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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 Spaghetti-eos.

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 Spaghetti-eos 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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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: tough cover use copy.jpg]

Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.
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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.
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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.
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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!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

A horn dog is feminized…a husband learns about sissyhood…a friendly party becomes an intense sexual competition…12 men play a game, and one of them is a woman …and much, MUCH more!

Skin Games!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


Big Stories
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ Tom loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days.

A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


CHECK IT OUT!

Here are 99 stories! Feminization, female domination, BDSM, male chastity…check out the titles and find one you think might be interesting! And there are more at:

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

Caught, Humiliated and Feminized!

Sex Changed by Accident

Feminizing Her Husband

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Gender Transformation Plot

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

We Feminized Our Boss

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Swap

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Weight Loss

Feminized for a Million Dollars

A Gang of Women Dominated Me

Taking Charge of My Husband

He Wanted a Real Chest

My Sister Feminized Me

Body Swapping with Hubbie

He Became My Sissy Maid

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

The Feminized Soldier

He Needed a Female Led Relationship

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

I Made My Man Grow Breasts

Sexual Limits

The Intersex Man

Male to Female the Hard Way

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘The Hucow Urban Farm’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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