly consummate our marriage.”

Now she frowned.

“And we need a ride back to the big city. I wanted to work at the University, maybe do a little consulting. Those were my plans and by not communicating about your ideas we’re sort of locked into that.”

She sighed. “Bradley. I want to take you on a tour of the ranch. I need to show you how big it is, and how valuable your work here would be.”

“And that’s fine. I’m more than willing to take a tour. But let’s get these things off me first.”

She bit her lip.

“I don’t have the keys. Let me take you on a tour, and then, if you still feel this way…”

His turn to sigh. He really wanted to be free. Still, best to just get a program started and get through it.

“Okay.”

Becky brightened up. She had been sitting in her wedding dress, and she went to the closet for some work duds.

Brad gulped as she took her clothes and stood revealed before him.

She was so incredibly beautiful with her soft skin. Her eyes were so trusting and innocent. But seeing her magnificent bosom was what really did him in. He was sitting on the bed and his knees shook.

She must have heard him whine, or squeak, or something, because she stopped and turned to him.

“Oh, Bradley,” she came to him and hugged him. She kissed him, and she pushed him back and sat on him.

She could feel his cock cage and she grinned. “Don’t you just think that little cage is heavenly?”

“I wouldn’t say that,” he mumbled between her juicy kisses.

“But I can feel how hard the cage is.” She rubbed herself on him, ground her pussy on the cage.

He reached up and touched her breasts, and she let him. No shyness or avoidance now, she leaned into him and let him feel her. Her nipples were hard and she groaned and ground her vagina on his chastity cage again.

And again and again.

She  was humping the plastic tube that encased him, and he couldn’t feel anything, but she sure could.

“OH!” Her eyes opened wide. Then a series of shocks ripped through her body.

Brad stared at her.

She collapsed on him, then sighed, and he could feel her smile against his skin.

“Did you just…?”

“I came. Oh, honey. Thank you. It was glorious.”

She straightened up, then pushed off him, contentment on her face. “Let’s give you the tour now, all right?”

They walked downstairs, Becky holding his hand and smiling so happily.

“Buck! Tyrus! I’m going to show Bradley the farm!”

“Great!” said Buck.

“We’ll come along,” blurted Tyrus.

Great, thought Brad. He didn’t feel like having a couple of baby sitters along.

“Say, uh, do you think…” he pointed at his groin.

“Think what?” asked Buck.

“I can get these things off me? Out of me?”

Mrs. Samps was sitting in a chair and she said, “I’ll find the key while you’re gone.”

Find the key? He thought. How could you lose a key within a couple of hours?

Still, there was nothing he could do.

The small group, Brad and Becky and the two brothers, walked out on the front porch.

It was a gorgeous day, the sky was clear blue and the meadows and pastures stretched into the horizon. There were a few stands of trees, and in the far distance he could see the tops of trees.

They walked across to the barns, stopping at a fence to watch the big cows meandering in the distance.

“We’ve got the fattest cows. We’ve developed our own hormones, and they give the sweetest milk.”

They did look awfully big, and their udders hung low.

They entered the barn and it was a state of the art milking facility. Rows of stalls with milking machines. Tubes leading to a main pipe.

Brad watched as the men and women cleaned the udders with iodine, and attached the suction tubes. Gallons of hot, fresh milk ran through the tubes, and he could hear the unique chunka chunka of the machines, a small roar in the barn.

“We’ve thought about robotizing the process, but that’s a big expense and Mother wants to wait a while, let the process bugs be worked out, let costs come down.”

Brad was quite impressed. He studied the lay out, the conveyor belts, the efficient way the cows were handled.

It was a truism, happy cows give the sweetest milk.

After they were done with the barn they walked through the various buildings. There was small barn for horses, a tack room, even a forge for the small amount of blacksmithing the farm needed.

When they were done they were standing to the side of the barn, in the middle of a cluster of buildings. Brad had seen everything, but there was one building to the rear of the barn. It had a milk pipe coming out the side, and it was a large one.

“What’s that building?”

“Oh, nothing. It’s getting close to dinner time and…”

“I’d like to see it.”

The brothers and sister exchanged glances.

“It’s getting late, bro,” Buck put his arm around Brad’s shoulders and walked him towards the big house.

Brad had no choice. He couldn’t fight back with the thing moving back and forth in his butthole with every stride. Still, he looked about to protest, so Becky blurted, “Maybe Mother’s found the keys?”

That convinced Brad, but he still was curious about the one, lone building.

The group crossed the yard and entered the house.

“Sit down, children!”

They were all ushered into the big dining room and they sat at the big table and it was loaded with food. Steaks, potatoes, greens, fresh juice, homemade butter and gravy and just about everything a hungry soul could want.

Brad ate, and they all talked and joked and it was quite the happy scene.

Towards the end, when the cook brought out apple pie and ice cream, Brad asked about the keys.

“Good Lord! I can’t find them! I must have left them in town. I could swear they were with my jewelry, but..I’ll send somebody to town tomorrow to find them.”

Brad was pretty well crushed. Just sitting was rubbing on his prostate, and his cock, especially since Becky had gotten off on his tube, was trying to stand up.

It was a wonderful example of the hell of pleasure.

Or the pleasure of hell.

After dinner the family went their separate ways. The boys went into the billiards room to drink beer and play pool.

Wanda and Mrs. Samps sat in the parlor and read magazines and held small conversation.

Becky took Brad up to their bedroom.

Mrs. Samps smiled as she watched Becky lead him by the hand up the stairs.

In the bedroom Becky pushed Brad onto the bed and began making love to him.

Brad loved it, but hated it. His cock was trying to get harder and harder, and it was starting to hurt.

Becky took her top off and treated him to her own udders, and they were big and she demanded that he suckle them.

Then she moved his hands down to her groin and demanded that he finger her. She groaned and humped his fist, and he was astounded by the  aggressive way she demanded orgasm after orgasm.

“This is killing me,” Brad muttered.

“But what a sweet way to die. Eh, honey?”

She pulled his head down to her breasts yet again and began moaning. Then she pushed his head down further. “Can you eat me out, honey?”

Brad almost had no choice, she was so strong and so insistent. He found himself face deep in pussy, and she humped his lips and moaned and even pulled on her own tits.

“OH…OH…OH…” It was her biggest orgasm yet.

When she was rested she said, “I knew, when I first saw your lips, that you would be wonderful.”

What a strange thing to say.

“And then when Mother told me what a good kisser you were…Oh, honey, we’re going to be so happy!”

Brad just smiled, and then she pulled his hand down and made him finger her off.

Later, when Becky was asleep, Brad was wide awake. He was too horny to sleep. He felt like he had a live wire running up the middle of his chest. His cock was still trying to get hard, and the sensation in his butt was actually causing him to move his hips. He was starting to like the constant rubbing in his anal passage. It made him feel like he might be able to cum, even though he knew he couldn’t.

He stood by the window and looked out at the farm. He could see the cows in the distance, little dots in the moonlight. The big barn was dark and silent. The bunkhouse had no lights showing.

The farm was asleep.

Brad wondered about the little barn behind the big one.

He slipped into his clothes and tip toed silently out of the room.

He walked down the hall, listening carefully.

The brothers were snoring lustily.

In the big bedroom Mother was making moaning sounds in her sleep. Or…maybe not in her sleep. It sounded like there was some fapping going on.

Brad walked down the stairs, across the big room, and out to the porch.

The night was quiet, peaceful. The moon was a big ball in the sky, reflecting sunlight all across the farm.

Making up his mind Brad headed for the barn. He went around the corner of the barn and headed for the smaller building.

It was dark, silent, and almost ominous.

But how could a lone building be ominous?

He took hold of the latch, lifted, and opened the door. He stepped inside.

He could hear the sound of cows breathing in their sleep.

What was the point of isolating these cows? Were they newly designed? Were there inventions in here the family wanted to protect?

Brad reached for the side of the door and felt a light switch. He flicked it.

For a moment he took in the sleekly designed stalls, the milking machines, then he saw the cows, and his mouth opened.

He stared at the ‘cows,’ except they weren’t cows.

They were Hucows.

He had heard of such things, but nothing had ever been proven. Now it was.

The human cows lay on benches, their huge udders hanging through big holes in the benches. Their knees were on little platforms, as were their elbows.

Their bodies were thick, fat at the hips. Their faces were changed, altered. They were still human, but they were leathery, and their skin was blotchy white and black. Their hands and feet were encased in special shoes that looked like hooves.

Their eyes looked to be migrating to the sides of their placid faces.

One by one the strange creatures woke up.

“What’s happening?”

“It’s still night time!”

“My milk is going to be off. Somebody turn out the light.”

Several of the Hucows could see Brad.

“You’re new,” said one Hucow.

“Will you milk us?”

“I need a fucking.”

ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ!

The lights went out for Brad.

He heard a groan, and knew it was him. That was how he first knew he was awake.

He opened his eyes, and knew he was in a severely restricted position.

He swallowed, and his throat hurt. In front of him Mrs. Samps and Becky were in discussion.

“But we never do this!”

“We have to, child. We can’t let him leave with what he knows about us now

“But, Mother…”

“Hush, child, he’s awake.”

Becky turned towards him, saw his open eyes. It looked like she had been crying. “Oh, Bradley. Why did you have to go poking around where you shouldn’t.

“Where… ,” then he realized where he was.

He was in the little barn. And the severe restrictions he felt were a padded bench under him, his arms and legs chained to the legs.

“Good morning, Bradley,” Mrs Samps said. She came into the stall and sat on a milking stool next to his face. He could look at her by turning his head.

“Get me out of here,” he moved against the chains, heard the rattling sound, but he was secured.

“That’s the problem, Bradley, I’m afraid we can’t let you go.”

“What is this place.”

Mrs. Samps smiled ruefully. “This is our greatest invention. You have heard the stories of Hucows, and they are true, but rarely does anybody see a Hucow. That’s because when they are found they are transported to us.”

“But…but…how? Why?”

“How is easy. Arrest a Hucow, ship him, or her, up to me. Why…that’s sort of a sticky wicket. The elites in government have seen the profit potential in milking Hucows. The milk of a Hucow is incredibly rich. It is put in regular milk, in various foods, developed for medicines.”

“But these are people?”

“Maybe. But it’s moot, as long as they have monetary value.”

“So you…what? Just milk these poor souls?”

“We milk them, see to their needs. You certainly didn’t think I got as rich as I did by a simple dairy farm, did you?”

“I figured you had developed. certain methods.”

“I did, but only after the fact. I developed uses for milk and semen. I’ve developed medicines. I even figured out how to change a male into a female Hucow. There’s not much need for male Hucows.

“Oh, they’re good for a roll in the hay, they have such wonderfully big penises, but…they aren’t usually too smart.”

“I won’t tell anybody.”

“Not good enough. There’s always a risk. There’s too much at stake.”

Brad stared at her. Becky was sniffling next to her.

“One of the dangers of being an elite is cross breeding. One ends up with unfortunate children with a tendency to autism, Down’s, and so on. My family, and most elites, avoid this by breeding with less than elite people. Such as yourself.”

Brad looked a tBecky. “You married me for breeding purposes? Yet you don’t really want to fuck me?”

“Oh, Lord,” Mrs. Samps sniffed in disgust. “What elite member of society would want to breed with someone like you?”

Becky made a slight sobbing sound.

“No. We use you. We can use your semen for children. You make good workers. All the workers you see on the farm are like you. Supposedly intelligent people from select colleges, colleges which we have repurposed for a Hucow oriented society. Unfortunately, you discovered our secret, and that means we can’t use you. You haven't been properly indoctrinated. So, we will have to use you in another manner.”

“What manner?” he asked suspiciously.

At that moment Buck entered the barn. He was carrying a small case and he came right to Mrs. Samps. “Thank you, Buck.” She turned to Becky. “Would you like to do the honors?”

“Oh, Mother!”

“It will be easier if you do.”

Becky reached into the case and took out a syringe. It was already loaded, and she looked at Brad.

“Sorry, Bradley. I really loved you.”

She stuck the needle into his buttocks.

It hurt.

He howled.

“What did you do?”

“We are converting you, Bradley, into something a bit more useful.”

“But I’m smart! I have an education!”

Mrs. Samps chuckled. “All the Hucows here are educated. You’ll be able to have the most educated conversations.

Mrs. Samps rose then, and Buck and Becky accompanied her out of the barn. Becky kept looking back and sniffling.

The last thing Brad heard was Buck speaking to Becky as he patted her on the arm.

“There, there, sis. I’ll give you a poke, if you want. That always takes your mind off your miseries.”

Then the light was switched off and the barn was quiet.

Brad was silent, gulping, terrified.

“You are Bradley?”

Brad jerked at the husky voice. “Who’s that?”

“I’m Dicky. I’m married to Wanda.”

Brad stared into the darkness. “You…”

“It’s okay. I guess you’re my brother. Brother-in-law. Do you know any higher mathematics?”

“Math, snorted a gruff voice out of the darkness. Math seeks infinity. The real solution is in the study of languages. Only when one is able to conjugate a verb and translate nouns will one be capable of true understanding.”

“I’ve been wondering whether Einstein was right when he claimed that light is a photon.”

Brad opened his mouth to speak, but the Hucows all had vast intelligence. They were all well cultivated, and they kept talking and talking.


EPILOGUE

Brad waited patiently for the worker to attach his suction tubes. It was a new worker, and he was a bit fumble fingered. When the tubes were affixed, however, the suction felt so wonderful.

His neck had stiffed a bit, but he could feel his great udders hanging beneath him.

His hearing was quite acute, and he could hear the liquid sloshing in the tubes that led away from his stall. His big titties felt so wonderful being sucked on.

He heard the door open and Buck came in.

“Hello, Buck.”

“Hi Bro. You ready for a little fun?”

“I would love for my vagina to be scratched. I’ve got a terrible itch.”

Buck entered the stall and walked behind Brad. He dropped his drawers and moved up to Brad’s big, red asshole.

Buck was somewhat of a mental midget, but he was a penile giant.

Buck slapped some lube onto Brad’s asshole and began to fist him.

“Oh, that feels so good!” Brad lowed.

“How about this?” Buck pushed his hips forward and his big penis slid smoothly into Brad’s heinie.

During his transition from man to Hucow Brad had thought of his back passage in many ways.

Asshole, man pussy, and now just pussy.

“Oh, yes. You are the man, Buck.”

Buck rocked back and forth, happily plumbing Brad’s back end.

“Say, how’s you and Becky doing?”

“She’s very mad at me.”

“How come?”

“We got into a discussion as to what would happen if bit coins had to be backed up by a gold standard and she got pissed off.”

“Women,” snorted Buck. He gave a jerk and began spewing his seed into Brad’s butt.

“Say,” Buck asked when he was done and wiping off his cock. “You been jacked lately?”

“They’ve been sadly lax, bro. Could you take the time?”

“‘Course I can.” Buck sat on a stool, put a bucket under Brad’s rather large penis He put his hands around it and started masturbating Brad.

Brad grunted.

“There are certain benefits to the male anatomy,” muttered Brad.

“You can say that again, bro.”

“So tell me, Buck, do you think Nixon should have taken us off the gold standard in 1971?”

Buck grunted. “You keep talking like that and you’ll never cum.”

“Oh, sorry. Let me focus.”

A moment later the first big splatters of Hucow semen hit the bottom of the bucket.

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

The Stepforth Husband


The Feminization of the Hucow!

Kidnapped and feminized…he fought back!


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

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


The Urban Hucow Farm

Urban Hucow farms feed the world!


PART ONE

With the fall of the United States came hunger. Grocery stores were empty, people roamed the streets looking for food. Hidden gardens became the order of the day. And a solution had to be found.

Wikispeedia

“Honey, I’m hungry!”

Jeffrey looked down sadly. “I’m sorry. I’m not much of a provider.”

I looked at my husband of ten years. He was a large man. All the hamburgers and fries, all the potato chips and ice cream, he was a large man.

He was handsome, but bloated out to 300 pounds.

But, he had also been a good provider. A great provider. I was a little, uh, overweight myself. but a gal never tells, right?

We lived in a gated community, veddy expensive to live there, and we were somewhat safe from the people who roamed the streets looking for food, breaking into homes, looting and even murdering for a can of spaghetti.

“What are we going to do?”

“Well, there’s Cannibalism.”

I shivered. He was joking, but there were already stories on the news about people eating people.

“Actually, I was going through the garage and I found a can of Spam.”

“Spam?”

“The other meat. Or something.” He grinned.

“I think that’s cats.”

It was his turn to shiver. He loves cats, and ours had disappeared.

“We really have a can of Spam?”

“We do.” He lifted a rectangular tin of the meat and grinned.

Like children at Christmas staring at presents we sat at the kitchen table and stared at the can.

It was blue with a hamburger on the front. It had a pop top. It contained…meat!

“We have to do this right,” Marvin said. His jowls hung and he drooled unashamedly.

“Let’s open a Coke.”

He looked at me. “Do we dare?”

We dared, and I ran to the attic to get one of our last remaining Cokes. When we had last gone to the grocery store, a month before, the only thing they had was Coke. So we picked up a case. And would have picked up more if they had let us.

I returned to the kitchen and placed the can on the table. We stared at it hungrily. Two cans. Paradise. A taste of civilization. We wouldn’t even have to boil water.

“What’s in Spam?” I asked. “Where did it come from?”

Marvin took out his iPhone. Incredibly, with all the collapse, the government had mandated that the phone services, and other communication devices, be kept functioning. The better to get the bad news, I guess. We didn’t even pay our bills and our phones kept working.

He pressed the side and asked, “What is Spam?”

Click. Whizz. Phhh. And it spoke: “Spam is Spiced Ham. The name stands for ‘Special Processed American Meat. Many people are surprised to learn that Spam is not preservative laden. It actually has only six ingredients: pork with ham meat added, salt, water, potato starch, sugar, and sodium nitrite.

Marvin turned his phone down and tilted his head. “Pork with ham added?”

“Isn’t that a bit redundant? Isn’t ham actually pork?”

He asked his phone the difference we found out that ham comes from the thigh, and that pork comes from anywhere.”

“Sort of like chicken nuggets,” I quipped. “What part of the chicken is the nugget?”

We laughed, and took to staring at the metal containers in front of us.

“Well, Marsha,” Marvin finally said. “I think we’ve anticipated enough. Would you like to do the honors?”

I pushed the Coke to him and pulled the Spam to me. We grinned, popped our tops, and shortly were spooning, sipping, and trading cans with every bite and gulp.

“Oh, my God!” Marvin sighed.

“Yes, there is a God!” I muttered.

We spooned, sipped sparingly, which was awful hard, and the golden Spam, and the Coke, disappeared.

We sat back and sighed. Marvin placed his chubby hands on his belly and moaned.

I looked at him. “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

He grinned. “After a good meal…”

“…you want sex.”

His smiled broadened.

“Oh, my God.”

He wanted sex, food did that to him. But I had been so hungry these past few weeks, I was even starting to lose weight, that I didn’t want sex.”

“Do we have to?” I whined.

“Hey! Wifely duties, woman! Now snap to it! Get those clothes off and get on all fours.”

That was another thing. Marvin absolutely loved doggy style. I didn’t.

He claimed he could get extra penetration, which was correct because missionary caused our bellies to get in the way. Doggy style didn’t. Only one belly got in the way then.

But then I had to support his weight, and, as I said, Marvin is a big boy.

“Marvin! I can’t! I’m too weak.”

“You just had a meal,” he complained. He was leaning across the table, a gleam in his eyes.

I sighed. I did love him, and I was the wife. But… “Okay, sex. But we do it my way.”

His eyebrows lowered a bit. “And what way is that.”

“I’ll give you a blow job.”

He cocked his head. “A blow job? I can have that.”

“Okay.”

“All right.”

We got up and walked up the stairs. I walked, because I had lost more weight than him. He…well, I have to say it, he waddled.

We entered our bedroom and began taking off our clothes.

“No foreplay?” I asked.

“We can if you want,” he replied.

I sighed. “No, let’s get this over with. Lay down.”

He flopped on the bed, and the bed groaned. One of these days that bed was going to collapse under him.

I got him to scoot back a bit, and knelt between his legs.

Marvin was large, and I pushed his belly up and pulled his weenie out. He actually had a pretty good sized dick. In fact, when we had met I was astounded at how big it was, but that was a big dick on a smaller body. With the increase of bulk his dick just looked smaller.

Whatever, it was still a mouthful.

I placed my lips around the head and began swirling my tongue around it.

He groaned.

I stroked his shaft, up and down, and felt the veins.

He moaned.

I hefted his balls, squeezed and slapped them.

“Oh, baby!” he wheezed.

I took his dick in as far as I could, I sucked and slurped and worked him.

Fortunately for me, Marvin is a quick cummer. That used to bother me, but as he became larger it bothered me less.

Finally, he began to jerk, and his dick shot semen into my mouth.

He came hard, and it shot down my throat, and then I had to swallow quickly. I gulped and gulped, and that’s when it hit me.

Semen.

Calcium, citrate, fructose, glucose, lactic Acid, magnesium, potassium, protein, zinc. 300,000,000 sperm. That’s three hundred MILLION!

I swallowed.

And smiled.

I had just discovered another food source.

And, as if that wasn’t enough, on the very next day the government announced mass distribution of soy beans.

Talk about nefarious.

But…one does what one has to to survive.

We came downstairs, Marvin happy and feeling that lazy feeling that comes after a cum.

Me feeling happy and a bit energized. I had just had a shot of protein. And other stuff.

Marvin went into the den to take a nap.

I went in to the computer room and started researching.

Sperm has the protein of an egg, the vitamin C of an orange, lots of B-12, enzymes, and all sorts of other stuff.

It is excellent as a cosmetic and an anti-aging food.

Wow. I closed the computer and thought about it.

I had just had breakfast, in a manner of speaking. The only problem was that it was a small breakfast.

The Spam had gone a long way, but the extra kick of the semen had really ‘provided the juice.’ But I had only had a teaspoon of the stuff.

Hmm. I did the math.

If I needed two eggs for every meal, and two oranges, not to mention a double helping of vitamins and minerals, I was going to have to suck Marvin off at least six times a day. Forty-two times a week.

Not likely.

Marvin was good for three or four times a week. And that was when he was in the best of shape. Now he was probably good for one or two times a week.

I needed Marvin to produce more sperm.

I headed back up to the bedroom. It was time to make myself over.

I walked down the stairs. Marvin was out in the garage. We had hooked up lamps and were growing food out there. It wasn’t much food, but we couldn’t grow it outside or our garden would get ransacked. Even inside a gated community there were people who would raid our veggies if we grew them outside.

Marvin glanced up, looked back down, then straightened up and looked at me.

I was wearing a corset, and looked about 20 pounders lighter. Mind you, I wasn’t wasp waisted, yet, but it was a good start. My hair was fresh washed and conditioned, it was long and silky, shiny, gold in the sun.

The corset had pushed up my boobs, which were big anyway, and I was, in a word, stacked. My boobs would definitely walk into a room before I did.

I was wearing a thin dress, silky, and everything was showing. The fact that I was a little overweight made my pussy show. I had a real ‘monkey knuckle,’ or ‘camel’s toe,’ or whatever men called it.

I was made up, with smoky eyes and the reddest lips. One look at my red lips and a man would catch fire.

“Fuck,” said Marvin, wiping sweat off his fatty forehead. “I just fucked you, and damned if you’re not making me want to again.”

“As soon as you’re regenerated I’ll haul your ashes al-l-l the way to the dump.”

He blinked. He wasn’t used to sexy talk. Then he laughed.

“I’m ready now.”

I pushed him away with hands to his bulgy chest. “Not for a couple of days, big boy. I have to recover from this morning.”

“But I didn’t…it was oral!”

“That’s okay. You still need to build up your sperm count. Right?”

“Well, uh…”

“So I’m going to take a walk.”

“I’ll go with you.”

“No, no. You stay here and rest. Build up the spermies.”

“But…you can’t go out like that!”

“I’ll wear a coat.”

Well, he wanted to, but I didn’t want him to. I had plans which didn’t include him. So I finally managed to make him understand that he needed to stay home and tend the garden.

He looked at the tiny, little tomatoes, he looked at me, a ripe tomato, and he sighed. But he agreed, and I was off.

I didn’t take the car, couldn’t spend the gas, so I simply walked down the sidewalk towards the gate. I made it to two houses before  I took off my coat, and Jimmy Gatsby immediately called to me from his garage. “Hey, beautiful, where you going?”

I smiled and sauntered over to his open garage door.

“How’s Tina?” I asked. I didn’t want any complications for what I was planning.

“She left me.”

“What?”

“She went home to her mother. She lives in the country and they grow lots of food out there.”

“But she didn’t…you didn’t go with her?”

He shook his head. “We were fine as long as I was making money, but when the collapse came and my income dried up…”

“And when the pudding and ice cream dried up,” I added.

“There’s that,” he nodded. Then he grinned. “So I’m footloose and fancy free, want to come see my etchings?”

We laughed, then I surprised him. “Sure.”

He blinked. “Okay.”

I could see the glee in him. A beautiful woman walks by, he gets to tap into it. Yeah, baby.

I followed him into the kitchen, then we sat down in the living room.

“So how are you and Marvin doing?”

“We’re okay, we don’t seem to be able to get the garden thing going,” I shrugged.

“Yeah. I lost my green thumb during the war.”

“You know, I would do almost anything for a…a can of something.”

I said it directly.

He hesitated, he was obviously weighing the fact that I was married. His horniness won out. “Anything?”

“Hell, I would even suck your dick. I’m just so hungry.”

He paused for a long minute. I think he was comparing can versus blow job. “I might have…maybe…a can of soup.”

“Campbells?”

“Yes.”

He eyed me, waited for me to say ‘it’s all a joke,’ or to deliver.

“I would blow your cock, suck it until it runs dry, if you would give me a can of Campbell’s soup.

He stood up, walked out of the room. I heard him climbing the stairs, then I heard him descending. He walked into the room, and he was holding a red can.

Beenie Weenie. Oh, fuck. My favorite.

“Jimmy,” I said. “Take your pants down and prepare to forget about your wife.”

“That bitch?” he grinned, his buckle came undone, his pants dropped. He was commando and his penis stuck out like a sword.

I had not seen many men’s penises in my life. I had only had two before fucking my husband, and I had only touched lips to one of those.

Of course Marvin had encouraged me to learn to give blow jobs, and I had practiced on him till I was white in the face. Literally.

I tossed a cushion on the floor and knelt in front of Jimmy. The one-eyed snake stared back at me.

It was not big, probably average, and it tilted up slightly. The veins weren’t big throbbers, but when I put my hands on it I could feel a strong pulsing.

I reached under and cupped a ball.

He groaned.

The ball felt full, to say the least.

“How long?” I asked.

“Two weeks.”

“Two weeks without. You probably would have died if I hadn’t come along.”

“Definitely,” he groaned as I stroked his shaft.

“Well, your troubles are over.” I kissed his dick, let my lips slid around the knob, began deep throating him.

That’s right. I can deep throat.

I can only half deep throat Marvin, but then he’s big. An average sized dick I could deep throat.

Jimmy gasped as my lips hit his pubic area. I left the imprint of my lips in a circle around the base of his cock.

He shaved, and I was glad. I encourage all men to shave. Nothing is worse than picking hairs from your teeth.

Slowly I ran my hand up and down. I licked the under part of his cock. I twisted the knob with my hands, my saliva making it slide extra juicy.

“Oh, fuck,” Jimmy muttered. I could tell he was close. Two weeks without? Any man would be close. And that was good. I didn’t want to work hard for this. I had plans, and they included keeping my lips in working order.

I began bobbing my head, working my hand, and his knees suddenly buckled and he began shooting.

Squirt, squirt, squirt. Down my eager throat his vitamins and minerals went. One more egg, one more orange. Oh, yes.

When he was done I wanted to keep sucking, but I knew that, at a certain point, it would become painful. I wanted him to remember only the pleasure.

I let him go, smacked my lips, and pushed him back on the couch. I rolled back and up and sat in a chair.

“Woo!” He said.

We stared at each other and grinned.

“Thank you,” he said.

“You’re welcome.”

“If I can find another can of soup…?”

Leave the red flag on your mail box up. I may not be able to service you quickly, but I’ll get there.”

“You got it.” He smiled, then he frowned a bit.

“What?”

“Do you want…I’ve got a lot of Christa’s stuff upstairs. I was just going to throw it away. Do you want it?”

Oh, Lord. Christa was about my size. Had great, expensive tastes. Did I want it? When I had to keep myself beautiful if I was going to hand out a half dozen blow jobs a day? You fuckin’ A I want it!

“Sure,” I said, acting nonchalant.

We went upstairs, and I hit the bonanza. She had dresses, shoes, even lingerie. I tried a couple of things on, not worrying about whether Jimmy saw my naked form—after all, it just served to accelerate his return to horny.

“Are you sure? I can use a lot of this stuff.”

“Sure. Save me a trip to the dump.”

I looked at her vanity. “How about the make up?”

“Be my guest.”

So I forwent another meal and focused on toting a half a dozen boxes over to my house.

Marvin came out of the garage and looked at my goodies. “Where’d you get that?”

“Jimmy Gatsby, down the street. His wife left him and he’s throwing it out.”

“Huh!” he went back to the garden.

I finished moving the dresses and stuff, then looked at the can of soup.

Beenie Weenie. OMG! I took it upstairs and hid it in my clothes closet. I full intended to bring it out the next day, share it with Marvin, maybe with another Coke. That was not to be , however.

I went out again, it was now late afternoon, and I had to leave the community to find my next meal. I found it however, and brought home a can of spagetteos.

Gah.

But, what the hell. Beggars can’t be choosers. At least, so I thought at the time.

I returned home before dark with the spagetteos in my purse and a stomach full of gism. And a smile on my face.

I was good looking, and I was surviving. Both Jimmy and the man I had found outside the community had been very appreciative. And both wanted return performances.

It looked like Marvin and I were going to make it after all.

Then tomorrow hit, and the world changed.

“Oh, my God!” Marvin came charging out to the patio. “Food! They’re giving us food!”

I looked up from the lawn chair where I was soaking up the rays. “Who is?”

“The government,” I stood up and looked at his iphone.

GOVERNMENT SHIPS SOY!

The federal government has unveiled plans to immediately distribute Soy beans. These delicious beans are easy to grow and the government has secured purchases from…

I took the phone from his hands and stared at it.

“Food!” I gasped. “We’re going to get real food!”

“We’ll have to cook it ourselves, but the newsheads say bags of the beans will be distributed from the fire stations of every city. Look at the pictures!”

I stared at photos of trains filled with bags of soy beans.

“There’s other food, too, but soy is the main staple. Apparently Soy is rich with vitamins and…”

He blathered on, and my head spun.

I had two cans upstairs, and was about to go out and find some more. Should I?

And I realized, right away, that I should.

Soy might be good, but I needed that unique protein that was in sperm. The eggs and the oranges. Furthermore…I liked it. I liked going out and finding out about men’s dicks. I liked feeling them, and sucking them. I liked the way their legs gave way. And I actually liked the taste of semen.

Sure, sometimes it was bitter, but I could get used to that. Many times it was also sweet. I think it sort of depended on what men ate.

And I wondered what the taste would be like when all the men were sucking down the soy. Probably like soy sauce, and I could handle that.

So I celebrated with Marvin, and then went out.

It was late, so I intended to share a can with him when I got back.

I met two men in the gated community who had cans. One was a black fellow with a giant pickle for a schlong. And when he came it was two meals. The other fellow was older and I had to work at it, and then his semen was bitter.

Ah, well.

Then I met a fellow just outside the community, and he was a bonanza. He paid me a can of peaches, then asked if he could have a freebie for every man he brought me?

We finally agree on a freebie for every three men, and parted on a smile.

My business was building.

But, when I came home Marvin was sleeping. And I was a little tired, too. Being on my knees so much, you know. So I went up to bed and slept right through to dinner.

For dinner Marvin fixed a big salad. Probably the whole crop of tiny tomatoes and withered radishes and saggy leaves of Kale. But it was dinner, so I held off on the Beenie Weenie. Tomorrow was another day. Except the next day we went downtown and picked up our first bag of soy beans. Fifty pounds of the pellets. We returned home, and had soy every day for a week, and by then several things had happened.

First, I had a business. In fact, I was so busy on my knees that I didn’t even want to suck Marvin off.

Second, Marvin was so busy concocting soy bean dishes he wasn’t interested in getting a blow job.

Well, that was a first. Even at his chubbiest my hubby always liked getting his jackhammer jacked. I mean, what’s up with that? Eh?”

Third, I noticed a strange phenomena.

I had been eating almost nothing but sperm, and I was losing weight. Yes, I was eating a lot of sperm, but there’s not a lot of fat in sperm. It’s all protein. And a protein rich diet, especially taken a teaspoon at a time, was making me skinnier. Thank God my boobs weren’t getting skinnier. I had a couple of customers who held out, until I told them they could suck my tits. There’s something about tits that drives a man wild.

But Marvin was putting on weight.

A week of soy and he was getting heavier. And not just heavier, but fatter. Real fatter.

It was time to do some research, so I powered up the computer and began looking up soy.

Oh, fuck. Soy beans had fat. I read further…but it was good fat. And a person shouldn’t gain weight on a diet of soy.

So why was Marvin gaining weight?

I researched further, and I found it.

Estrogen.

Both men and women need estrogen and testosterone. Men need more testosterone, and women need more estrogen. But what happened when men ingested too much estrogen? They began to change. Sexually.

In horror I stared at the articles I was reading.

No, the fat was okay, but the estrogen was creating a different body. Exercise could cure it, bu tI knew Marvin wasn’t about to hit the gym. If the gyms were even open. In fact, he was moving less and less.

And estrogen resulted in low libido and muscle mass, mood changes, reduced energy levels, all of which explained why Marvin didn’t feel like getting sucked off.

Well, sucking him off didn’t bother me. After all, I had customers out the door.

But…with no exercise the fat wouldn’t burn off, wouldn’t redistribute properly, and he would get big breasts.

I decided to talk to Marvin, and I made a mistake. I decided not to just talk to him, but to come clean about what I had been doing.

That night, after dinner, I sat him down. I started easy like. “Marvin, you’re getting too fat.”

A hurt expression drifted across his face.

“You need to exercise.”

“Aw, but I don’t have the energy to exercise!”

He was caught in that old catch 22. He needed energy to exercise, the exercise took too much energy.

I went right into the next subject. “Marvin, I’ve been out giving blow jobs.”

“WHAT?”

“Now calm down. It’s a source of protein. I need the protein, and that means I need to eat less, and that leaves more for you.”

Well, he hit the roof. We had our first major fight ever. He screamed and he cried. He stomped up and down so much I was afraid he was going to break the house.

But I held my ground.

“A blow job is not like fucking. I am NOT being untrue to you.”

“But other men are putting their dicks in your mouth!”

“And feeding me.”

“And that’s why you’ve been waking around in all these sexy dresses! Your face all made up! So you can cheat on me!”

“I am not cheating on you!”

“Do you kiss any of these men?”

I stopped for a second, then blurted, “Not very often.”

“Ah ha! Ah ha!”

Oh, man, we went around and around. And I got so pissed off that I didn’t even tell him about the cans of stuff I was collecting. I mean, if he was going to treat me that way, have so little understanding, I wasn’t going to tell him anything!

And, we went to bed angry.

Lumps on each side of the bed. Refusing to talk.

It’s bad to go to bed angry, so I had weird dreams, dreams that I couldn’t remember, but which upset me.

Then I woke up.

Marvin wasn’t in bed.

I tiptoed downstairs, and heard him crying on the couch. He was just sitting there, his head in his hands, and crying.

“Marvin, I’m sorry,” I sat next to him and put my arm around him. He was so large it didn’t go very far around him. “It’s just that I got so hungry, and we…I sucked you off last week, and I got the idea.”

He sniffled and put his head against my shoulder.

“But…but I can’t bear the thought of you with another man.”

I sat there, him leaning against me, sniffling and snorting, and thought about it.

In a way, I wasn’t cheating. My hole was my own to give out as I wished, and I didn’t wish to give it to anybody but Marvin.

In a way…I was. I was being with other men. And, as Marvin had noted, I was kissing them, and letting them feel and even suck my tits. That was an act of intimacy. Especially as I used that act to excite the men into giving me more sperm.

But…I needed food. I needed the nourishment that sperm gave me. Even if I hadn’t liked it, I needed it. But I did like it. I liked slurping on a man’s cock until it exploded. I liked the feeling when they released into me.

“You should try it.”

He blinked. And, tell the truth, I don’t even know where that came from. But it come, and I wasn’t about to pull it back.

“Sucking dick?”

I thought wildly. I had said something, and it was wrong, but there was something underneath it.

“No. You should try packaging your semen, selling it to women as food. Trading it for cans.

He stared at me like I was insane.

But I wasn’t, and things were borning in my mind.

Semen packaged for food. We could mix it with soy, make super soy. The taste would…depending, be labeled as sweet or tangy.

And I knew women would buy it.

Women are always into the latest health food. They always want the latest and greatest. They liked the gimmicks.

They would buy it.

But first I had to figure out how to produce and package. And then I would have to get a distribution network. And it had to be kept very, very secret. This was commerce. I couldn’t exactly go get a patent. But I had to keep my ‘trade secrets’ truly secret.

Still, there was a way. And I would find it.

With that in mind I left Marvin to wallow on the couch, to cry out the hormones his soy diet, his estrogen diet, was creating. I headed to the computer room and began researching.


PART TWO

“Would you like a shot of pure protein?”

Cindi Lawson looked at me. I was holding a little bottle. It was actually a bottle used for baby food. I had traded a blow job for it, and now it was being re-used. It was filled with a mix of Marvin’s sperm and soy beans.

“What is it?”

“It’s milk and soy. Would you like to trade for a can?”

She did, and I walked away with a can of chili, and she was smacking her lips and smiling.

I had jacked Marvin off, mixed his seed with soy, and the result was a tasty treat packed with protein. Soy, it appeared, resulted in sweet sperm.

And the great thing about this was that I had sucked Cindi’s husband off the night before. He gives his sperm and a can to me, and I give her Marvin’s sperm and she gives me a can. Ironic, eh?

I returned home and placed the chili in front of Marvin.

Oh, God, he disappeared into that can, and here’s the funny thing: Soy made you fat, but it never really filled you up. By that I mean it was filling, but it didn’t provide enough of the vitamins and nutrients that a man needed.

He finished the can and was actually gasping. He begged, “Please. Milk me. Do this again.”

I smiled. Marvin had been a problem, with his whining about me being untrue, but I had found a solution. He was willing to be milked and his seed sold. And if somebody else was going to be eating his semen, how could he complain about me eating somebody else’s semen?

“Marvin, I can milk you, but…we have a couple of problems.”

“What’s that?” He looked at me with big eyes.

I was truly surprised at how he was changing. His body was getting bigger. His thighs were truly ‘thunder thighs,’ and his breasts….they were so big they looked like tits.

“Well, it’s awkward for me. I get very tired of either being on my knees and fighting your belly,” he knew that that big roll of flab was overflowing more and more, “and while the doggy position is fine, I still have to be on my knees.”

“Oh,” he looked so sad. “Does that mean you’re not going to milk me anymore?

“No, no. But we need to build you a milking station.”

“A milking station?”

“Yes. So you’ll be raised up enough for me to get behind you and not have to wear out my knees. It’s going to be good for you, too. You don’t have to get all the way down on the bed, and then get up again. You just walk into the milking station, bend into position, and I’ll take care of the rest.”

He frowned, and there was so much fat on his pudgy face that his cheeks came forward and his nose went back. I thought that was sort of cute. I mean, he didn’t have a cow face, but, sort of a piggy face.

“Who’s going to build this thing for you?”

“Jimmy Gatsby said he’ll help.”

“Is he one of your customers?”

“That doesn’t matter.” I glared at him. “I’m just trying to make your life easier, and get you more food! And don’t tell me you don’t like it when I stick a finger up your ass and help you cum!”

“Oh, sorry.” funny, it sounded like his voice was changing.

“So how about it.”

“I guess so.”

So Jimmy Gatsby traded a little handyman work for two blowjobs and a can of Coke. But it was a good trade, I had a feeling Marvin was going to be, pardon the expression, a ‘cash cow.’

While Jimmy pounded and hammered in the garage—we had finally given up on the vegetable garden crap—I was out on the street. And I had a bad experience.

It was a fellow I hadn’t met before, but he came recommended. But recommendations don’t mean much. They just mean that somebody knows somebody. There’s no character reference or Human Resources to check with.

And, I didn’t like him, but it was a job, and I proceeded to give him a good blow.

Half way through he grabbed my hair, hard, and fucked my face.

“Hey!” I garbled.

“Shut up, bitch!”

And I knew he was going to fuck my face, then probably slap me around, and not even pay me. Fucking asshole.

So I did the only thing a girl can do. I grabbed his nuts and I…PULLED!

Oh, Lord, he dropped so fast he hit his chin on the ground. He was already out of it, holding his nuts, but I couldn’t help myself. I stood up and kicked him in the face. That actually hurt me more than him, the pointy toes of high heels look dangerous, but it is all show. The toes collapsed and I near broke a toe on him. So I reached into my purse, took out a can and slapped him on the temple with it.

Lucky boy, he went unconscious and stopped feeling the pain in his balls. Heh.

I found two cans in his pockets, took them both, and walked away. I figured he owed me one can for the blow job, and one can for the semen he hadn’t given me.

But from that day on I went armed. And I mean really armed. I was quite a sight. I would wear a skin tight, red dress, my boobs big and quaking, and a big, old hunting knife strapped around my now svelte waist. And, if that wasn’t enough, I had a pistol strapped to my ankle. I couldn’t run with a pistol on my ankle, but I wouldn’t have to because I drilled on how to quick draw that pistol while in a kneeling position.

But here’s the funny thing: wearing all that armament actually brought me in more business. It seems like men like a blow job that’s a little dangerous.

In fact, one guy, who was a little slow, I pulled the knife and held it under his balls and said, “Your cum or your testicles.”

He came so fast and quick it went down my throat without me even tasting him.

And, he became a repeat customer, and he always tried to hold back until I pulled out the knife and threatened him.

Men. Huh!

“Just walk in there,” I said.

Marvin climbed a couple of steps and waddled into the chute, then knelt on a soft cushion. He lowered himself and his big bulk was in the doggy style.

I walked around the contraption and nodded. “Nice.” His big butt was elevated and his chest hung down. His pecs looked more and more like boobs every day, and they hung down like big milk sacs.

“It feels comfortable,” Marvin remarked. “More comfortable than my easy chair. Easier on my back, too.”

“Would you like to try it out?”

“Sure.”

I moved in behind him I reached between his legs, and it didn’t work.

I walked around to the side and was able to reach his cock easier. I placed a bowl under him, sat down on a stool, and began stroking him.

“Oh, God,” he muttered. “This is so comfortable.”

I kept eyeing his tits, and, finally, I couldn’t help myself. I reached under the station and grabbed one of his tits.

“Oooh!” he moaned.

I massaged his tits, jacked his cock, and it was very comfortable for me, too.

After a minute he squirted.

“Oh, yeah!” He gave a big, pudgy-faced smile.

“Okay, big boy,” I stood up and slapped his rump.

“You’re done?”

“I got the milk. Yeah, I’m done.”

“But you only massaged one side!”

I blinked. “Really?”

“Yeah. It felt so good. Can you do the other one?”

The other tit. My God.

So I did. I went to the front of him, sat on a stool with my pussy right in his face, and massaged his tits.

He moaned and groaned, and…sniffed.

“Are you smelling my pussy?”

“Yeah,” he giggled.

I had to laugh. What a horn dog. He looked like a hucow, but he was a horn dog. But, then, aren’t all hucows horn dogs? Or the other way around?

So we were set. I was getting my semen diet. We were getting lots of cans and the world was fine and dandy! Except…

“Marsha?”

“Hey, Molly. How’s it going?”

We talked, a little chit chat, then she forged ahead.

“How do you stay so…sexy? I hate that soy stuff, and I’m starving. My tits are getting smaller. And what’s worse, my Joe is getting fatter! He really likes that soy stuff.”             

Now, you can see where this was going.

I had known Molly for years, and we were friends, and I sat her down and told her the facts of life. When I was done she just sat there. Stunned.

“You trade blow jobs for cans. You get fed twice.”

“Yep.”

“And you trade Marvin’s semen for cans.

“You got it.”

“But…I don’t…”

I waited. I sort of knew what was going to happen.

“Can I…could you have Joe, my hubbie, do something like that?”

Huh. I thought she was going to ask for herself.

“Sure.”

It always amazes me, that people would want to work for somebody else, which meant somebody else was going to get part of their profits, instead of working for themselves. But there it was. She was renting her husband out, and talking about going and giving blow jobs and paying me for the leads. That’s okay by me.

So I started training her on how to give blow jobs, and I had Jimmy build another stall for Molly’s husband to occupy. And here’s the funny thing: I thought Marvin would object, but he actually looked forward to the company.

He was spending more time in the stall these days, it was just so much more comfortable than waddling around, trying to get up the stairs, and he had moved a TV out to the garage and spent a lot of time just laying in the stall and watching Fox News.

So the idea of having somebody next to him, being able to discuss the news of the day and being able to cuss out those damned Democrats…Joe was in, pardon the phrase, ‘hog heaven.’

But…there was one other problem. I wasn’t getting fucked. I was sucking cock like a madwoman, and I was milking Marvin, and now Joe—and, I was horny.

There, I said it.

I was horny, my poontang hadn’t been clanged. My pussy hadn’t meowed. My hole hadn’t been filled.

All Marvin’s squirts had gone for commerce, for cans, and I wasn’t getting my depths plumbed.

And, let’s face it, got to be honest, Marvin was so large now that I was afraid of him being on top of me. Missionary was totally out of the question. And if his arms gave way during a doggy style session, and he fell on me, well, I would be a Marsha pancake.

So I was horny. I had no prospects with Marvin, and I had a potential stud, though not with a big dick, in Jimmy.

And, here comes the shock of shocks. I went out to the garage, turned off Fox News, and sat down in front of Marvin.

“Hi, honey. Do you mind? Tucker Carlson was just going to interview Joe Biden.”

“I’ll turn it back on in a second.”

He craned his head to the side and tried to look around me. The screen was blank, but he still tried.

“Marvin, you haven’t been satisfying me sexually.”

“Oh,” he tried to look around the other side of me.

“So I’m going to fuck Jimmy Gatsby.”

“Oh, okay. Could you turn the TV back on?”

I smiled, turned the TV back on, and left. Left right out of the house, down the street, into Jimmy’s house, up the stairs, got rid of my clothes, and hopped into the sack.

ZOWIE!

Jimmy didn’t like soy, and it turned out that he had his own business. He arranged for the smuggling of aliens back across the border.

That’s right, when the country collapsed all those illegal aliens suddenly wanted to go home. They tried to get to the border, but the buses weren’t reliable, the trains were very strict in not letting people ride for free, and the immigrants were getting caught.

Enter Jimmy. One or twice a week he would load up a small truck with a few dozen aliens, pack them in like cattle, and take them down to the border. Once there they could simply walk across the border.

So Jimmy had a good business, and lots of cans, and he could afford to hate soy. The result was that he was in prime shape. He ate enough to have energy to work out, and he worked out. A lot.

So I divested myself of clothes, and he ripped his off. Literally ripped them off, he was that strong, and he took me in his arms.

I munched on his lips, chewed on his mouth, and it was a delight. He was firm, not fat laden, and he was dedicated.

He lifted me up and laid me on the bed, then he really went to work. He crawled beneath my legs and began giving me a tongue job like no other. He might have a short dick (well, average sized), but he had a lo-o-ong tongue!

Man, he inserted that wiggly into my depths and made me cry ‘Hallelujah!’ He lapped at my labia, clamped on to my clit, and by the time he slithered up my body I was feeling like a hundred pounds of jello. Hot jello.

He put his hands on my chest, fondled my boobs, and began sucking my nipples. All the time his dick was getting closer and closer. Finally, me turning into a steamy, sopping mess, he inserted that bad boy.

“Oh…fuck!” I whispered.

He drove into me, almost lazily. The fact was he knew that he had done his duty with foreplay, and I was a cooked goose. My body properly primed, his touch electrified me. I could feel sensations shooting through me. My breasts felt like they were on fire. My lips were delightfully numb from his lips. And now my pussy was finally filled.

No, not big like Marvin, but the heat of the meat plus the angle of the dangle…over the mass of the ass…it all equals the sum of the cum.

Within minutes I was shuddering and jerking. My pussy literally exploded. My mind shattered. I lived in those high clouds reserved for Greek Gods.

And, Joe let loose. And I’m sorry I didn’t have a bottle to catch his cum. He was always a big cummer, but cumming inside me, he was a MONSTER cummer!

Finally, we rolled apart, lay on our backs and looked up.

“Crap. That was better than any blow job.”

“Honey,” I said. “I think we just graduated. If you want to pay me for fucks instead of blow jobs, I’m okay with that.”

He smiled. “Excellent. Now that I’ve tasted nirvana I don’t want to go back to purgatory.

“My blow jobs were purgatory?” I laughed and swatted him.

He caught my arm and rolled over me. He looked down on me. Our eyes met and we were really in synch. He said, “You want another cow for your business?”

Ka-ching! Money.

“Who?”

“I’ve got a cousin. She’s a little…well, let’s just say that she likes her soy. It’s not that she can’t get a job, even in these times you can get jobs, but…she doesn’t want a job. She just wants to sit on her ass all day and read fashion magazines and watch the cooking channel.”

“Hmmm.” I considered, and Jimmy gave me the time. Except for a few nibbles at my highly energized nipples.

“Stop that!” I swatted his head gently. He laughed and waited.

“Okay, I can, but we have problems.”

“No problem too big.”

“I don’t want to put a woman cow in with the men.”

“Why not?”

“You put men and women together and there’s always trouble. Next thing you know they’ll want to diddle each other, even get married.”

“We could set up in my garage. I’ll build another stall, and you can manage both garages. I can’t because I’ve got my own business.”

We were lost in our own thoughts then. Finally, I stuck up my hand. “Shake. Let’s seal the deal.”

Jimmy kissed me, then, breathing hard, he whispered, “Let’s fuck to seal the deal.”

And damned if we didn’t.

The girl’s name was Nancy Pelosi. Just like on TV, and I was glad I hadn’t put her in with Marvin and Joe. They would have ganged her quick. She had no politics, but her name was bad enough.

And she was good. She laid down quick and we suddenly had men lined up out the door, down the block and out the gate.

Hucows were a new thing. Before the country collapsed only weirdos had, or were, hucows. But now that ‘normal’ was gone, it turned out that everybody loved hucows. And everybody wanted to own one, or be one.

So Jimmy built another stall, this one in his garage, and with a few modifications.

With this stall we arranged for Nancy’s pussy to be raised up. And her head.

That’s right, she could take it from both ends. And then some.

After a week of work she waddled out of her stall and came down the street and knocked on the door.

“Hey, Nancy. How’s it going.”

“Pretty good. It’s really neat to be loved, like, all the time.”

“So what can I do for you?”

“I just wanted to know if you charged double for my asshole.”

“What?”

“Yeah. Guy today didn’t want my pussy. He was nice enough, told me so, even asked, and that’s fine with me. Any port in a storm, right?”

Now this was a new one on me, and it led to some interesting little developments.

I put a sign over her stall.

One can for blow job.

Two cans for pussy.

Three cans for asshole.

Man, business picked up all over again. A lot of guys were dying to explore assholes. Their wives weren’t too friendly to the idea, and, only three cans, why not?

And that led to another interesting conversation.

Knock knock.

I opened the door. It was one of my customers, a big, black fellow name Irwin.

“Hi Irwin. I didn’t expect you until tomorrow.”

He hemmed and hawed, was embarrassed, and I finally said, “Spit it out, Irwin.”

“Well, uh, you got the girl putting out with all three holes.”

“I do. Did you want some asshole this week?”

“Well, uh…how about the guys you got over in the other garage?”

I shut down for a moment over that one. “What do you mean?”

“Well, the girl don’t mind, do the guys? Would any of them be prone to giving blow jobs? Or getting fucked in the ass?”

“Have a seat, Irwin. I’ll go ask them.”

Marvin said he’d think about it.

Joe, however, liked the idea.

So I went back and told Irwin, and he grinned a huge grin, like to have split his face. “How much for Joe’s ass?”

“Three cans.” Hey, that’s what I was charging for the girl’s asshole.

He paid it eagerly and couldn’t wait to go out and collect his ‘goods.’

While he was pumping away, and while Joe was moaning, and while Marvin was looking at Joe and wondering out what he was missing out on, I put some more signs up.

Over Joe I put.

One can for blow job.

Three cans for asshole.

I went around to Marvin. “You want to try this?”

“What’s Joe get paid?”

I knew he didn’t care about the pay, he was interested in the way Joe was groaning and moaning.

Then disaster, sort of, hit.

“Oh, shit! I’m cumming!” Joe yelled.

“Oh, crap!”I blurted. Irwin must have hit the prostate, and there went Joe’s quota of semen. I started to the rear to see the damage, and Marvin yelled after me. “Yes! I want to try it!”

I looked under Joe’s big belly and, sure enough, semen was dribbling out of his cock. A LOT of semen.

And then, while I was trying to figure out how much I had lost in profit, Irwin grunted and yelled. Fuck! I’m cumming!”

I was looking under Joe’s belly, could barely see the tip of his cock, and suddenly a big gush of squirtem flowed down over his dick. A LOT of squirtem.

“Holy crap!” I muttered. That was two days worth of cum. Maybe three. I had some thinking to do.

I had to look into prostate massages, maybe some sort of low level cattle prod for the men to make them cum more.

And, I had some advertising to do.

I had four cows—another girl had come to my door and asked for a job—and I had to collect semen from the guys, Sell their asses and mouths, and I had to sell mouths, cunts and assholes for the girls.

I had a lot of customers, but I needed more. Especially since both of the girls said they had friends that wanted to work.

So I advertised. I put a sign up over my garage.

HUCOW URBAN FARM

Males one can for blow job

three cans for anal

Femalesone can for blow job

two cans for pussy

three cans for anal

At the bottom of the sign I wrote:

Male and female Hucows wanted

By the next week I had Jimmy build me a half dozen stalls, and I was negotiating for garages all through the community.

It was funny, all these rich people in a gated community were more than willing to park their cars outside and rent their garages for a few cans a week.

Within two weeks I had six male hucows and six female hucows, then the game changed.

I was raking in the cans, thinking about raking in Jimmy that night, and who should appear but…Irwin!

“Hey, Irwin? how’s it squirting?”

“Pretty good, thanks, but I noticed you got a new product.”

“I do?” I blinked.

“Yeah, that new girl, Debbie, she lactatin’.

“Lactating? Like…giving milk?”

“Yeah. And I was wondering…”

What he was wondering I had no idea, I was out the door and heading for the garage where Debbie, the lactator, was working. I had hired that girl for her holes, and she was putting out milk? WTF!

I went through the garage door and stopped in front of Debbie.

She was a nice looking girl, very fat tits, and now I knew why.

“You just gave birth?”

She was scared, and she blurted. “Please don’t fire me!”

“I’m not going to, I just want to know if you have a kid.”

“A long time ago. I gave birth, and I liked having milk flowing all the time, so I kept pumping and pumping, and sometimes my husband drinks it, but he was late for work this morning and didn’t have time. So…I…I figured maybe…”

“How much milk do you put out?”

“Oh, about two gallons. If I milk a lot. I’ve got biguns,” she stated proudly.

“Would you like to sell me your milk?”

“Sure!” she answered eagerly. “I been pouring it down the drain. You think people will buy my milk?”

“I do. Okay. I’ll look into it, you keep dripping, and, uh, do you mind giving Irwin a free sample? He’s one of our best customers.”

“Irwin, the guy with the really big dong?”

“That’s the one.”

“Sure.”

And there it was. Mother’s milk. A new product. A couple of gallons a day, and I found that I could sell a lot. In fact, I started advertising for new mother’s who were about to stop breast feeding their babies. It seemed like every new mother liked lactating, and wanted to turn a profit for their body’s production.

Yippee!

A month passed, a good month. Jimmy and I had to rent a garage just to store our cans. He gave up his job, well, he had somebody driving for him, and he started bartering our cans for things we needed, things we needed to keep our Urban Hucow Farm going.

Which was good because I was having a lot of fun fucking.

I wasn’t fucking him for love, I loved Marvin. I was fucking Jimmy for fun. We would just work all day, look at each other, and go relieve our brains out.

And, one day, it came to a head. Uh, no pun intended.

“Marsha?”

“Yeah, Jimmy?

We were upstairs and he was pumping me like it was going out of style.

“Let’s give the Hucows hormones.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. He was taking me from behind and I reached down and grabbed his balls. He cupped my hanging breasts and I moaned.

“We can give the gals more hormones to produce milk. Supposed to make them hornier. And we can give the guys two kinds of hormones. One to increase sperm production, the other to make them lactate.”

I stopped moving. Jerked off him and spun a round. I grabbed his almost spewing cock and held it while I spoke into his face.

“Are you saying we could double milk production? And even increase semen production?”

“Yes!” His voice squeaked because I was holding him rather tightly.

“Oh, fuck! We could double our can income!”

“Yes!” He squeaked. He was batting at my hands, but I was so excited I ignored him and just kept working figures in my head.

We had thirty girls and forty guys working. Each one was fucked four or five times a day. Blow jobs were down to two or three a day. I had ten girls that were lactating a couple of gallons a day, multiply by the number of cans per week, add in….the cost of soy beans…

“How much do the hormones cost?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing?” My turn to squeak.

“Government gives out hormones for free.”

“Why would they do that?”

“You ever hear of the Georgia Guidestones?”

“What are they?”

“A bunch of big stone slabs somebody put up in Georgia. Something about a new world order, or something. Anyway, the government wants to reduce the population by 7 1/2 billion people. They only want 500 million people left. they figure that will be enough to feed them and keep them in fancy doodads. You know, work their factories and farms.”

I stared at him.

“So the point is if they can give men hormones, get them to change into women, there won’t be so much fucking and the population will reduce. Natural like.

I had reduced my grip, and all this time Jimmy had been pumping. Suddenly he came, just as I let go.

“Hey! No! Don’t let go! Please…keep pumping!”

It was a perfectly ruined orgasm, and he stood there and dripped a couple of drops, then stared down at his partially pleased organ sadly.

I walked out of the room, down to the computer room, and fired it up.

I had been so busy with my own business that I had been ignored the world tragedy. Now I started looking.

Georgie Guidestones. Yep.

Free hormones. Yep.

Uh oh, other Hucow farms were starting up.

Crap! I had to register my business with the government. That meant taxes and regulations.

But that was okay. Better to make so much money that you had to pay taxes than not make money.

I turned to my original calculating. Gallons of milk per day. Pints of semen. How much did I need to cut the product.

Then I started thinking about the future.

Cosmetics. Natural, from grain fed Hucows.

Medicines.

Weight loss products.

Oh, my God, there was no end to the possibilities here.

I ran back up to the bedroom. Jimmy was sitting on the bed, pounding on his pud.

“What?” He looked up at me, caught, but not ashamed.

That’s the thing about ruined orgasms. If you ruin it just right the guy can’t cum for a while. And he’s super horny and super desperate.

I pushed him back on the bed and his cock stuck up in the air. Red and dripping and wanting.

I sat on it.

“Fuck, Jimmy, order those hormones.” I pumped him hard.

“We need to advertise more.” I ground down on him and tilted my pelvis.

“We need more Hucows.” I kissed him madly.

Jimmy loved it. From a ruined orgasm to a super fuck. He thrust up and rammed it into me.

“Fuck!” I pushed down hard.

We fought like that for a long minute. In and out, caught in our gleeful battle.

“We’re going to be Hucow kings!” I bellowed. I twisted his nipples and he yelped, but now he was in the mood.

“I’ll buy all the houses in the community.” He grabbed my tits, slapped them. Squeezed them till I moaned.

“I’ll make all the garages into pens and we’ll pipe in soothing music.” I reached behind me and twisted his balls.

“YIPE!”

I said, “I’ll take out ads in the papers, on TV. We’ll have a thousand head of Hucows! We’ll raise our prices!”

He slapped my pussy and I started to cum. I bucked and shivered and my legs started to spasm. I managed to say, “We’ll be the world’s first Hucow millionaires!”

“Fuck, yes!”

I bent over him, my breasts bouncing as I squeezed everything I could out of my orgasm. Then I collapsed on him.

“Hey,” he said, trying to fuck some more. “You didn’t get me off.”

I smiled into his chest, then braced my hands on his strong pecs and pushed up. I stated, “If you’ve got sperm, we need to sell it. Now get your ass down to the barn and get yourself milked.

He stared after me as I sauntered proudly out of the room.

And, damn. He actually did.

END
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PART ONE

“Got one here!” I heard the yell through the thick brush.

On the other side of the valley I could hear other people being rounded up. Shouts, yells, the protests and screams as my people were shot with tranquilizers and slowly collapsed. The screams died down mid shout, the tranquilizers were very effective.

I scrambled through the brush, trying to make as little noise as possible, my mind shrieking over how unfair this was.

We had a small enclave in the top part of Florida, the panhandle. We weren’t bothering anybody, we just wanted to live our own lives, but the government wouldn’t let us. The government of Jabbers.

I was on an incline, ahead of me, through the brush, I could see a short outcropping, five feet of hard packed dirt. For a moment I would be exposed, but what were my choices?

“Through here, looks like he went through the brush.”

The voices were only a hundred yards away, sounded like good, old boys. Crap, if they caught me I was going to be in deep doo doo. I scrambled up against the outcropping just as I heard the sound of the hounds.

Owoo! Owoo!

Oh, no!

I could hear the dogs scrambling through the brush. What had taken me long minutes was going to take them less than a minute.

Desperate, I looked one way, then the other. Fifty feet to the side was a tree. It wasn’t big, but if I could climb it I could make it to the top of the wall of dirt. The dogs couldn’t climb the tree, or the wall of dirt. If I could make it over the top without being seen I might stand a chance!

I ran through soft, crumbly dirt, slipping and sliding, I reached the tree just as the dogs burst out of the brush.

OWOO! OWOO! They were big hounds, floppy and friendly looking, but with a full set of teeth, and they had seen me. I was fifty feet away from being a dog treat.

I jumped, and snagged a low limb. The dogs were grunting, barking, slobbering, their limbs a blur as they sprinted towards the tree.

I threw a leg over the branch, pulled myself up.

The dogs reached the tree and began leaping in a frenzy.

“They got ‘em treed!” shouted a voice, I could hear the larger bodies of the men pushing through the brush.

I climbed another branch, another. I was in danger of being seen, but my pursuers doubtless were looking at the ground for sign of my tracks.

“Here! Here!” They found my tracks.

I leaped, and snagged a tree root. I pulled, dirt crumbled under me, the dogs leaped against the wall of dirt. They could sense that I was going to escape.

I scrambled, I pulled on roots, I dug my feet in. Almost….almost…

A large hand grabbed my wrist and a handcuff clicked. I looked up.

A Jabber. His skin was mottled and red, his flesh was pudgy, and there was a gleam in his eyes as he pulled me up over the ledge.

“Got him!” He yelled.

He shot me with a sedative gun.

I awoke in a hut. Not much more than a lean to, I could probably kick the thing over, except for the one solid metal pole sunk in the ground. From a ring at the top of the pole a chain hung down. It coiled on the floor, then ran to my butt. I was naked, and I was anal hooked.

Oh, fuck! I felt my butt and could feel where the hook was inserted. I felt full inside, so it was probably flared. They stick it in small, it flares, and you’re anal snagged until somebody ‘de-flares’ the hook.

It hurt a little, but it also felt good. I had heard of people getting addicted to hooks, walked around with them inserted in their asses all the time. Of course that was probably a rumor.

I was laying on my side—I couldn’t sit on the butt hook—and I struggled to my feet and inspected my surroundings.

There was a table on the far side of the room. Butt hooks and hand cuffs and a half dozen lengths of chain were on the table. There was also a big jug of hootch. The good stuff, homemade. Not that government crap.

There was also a couple of old generators and a dozen five gallon containers of gasoline. Smelled like the containers were full.

On the wall to my right was a small window. It was filthy, but I could see out of it. I stepped as far as I could, until the tug in my butt became painful, and tried to looked out.

There were a four men and four girls. Good, old boys and girls. Rednecks. Jabbers who made their money by hunting their fellow man. Hunting them and turning them in to get jabbed. They had jabbed me with a sedative, not the real stuff. They still had to turn me in for the money. If I was already jabbed they wouldn’t get their bounty

“Fuck!” I whispered. I could hear their voices as they sat on the front porch of a ramshackle house and talked. A couple of hounds slept at their feet and they passed around a jug. They wore shabby overalls and no shirts.

“Why couldn’t you get him here faster?”

“Had to come around the valley.”

“Should have just dropped him off the ledge.”

“We hurt him we lose money,” One of them, a large, red-faced porky, observed. He lifted the jug and I could see his throat working.

“Yeah, but he might not’ve got hurt, and now we got to wait for another bus.”

“We could take him in ourselves…”

“Waste gas? Nah.”

“Hey, Buck? I don’t feel so good.” It was one of the women.

The big guy glugged a bit more hootch, wiped his mouth and grunted, “We’re all feeling it, Marcy. Try the cure,” he handed the jug to her.

Marcy took ‘The Cure,’ and wiped her own mouth. I studied the women. They were mostly chunky, big mama types. Lank hair, chubby, too much bacon in their diet.

I counted my captors again. I could see eight of them. Four men and four women. Big party out to catch anti-jabbers. And they had caught me.

“How soon the bus get back?”

“Tomorrow.”

“Oh,” and the one that spoke keeled over, fell down, right on his face.

None of the others moved. They just stared. Apparently falling over was not unusual for these rednecks. But this didn’t look like a drunk falling down, it was too sudden. It was like he was actually sick.

Then the big guy, Buck, laughed. “Can’t hold his liquor.” Everybody chuckled. A woman, keeled over.

“Buck?” one of the women queried, worry in her voice.

Buck was frowning.

“Hey!” I yelled.

The crowd of good old boys and girls turned their heads and stared at my hut. A couple of them grinned.

“Sounds like somebody’s woke up,” somebody quipped.

“Can you feed me?”

“Ah, hell.”

“Shut up!” yelled Buck.

One of the girls: “We got to feed him. We can’t have him complaining he wasn’t fed.”

“I’d like to Jab his ass right now,” muttered a skinny guy with a beard.

Another one fell over.

Now the group was standing up.

And another one fell over.

“Buck!”

Then they were all on the ground, barfing, wretching, and sleeping.

I stared, shocked, and shortly they were all laid out. On the steps, on the porch, on the ground in front of the ragged, old house. Men, women, they slept, and the dogs slept right along with them.

I looked around the shack I was in. I had to get out.

I jerked on the chain. It rattled, but was solid. I couldn’t reach a wall, or the table. There was nothing I could use. I leaned against the pole, and it shifted.

I turned and stared. I pushed on the pole again. It leaned. I grinned.

The pole ended up being sunk three feet deep. Plus the seven feet above ground the pole was ten foot. I scrabbled and dug with my fingers, and was surprised at how loose the dirt was, then I realized what had happened.

Stupid rednecks had chosen the softest dirt to dig the hole for their pole. And they had just shoved the dirt back in, didn’t even stamp it down. Lazy idiots.

It took me an hour, but the pole fell over. It weighed probably twenty pounds, and the chain added a couple more, but I was free!

Outside the rednecks were still sleeping. Or sick. Or whatever.

I went to the door, dragging the pole behind me, and the door was unlocked. I pushed it open and stared at the outside world.

The dogs, who had been nosing the prone bodies, looked at me, then ignored me. Good trackers, but not extra vicious. Good.

I looked at the woods across the yard. I wanted to just run into the woods and make my escape, but I had a ten foot pole chained to my ass. I needed to get the hook out.

I looked to where the rednecks were all lying prone. Somebody would have the key. Probably the big guy. And I would have to go over there and go through his pockets and find it.

Of course they had all fallen pretty quickly, and they had talked about feeling sick. Maybe…maybe I could do it?

I picked up an ax handle that had lost its blade. I gripped it for a weapon, and dragged the pole across the yard.

I tried to move softly, not make any noise, but the sound of that pole dragged and bumping was loud. At least to my senses.

Still, nobody jumped up.

The big fat guy was on his belly. His eyes were open, and it looked like his face was…writhing. Shifting and moving. His eyes were deep set…and open. They stared at me.

“Help. Help me,” he whispered, his voice sounding weak and…high.

Crap! I expected him to jump up, or at least yell, but he just moaned a little and shivered.

I looked around, the others were also awake. As they saw me they started asking for help, their voices weak and cracking, and the men’s voices were all a little high. Soft, but shrill.

The women’s voices, interestingly enough, were low. Bass. Almost a grunt.

But they weren’t getting up and coming for me. I pushed Buck over and dug into his pockets, and came up with the fob. Right off the bat. It was universal and I clicked it and felt the butt hook shrink.

“Oh, yeah!” I pulled on the hook gently and it slid out. Nice and easy. I gave a deep sigh of relief.

“Help me!” Buck begged.

For a moment I almost walked away. Just left the cruds to die. But I didn’t. Some misbegotten bit of humanity left in me, I guess.

“What do you need?”

And Buck was blank on that one. He was sick, but…he was also changing. Something was happening to him on deep levels.

“Bed,” he said.

Heck. I could do that.

I dragged him up the stairs, and I was amazed at how light he was. When I had first laid eyes on him I had thought he was a 300 pound porker. But now he felt light, not more than a 100 pounds. And under his clothes he felt slender.

I pulled him into the house and looked around.

It was a fairly big farmhouse. A half dozen bedrooms, a big sink with an actual water pump in the kitchen. The bathroom was actually functioning.

Beds were unmade, sometimes they looked like they had been slept in by one, sometimes by two, and one even looked like it had been slept in by three. At least there were three sets of clothes, each piled in a different corner.

I pulled Buck into the first bedroom and helped him into bed.

He gazed up at me. I could tell he was hurting, but he mumbled, “Thanks. My friends…my…” he passed out.

I saw some clothes thrown down in a heap. They weren’t the cleanest things I had ever seen, but I put them on quickly, then headed back outside.

I stood on the porch and looked over the bodies. They lay, twitching, moaning, and…changing. I could tell now, in just the little while since they had collapsed, that the men were getting smaller, and the women…it looked like they were getting bigger.

I looked over the property. It was a good survivalist set up. They had been using it to hunt anti-jabbers, but it was set up for survival. Next to the shabby shack I had been in was a large and well built barn. There was a well, in addition to the house pump, and it was hooked up to the barn so they could water any livestock. There was a small garden, a bit overgrown, even looked like it had vegetables ripe in it.

And the dogs. They had ignored me when I had come out of the shack, I was an accepted commodity, but I had a feeling they would set up a yowl if anybody else came around.

Not that anybody would come around this part of Florida. Heck, I had been camping here with a few other anti-jabbers, hiding here, because nobody ever came here, especially not the government. I hadn’t figured on the rednecks hunting for bounty.

I wondered how much they got for catching an anti-jabber.

I also wondered what strange sickness they had.

Oh, well. In spite of the way anti-jabbers had been vilified—we’re the reason everybody in the world is going to get sick—all of the anti-jabbers I knew were pretty nice people. And we were pretty healthy. Not like the bunch that had just laid in the yard.

I began pulling one of the moaning, quivering men into the farmhouse. He too, was light. I dragged him through the living room and deposited him in a bed. I stood and looked down on him. He had shrunk. What kind of a disease shrinks a person? Sure, somebody gets old and loses a couple of inches in height, and loses weight, but to shrink this fast?

Something was weird here.

I grabbed the next man, and laid him back down. He was dead.

Fuck.

I went to the last man, and he was alive. I dragged him inside and put him on a bed. He was slight now, slender, though I had thought he was not when I had first seen him, glugging hootch on the porch.

Not just slender, but skinny. His clothes hung on him like…like, and I blinked and a shock ran through me. Under his coveralls, so over-sized and bunched, I could see a breast.

Well, yeah. Big, chubby men, especially good, old boys who ate pork rinds and grits…they got fat and even developed big, old man breasts.

But this was not a roll of fat that had once been a pectoral. This was a breast. A boob. A tit.

I unsnapped his overall and pulled it aside.

Yes, he was slender, and he was growing breasts. The one nipple I could see was getting larger, the areola was the size of a half dollar, the nipple was standing up.

I felt his forehead. Hot. Real hot. And he was muttering. And writhing, and I realized that he was writhing…down there. His pelvis. His hips.

Oh, shit. Did I dare look?

But I had to. If it was a sickness I had to gather data. I had to understand it to treat it. Not that I was a doctor or anything, but…but…I pulled his overalls down.

His penis was shrunken.

It wasn’t the little thing all shriveled like a raisin by too much time in the water…it was only a couple of inches long, and it was hard.

I threw a blanket over him and stood back. I was shocked.             

“Oh, no!” he blurted and half sat up.

As he fell slowly back I had had a good look at his face. It was…redistributing. The bony jaw of the male was being replaced by the soft jaw of a female. And his hair…it was growing.

I backed out of the room. I was a little frightened. They were sick. Did that pose a risk to me?

Of course it did.

But I was already exposed, so WTF. I turned and ran to the other rooms.

Buck was now a girl. Slumbering peacefully. With long hair and a pert nose. His red, chubby complexion was now white, very white. I pulled back his coveralls. He had tits. And I suspected he had no penis.

I forced myself to undo his coverall and pull it down.

His penis was smaller than the other fellow’s. It looked more like a clitoris. And the slit on the head of his penis was migrating, going under the penis.

Stunned, I realized that his penis was turning into a vagina.

I ran to the last room. The man in there was also transforming. I would have inspected his chest and groin, except I heard sounds coming from the front yard. I ran to the front room and stepped out on the porch.

The man was still dead. This shit was strange, and I can only guess at this, but when he started changing into a woman he couldn’t take it and his body just died.

But the most amazing thing was the women.

They were on all fours. Knees and elbows, and they were moving around, heads down, as if looking for something. And they were fat. Real fat. Especially in the ass. Where the men had lost weight, the women had gained it.

Still, they had their original bodies, they had not transformed into…what? Men?

But their bodies were changed.

Their thighs were thick, and their breasts had gotten larger. A lot larger than what I had seen earlier. When I had stared out the window I had seen a couple of big women, with rolls of fat for breasts, but not too big. Just sort of gone to seed. And a couple of the women had been slender. One was flatter than a pancake that had been stepped on. The other one had a decent set of ta tas.

But now all Three women had massive mounds that hung so low the nipples brushed on the ground as they moved around.

What were they looking for?

“Hey!” I yelled.

They all looked up at me. Except for one that had keeled over.

“Stand up!”

They looked at me blankly, then continued…grazing. That what it looked like. They were looking for grass. Which was stupid because there was no grass in the front yard, but if they moved ten yards to the side, or out the drive, there was lots of grass.

I looked at the one who had keeled over. She looked dead. Fuck. And now I had two bodies to bury. Or maybe burn. Maybe it would be better to burn the bodies. Burn them and whatever sickness they had.

But what did they have? Men turning into women? Women turning into…into…half cows.

And a memory came to me then. Half cows. I remembered some porn I had read once.

Hucows.

Human cows.

But that was ridiculous. Humans turning into cows?

But it had happened! And fast.

But…why?

Still, I had to do something. I looked at the house. The women were too big for the house now, they would just graze around and knock over furniture and stuff.

I looked out at the barn.

I hated the idea of just shoving women into the barn, but…but they were so big now, it was going to be hard to…to herd them.

I went to the barn and opened the big doors.

It was large inside. And well constructed. There were stalls down one side of the room. Hay was spread on the floor of the stalls, and the stalls could be closed and latched.

I walked down to the end of the barn and a big room. It was filled with milking equipment.

Whoever had set this place up, and I didn’t think it was those redneck idiots, was planning for survival. He planned to have a herd of cows, probably chickens—in fact—I could hear cluckings, and suspected there was a cage on the side of the barn. Maybe a couple of pigs, horses…and I suspected he was an anti-jabber, and that The Jabbers who had caught me had caught him, and he was now in a Walmart/FEMA station, getting jabbed.

Getting Jabbed and sent to prison for resisting a Jab. Didn’t matter that the anti-jabbers weren’t getting sick, in the minds of The Jabbers they were the reason COVID was still around.

For that matter, it didn’t matter that nobody was getting sick. At all. The anti-jabbers were still the culprit, and they had to be dealt with.

So much for the United States of America and the constitution and all that.

Such thoughts not gaining me anything but a heaping sense of righteous outrage, I went back outside and started herding the three women who had half turned into cows towards the barn.

“Hey,” one of them said.

“Don’t moo-ve me,” grunted another.

The third just wouldn’t move.

So I slapped her ass.

“Hey!” Her face turned up a bit, shock was writ on her now thick features.

But she moved.

So I swatted her again.

Then I went over to another half woman and swatted her. And then the third. Back and forth I went, and the Hucows slowly moved towards the open barn.

As I put them into stalls I studied how much they had changed.

Their skin, below the waist, was white, but splotches of black were showing up. And that skin was getting thicker, more like hide.

Above the waist the skin was soft and tender. And the boobs, those massive constructions of mammary glands, were soft and tender and swayed with their every motion.

“Hey?”

I looked at the one in the center stall. She had managed to stand up, be it a bit bent over. Her massive boobs were flopped over a rail.

“You need to help me.”

I blinked. How the fuck was I supposed to help her? This whole thing was Frankenstein’s wet dream.

“Please…please.” Her voice was slow and drawn out.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“Hurts.” She put her hands through the railing and lifted her boobs.

Her boobs hurt. What the fuck was I supposed to do with that?

“What do you want me to do?”

“Please…please. Suck.” Her eyes were so sad, and she drew out the su-u-uck.

I was just a couple of feet away. And she was human appearing from the waist up. And her boobs…I had never seen boobs that big.

And, I hate to admit it. I was curious.

I blotted out the idea of her lower portions, and whether she might grow a tail, and I reached for a tit.

It was soft, and I could feel that it was full. Real full.

“Milk me. Mi-i-ilk me.”

Milk her? What the fuck!

But she was so sad. And she looked so human. And she was in pain.

I leaned forward and palpated her tit. A stream of milk issued forth.

I gaped, and she reached up, grabbed my head, and pulled me to her tit.

Fuck! My mouth went over her squirting nipple, and I gasped, and…the gasp translated into a suck.

“Aah!” she moaned.

I pulled back and wiped my mouth.

She looked disappointed. “Mi-i-ilk me. Su-u-uck me!”

I was surprised. The milk tasted good. It was fresh and warm. But…but…I was hungry, and…I bent my head back down and purposefully sucked.

She sighed.

And I felt the warm liquid slide down my throat.

Human milk has everything a human needs. All the vitamins and minerals and things, but it had something else. A sweet taste.

It was like drinking a warm milkshake, and I began to press on her tit and guzzle.

Glug, glug. I was drinking faster than Buck had sucked hootch.

The other two women managed to half stand up and lean against the stall doors. Their tits hung through the rails and they stared hungrily.

“Please…mi-l-l-lk!”

“Su-u-uck!”

Finally, sated, I managed to push away.

All three women were stretching out their arms and saying ‘su-uck,’ ‘mi-i-ilk.’

Then I got the idea. The milking machines.

I ran down to the big room and and pushed out a motor. I guided it down to the three stalls, then went for three sets of tubing, the sucker things that went on them, and finally three metal cannisters.

The girls crying for me, inserting moos here and there, I worked as quickly as I could. Finally, I was ready. I plugged in the machines and flicked a switch. Nothing. Fucking electricity was out!

But there was a generator in the shed I had been imprisoned in, and gas!

I ran to the shed and rolled a generator back. I hooked it up, made sure it had gas, and pulled the cord.

Vroom! It fired up.

Grinning, I connected the generator to the milking machine, then passed tubes to the girls.

They took the tubes, pressed them to their tits, and sat down. They looked quite contented and they smiled.

So I smiled, and went back to the house.

The ‘girls’ were asleep. They were fully changed with large bosoms, round asses and beautiful faces. Their hair was long and shiny.

They may have been fat-assed red necks before they changed, but the change seemed to have cleaned them up.

I left them slumbering and went to the kitchen. I needed a bite to eat before I took care of the dead bodies out front.Except for the bit of milk in the barn I hadn’t eaten since the day before. I went through the refrigerator and dug out the makings of a ham sandwich. I compiled it. I took a bite and stopped.

Crap. I wasn’t hungry. I was full of milk. Nothing solid, though, so I thought I was hungry. I put the sandwich in the refrigerator and went to handle the dead bodies.

The guy wasn’t skinny, he had started to change, but died before he los tmuch weight. I could roll him, but he was a like a sack with joints and flopped al over the place. I finally gave up and went to the woman.

She had also started to change, and she had put on a LOT of weight. Her thighs were double sized, her ass was huge, and her tits must have weight 40 pounds by themselves.

I sat down and contemplated the problem. I needed a back hoe to move these bodies. I didn’t have one.

Or, I could cut body parts off and move them separately. I shook my head sadly. No way I was going to cut her body into pieces.

I went around the farm, looking for ideas.

Inside the barn the women were sitting contentedly. Their tits were empty, the cannisters were full, and one had even overflowed. Crap! How much milk did those tits give out?

I pulled the tubes out of the stalls and turned off the generator. One of the girls, the middle one, stood up and moved to the front of the stall. Her breasts were drained, they were smaller, but they still hung through the slats of the gate.

“Hey.”

I looked at her.

“Who are you? And what happened to me?”

“You’re a Jabber,” I said. “You were hunting me and caught me. Then…then you changed.”

“I changed.” She wasn’t all that unattractive, if you could ignore the leather thighs and massive butt. She also didn’t sound that stupid. More shocked. I guess the need to be milked had made her a little extra dumb for a while.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Jenny,” she said, and a look of amazement came into her eyes. “I’m Jenny,” like she was just remembering it.

“Well, Jenny,” the other two girls were up and listening now, “I don’t know what happened. I just know you guys were holding me prisoner, then you all started changing.”

“Even the guys?”

I thought about the guys turning into hot tomatoes. “Yeah. They changed. But not like you.”

“Oh.”

I waited but she didn’t say anything, just looked at me like she was trying to think.

“Well, I need to…”

“Can we get out?”

I blinked. She was in a stall. There was only a latch. She could lift the latch and walk out any time she wanted.

“I guess so.” I stepped over to the stall and lifted her latch. The other girls started asking to be let out, so I lifted their latches.

The doors swung back and they stood there. Dumb. Staring at me.

I shrugged and headed for the entrance.

They followed me, their big asses waddling like a herd of pregnant ducks.

I stopped.

They stopped.

I started, and they started, so I stopped and faced them.

“Where are you going?”

“After you,” said Jenny, very docile and happy.

“Why?”

The girls looked a bit confused at that, but not for long. One of them reached down and rubbed her snatch. “Fu-u-uck.”

The other two started rubbing their pussies. “Fu-u-uck! Fu-u-u-uck!”

I backed out of the barn, them following me like zombies, but not screaming for my flesh…just asking for a fuck.

“Look!” I yelled. “I’m not going to fuck you!” I wanted to add ‘you cows,’ but my mother had taught me not to insult women. And I guessed this applied to cow women.

The Hucows started to cry and sob then, shuffling towards me, reaching out, rubbing their vaginas.

Their big, fat vaginas.

Then Jenny spun and dropped to her knees. She tilted her ass up and I realized she was growing an actual tail. But the real shocker was how big her vagina was. I hadn’t been able to totally see it from the front, but it had migrated back a little, and when she tilted her ass up it was huge and wet and suckery looking.

“Hey! Hey!”

She started backing up. The other two Hucows similarly spun and tilted and started to back towards me. Three monster vaginas coming for me. And, if that wasn’t bad enough…

“EEEEEEE!”

The scream was coming from the house. I turned and sprinted up the stairs and ripped open the door. The screaming was coming from Buck’s room, so I ran across the living room and down the hall. I turned into his room and stopped in shock.


This has been the first part of

Hucows, Bully Boys and Were-Cows!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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