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PART ONE

He stepped off the bus in New York City and was immediately sorry. It was such a drab place, and he had traveled two days to get there. It was the big city, and dirty buildings and everybody honking their horns..

“Jimmy!” Junie came out of the crowd and hugged him, kissed him all over the face and lips.

Jimmy laughed and hugged back. He hadn’t seen his sister in months, and now…now things were all right.

The city could be glum, but not while he was with his sister.

They hugged and kissed and ignored the rest of the world for the touch of each other, and for a while, at least, it was Christmas.

They took a bus to Junie’s apartment in the Bronx, and Jimmy stared out at a world that was so very different from the world he had grown up in.

Bricks and cement vs farmlands and flowers. He would have preferred the farmlands, but there was no way he could live in the farmland.

“So how’s Father?” Junie was standing next to him, they each held the bus pole and each other as the bus swayed. The smell of humanity was ripe in the bus, but the smell of each other was the cure.

Jimmy shrugged. “He kicked me out.”

“I figured he did. He kicked me out, then you…man wants to be alone.”

“The lonelier he gets the meaner he gets, the meaner he gets the lonelier he gets. So what’s this job you said you. might have?”

“I have it. Guaranteed. Starts in three days.”

“Really?”

“Really. Pay is good, short hours, and it’s a dream. But I do have a problem. I need a girl to sing with me.”

“You’re singing?” He ignored her implication. She hadn’t asked outright, and he hated to just refuse her.

“All I’ve ever wanted to do.”

Jimmy smiled at his sister. She was a beauty. She had long blonde hair, pale blue eyes that saw right through you, and, then, of course, there was her body.

Thin waist, large boobs, round hips, when she strolled out on the stage the crowd went silent. She had everything a star could ever want, except for one thing…her voice was thin.

She could sing, hit those notes, go high, go low, but her voice just lacked resonance. It was thin and reedy. Which was why she had always opted for singing with partners. As part of a duo her thin voice could be easily bolstered by a partner.

They hopped off the bus and headed for a shabby apartment building. As they came to the front door two thugs slunk along the front of the building and intercepted them. They wore jeans and black jackets, their hair was slicked back and they smoked cigarettes like they thought they were tough. As if ingesting smoke into one’s lungs suddenly gave them muscles, or the knowledge of a prize fighter.

“Hey, Junie. Baby.” His name was Biff and he was a stiff. He was a mutt from downtown and she wished he’d stayed there. The other punk was named Ace, and she wished he’d just shrivel up and blow away.

“Who’s your girlfriend, Junie.”

Jimmy turned red.

“That’s my brother, Biff.”

“That’s her brother,” laughed Ace.

“Looks more like your sister,” they snickered like they had made the biggest joke in the circus.

Junie pushed past the duo and led Jimmy up the stairs.

Inside the apartment was clean. The furniture was old, and generations of paint had hidden wallboards, but it was home.

“Have a seat. You still like bourbon?”

“Does the pope shit in the woods?”

They both laughed. One of the few joys they had had growing up was filching liquor from their father’s ever present but cheap assed bourbon.

Junie poured, added a bit of Coke and they toasted each other. After they had taken their first Sip Junie placed her hand on Jimmy’s  and said, “So, what gives. I’ve been trying to get you out here for months, and then you pop in out of the blue, no notice. What really happened at home?

Jimmy sighed. “Pop got drunk and beat me.”

“No!”

“So I left. Don’t have anything but this toothbrush in my pocket,” he touched his breast pocket.

“Well,” Junie spoke wryly, “I doubt if he’s called missing persons on you.”

Jimmy laughed. “So tell me about this job?”

“It’s a coffeehouse over in Manhattan. Lots of rich people there, a real step up. Agents and producers hang out there, and I know a guy, he got me an audition, and…well, I got the gig.”

“Fantastic!”

“But…I have a problem.”

“You said that. So…what’s the prob?”

“The guy, his name is Chuck Johnson, wasn’t all the impressed with my voice. He liked the guitar, and he liked my looks, but he was about to pass ‘cause my voice isn’t the strongest, then Alyce, that’s my roomie, she put on a tape.”

“Oh, shit, not that tape!”

“Yup. You and me. Me singing normal, and you in falsetto. Alyce played it and Chuck thought it was sick, and…now I have to come up with a partner.”

“Oh, no.” he said.

She looked at him.

“I don’t want to.”

“Do you have a job here?”

“You know I don’t.”

“Then what’s the harm in a few weeks of being my partner?”

“You know what the problem is.”

They stared each other, and it was an impasse. And finally Junie clutched his hand with both of hers and said, “Jimmie, it won’t be long. Just until I get another partner, and—“

“No.”

“Why not?”

And he said it: “I don’t want to be a girl again.”

His statement filled up the space between them, an impenetrable barrier, and the only thing they had ever really disagreed on.

“Alyce, this is my little brother, Jimmy.”

“Hey, Jimmy, glad to meet you.” She shook hands like a man, but she sure didn’t look like a man. Her chestnut hair framed an oval face of perfect angles and penetrating, brown eyes. He couldn’t tell about her body, though. She wore man clothes. Boot jeans and a Levi jacket. Her chest was thick, but…there was something strange about it.

“You the one on the tape?”

“Guilty.”

“Man, that is sweet stuff. You guys compliment each other like…well, like a brother and sister.”

“Have a seat and some bourbon.”

“I can do that.”

Shortly all three of the were drinking, and Jimmy was fascinated. Alyce like a spark plug. She filled the room with her presence, and her laugh was totally infectious.

“So you gonna sing with my sweetheart here?”

And Jimmy got it. Lesbian.

“No,” said Junie.

“Why not? You guys are killer! You could make million seller records right now!”

“Jimmy doesn’t want to be a girl.”

Alyce snorted. “Me neither.” Then she grew serious, “Even for a mill? Not even to help Junie here?”

Alyce had sat next to Junie and had an arm on the back of her chair. Jimmy could see the attempt to possess, but he could also see that his sister was not interested. The magnetism just wasn’t there. Poor Alyce, he thought.

“It’s more complicated than that.”

“What’s complicated? You put on a dress, cash your check, zippity do dah.”

“Jimmy was…discouraged from such things.”

“How do you discourage a guy from wearing a dress,” Alyce laughed. She was aware of the twisted nature of her comment.

Jimmy, having had just enough to drink, blurted, “Mom used to dress me up like a girl, like when I was real young. Pop didn’t like it, and the older I got the more he resented it.

To Junie Alyce remarked, “I thought your old man was a preacher?”

Both Junie and Jimmy nodded.

“Holy crap! So the son of the preacher man wears dresses when he’s a kid. Couldn’t he get over it?”

“Nope.”

Alyce shook her head. “Man. What a fuck up.” She contemplated the brother and sister for a moment, her eyes taking on a narrow expression. “So what’s the deal then. You spend a few nights here? Then move on?”

“Just until he gets a job,” Junie blurted.

Alyce smiled a wicked sort of smile. “So brother dear won’t help you but you have to help him.”

“Hey!”

“I’ll go,” said Jimmy. Though he had no idea where he would go to.

“It’s okay. I’m just kidding.” But there was something in her eyes that said she wasn’t. “So where’s your luggage?”

“Uh, turns out I have a slight problem, too.” The girls looked askance and he said, “My bag was stolen.”

“On the bus?”

“Yup. I went to check on it at the last stop, get a book out of it, and it was gone. Turned the bus upside down, but somebody somewhere is reading my copy of ‘Femwood Mansion’ as we speak.”

“You read Grace Mansfield?”

“Who doesn’t” Jimmy responded. “I wasn’t through with the book, so I’m going to have to buy it twice.”

“Heck, I got a copy.”

Jimmy studied Alyce. She was an inch taller than him, and with her big chest she probably outweighed him and…crap! She had bound her chest! That’s why it looked bulky! She was trying to hide boobies!

“That would be great,” Jimmy tried to hide his surprise.

“I also have some clothes that would fit you.”

“Really?”

“Sure.” But Alyce was snickering on the inside. It wasn’t going to be any of her male clothes that she shared. She watched Jimmy, and liked what she saw. In fact, she felt an instant connection. She might fascinate Jimmy, but the fascination was reciprocated.

“Come, on, let’s have some more bourbon and call it a party.” And nobody noticed that Alyce had taken her hand off the back of Junie’s chair and put it on the back of Jimmy’s.

Several hours later the bourbon was gone, the hour was late, and the  party was waning.

Junie did the dishes and straightened up, Alyce  sat at the kitchen table and contemplated the brother and sister. They were so similar in appearance.  For months she had been trying to get into Junie’s pants, with no luck. She wasn’t hurt, she knew the spark wasn’t there, but she sure wanted it to be.

Her eyes went to Jimmy, who was drying the dishes. Pity. There was spark there, but he was a guy, and she just wasn’t into guys.

“So where do we put Jimmy?” Junie turned from the sink.

“I can just sleep on the couch, if that’s all right.”

“Nah. That’s cave man. I got the big bed, I’ll share.”

“I couldn’t…”

“You don’t have to…”

But the objections were waved on by Alyce. “It’s a done deal. You get the right side of the bed because you’re all right. I get the left because I left my senses…a lo-o-ong time ago.”

All a little high, they chuckled.

Alyce’s bedroom was the master bedroom. The bed was as big as advertised, and Alyce showed him where he could put his stuff, when he got some stuff, and he was assigned a shelf in the bathroom cabinet. Then it was undressing time.

“I guess you figured out I’m not into guys.” She unbuttoned her shirt and took it off. She was wearing a compression vest to hide her boobs, and Jimmy tried to act nonchalant. She might be into guys, but he was into girls, and he didn’t want to weird her out with a big boner sticking out on the first night.

“It’s obvious.”

“Good. Just so there’s no misunderstanding.”

Jimmy took off his shirt. His body was slender. His chest wasn’t very wide, and, in fact, if it hadn’t been for the tits on Junie’s chest they would have been physical twins.

Alyce’s compression vest had hooks and she undid each one and sighed as the pressure released. Finally, she slipped the garment off and Jimmy had a look at what she was hiding.

She was as large as any woman Jimmy had ever seen. Double Ds easy. Little mountains with pink rips, and the pink tips, now that they were also released, stood up stiff and rigid.”

“Fuck,” whispered Alyce as she rubbed her boobs and pulled on her nipples.

“That must get tiring.”

“Oh, it downright hurts, sometimes.”

Jimmy was sitting on the edge of the bed, waiting for lights to go out before he took his pants off.

Alyce took off her pants, and then panties. She slept in the raw, and she wasn’t about to change her methods just because little brother had come a’callin’.

She stretched briefly, waiting for Jimmy to finish undressing. When she saw he wasn’t, she asked, “You sleeping in your jeans?”

“Ah, no.”

Busted, a little embarrassed, a little shy, he kept his back to her and pulled down his pants.

Alyce laughed. “You got to be kidding. We’re going to room together and you’re all shy and embarrassed on me?”

“Well, uh, I’m sorry. I’m not used to roomies.”

“Well, I showed you mine, so you got to show me yours.”

Normally she wouldn’t have been so free in her speech, but there was something about Jimmy that opened her up, made her want to talk to him.

He sighed, shrugged, and turned around.

“Fuck! Are you serious?”

“What?” He looked down, afraid there was something wrong.

“That’s a serious weapon of ass destruction.

Jimmy was a shower, and he hung an easy six inches slack, and when he was erect it was an easy eight inches. And he was erect right then.

“I…uh…” he started turning red and didn’t know what to say.”

“You can use the bathroom if you want to take care of that.”

“Okay.”

Feeling a bit shamed he trotted into the bathroom. In reality he was just trying to get away. Alyce seemed to be able to get under his skin as easily as his sister.

He sat on the toilet and stroked himself for a couple of minutes. The lights went out in the bedroom just about the time he realized that he couldn’t quite get over the edge.

Sighing. He flushed the toilet and slunk back into the bedroom.

“Everything come out all right?” Alyce laughed.

“Har dee har har,” responded Jimmy, slipping. onto his side of the bed. He wiggled a bit, found a good position, and laid with his eyes open.

“Just joking.” Then, “I didn’t hear the big grunt, so I figured you got the first night blues. It’s hard around strangers.”

“Actually, it’s hard all the time.”

Alyce laughed. “You’re all right, Jimmy.”

They both lay quietly then. But they weren’t sleepy. In spite of the alcohol, and the yawns before retiring, neither of them felt like sleeping.

After a while Alyce whispered, “How could a preacher man justify beating his child?”

“He’s quite the contradiction. He was okay while Mom was alive, but after she died he started drinking, and that changes a guy. Then the bible isn’t too friendly with gays. Sodom and Gomorrah.

“Ah, yes.” Alyce flipped onto her other side, faced Jimmy. “So you have to help your sister.”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t like dressing up as a girl, and when we sing, the way our voices work, I have to.”

“Why?”

“I sing falsetto, and people have a rough time with a guy singing in a high key.”

“The Beach Boys sing in falsetto, there’s lot of guys sing that way.”

“In the studio. Go on tour, go in front of a live audience and people want the image to match the reality.”

“The image being what you look like, the reality being your voice.”

“Bingo.”

Alyce was quiet for a while. Jimmy thought she might be going to sleep when she suddenly blurted, “I don’t care. You’re going to help your sister.”

“No.”

“I think I know the real reason.”

Jimmy said nothing.

“Your father beat you for being a girl. That is discouragement enough for anybody.”

“That has nothing to do with it.”

“Your voice says otherwise.”

“I think I want to go to sleep now.”

He felt her hand on his arm. “I’m not normally a bully, but I’m going to make you do this.”

Jimmy felt a jolt of excitement shoot through him. His cock suddenly perked up, was hard as a fire poker. He tried not to get excited, but…Alyce and he had such a connection, he couldn’t deny it, and what she was saying…

She was suddenly on her side, on an elbow, looking down on him. “You’re going to do it.”

“No.”

She reached right down and grabbed his cock. He gasped.

“You agree or I’ll rip this right off.”

“You can’t do this to me.” He was stuttering.

“Or what? You’ll sue me?” She laughed.

He grabbed her tit.

“Hey!”

“What? you can grab me but I can’t grab you.”

She let go, so he let go. But it was obvious they weren’t done. There was tension in the room, thick and heady.

Suddenly she threw a leg over him. It was fast, and she was sitting on his belly and pinning his arms down with her weight,

“Hey! Get off!”

“Not till you agree.”

He was aware of his cock rubbing up against her crack.

She just laughed. “Got you all excited, eh?”

He struggled, but she was surprisingly strong and he couldn’t get loose. His mind was in turmoil. He was a guy and she was a girl, and he should be stronger. But he wasn’t. She held him down, her large breasts hung over his chest, and he felt his cock getting harder and harder.

“Come on,” he tried to reason with her.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Then I’ll go to sleep like this.”

She lifted her weight and dropped it. Her buttocks landed on his belly.

“Oof! Fuck!”

“Say you’ll do it.”

“Never.”

She jounced again, and her tits bounced off his chest.

“Come on!” he begged.

“Look, bozo. Your sister works part time as a waitress. She puts in long hours for being part time, and she comes home beat to shit and the look in her eyes…she’s hurting. You come along and you have a solution, but you’re afraid somebody will boo or something. So you let your sister suffer because you’re a coward.”

Jimmy was silent.

“Give me a reason, a real reason, and I’ll let you up. I’ll back off.”

Jimmy turned his face away. He could feel all that old emotion coming up. He didn’t want that.

She leaned down, put her face in front of his. “Tell me why you won’t help your sister.”

He turned his face the other way, but she moved her head and kept her face in front of his. “Tell me.”

“Let me go!” He gritted and tensed his muscles and tried to wiggle out.”

She held him, and she ignored his hard cock, and she snarled, “Tell me why!”

And he broke. It had been so long ago, but…her bullying him, his physical helplessness…he started to cry.

Alyce blinked She was just trying to help. She didn’t want to hurt anybody. She released his wrists, then she rolled off him.

They were inches apart, her on her side, watching him cry in the gloom.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean…I don’t want to hurt anybody.”

And Jimmy told his story.

“Mom saw a picture of Franklin Delano Roosevelt as a child. His mother dressed him as a girl until he was six years old. That was common back then, People would raise their sons as daughters for the first few years.

“Mom coldn’t do it with Junie, she was a girl already, but she did it with me. I wore bloomers and little dresses and she mothered me. I was her little sissy boy. And she did this past six, until I was nearly ten. I was a mommie’s boy.

“It drove my father insane. He may have been a preacher, but he was a manly man, and the idea of his son being a sissy boy…he began to be abusive.

“At first it was just verbal. He’d call me a sissy and laugh at me. But as time went on Mom died, and he tried to remake me as a man. He burned all my dresses, discouraged make up, and bullied me constantly.

“I wasn’t strong. I hadn’t spent my youth running in the hills and climbing trees and wrestling with other boys. The result was that I could never be as manly as he wanted. No matter what I did, he would look at me and see a sissy.”

That’s terrible,” Alyce muttered in the dark.

“That wasn’t the worst of it. The worst was that word was out. People knew I had been raised as a girl, and everybody in town looked down on me. I was constantly called names. Queer, faggot, gay, and those were the polite names. Buttsuck and Dicklick were popular, and I was constantly being teased, asked to perform sexual services.”

“But you weren’t gay? I mean, you’re not gay, are you?”

“I’ve always loved girls. Even when they would have nothing to do with me. But try telling a bunch of redneck louts that you’re not gay, that you want women. Hah” His laugh was bitter in the darkness.

“Okay. So you got mistreated. that’s still no reason. Not a good enough one, anyway.”

“One summer I met a girl. She was beautiful. And she didn’t care that I was a little…soft. She was the sister of one of the bigger bullies in town, but I thought she was different.

“We went out a couple of times, I even kissed her. I thought things were changing. I asked her to come to a church social and she agreed. I wanted to show my father that I wasn’t gay, that I could have a girlfriend.

“He was surprised, I don’t know if he was happy, after all, his pre-conceived notions were pretty strongly embedded.

“Anyway, we went for a walk, holding hands, out along the edge of the field behind the church. We could hear children playing games. We cold smell hamburgers and hot dogs. Rita, that was her name, pulled me into the woods. I thought she was trying to get me alone so we could make out, then I was tackled by her brother and two of his friends. It turns out she was trying to get me alone, all right, but for her brother and his friends. The whole idea of us being friends was a charade. She laughed when they threw me over a log. She thought it was funny when they…Jimmy dissolved into tears.

Alyce found herself holding him. He head was buried in her chest, right over her big boobs, and he sobbed.

Such a lot of baggage to be carried around. To be fooled and mistreated in such fashion. She felt a deep anger, she wished she had been there. She would have defended him, she would have shown those assholes what it was all about.

Jimmy just cried and held on. He released tons of emotion, and it was cathartic. All the trauma of that incident was being released.

Finally, he stopped crying. They lay in each others arms, and she felt his prick dance against her belly. She laughed. And he giggled.

“Sorry, Charlie, no tuna for you tonight.”

“Too bad.” He mumbled into her flesh.

It was silent then. A little bit of light came in the window from the streetlight up the street, and they could hear her clock ticking, but it was…quiet. It was a space in which decisions were made.

She kissed his hair, brushed her hand down the side of his face.

“Okay,” he said.

Alyce knew exactly what he meant, and she exulted.

They had three days to get ready. Three days in which to make him a woman, and three days to get their act together. Three days in which to perform a modern miracle.

Junie, of course, was delighted that Jimmy would help her. She was delighted that they would do what they loved doing. That first day she brought out her guitar, tuned it up, and they started putting together their act.

Alyce sat in the kitchen and watched them and offered criticisms. Light criticisms that made them laugh as much as think.

“Have you decided what your stage name is going to be?” she asked at one point.

“We used to do it as Junie and Junior.”

“But we figured out that some people take exception to me as a girl, so we called ourselves Junie and Moonie.”

Alyce laughed. “Which one of you was Moonie?”

“Whoever wanted to be.”

Junie trickled her fingers over the guitar strings, and while her voice might be thin, her guitar playing wasn’t. Alyce was instantly silent as her emotion came out in just a simple run of notes.

“Damn, sister, you’re good,” she mumbled.

“You should hear Jimmy.”

“What? You play, too?”

“A little.”

“A lot,” Junie scoffed. “I just flick the strings. He makes magic.”

“Wait here,” Alyce ran out of the apartment.

Junie and Jimmy looked at each other and shrugged, then went over choices for their show.

“I want to do ‘The Sound of Silence.’ “

“Old classics, can’t go wrong. But I draw the line at Virgil Caine.”

“Argh. Okay. But what about Everybody Knows?”

“Everybody expects that to be deep, a Leonard Cohen bass.”

“Okay, we can think about it. What about,” Jimmy hesitated.

“What?”

“Walk on the Wild Side.”

Junie was silent for a moment. She could hear his falsetto sliding through her notes, they could even do a round robin in a couple of places, really make that song pop. “Good, let’s try that. I can feel it.”

“Me, too. what about…”

The door burst open and Alyce stood victorious. She had a guitar in her fist.

“Where’d you get that?”

“I borrowed it from Frankie, downstairs.”

She crossed the room and handed the guitar to Jimmy.

“I didn’t know Frankie played.”

“He used to. when he heard what you’re doing he wanted to help. He’s gonna come up and listen, if that’s all right.”

“Hell, yeah. We need to play in front of people.”

Meanwhile, Jimmy was examining the guitar. It was a good one, a little old, but sometimes that just makes the sound richer.

He started tuning it up, but the strings were old and every time he thought he had it the sound would flatten out. He listened, and started sinking into the moment.

Jimmy had spent hours every day playing the guitar. No friends, a pariah, he had nothing else to do, and he had spent all his time practicing. He ran his fingers along the strings and the apartment filled with pure honey.

“It needs strings,” he said. “But the sound is really good.”

Junie and Alyce were silent now, just watching him, and Junie winked at Alyce in victory.

Finally, the guitar tuned, he started to run through slow rifts. His fingers were authoritative but his sound was carefully soft. It created a curious blend that made Alyce want more. She could feel the hints of his soul starting to come through the strings.

“He’s just getting warmed up, “ Junie whispered. “Wait.”

“Wait? Heck! She could already feel it. He was surrounding each note with clean space. There was no squeak as he ran his hand up and down the neck.

Suddenly he drew out a chord, then ripped through a savage cluster of notes. It was classical, she recognized it as a riff from ‘Stairway to Heaven.’ It near took her breath away. Then he paused, tweaked a string, and began to play.

Alyce would later speak of that first five minutes of listening to Jimmy play as life changing. Simply, before that five minutes there was rock and roll on the scratchy, old radio. Afterwards there was an appreciation for classical rock and roll that she had never suspected could exist. Every note he played it felt like the very air was shivering. Goosebumps ran up her spine and her hair stood on end.

The most amazing thing, however, was the effect the music had on her physical person. For the first time in her life she suddenly felt her pussy. She just became aware that it was hot. Hell, it was wet, and she tried to ignore it. But it was like trying to ignore a car crashing into you.


PART TWO

The next day they spent all day practicing. Alyce had to go out for a while, but when she came back they were sitting in the same places, playing, discussing notes and harmony, exchanging ideas.

Frankie came up in the early afternoon. He was an older black man, scrawny as a chicken, missing a front tooth, and he tapped his foot and clapped his hands when appropriate. At one point, after Jimmy had played a Beatles song, he shook his head and said, “That ain’t my guitar. My guitar doesn’t sound like that.

Other people in the apartment, hearing the sounds, came by and peered in. Junie always waved them in and told them to have a seat.

Jimmy needed the audience. He was rusty, and to just be appreciated…he needed it. Appreciation always builds confidence.

At five o’clock they called a halt for dinner. Alyce’s treat, they went down to the local diner and ordered burgers. They sat around and just talked, and even just talking was helping Jimmy get back in the groove. At one point the waitress was hanging with them in between orders, and she tilted her head when Alyce told her that Jimmy and Junie played guitar and sang.

“No! Really?”

Junie grinned, she knew the waitress. Jimmy just sort of hung back. Alyce noticed that Jimmy was being introverted, and she said, “You want them to play for you?”

“Here? Now?”

“Uh…”

“We’ve been playing all day, and…”

“Oh, okay.”

And it would have ended there, but Alyce wasn’t about to let it. “Tomorrow.”

Jimmy and Junie looked at her. “Tomorrow they’ll rest up in the afternoon. You’ll be here?”

“Heck, yeah! I’ll be here.”

“What about the boss?” Jimmy blurted.

“Harold is cool. Heck, if you don’t bring us some business we’ll just ask for our money back, right?”

They all chuckled at that.

Later, when Jimmy went to the bathroom, Junie turned to Alyce and said, “You bring out something in Jimmy.”

“Nah.”

“No, I mean it. He’s shy, and you can figure out why, but when you push it gives him confidence.”

Alyce thought about that. She did seem to be able to manipulate Jimmy a little. Heck, she had gotten him to agree to play, and he had sure sounded determined not to.

“Well, maybe. But he’s the kind of guy that shines, anyway. Especially when you put a guitar in his hands.”

“Yeah, but you’re the spark plug. He brightens up whenever he so much as looks at you.”

Alyce was almost embarrassed at that high praise.

That night they started working on Jimmy’s outfit.

“He needs to wear a dress…”

“Yeah, but not matching. We look like twins and…”

“So what?”

“We need to keep our distinctive personalities.”

Alyce didn’t fully understand that, but she was smart enough to know when to stand her ground and when to give in.

“Okay, hats?”

Jimmy yes and Junie no. Alyce knew that Jimmy wanted to hide under something and that was okay, as long as he didn’t hide those hands of his.

“Jackets?” Neither wanted to wear jackets, but Alyce said to Jimmy, “Look, you’re going en femme. What are you going to do about tits…and a jacket might help hide your boobs, or lack thereof.”

Jimmy frowned. “We could use water balloons.”

“You have got to be kidding me!”

“Yeah, I know,” Jimmy admitted.

“Let me check the thrift shops,” Junie offered.

“No way a thrift shop is going to carry boobs.”

“They might.”

“No, but…I might know somebody.”

“How much are falsies?”

“Too expensive. Let me check with a girl I know.”

They moved to the next item.

“High heels?”

They both agreed to that. Jimmy liked wearing heels, it had been some time since he had worn any and he was looking forward to it.

After an hour they were pretty sure what they had and what they needed. They would have a dress rehearsal the next day and make sure everything fit. But for now, they were fine, and they went back to rehearsing.

One in the morning Alyce was beat and she headed for bed. Jimmy and Junie were fine. They were stoked. They were good for another couple of hours. But that’s the way it is with musicians. They get used to the late hours, can’t sleep after a performance, get high on what they’re doing, and they don’t call it a day until the sun is nearly up.

At three in the morning Alyce was sound asleep when the bed jostled slightly.

“That you?” She mumbled.

“Nope,”

She was asleep, but she couldn’t help it. She giggled.

Jimmy stretched out and lay looking up at the dark. He hadn’t wanted to do this, but now that it was happening he was glad.

After a minute he heard Alyce: “Fuck.”

“What?”

“Now I’m awake.”

“Good. Keep watch. I’m going to sleep.”

But…he wasn’t. A few minutes later he sighed.

Alyce whispered, “I know.”

They lay there for a few more minutes, then Alyce turned and moved up against Jimmy. She threw a leg over his and nuzzled her face against his shoulder.

He was electric. His cock was harder than it had been all night, and it was stretching the blankets towards the roof.

“I sure wish you were a girl.”

“I will be tomorrow.”

“Hunh,” and Alyce reached out and touched his penis. “Why haven’t you taken care of this?”

“When? We’ve been practicing all night.”

“Oh.” Then: “You want some help?”

She didn’t wait for an answer, just started stroking him. Her hand was soft and lazy and it took his breath away. His cock started to pulse. “Have you ever done it with a guy before?”

She stopped stroking. Just held him. “Twice. At least I tried it. First guy was an asshole. It hurt, didn’t feel good, and he squirted in me and went home. Asshole actually called me up a week later and asked if I wanted to do it again. As if I had had a good experience with him.”

“And the other one?”

“One of my gay friends. We tried. Lord, how we tried. But he had a hard time getting it up, and when he got in me it wouldn’t stay hard. We ended up laughing and getting drunk. How many girls you been with?”

“Not many.”

“Oh, ho! How many.”

His voice was a shy whisper. “One.”

“One, eh. And was she a hook—oh fuck.”

Jimmy didn’t say anything.

“I’m sorry. She was, wasn’t she?”

“I guess,” Jimmy’s voice was soft in the gloom.

“Well, so what,” she muttered. She began to stroke his cock again. And this time he could feel that she was getting into it. He knew that she was sorry for her ‘hooker’ remark and wanted to make up for it.

Jimmy didn’t say anything. Her hand was feeling mighty good, and he could feel his breathing quicken.

“I’m going to cum in your hand.”

“That’s what it’s for.” She kept moving her fist up and down, and she reached down with her other hand and grabbed his balls. He gasped, because she was a little rough.

“Sorry.”

“It’s okay,” he was starting to move his hips, to fuck her hand.

They were silent then, nothing but the sound of her hand fapping and his breathing getting heavier.

She reached up and pinched his nipple. “Come on, stud.”

“Unh!…Fuck!…Unh!”

His balls tightened up and semen shot through his shaft to fill her hand. It had been a while for him, and he kept shooting for a long time. Finally, he slackened off.

“Damn!” she said. “What are you? A horse?”

He chuckled, felt lassitude assail him, and relaxed.

Alyce got out of bed and padded into the bathroom. A moment of water running and she came back and hopped unto bed.

They lay there, silent, and now he wasn’t so wired. Now he was starting to drift, and he murmured, “Thanks.”

“No prob.”

“If you want me to get you off…” his voice drifted.

Alyce thought about it for a while. She hadn’t cum in a long time. It would be nice to have an orgasm. She turned to him and opened her mouth to say, “yeah,’ but…he snored.

They slept late, as musicians are wont to do, but by eleven they were moving around, fixing breakfast, stretching the yawns out, and blinking themselves into a semblance of awareness.

After breakfast, at noon, Junie picked up her guitar and started strumming.

Jimmy went into his room and came out…in a dress. With a little make up. Alyce was stunned by how his eyes sparkled.

Jimmy acted like nothing was out of the norm, but he sure felt good. He missed his female self, and to be allowed to be comfortable like this…he really needed this.

And they played. Hour after hour. Intense, not even aware of people coming into the apartment, listening for a while, and leaving. And they started singing.

The day before they had sort of mumbled, worked on their guitar playing, got in synch and just sort of felt each out. Today they were actually singing.

Jimmy’s voice was deeper than Junie’s, but his falsetto was higher. Between the two of them they had a magnificent four and a half octave range. And when they sang together it was a tangle of harmony that shivered the spine.

Some songs Junie could sing okay. If she kept her voice in a certain range nobody could tell she lacked resonance. Some songs she desperately needed help, and whenever she started to stretch Jimmy slid into his falsetto and the notes soared. And the odd thing was that Jimmy’s only weakness was a gap in his range that Junie filled perfectly.

Through the afternoon they honed songs, meshed their voices, and achieved that rare intimacy that singers must have.

Five o’clock Alyce showed up, and she had the goods.

They put their instruments aside and went through the stuff that Alyce had brought.

Junie already had most of what she would need, but Jimmy needed a few things. One of the things he needed was boobs.

“Come on, sweet cheeks,” teased Alyce, let’s go see how you look.”

They went into their room and Alyce laid out the clothes while he Naired himself. Twenty minutes later he was dry and standing in the bedroom. His cock was a chub, not hard and not soft, but some delicious and indefinable place in between.

Jimmy was excited, his heart was pounding, it had been so long. He picked up panties and slipped into them.

“Are you going to have trouble with that dick?”

“I shouldn’t. Not after last night. Thanks.”

“Any time.”

He wanted to say ‘How about now?’ But he held himself back.

He put on a bra and Alyce stuff the breast forms into his cups.

“Jeez, these are big!”

“Good. I like my bitches well endowed.” She pinched his ass and he jumped, and laughed.

Nylons to garters, slipped a summer dress on, and his cock was suddenly a problem.

“No prob,” said Alyce, bringing out a chiffon underskirt.

Jimmy looked in the mirror. Perfect. The dress stood out and no matter how hard his cock got nobody would be able to see it. Not unless they sat on his lap.

Then, make up.

Jimmy knew all about make up, but he let Alyce work on him. She really wanted to, and he loved the feel of her soft hands as she cleansed his pores, primed him and prepared him. As she worked he would occasionally brush his hair out. By the time she was done his hair was flip and ready for hairspray.

Finally, he stood up, she put on his lipstick, and they stepped back and looked at each other and grinned.

“You ready for this?”

“Never.”

They giggled and went into the other room.

When Jimmy stepped into the living room all sound stopped. Everybody knew he was transforming, but to actually see it, it was breathtaking. Junie hugged him and kissed his cheek, and smoothed away a bit of lipstick. Frankie whistled and slapped his knee with a gnarled, old hand. And others, people who lived in the building and had come by for the music, all offered their compliments.

The biggest surprise to Alyce, however, was herself. She was into girls, and Jimmy wasn’t a girl. But now he was. She felt something turning over inside her. She felt a shortness of breath every time she looked at him.

And she was even wet. Actually moist in the pussy. Her juices flowing. And it bothered her.

But to feel this way about somebody who was a man…it wasn’t right!

But, right or not, they had an appointment at the corner diner. So Jimmy and Junie..correction, Junie and Moonie…picked up their guitars and headed out. They were walking together, arms linked, sauntering like sisters.

And Alyce walked behind them, with Frankie, and while she laughed and joked with Frankie she couldn’t take her eyes off Jimmy’s…Moonie’s…round ass, her swaying walk, the way her calves popped on the high heels.

And she hurt.

It was a slow night at the diner, and the waitress, Patty, put them at a back table. There was plenty of room there, and if anybody didn’t want to listen they could sit on the other side of the restaurant.

As they tuned up their guitars Alyce sat at the end of the counter to watch. Junie and Moonie talked low, chuckled, and Moonie spent a long time playing with his strings because they were brand new. Not an ideal choice for a public offering, but that was the way it was.

Harold Hansen, the owner, came out from behind the counter and stood with an elbow on the counter. When the waitress saw him and came over Harold said, “I thought it was a brother sister act?”

“It is.”

Harold stared at Junie and Moonie for a long minute, then soughed, “Well, which one is the guy?”

The waitress squeezed his forearm and leaned up and whispered, “They aren’t telling.

Alyce started to snicker, suppressed herself, and it came out like a cough.

Harold had seen Alyce around, but didn’t know her, or that she was connected to Junie and Moonie. He narrowed his eyes. “You got a problem with that?”

Alyce blinked, then said, “No prob.”

Harold sniffed, and would have said more, but Patty said, “She’s with them.”

“Oh, okay. Sorry.”

“Again, no prob. Not at all.”

“Patty get her a Coke.”

`So Alyce sat next to the owner and drank a free Coke, and the music started.

This wasn’t the start and stop and endless discussion of rehearsal. This was the real thing. This was a professional duo that knew what they were doing.

Moonie laid down a carnivalesque beat and June trickled through a slow riff. It was an old Doors song, and they did it proud.

Let's swim to the moon, uh huh

Let's climb through the tide

Their voices meshed, climbed over each other, and it was a perfect way to grab the audience.

The audience consisted of one couple on the other side of the diner. One verse in and the couple picked up their plates and sauntered across to listen.

Junie and Moonie finished the song, and when they were done the girl whispered loudly, “They’re good.”

Then they played I Need a Man to Love, and they shouldn’t have. Halfway through Junie started mocking her own lines, and they cut it off.

Junie looked up and said, “We’re trying things out.”

Then one Junie’s favorites, The Sound of Silence, and that one was gold.

By the time they hit:

Because a vision softly creeping

Left its seeds while I was sleeping

Everybody was stunned. Junie used her reedy voice, and Moonie overlaid it with falsetto, and suddenly it was like the moon was singing in a tunnel.

Alyce caught her breath and thought her heart had stopped.

When they crooned the final ‘whispered in the sounds of silence’ the diner was quiet as a church, and four customers had come in and just stood and listened, forgetting about eating.

And so the night went. A few clinkers, which they wouldn’t play again, a few that needed work, and a few that stunned and overwhelmed and were complete magic.

Afterwards they put away their instruments and had a free dinner, and several people dropped by to say thanks. Harold presented them with a couple of ice cream sundaes and said they could come back any time.

Junie took it in stride, and Moonie was surprised.

“Why you act so surprised, Jimmy?” Alyce asked.

Jimmy said nothing, but Junie laughed. “We sang together, but even without a dress the bad boys in town lined up to give him a rough time. I remember the first time we played in church. In church, mind you, it was a gospel song, and later that week Jimmy came home with a black eye.”

Harold was listening and he observed, “Well, you don’t have to worry about that here. This neighborhood might be rough, but it ain’t unfair.”

Unfair. What a strange way to describe bigotry.

A short while later Jimmy and Junie and Alyce and Frankie headed for home. They walked down the street, and when they got close to home Frankie detected…Biff and Ace. The duo were coming up behind them. They were drunk, which put together with stupid, didn’t feel good.

“Junie and Moonie, we heard you play in the diner.”

Neither said anything, which was probably the wrong thing to do.

“You heard us?” Biff shoved Moonie and Ace slid in between Biff and Moonie and the others.

“Hey!”

“We don’t like fucking fairies,” and Biff punched Jimmy in the stomach.

Jimmy wasn’t prepared, but it wouldn’t have mattered if he was. Biff was half a foot taller and had muscles on his muscles.

Frankie yelled, “Hey!” Junie screamed, but it was Alyce that did something.

Biff pushed Jimmy and he lost his balance and fell down on all fours…and Alyce kicked Ace right in the crotch. One kick, with high heels, and Ace screeched and dropped like a rock.

Biff turned and yelled, “Hey!” But in turning he stepped on Jimmy’s hand.

Alyce kicked him in the groin.

Biff turning, her foot missed, but hurt the larger boy. He pulled his hand back to punch, and Alyce punched him in the throat. One quick half fist, and the fight was done.

“Oh, fuck,” said Jimmy, cradling his hand.

Alyce helped him up.

The skin wasn’t broken, but his hand was already starting to swell.

Everyone gathered around Jimmy and looked at his hand, everyone understood the magnitude of this tragedy. This was a guitar playing hand.

“Is it broken?”

Jimmy knew it wasn’t broken, it just hurt.

“We should get you to a hospital!”

But Jimmy, nor Junie nor Alyce, had the bucks for a hospital.

They quickly left the two punks groaning on the ground and headed for the apartment.

Upstairs Jimmy soaked his hand. Alyce carefully felt each bone, and while Jimmy winced, she was pretty sure he was right. Nothing broken.

But it hurt, and hurt bad. And he had to play the next night.

“What are you going to do?” asked Alyce.

“Wait and see,” Jimmy responded. It was obvious he was feeling very, very low.

Later that night Jimmy lay in bed, his hand slightly elevated, his mood totally ruined.

He whispered, “I shouldn’t have done it.”

“What?” asked Alyce?

“I shouldn’t be playing. I shouldn’t.”

Alyce didn’t hesitate. Just as she had not hesitated to kick Ace in the balls, she literally attacked Jimmy. She rolled up and sat on him. “I don’t ever want to hear you say that again. Ever.”

“If I didn’t play I wouldn’t be pushed around! I wouldn’t have assholes punching me for fun.”

“So you’re going to let bullies run your life? You’re going to shut up the most awesome talent I have ever heard just because some asshole got dropped on his head when he was a baby?”

They argued for a while, but Jimmy was on the losing end. Simply, Alyce wouldn’t let him win in an argument that degraded him.

Finally, Jimmy almost afraid to say anything further, Alyce lay down on him. Her breasts were heavy on his chest. She whispered something into his throat.

“What?”

“I said I wish you were a girl.”

“I was, tonight.”

“And you were beautiful.”

She slid off him, but kept ahold of him. She was aware that his cock was hard, but she just wanted to lay with him, to feel him, to cuddle.

And he said, “I’m glad you’re a girl.”

She laughed. “You don’t want a boy?”

“Nope.”

And they slept.

The next day dawned, and the most immediate concern was Jimmy’s hand.

The swelling had gone down. It was stiff, but he could move it with only a bit of pain. When he tried to play the guitar, however, it hurt.

“Let it rest.”

“We should cancel tonight.”

Junie looked stricken, but Alyce dug in her heels. “No fucking way. You get up and there and play, and I don’t care if you sound like shit. You don’t let the assholes win!”

So the day passed, and Jimmy watched TV, soaked his hand, every once in a while he held it up and flexed it.

A light lunch, which was really breakfast, and later a light dinner, and then it was time to go.

Junie and Alyce helped Jimmy get dressed and put his make up on. Jimmy was very silent, just lost in his own thoughts, and Junie took Alyce aside, “Is he going to be okay?”

“He is if I have to kick his ass,” Alyce spoken vehemently.

They entered the coffee house. It managed to be large enough for a crowd, but still retain a certain intimacy. The audience was packed into little tables and close enough to touch the performers. Some of the audience spoke right up, and Junie smiled and talked back. Jimmy…now Moonie…just kept fiddling with his guitar. Every once in a while he would look at his hand and mumble something. He looked a little off, but Alyce knew what he was doing. She was close enough to him to know the way he thought, and she read his lips.

Do it! Fucking do it! Over and over and over.

Alyce prayed that his hand had ears.

Enough warm up time the brother and sistere looked at each other, and they began to play.

Their strength was not in popular covers, but in doing minor hits, B sides, and letting their talent have sway.

After the first few songs they shifted into more bluesy numbers. They did Black Velvet, and people in the audience suddenly swiveled their heads and took notice. Then they pulled their seats around and were sucked in.

Then they tried Hallelujah. And it was too much. It was going bad. Moonie was having trouble with his hand, which took his attention off his voice, and that took away from Junie.

Alyce was sitting to the side, and she suddenly wanted to cry, to go hold Jimmy, and then, on top of everything, Jimmy flubbed. Totally flubbed. And stopped playing.

Junie stopped and half turned, and Alyce could see the anguish on her face.

Jimmy stared down at his hand.

Somebody in the audience coughed.

A chair scraped.

And Alyce felt it. She felt Jimmy just…change. It was like he had been pushed too far, and had decided to push back. His head rose, he held up his hand and stared at it and he said, “Do it. Now.”

He began to play. Not with Junie, just a scream of defiance, and it came out in a strange, baroque kind of shred. Then he slid down the scales, into the chords of Hallelujah, and he looked at his sister.

Alyce got it then. Junie had been the motivating force. She had been the one pushing, taking charge, but she had only been marking time for the real force.

Junie joined in, and instead of him following her, she followed him, and he began to take that guitar apart, to rip that song apart, and he threw it into the face of the audience like a bomb.

With an educated thumb he played a bass beat, and his fingers tapped the counter melody. Junie swooped in and they mingled, slapped at each other, and began to sing.

Your faith was strong but you needed proof

You saw her bathing on the roof

Junie challenged him. And he answered,

all I've ever learned from love

Is how to shoot somebody who outdrew you

Back and forth, fighting and making love at the same time. One then the other, and then they began crooning

Hallelujah

HallelujahHallelujahHallelujah

HallelujahHallelujah

Hallelujah

Him, then her, then him, then her, climbing over the backs of each other, trying to outdo each other in perfect harmony, and it was working.

Lord, was it working.

Hallelujah, it was working.

When they finished the audience was utterly silent. Shocked into silence. Beaten into silence, and in the best possible way.

A lone handclap started it. Then another, and another, until the room was all standing on their feet, cheering.

Junie beamed at Moonie. And Moonie…he gripped Junie’s hand, then he looked over at Alyce. Alyce’s face was awash with glistening tears.

They lay on bed and listened. There wasn’t much to hear, but they listened.

Far away horn honk.

A door closing.

A murmur of passing conversation.

“You did it,” said Alyce.

“Thank’s to you,” said Moonie. He was wearing his female clothes. They had just come in and laid down, too wired to sleep, and they would slip out of their clothes later, when they started to come down.

“You did it.”

“With a little help from my friends.” He turned to her and put his hand right square on her boob. It was sexual, and she gasped.

“Now I need something else.”

“You’re a guy. I’m not into guys.”

“Funny, I don’t look like a guy. And if it doesn’t walk like a guy, or talk like a guy, then it’s not a guy.”

Alyce’s eyes were wide open. Her mind was wide open and she was vulnerable. A lifetime of conditioning and behavior was at risk.

Jinny turned on his side and threw leg over her. “We’ll start, and when you can’t take any more we’ll stop.”

“I don’t think so.”

But as she had bullied him, now he was going to bully her. He moved closer. He reached for her face and turned it towards him. He kissed her softly, gently, on the lips.

She was having trouble breathing.

He backed away and waited. A minute later he kissed he again.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. “This isn’t right.”

He waited, his hand unmoving on her breast. He kissed her again.

And she kissed back.

Then she flipped over on him, pinned his wrists, leaned down on him.

“This is all wrong. This isn’t who I am.”

He waited.

She leaned down, paused, her breasts were touching his chest, and she kissed him. It was a good, hard kiss, lots of passion, and then she backed off. “Fuck,” she whispered. “I’ve never felt like this before.”

He waited.

She leaned down cradled his head with her forearms and chewed on his mouth. For a long, passionate minute their lips worked, then she straightened up, reached behind herself and grabbed his cock. “What are we supposed to do with this?”

“Whatever you want.”

They were breathing hard, watching each other.

She went up in a squat, positioned his penis at her pussy. “Fuck,” she said. “If this doesn’t work…” she left the threat unfinished.

“Take your time. This isn’t a race.”

She scowled at him, then wiggled her hips, and rubbed her pussy on the tip of his dick.

“Am I supposed to feel this hot?”

“Yep.”

A pause, then: “Fast bandage or slow?”

“I’ve always preferred fast, but you have to make up your own mind.”

She stared at him hungrily, then blurted, “Fuck it!” And she sank down his shaft.

He jerked, it felt so good being embedded in her.

She froze. She had had dildos before, but this was different. This was…human. It was a connection like plastic could never give.

He had his hands on her hips, not holding, just resting, and he waited. He wasn’t any kind of accomplished lover, but he knew that he had to let her control this thing.

“Okay, okay…” she bit her lip. “I’m gonna move.”

She leaned forward, then back. It seemed pretty simple, and it felt pretty good, so she tilted her hips one way, then the other.

Jimmy groaned.

She reached down and cupped his fake boob. “I wish these were real.”

“It’d be easier for me if they were real. If I’m going to be a woman on stage…” he didn’t finish, his meaning was implied.

Alyce worked her hips in a corkscrew, moaned, and said, “You can get tits, but I want you to keep this joy stick.”

“No prob. Would you like me to try being on top?”

“No. Not this time. Next time.”

She had figured it all out, and her hips were moving smoothly and rhythmically. He grunted with pleasure, and she giggled and waggled her chest, slapping him in the f ace with her big tits.

He snagged a nipple with his mouth and began sucking. She gasped, let go of one arm and held his head to her boob.

They began picking up speed, figuring it out, letting themselves move, doing what, in truth, was the most natural of acts.

The feeling began to build. Jimmy felt his trigger itching, and he tried to relax and let it happen. Alyce just knew if she could rub her pussy on his penis enough times she was going to orgasm

So, kissing, hugging, humping and bumping, they approached take off.

Jimmy started cumming, unable to hold himself back, then Alyce. Muttering grunts and dirty words, they climaxed, and fell deeply into each other.

Afterwards, exhausted, but in the best possible way, they lay in each other’s arms. Sleep was still slow in coming, but that was okay. They had each other.

END
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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

‘Feminized for his Sister!’

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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