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PART ONE

“So what’s the big deal?”

Ruth gave a heavy sigh. “The big deal is that long hair must be dealt with. I have to wash it, comb it, trim it, and it’s a bother.”

“It’s beautiful, so it’s worth the bother.”

“Say’s the guy who doesn’t have long hair.”

Ruth and James were standing in the bathroom, face to face, and neither were happy. Ruth was tired of caring for hair day after day. James loved her look.

“Look,” he tried,” it may be a bother, but I have to look at you every day, and I like to look at beauty.

“Great, so you’re saying I’m ugly without long hair.”

“Don’t put words in my mouth. You’re beautiful no matter what, but you’re extra beautiful with long hair.”

“What the heck is going on?” Cherry entered their room. “I can hear you outside.”

“Mr. Numbnuts doesn’t want me to cut my hair.”

“Miss Excitable Pussy…”

Both girls cracked up at that one, and James grinned before he continued his argument, “…wants to go butch. She wants to be GI Jane.”

Cherry looked at Ruth, “Your turn.”

“Mr. Hair in his Crack thinks women aren’t women unless they have long hair.

Cherry looked at her brother. “Your turn.”

“A girl without long hair is like a girl without tits!”

Both girls stared at  him and he suddenly realized he had gone too far. “Well, uh, can I modify that?”

Cherry shook her head. “You not only don’t get a point, you lose a point. She turned back to Ruth, “Your turn.”

“Mr. No Balls Who is Less than a Man has no right to judge womankind.”

James blurted: “I get penalized for the tits remark, but she scoots by with ‘No Balls is Less than a Man?’”

Ruth chuckled, “Yeah.”

Cherry grinned, but said, “Nah, he’s got a point. We’ll adjust his score appropriately.”

“Appropriate for who?” groused James.

Cherry asked, “Whose turn is it? I lost count.”

“I don’t know.”

“Neither do I.”

Rush was about to cut her hair, and James quickly said, “But she can’t cut until we settle it.”

“It’s my hair!”

“We’re married, so community property…it’s half my hair.”

Cherry blinked. “Wait a minute…”

Brother and sister both looked at her.

“I mean, don’t cut your hair, not yet.”

Ruth frowned and was about to speak when Cherry quickly said, “At least wait one hour. Then you can cut it. If I haven’t convinced you.”

“Are you going against the sisterhood?” asked Ruth.

“No. I just had an idea and I want to talk it over with you. Then you can cut.”

“And what about Mr. Numb Nuts?”

James made a face at his wife.

“If James doesn’t agree to my solution then I’ll stand with you and face him down.”

Ruth looked undecided. She had the scissors in her hand and wanted to start cutting.

“Come on. I’ll open a bottle of wine.”

“Bourbon,” said James.

“Wine for us, and bourbon for Mr. Numb Nuts.”

“Hey!”

“Sorry, but as your sister I call ‘Sister’s Prerogative.”

“Sister’s Prerogative? What the hell is that?”

“That’s when I convince your wife that long hair is wonderful and she should always have it.”

“Oh. why didn’t you say so?”

They adjourned to the kitchen and the girls sat at the kitchen table. James poured a couple of glasses of wine, then a bourbon and Coke for himself.

Ruth turned the radio on and soft music filled the air. Sade started singing about the greatest taboo, and they all smiled. Truth, none of them liked to argue.

“Okay,” said Cherry, “Let me sum it up before I give you my solution.”

“All right,” James and Ruth looked at each other and nodded.

On one hand Ruth has beautiful, long hair, and James wants to preserve her beauty, and I correct?”

“Yep,” said James happily.

“Ruth sniffed and said, “Keep going.”

“On the other hand Ruth spends a lot of time caring for her hair. It is a bother, and she’s tired of it. Am I correct?”

“Yep,” said Ruth cheerfully.

“Well…” James hemmed and hawed.

Both girls looked at him until he finally gave in. “All right,” he grunted.

“So, we have one point each side, tie score, nobody has the advantage, Mexican stand off. Right?”

Ruth and James looked at each other nodded.

“So who really owns Ruth’s hair?”

“I do!”

“We married so we do!”

The glared at each other.

Cherry took a big sip of wine, grinned, and said, “Okay, so James wants long hair, I think he gets my vote.”

Ruth jerked her head around and her mouth opened in protest. James grinned in victory.

Before Ruth could get started on her, Cherry said, “So tomorrow morning we’re going to go to the beauty salon and get James his long hair.

Confusion crossed Ruth’s face.

“What?” James frowned.

“Simple. Tomorrow morning we’re going to go down to Sally’s Hairport. Sally is a friend of mine and I’ll arrange it tonight. She will cut Ruth’s hair off and Sally will make extensions and weave them into Jame’s current locks.

“What? No!”

Cherry looked her brother right in the eye. “Chicken?”

Ruth had the advantage now, and the win, and she wasn’t about to let the moment pass. “Bawk bawk.”

“That’s not fair.”

James was done with his bourbon and Coke and Cherry stood up and mixed him another one. She made it extra strong. She put it in his hands and smiled at him. She winked at him, and James suddenly got the idea that Cherry was gonna help him put something over on Ruth. She had winked, after all. So…so all he had to do was bide his time.

“What’s not fair about it?” asked Ruth. “You’d look good with long hair.”

“It’s not exactly the same color!”

Cherry stated, “I don’t think that will prove much of a problem for Sally.

“Yeah, but I can’t go around with long hair!”

“Why not? You drive for Uber. You can have hair as long as you want.”

“The customers will probably like it. After all, her hair really is beautiful.

“Yeah, but—“

“But what?” interrupted Ruth.

“But this is a plot!”

He was drinking quicker now, and didn’t realize that Cherry was playing him. He was waiting for her to deliver on the wink, but Cherry wasn’t delivering.

Also, one thing he had never known was that drinking, between him and his sister was like yawning. When she yawned, so would he, and vice versa. But what she was doing was yawning and taking a sip of wine. And this was working on James. He would give a yawn, and didn’t realize that he was also taking a drink, and whereas she was sipping he was glugging. She poured him another glass and put it in front of him. He picked it up and she removed the empty and he had no clue.

“Look, be reasonable,” he said. “It’s a guy and girl thing. Guys wear short hair. Girls where long. That’s the way it’s always been, and that’s the way it should be.”

Ruth snuggled up to him and through a side of her hair over his head. Her hair was down to her waist, and it hung over his head right down to his shoulder blades.

“What do you think?”

“I think James should give in.”

“I shouldn’t!” He was aghast. He couldn’t believe he was losing this argument.

“You know, he’s got a soft face, long hair would really help. In fact, if you give him long hair and nails and red lipstick…his customers won’t even know he’s a he.”

Ruth sat back and inspected her husband. “You’re right. There’s a few things we could do that would help, but…he’s a natural.”

“A natural what?” The liquor was taking effect and he was getting confused.

“A natural girl.”

“Am not.”

“Won’t know unless you have the balls to wear long hair.”

“I’m not wearing long hair!”

“You know it used to be that men had all the long hair.”

“How long do you think Samson’s hair was?”

“Yards and yards, hung down to his ass.”

“And he was one manly sucker.”

The girls giggled. They could feel themselves winning this argument.

“Am not,” said James.

But Cherry kept pouring and yawning and drinking, and James slowly stopped thinking logically, and Ruth stopped drinking and watched the two bicker.

Then, James officially drunk, Cherry picked up her cell phone and hit a number.

“Sally! Girlfriend! I have a question and you have the answer….of course I’m drunk!…The question is, could you cut off Ruth Thompson’s hair and put it on her husband’s head? Like make extensions and weave it them in and…you can?”

James goggled. His eyes were a little vacant. He looked at his wife.

Ruth: “Will you do this for me, James?”

At this point James had lost all idea of what they were talking about.

“Oh, sure,” he said.

Ruth kissed him. “You are such a man, and you make me so happy.”

“Yeah,” he grinned stupidly.

Cherry hung up the phone, “Okay, kids, let’s go.”

“Go where?”

“Sally is busy all day tomorrow, but if you want to do this she’ll make it happen tonight.”

“Tonight?” James looked around and wondered what was going on.

Cherry leaned towards her brother and asked, “You’re sure you want to do this?”

“Oh, yeah,” Jame burbled.

Cherry held up her cell phone, turned so that he back was towards James and Cherry, and spoke into the phone. “James wants to go get Ruth’s hair cut. He then wants Sally to make Ruth’s hair into extensions and weave the extensions into his own hair. He wants to have Ruth’s long, beautiful hair for himself.” She had been speaking directly into the phone and just loud enough so that James couldn’t hear, but it looked like everybody could hear. She turned to James, keeping the phone focused on him. “Right James?”

“You bet,” he drunkenly burbled.

“Okay, hats and jackets, let’s rock!”

The three headed for the door.

The Hairport was located on fourth street and Sally was waiting. She unlocked the door and they all crowded in, drunk and giggling. James wandered around, stupid drunk and thinking he was going to stop Ruth from cutting her hair.

Ruth and Cherry were confabbing with Sally, and making their own plans.

“He’s drunk. Are you sure he’s not going to wake up pissed?”

Cherry showed Sally the cell phone with its ‘video contract.’

“Well, okay. I guess that answers that. So what do you want to do with him?”

“First and foremost, we sit him down, get him comfortable, and keep him occupied while you shave Ruth’s head….”

“You want me to shave your head?”

“No. Just above the shoulders. Make it simple so I don’t have to mess with it. I’ve had years of playing with that mess.”

“And he’s ready to play with it?” Sally was a bit dubious. “Does he know what he’s getting in for?”

“He has no idea, but he’s a man so that’s his natural state.” They all giggled.

James was looking at the pictures of haircuts on the wall. He liked beautiful women, and he was starting to get a little hard down there.

“Okay, we cut, we make extensions, we weave it in. What else?”

Ruth and Cherry looked at each other, then Cherry asked, “What do you mean ‘what else?’”

“Hey, girlfriend, I do a lot of trans people. I make men look like women, I make women look like men. So how far does he want to go?”

Cherry aimed her phone at James and called, “Hey, James! How far do you want to go?”

“All the way!” James grinned stupidly.

Sally chuckled. “You’re bad. Okay, let’s do this, and we’ll do his nails, too, and a couple of other things. You ready?”

“Rock and roll,” blurted Ruth.

James had wandered over to a chair and sat down. The three girls went over to him.

“Okay, James, why don’t you just close your eyes and we’ll take care of everything.”

“Okey dokey.”

He clasped his hands behind his head and leaned back. Being silent, Cherry put Ruth in a chair and Sally got out her scissors. “Move that chair behind her. I’ll clip straight across and you make sure the hair falls over the back of the chair.”

Cherry put her arms under Ruth’s long hair and got ready.

Sally clipped quick and sure and within seconds Ruth was laying the hair over the back of the chair.

“Okay, I’m going to layer it and…

“ON-N-N-K!”

Startled, the girls looked at the next chair. James snored mightily a few times, then calmed down. The girls all looked at each other and giggled.

“He’s really making this easy for us.”

“Okay, save him for later. Let’s do this.”

Sally quickly used razor and comb and chipped away at Ruth’s remaining locks. She shaped her hair, got it about an inch above the shoulders, layered it, and…voila!

“This was simple,” remarked Sally, as Ruth grinned at herself in a mirror. “James is going to be a little more time consuming.”

They moved the chair with Ruth’s hair on it behind James and Sally began weaving and bonding Ruth’s hair into James’ hair. It wasn’t difficult, just laborious and requiring attention to the fine details.

“This is going to be a work of art,” muttered Sally, her tongue sticking out the side of her mouth.

She moved around James’ head, and Cherry asked, “Do you want us to give him nails?”

Sally grinned. “Oh, yes. Look in that drawer there.”

Ruth and Cherry opened the drawer and examined the various kinds of nails.

“Use the gels. They last longer. And use the glue on the left side of the sink. That’s the strongest I’ve got, and men usually lift their nails if you don’t use that.”

James’ gave light snores and was totally unaware as the girls spread his hands on little rolling tables and went to work.

They filed and sanded his nails.

Cherry wanted to give him stilettos, but Ruth thought that was too much. She thought ovals would do. They finally compromised and settled on almond shaped nails. James’ fingers became longer, and the girls talked about color. Cherry wanted bright red, but Ruth was afraid that was too much.

So they argued and argued, and finally Sally stepped in with, “Make them a neutral pink color. Ruth’s right. HE’s going to have a hard enough time adjusting to nails, and bright red will just make it that harder.”

So they colored his nails somewhere between pink and a natural color. It would be shocking to James, but livable. And they could always paint them red later.

Sally was almost done with the extensions, and the joining was seamless…except for the color.

“What color do you want his hair?”

They spent a bit of time going through the shades, and finally decided on one that was slightly lighter than his natural color. He wouldn’t be a blonde, but he would be a light auburn color. Most important, the light color change wouldn’t be noticeable as he grew his own hair longer.

Sally dyed his hair, and she and Ruth left James to slumber while they went out to the sidewalk and enjoyed a misty early morning.

“He’s going to be one surprised puppy,” commented Sally.

“Yes, he will. So how’s business?”

“It’s not bad. That fake corona scare is over, and people are coming out, so…” she shrugged.

They talked politics then, and Cherry came out of the salon. She had a big grin on her face.

“What’s the haps, girlfriend?” asked Sally.

“I put lipstick on him.”

The girls giggled.

“And you talked me out of the nails, so I made them bright red.”

“Oh, Lord.” Sally shook her head.

They talked a few more minutes, then re-entered the Hairport.

James slept, and Cherry had done more than just lipstick. She had plucked his eyebrows, cleaned them up, and while he didn’t have total arches, he was more feminine.

The girls stood around and laughed, and then Sally sobered. “What kind of lipstick did you use?”

“The brightest I could find. It’s on the sink there.”

“Oh, crap.”

“What?”

“That’s not lipstick…that’s the newest lipstain.”

“So what?”

“So he’s going to be red lipped for a month.”

Ruth and Cherry blinked, then broke into laughter.

They were done, and the last problem would be to get James home without waking him up. Which was impossible, so they woke him up.

He had been sleeping for a couple of hours, and he was very loggy, mumbled nonsense, blinked blearily, and just wanted to go back to sleep.

Until he felt the weight of the hair on his head. Then his eyes, though still looking like roadmaps, opened wide.

“What the fuck is this?” He looked at his wife. “And what the fuck happened to your hair?”

The girls stood before him, biting their lips. He was totally unaware of how feminine he looked, and there was a huge difference between a manly man chewing them out and a girly man chewing them out.

We put Ruth’s hair on your head,” explained Sally. These are state of the art extensions, guaranteed to last for months. And you can come back anytime if you want them fixed up.”

“But…but I don’t want hair this long!” His face showed his shock. He was aghast. He reached around and held the long tresses. His hair was down to the middle of his shoulder blades.

“Well, you’ve got it, so deal with it,” Cherry commented, his lips twisted in humor.

“Cut it off! Cut it all off right now!”

“Don’t you even think about it!” Snarled Sally. I just spent a few hours working on you. You are a living work of art, so don’t even think!” She waggled a finger in front of James’ nose so viciously that he actually took a step back.

Cherry held up her cell phone. “And don’t tell us you didn’t want long hair!” She played the video where he agreed and, surprisingly, he didn’t even sound drunk. Well, not too much.

“But…I didn’t know…” he blathered.

“This will stand up in a court of law,” Cherry snapped.

“A court of law? Why would I go to a court of law?”

That was what Cherry was waiting for, just a single ounce of back up. She dove in with a vengeance.

“Yes! Why would you talk about a court of law? Are you planning on divorcing Ruth? Just because she got her hair cut?”

James was still befuddled by drink. “But I didn’t say that!”

Ruth hopped onto the train. “You were thinking of divorce?”

“But…no! I never said anything about divorce.”

“Come on, Ruth. Let’s go home.”

“But we need to do something about—“

“Bye, Sally. you did a wonderful job. Thank you so much.” The girls all hugged and air kissed.

Ruth and Cherry headed for the front door and Cherry turned at the door and asked, “Are you coming, James?” Her tones were icy.

“Yeah, but…oh, crap!”

Sally took his arm and guided him towards the front door. “Now only wash your hair every three days. Use the sulfate free shampoo I gave Ruth. If you don’t the extensions will start coming loose, and they will make a mess. You don’t want to walk around when extensions are coming loose at odd times.

“But…I…can’t…”

She kissed James’ cheek, “You were wonderful, James, and don’t let anybody tell you that you aren’t the most beautiful thing in the world.” She shoved him out the door.

James stood there, confused. He was…beautiful?

“James?” Ruth and Cherry were standing at the car.

He clicked the fob so the doors unlocked and the girls got in.

He put the fob in his pocket and just stood there for a long minute. The hair was heavy on his head. He hadn’t realized that it weighed so much.

And he felt it on his shoulders. He started walking across the sidewalk and he felt the hair moving. He felt it brushing against his body. He stopped. He ducked his head forward and the long hair shifted in front of his face. He reached up and brushed it back.

And…he liked it.

He not only liked it, but his cock started to get hard.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“James? Will you stop playing with your hair and get in the car?”

James made himself walk, feeling the hair shift and bounce. He opened the driver’s door and started to get in, and realized his hair wasn’t getting in with him. It was too long.

“Let me help,” said Cherry, and she reached forward from the backseat and moved his hair behind him so it settled easily.

James sat there in shock. He had hair. He could envision his face, and he felt himself growing even more horny.

“Start the car, brother,” Cherry quipped.

“Oh…okay.” He turned the key and the car started. He drove through the streets, heading for home, and he noticed his fingernails.

He skidded to a stop. “What the fuck?” He looked at his hands. They had done this to him, too! And he was still a little drunk so he hadn’t noticed!

The girls giggled. Cherry said, “We thought you needed the full experience. You need to know what it is like to handle hair with a woman’s hands.”

“But you gave me these fingernails!”

“Barely noticeable,” murmured Ruth. “Cherry wanted to give you big daggers the color of a fire engine.”

Cherry threw up her hands, “Wheee! I’m going to a fire!”

“This isn’t funny. How am I going to drive tomorrow?”

“Why wouldn’t you be able to drive?” asked Ruth. “You like it when I have long fingernails, and I drive okay.”

“But you’re a woman!” he wailed.

“And is there something wrong with being a woman?”

“There is if you’re a man!”

“Oh, are you a man?” Cherry remarked.

“ARGH!”

But there was nothing he could do. He pressed the gas and the car continued on its journey, and he hadn’t even seen his lips yet.

At home James went straight to bed. He was in a royal funk, and he just walked into the bedroom and threw himself down. His hair went easily and he didn’t have to do anything.

“He’s taking it pretty well,” observed Ruth.

“Not,” said Cherry.

They giggled, then went to bed themselves.

James awoke at the normal time. Five in the morning. He only had three hours sleep, but he was young, and he was used to such things, and it was time to get to work.

He was still dressed, so he just got up, got a Coke out of the fridge and refreshed himself. He stared at his fingernails for a long minute, then realized he was going to have to grip the steering wheel with his fingers bent all the way over so people couldn’t see them. He grabbed his keys and walked out.

He felt his hair swinging back and forth as he went down the stairs. He was still upset, but he was also realistic. Most of all, he liked the feeling of long hair brushing across his back.

His fingernails were something else. To him they looked inordinately long, though logically he knew that they weren’t even as long as Ruth’s.

He stopped by a bush and watered it, then got into his Prius. He figured out the best way to arrange his hair, and buckled his seat belt. He started the car and opened up the Uber App. A minute later he got a call.

James drove through the darkness of the morning. The ride was up in Chevy Chase and he wound through the hills. He liked driving, and he liked these early morning airport runs. He pulled into the driveway and saw a couple of suitcases.

Very self conscious of his hair, he got out and loaded the suitcases. A business man came out of the house, smiled at him, and said, “LAX.”

They got in the car and James headed for the freeway.

The man stretched in the back seat, glanced at James in the mirror, and said, “Don’t you worry about driving alone at this time of night?”

“Nah,” said James.

The man raised his eyebrows slightly, then looked out the window.

It was an uneventful ride. There was little traffic on the streets and the little Prius zipped along. They arrived at the airport and James hopped out to get the luggage out. He placed it on the sidewalk and the man offered him a bill. “Good ride.”

James took the bill and got back into the car, then he looked at the bill. It was twenty dollars!

“Woo!”

He glanced at the mirror, but the man was gone.

Twenty bucks! That was a good tip and a wonderful way to start the day.

He left the airport and got another call. He headed for the little community just north of the airport. He picked up an old man with a big suitcase. It was going to be back to the airport.

James hopped out and opened the trunk, but the old man suddenly picked up his suitcase and put it in the car.

“Oh.”

And James returned to the airport.

The old man got out of the car and grabbed the suitcase as soon as James opened the trunk. “I’ll get that, miss.”

James blinked, and got a ten dollar bill for a tip.

Crap! This was turning out to be a rich day. But that old man must have been blind. Even with his long hair James didn’t look like a girl.

But, the girl comment aside, he watched the app and waited for another ride.

He took a pair of ladies out to Brentwood. And they gave him a twenty just for a ten mile ride.

Well, he wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth. It must be national ‘Give Your Uber Driver a Tip’ day.

He picked up a businessman and gave him a ride to Netflix off the 101.

$10 dollars, and a leer.

A leer? What the fuck? The guy must be gay!

Now James was in the groove. He was in Hollywood during rush hour, and he had a series of short rides. A couple of school kids gave him nothing. But outside of that the tips were good. Not twenties, but fives, and for short rides. What a day!

By nine o’clock, when he normally knocked off for the day, James was $150 up, and it was mostly tips. Sure, he had a streak, and a couple of long rides, but it was the tips that was making him rich.

He headed for a McDonalds and his breakfast. At the McDonald’s he got out and sauntered in.

Nobody was looking at his hair. Well, a few glances, but those were more complimentary than ‘what the fuck.’

So what was the big deal about having long hair? It was sexy? And he had had a hard on most of the morning. Every time he got out and felt his hair he bonered. That silly Ruth.

“May I help you, ma’am?”

James blinked. Ma’am? That old guy was senile, but the young, black girl who had just called him ma’am wasn’t senile.

“Number 6 with a Coke.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Now James was starting to get irked. But he wasn’t the kind of guy who got in fights, especially over some idiot’s bad manners.

He took his tray and headed for a table at the window. He liked to watch the traffic pass on Santa Monica Blvd.

He sat down and picked up his potato patty and munched on it. There was a car dealership up the way, and he watched as Porsches zipped by and into the dealership.

Man, he’d love to have a Porsche. He could imagine himself picking up rides in a Porsche, if Uber let him drive a two door race car. Heh.

He finished his potato patty, sipped his Coke and ate his McGriddle.

He was a little tired, long night, but he felt good. A hundred and fifty bucks up. Now that was talking. Heck, if he could do that every day he’d be able to afford a Porsche.

He picked up his tray and Coke and put the tray over the trash bin. He walked back to the bathrooms and entered the men’s room.

A big, black guy stopped and stared at him.

Oh, fuck! Not a fight! He didn’t want to be in a fight.

But the black guy just edged around him and went out the door. Like James was made of Kryptonite or something.

James chuckled, was relieved, and he headed back to the urinal. He stood there and relaxed and aimed the yellow stream into the bowl. He studied his nails while he peed; they hadn’t been a problem at all. Nobody noticed.

He sighed. Long night. This long hair thing was crazy. But over a hundred and fifty. Man! What a day.

He pushed himself away from the urinal and turned to wash his hands. He looked down, flipped the lever on the faucet and washed, and looked up.

Red lips. Arched eyebrows. Long hair.

His heart felt like it was exploding.

He looked like a girl.

He made a strangled sound, his face turned a brilliant red, and he ran for the door.


PART TWO

BANG! James slammed the door. He ran into the kitchen where Ruth and Cherry were munching on croissants. The stared at him as he reached above the fridge for the bottle of bourbon. He took a big glug, turned to them and said, “What the fuck did you do to me?”

“We gave you long hair?” Cherry was actually confused. He had seen his long hair and nails last night.

“But you…you did my eyebrows. And my lips are bright red!”

The girls started biting their lips as they suppressed laughter.

“It’s not funny!” I didn’t notice my lips until my shift was over! I was in Santa Monica! In a men’s room! Everybody saw me! All morning long! Everybody…”

Cherry’s laughter popped out like a fart. Which started Ruth laughing, then they were both looking at each other and laughing hysterically.

James couldn’t believe it. He took another big drink, then went into the bathroom. He stared at himself in the mirror. Yes, his eyebrows were trimmed into little arches, very feminine.

But it was his lips that were killing him. They were bright red, They made a tomato look pale.

He touched them. The waxy feel and taste of lipstick was not there. His lips were actually changed color. They were stained or something.

After a few minutes the girls came in search of him.

“Oh, James,” said Ruth. “It’s not the end of the world!”

“You don’t have to drive with a clown face.”

“James…did anybody say anything this morning?”

“A girl called me ’ma’am.’”

“And that is bad?”

He was bright red just thinking about it. “I’m a guy!” he whimpered.

“Not to everybody. That girl this morning, she was fine with you appearing feminine. She’s a girl and she didn’t recognize you for a guy.”

James took another drink from the bottle.

Ruth took the bottle from him. “That’s enough of that.”

“I can’t believe you did this to me,” he mumbled.

“Self pity isn’t your strong suit, James,” Cherry admonished him.

“Being a girl isn’t, either.”

“So you drove as a woman and nobody but one girl said anything, and she treated you like a woman.”

“But it’s embarrassing.”

“Did anybody act funny towards you? Did anybody threaten to beat you up or fuck you up the butt?”

Ruth glanced at Cherry, then shrugged.

“No,” grumped James.

“Then what’s the big deal? You passed as a woman! You’ll never see these people again, they don’t even know…I would say you should just shut the fuck up and relax!”

“You don’t understand. I’m a man.”

“And I’m a woman! I understand about people looking at your booty or calling you ma’am.”

“Nobody looked at my booty.”

“That’s ‘cause you don’t have one,” murmured Cherry. And she whispered, “yet.”

“What?”

“James?”

James looked at his wife.

“How’d you do today?”

“I did okay.”

He saw it coming. He knew if they knew he had done well his arguments wouldn’t hold water in their eyes.

But they could sense his evasion.

“How much? asked Ruth.

“A hundred and twenty-five.”

“Well, that’s not too bad. For a Wednesday. That’s usually a slow day for you.”

But Ruth sensed something more.

“Is that including tips?”

James tried to get out of the bathroom, but Cherry stood in his way and she wasn’t bothered at all about using physical force to shove him back.

“Is that with tips?”

He muttered in a very low voice, “No.”

“What? What was that?”

“No!” He snapped.

He made it out of the bathroom then, but the girls were on to him. They followed ham back to the kitchen.

“So how much did you make in tips?”

“I did okay. Okay!?” He raised his voice, but he was still evasive and lacked any real anger.

“How much is okay?”

“A hundred and fifty. Okay? I made a hundred and fifty!”

But he was still shading; he was expecting that they would think he had made a hundred and fifty total.

Cherry grabbed his arm and spun him around. “Is that…what’s the total?”

Ruth hemmed him in and the girls backed him up.

“What’s the total, James?”

“Two hundred and seventy-five,” he mumbled.

The girls went silent. Ruth’s jaw dropped.

“You made more on tips than the rides?”

“You made two hundred and seventy-five dollars?”

James opened the refrigerator door and bent in. He saw some bacon and he grabbed it. He stood up and closed the door and the girls were staring at him.

“What?”

Ruth grabbed his arm and pulled him around to the kitchen table. Cherry pushed him back and he sat.

“Hey!”

They sat down next to him. Ruth said, “You made almost three hundred bucks on a slow day, were all your rides men?”

“Most of them,” he begrudged.

“So they thought you were a woman, a sexy woman—don’t give me that look—and they opened their wallets for you.”

“No. It was just a good day.”

Ruth and Cherry looked at each other. “Okay. We get up with him tomorrow and get him ready.”

“He doesn’t need full make up, he wouldn’t know what to do if he had to repair it.

“But we have to give him better clothes.”

“And he has to speak in a higher tone of voice.”

“I’m not going to—“

“Oh, my God!” blurted Cherry.

James was overloading, Ruth asked, “What?”

“He needs boobs!”

“What!” James popped to his feet.

Cherry pushed him back down.

The two girls studied him like he was a piece of meat.

“His eyebrows are good.”

“Jewelry. He needs to get his ears pierced.”

“I can do that, and I’ve got some stuff he can wear.”

“Gloss. Make it look like he’s always licking his lips.”

“Do you carry bags for people?”

James head was swiveling back and forth between the two girls. He couldn't believe what he was hearing.

“Look, I’m not going to be a girl!”

Both women stared hard at him, then ignored him.

“We need to get rid of his body hair.”

“What about his dick? We have to make sure nobody can see that if we put him in dresses.”

James put his head in his hands and moaned.

James didn’t stand a chance. The girls talked around him for a long minute, then they tugged him into his and Ruth’s bedroom and began undressing him.

“Hey!” he yelled as his sister undid his belt buckled and pulled his pants down.

“It’s okay. I saw a dick once.”

Ruth chortled. “Yeah, but was it scary? Like this one?” She grabbed James dick and held it up. It didn’t require much holding because it was hard.

“Hey, that is scary. But you’re going to have to stop having sex with him.”

“I am?”

“Sure. You don’t want to be a lesbo, do you?”

Ruth contemplated James. “Well, I don’t know…”

“You guys get out of here! Let me alone!”

He was trying to get his clothes back on, but they were two and he was one, so they undressed him twice as fast as he could dress.

“Stop it!”

Cherry ran out of the room and came back with a spray bottle. “Depilatory. This will do it.”

“You aren’t going to do this to me!”

Ruth had had enough of his resistance, however. She grabbed his balls and squeezed. “Listen, bozo. You have a chance to make some decent money here. We can pay off our bills, save up for a house. You want to be a slave for the company?”

“No. But—“

“Then you do what I say, if not to make us a better life, then for another reason.”

She was squeezing him hard now, and his voice was squeaking.

“What reason?”

“If you don’t do this then you’ll never get in my pussy again.”

“You can’t do this!” But he was begging now.

“I can and am. If you can’t suffer a red face just to get us a million dollars…then what kind of man are you?”

“But—“

But it was a done deal. The girls were meaner and tougher, and they meant business.

Cherry sprayed the depilatory foam all over his legs, his arms, his body. She giggled as she coated his genitals.

Ruth made sure every square inch was covered, smushing the goop into his flesh with her hands. Fifteen minutes later James felt the burn. He complained and they shoved him into the shower. He watched in dismay as his short and curlies washed down the drain.

He felt stupid because, in addition to everything else, Ruth had made him wear a cap on his head so he wouldn’t get his hair wet.

The only good thing to come out of this, in his mind, was the fact that his dick was about as hard as it had ever been Even though one of the women was his sister, being manhandled by two beauties was sort of cool.

As soon as James stepped out of the shower Ruth began rubbing him with some kind of lotion.

“Hey, that’s smelly!”

“That’s the fresh washed smell, you’ll keep it all day and it’s good for your skin.”

Cherry held up a bra to him. “This is good. I think a two inch extender, but…no. He needs a bra specifically sized for his chest.” She ran out of the room and returned with a tape measure.

Ruth held out a tummy shaper, “Step into this.”

Between the two girls they had his feet in the shaper and pulled it up his legs. It felt sexy going up his bare skin. Heck, his bare skin felt different, and he suddenly understood why women shaved their legs.

“You want your dick up or down?”

“Hey! Hands off!”

“Point him down,” said Ruth. “Get rid of the bump.”

Cherry shoved his dick down between his legs and snugged the tummy shaper up. Hard.

“Hey!” James’ voice was a squeak and his face twisted up. His own sister was manhandling his penis.

“Okay, put the bra on him anyway. I want to get the whole picture.”

Ruth slipped the bra around his waist, showed him how to close the clasp, spun it around so the clasp was in the back, then pulled his arms through the straps.

“This way your hair doesn’t get in the way and you don’t have to be all flexible.

“Look at those saggy cups.”

“I’ll pick up some breast forms. There’s a sex shop on 8th street.”

“Get him a chastity tube, too. We’re going to need to handle that dick without stuffing him in a corset.”

Ruth sat him down and showed him how to roll stockings up his legs. “We’re going to need garters.”

“Ooh, sexy.”

They worked  quickly and efficiently, and within a few minutes James was wearing culottes and a silvery blue blouse  His hair trailed down his back and had a simple blue clip at about the neck level.

“The clip will make it easier when you get in and out,” his wife explained.

Final touch, they gave him a pair of Mary Janes. Which didn’t fit. So he was allowed to wear his own sneakers. A little clunky looking, but who was going to look down when he was do delightful above the feet?

They stood him in front of the mirror in the foyer and James was stunned. He was a girl. Well, he lacked a few curves, but the idea was there, and it was convincing.

“God, I wish he could wear high heels.”

“I know.”

“Why can’t I?” he blurted, then realized what he had said and blushed.

“It’s hard enough to walk, for a beginner. But the real thing is that you’d have a hard time working the pedals.”

“Oh.”

“Okay, we’ve got the basic concept down, and we need to go shopping.”

“What?” he gulped.

“Don’t be a sissy,” Cherry said. Then she realized what she had said and laughed.

“I don’t want to go out!”

“You’ve been out all morning. Now you’re even more convincing, and you’ve got two babes as your, uh, ‘wing persons.’

They linked their arms through his, clamped down, and headed for the door.

“Okay, that’s the bra, give us a couple of them, and…let’s look at some corselets.”

They were in a department store, surrounded by women, and James was terrified.

“Try to relax, Jamie,” Ruth used his official girl name. “Nobody is going to beat you up.”

The girls thought it was funny, and they were either calling him a sissy, or telling him to speak up, or to speak in a higher pitch.

He actually didn’t have to do much, the girls knew what he needed and it was simple glance or two, maybe a tape measure, and they bought him a couple of outfits, lingerie, and a couple of other things.

The truly scary part, for him, was when they took him into a shop to get his ears pierced. He survived, and walked out with a couple of studs in each ear and a couple of long danglies.

“Why are you walking like that?” Ruth asked.

“Like what?”

“Like you’re pooching your butt out. It would work for heels, but not for those new Mary Janes you’re wearing.”

He whispered to her, “My cock is hard and it’s being pushed down. It doesn’t feel good.”

She laughed. “What a whiner.” Then she patted his cheek, “”Don’t worry. We’ll take care of that. Next stop the Le Sex Shoppe.”

They looked like three giggly girls. Well, two giggly girls and one blushing bride type of girl.

They walked out of the mall and James heard the clicking of his sister and wife’s high heels. Even though he was fighting what appeared to be a case of terminal mortification he wished he could make that sound.

The sex shop, Le Sex Shoppe, had everything they needed, and a few other things they just wanted.

First was a chastity tube for James, then Cherry got into the butt plug section and went wild. James was wandering around behind the girls, trying to curb the red glow of his face, when Cherry leaned over to Ruth and whispered in her ear.

“There’a something not right about all this.”

“I know. He’s acting so scared. He can’t go out like that.”

“Well, I have an idea about that.” She whispered the idea, and Ruth blinked. “Oh, my gosh. I think you’re right,” she answered.

Ruth peeled off then, left Jamie and Cherry to themselves. A little later they headed for the car with a big bag of goodies.

Back home they went, laughing and giggling, and Jamie trying to smile. He couldn’t believe what was happening. He had just wanted Ruth to keep her hair, and now…he was dressing like a girl.

They arrived home and headed up the stairs, and once in their apartment the first order of business was putting Jamie in chastity.

“We’ve got to get that dick down before we go any further.”

“You could always pleasure me,” he suggested.

Cherry shivered and said, “I don’t mind handling it, but having you actually cum in my hand?”

“I didn’t mean you!” Jamie blurted.

“I hope not.”

Ruth was listening, and thinking. She had all the equipment, and it had to be done, maybe she better just get it out of the way. She cleared her throat.”

“What?”

“Have a seat at the table. I want to talk to you.”

Jamie frowned, but sat down at the kitchen table. Cherry had a feeling for what was about to happen, and she sat on the edge of the couch, removed from the conversation, but ready to jump in if needed.

Ruth made a bourbon and Coke and placed it in front of Jamie.

“What’s this? This is the middle of the day and you don’t like me drinking in the middle of the day.”

She got out some potato chips, made some onion dip and placed it in front of Jamie. She poured herself a glass of wine and sat down opposite him.

Now Jamie was even more confused, and a little leery. The girls didn’t treat him like this unless they wanted something. And they looked like they really wanted something.

“Jamie,” Ruth started, and stopped. She turned to Cherry and said, “I don’t really know what to say.

Cherry knew what to say. “What my dear sis-in-law is getting around to is that you are a stinking, poor girl.”

Jamie felt his heart sinking. He didn’t want to be a girl, he didn’t think, but he thought he was doing okay.

“Get that look off your face. You’re all right looks wise.”

“You’re beautiful,” whispered Ruth.

Cherry nodded, “But you act like a simpering, scared virgin.”

“Uh…” he had no clue what to say to that.

“So we’ve decided that you must have the full experience of being a woman if you’re going to pull this off.”

Jamie frowned, and his mind started speeding up but going nowhere. He didn’t understand.

Ruth: “I want to deflower you.”

She reached into the big shopping bag with Le Sex Shoppe on the side and pulled out a strap on with a penis already screwed into the front. She placed it on the table.

It sat on the table like a snake at a reception.

Jamie picked up the glass and drank half of it. Slammed it down. “No!”

Ruth leaned across the table and put her hands on his.

Cherry pulled a chair over and sat next to him so he couldn’t get out.

“Listen, brother. You stand to make a lot of dough. But if you’re nervous and stupid then people won’t be willing to tip you.”

“But if you have a look in your eye, like you know what it’s all about, it enhances your beauty.”

“Being a virgin isn’t all it’s knocked up to be. It makes you dumb, there’s a big mystery taking up your mind, what’s it going to feel like when some bozo sticks his big weenie up your hole?”

“If you let me do this you’re not only going to love it, but when you talk to people they’ll realize that you know, and they’ll treat you differently.”

“You’ll get bigger tips.”

“Why do you think gay people do it so much? Why do you think some people are gay in the first place?”

“Do it with Ruth and she’ll be gentle. She’ll show you all the tricks. She’ll make you feel like a real woman.”

Back and forth they went, chipping away at him.

Jamie kept looking back and forth, and sipping his drink, and then a second one.

“Look, honey, you like your long hair, right?”

“Well…” he did, but he was afraid to give in on one point, that would lead to dominoes falling and…

“And, let’s face it, your lips are sexier than shit. I’ve been wanting to kiss you all day long. I want to take you in the bedroom right now, not just to educate you, but to kiss you.”

“Well, I…”

“Oh, crap! We forgot one thing!”

Jamie and Ruth looked at Cherry.

“His boobs!”

Cherry grabbed the big sack and pulled out the breast forms they had bought at Le Sex Shoppe. She plopped them on the table.

“Put your boobs on, Jamie.”

Both girls stared at him.

He stared at the mountains on the kitchen table. They were perfectly shaped with large, erect nipples.

“Take off your blouse and bra, put on one of the ones we bought you, and put your tits on.”

Sighing, unable to suppress his curiosity, he unbuttoned his blouse.  In a moment he was naked topside. Cherry handed him a bra and he put it on the way he had been shown.  He picked up one boob and hefted it. It was heavier than he expected, and he could feel the nipple rubbing his palm. It was strangely sexy.

He put it into one of his cups, then inserted the other one.

He stared down at his chest, and he was almost in shock, and his cock…it was going absolutely wild.

“Put your blouse on.”

Jamie felt like he was out of his body as he put his blouse back on.

His chest felt enormous. It poked out and the imprint of the nipple could be seen through the material.

“Beautiful,” murmured Cherry.

“I want him,” agreed Ruth.

Jamie stared down at his tits. He drank some more.

“Speak in a higher voice.”

He tried, and his pitch was a bit up, but the bourbon made his voice ragged, a bit smoky.

“Oh, that’s even better. It’s sexy.”

“It’s better than just speaking high. This sounds like you’ve got something to hide.”

“Okay,” Cherry looked at Ruth.

Ruth nodded at the silent communication. She stood up, reached down and took Jamie’s hand. She pulled him up, then led him towards their bedroom.

“I don’t…I don’t…” But he was looking at his breasts in wonder, and the last thing Cherry heard before Ruth closed the door was, “Do women feel like this?

Cherry smiled.

Inside the bedroom Ruth put the strap on on. Jamie sat on the edge of the bed and stared at it.

“The main thing is to remember to relax,” Ruth said.

Jamie nodded. He felt so funny, but in a good way, in a natural way. This was his wife, and he trusted her.

She came to him, her hips swaying and the cock waggling slowly back and forth in front of her hips, and his face.

“It will make it easier if you speak to it, if you suck it.”

“Hi,” he said, embarrassed and compelled at the same time.

“Kiss it.”

Tentatively, he leaned forward, and stopped.

“Take it in your hands, feel it, kiss it.”

Jamie reached up and grabbed her cock. She gave a sigh. He leaned forward further and touched his lips to the head.

“Open your mouth.”

He did, and she gently moved forward, and the cock slid between his red lips.

“That’s it, honey. Suck on it.”

He moved his head back and forth and felt the dick slide in and out. He reached under the plastic peter and found some balls, big balls, and he held them with one hand. Soon he was stroking and sucking like he had been doing it all his life.

“Yeah, baby. It’s easy. Now, I want you to let go. Pull your tummy shaper off and get on the bed.

He lifted his hips and pulled his tummy shaper off. It left red lines on his flesh, and his cock sprang up like a jack in the box.

“Fuck,” he whispered, moving back on the bed.

Ruth moved to a side table and opened a jar of lube. She smothered her cock with slick goop, then moved between his legs.

“You’re going to like this, honey.” She put her fingers to his rectum and started massaging it.

Jamie gasped. It was electric, and it was better than the feeling of slipping his dick into her. Using his dick felt like he was borrowing a sensation. This felt like he was owning a sensation.

She reamed him slowly, lovingly, and he found his hips giving small, uncontrollable twitches.

She went to two fingers and opened him up.

“Are we going to do it like this?”

“Like what?”

“With me on my back?”

“Would you like it doggy style?”

He shivered as she went to three fingers. She was really taking her time and doing it right.

“I think so,” he gasped when the shivers waned.

She smiled. Doggy style was more submissive, and she liked that. The truth was she liked wearing a cock, acting the man, and to find that he wanted to submit to her was absolutely delicious.

“Okay, honey. Up on all fours and let’s do this.”

He wiggled around and got up on all fours. This positioned him better, put him at the right height, and presented his back door perfectly.

She stepped in between his legs and held her dick, touched it to his pulsing hole.

Underneath his cock was as rigid as she had ever seen it. A big drop of pre-cum drooled down onto the bed.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

He was ready, slick, open, and she moved inexorably into his hole.

His mouth opened in shock and pleasure flooded through him. He moved away at the initial contact, then moved back, pushing his butt at her.

Ruth sank deeply into him, and they just stayed like that for a long moment.

“Oh, God…oh, God…” his voice was frightened and filled with wonder at the same time.

“Okay, honey,” she said, and she began to move back and forth.

“Oh, fuck! Please! Oh, fuck!” He was actually sobbing with the feeling of being filled and loved.

She started to reach under him, to jack him off, but he said, “No…I’m going to pee. We’d better stop.”

But they couldn’t stop.

“Oh, God! I’m peeing! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

But he wasn’t peeing. She was pressing on his prostate in such a way that she was forcing semen out of his shaft. He dripped and drooled and a big puddle of sperm formed on the bed spread.

They fucked for about five minutes, then they both felt it. They were done. She pulled out and he collapsed forward. He had a big, satisfied smile on his face and he just laid there.

“You came,” Ruth said, touching the puddle of goo between his legs.

“I did? Is that why I feel so…loose and warm?”

“It is. Hey, Cherry?”

Normally, in such a position, Jamie would have objected, but he was too satisfied.

Cherry entered the room like she had been listening at the door.

“Yeah?”

“Look, he came.”

“Wow!” she leaped on the bed and hugged her brother, kissed his face, and said, “You are now a woman. Isn’t it grand?”

Jamie just nodded. The world was totally different for him now.

Ruth took off the strap on, unscrewed the dick and placed it in the bathroom sink. Then she went out to the kitchen. She returned a minute later with a little box. She opened it and took out the chastity tube.

“Roll over, honey. We’re going to put you in chastity.”

“Chastity? Why?” He rolled over. He was too lazy to object.

“To control your penis bump, so you can wear more outfits.”

Cherry sat up and the two girls figured out the rings, then slipped the tube on his cock.

Jamie was so relaxed, and his dick so limp, that it went on easily. They snapped the lock and stood up and inspected their work.

“Beautiful.”

“Wonderful.”

“Every man should wear one.”

“I don’t get it,” said Jamie, struggling to his elbows.

“Honey, this is going to control your cock. It might be a little uncomfortable at times, and you are definitely going to be feeling the heat.”

“The heat?” he looked at her quizzically.

“The heat. You’re going to try and get hard, and won’t be able to, and that will make you want to get hard even more, and you’re just going to get hornier and hornier.”

He frowned. “But what about sex?”

“Oh, you can forget about that. I can keep doing what we just did to keep you happy and healthy—you do like the way you feel right now, right?”

“Well…” it was obvious he did.

“What about you?” asked Cherry. “If you don’t fuck him, how are you going to get your jollies?”

“I’ve been thinking about that.”

The two girls faced each other.

“I mean, I’ve got that dildo, and we can get more. Big ones, small ones, dog dicks and horsey wangs, alien peckers and monster dongs…”

“Are you saying you and me…?”

“I don’t know. I thought about it. You want to try it and find out?”

“Well…” and the look on Cherry’s face was hot and hungry.


EPILOGUE

Jamie entered the apartment. He was wearing a summer dress, his hair was now down to his butt, and his face was fully made up. In the last six months he had learned everything there was to know about make up, and there was nothing he liked better than sitting at the vanity and getting ready for work.

He placed a thick wad of cash on the kitchen table, poured himself a coke, and headed for the bedroom.

In the last six months he was averaging over $4000 a week. He was speaking in a sexy voice at all times, and his nails were long and red. He had paid their bills and they were saving money. A lot of money.

In the bedroom Ruth and Cherry were asleep, twined in each other’s arms. They slept in this room now, and Jamie was sleeping in Cherry’s old room.

“Hey, sluts,” James chirped, shaking the bed.

The girls moaned and rolled over and opened their eyes.

“What do you want, slut girl?”

“Two things. And you know what they are.”

“Oh, no!” groaned Ruth.

Cherry closed her eyes and put a forearm over her face. She stuck the other hand up and raised an index finger.

“One, it’s that time of month. One of us is going to have to fuck your pretty ass.”

“Yep,” Jamie smiled happily.

Cherry lowered her index finger and raised her middle finger. “What’s two?”

“It’s time…somebody needs to take me to the doctor’s.”

“”Oh, God!” moaned Ruth. “We’ve created a monster!”

Cherry smiled and sat up. “Yes, but he’s our monster.”

She got out of bed and said, “Come on, baby brother, let’s go get you some real boobies of your own.”

Ruth sat up. “All right, you take him, but it’s my turn to fuck him.”

“You had him last month!”

“Did not!”

“Did so! I wrote it down!”

“Sluts…sluts…sluts,” chuckled Jamie. “You can both do me.”

The girls grinned at each other.

END
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GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


Big Stories
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


Big Stories
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


Big Stories
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


Big Stories
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘The Feminization of the Uber Driver!’

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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