

A Vampire Feminized Me!

She turned me into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2022

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


PART ONE

Of all the gin joints in all the towns in all the world, why did I walk into hers?

That is the question that haunts me.

Was it fate? Some unorthodox version of serendipity? Did God hate me?  Or was it some deep rooted desire in my soul that drove me through that door with the big brass handle, and into the dark gloom that was her kingdom?

I looked around, blinking and letting my eyes adjust to the lack of lighting.

I know why bars have bad lighting: it’s so you won’t see how ugly the girl you pick up is. And that means it’s a plot by all the ugly girls in the world.

Which is why I was so shocked by the woman sitting next to the piano.

She was lush, a pale, oval face with red lips, long dark hair that would put a raven’s wing to shame.

Her body was not just killer, it was serial killer. Every time I looked at that svelte waist, the deep and intense cleavage, the hips that were smooth and undulating, she stabbed me again. A short, straight thrust to the heart, the skipped beats, the rush of blood so intense I became dizzy.

“Bourbon and Coke,” I put my order in at the bar. The barkeep, a skinny, bald guy wearing last week’s apron, placed a glass down, poured bourbon and shot Coke into it in equal parts. There was no way the ice could hide.

I requested a tab, he nodded, and I sauntered over to the piano player, who I didn’t care about, and the woman, who was slaying my heart into little pieces and throwing them to the wind.

She was winsome in a desultory manner. She was like a wind blowing through a cavern on a desolate night. She ignored me when I sat down next to her.

“Polonaise. Chopin.”

The pianist groaned. “Please…stop.”

“And don’t make it happy.”

The pianist was a sober fellow with the longest fingers I had ever seen. They were so long I wondered if I could tie them in knots, but when he started to play, there were no knots. There was just ten digits in symphony.

The choice of music, however, was…lacking.

I don’t know which of Chopin’s polonaise’s it was, but it was a dirge, a tromp tromp that led the the guiollotine, the headman’s ax, and other ways of divesting yourself of your cranium.

I sat and listened for a minute, and sipped.

The pianist was sobbing, large tears just trickled down his cheeks, and the woman smiled, and at one point reached out and caught a tear with a pale but red tipped digit. She brought it to her lips, tasted the tear drop with a long tongue.

“Please,” sobbed the pianist.

She turned to me, “Want a taste?”

“I think not.”

She smirked. “He sees the mountain but he won’t climb.”

“Pain and suffering is not my preference.”

She gave a grunt of a laugh and turned to the pianist. “What do you think, Jimmy? Is he food? Or should I make him a feeder?

Jimmy’s shoulders shook as he filled the bar with exquisite sadness.

“Do you know ‘Billy Bailey?’” I asked.

Jimmy nodded, but his fingers kept twisting despair out of the ivories.

She turned to me, and now she fixated on me. “You come into my place of business and defy me? Do you know how lucky you are to have found me?” She turned to Jimmy. “He is a gutsy one, eh?” Then, back to me: “Perhaps I should wear his testicles for earrings. Yes?”

That was the moment I wanted to leave. That was the shiver that went down my spine and shook my coccyx.

I couldn’t, of course.

That which had lured me through the door, compelled me to a drink, sat me down in this very spot…wouldn’t let me.

She knew it, of course. She touched my cheek, and I felt the coolness of her touch…that caused a fever in my bones. And in my bone. Boner. Fuck! What was this woman doing?

“Aw! Poor boy. He wants to leave. Well, go ahead.” She was laughing at me, loving my conflicting desire to run away…and yet to stay.

She turned to the barkeep and waved. He simply nodded. A moment later I had a fresh drink in front of me. Bourbon and Coke. With good bourbon. I looked over at the bar in surprise, but the woman reached up and touched my face again. She guiding my cheek and aimed my face at her. “My friends drink the good stuff.”

“I’m not…I’m not…” I stopped talking.

She smiled yet again, this time a sad smile. “What is your name, sugar?”

“Norman Stallings.”

“Norman. I am busy right now. But you go sit in that booth there,” she nodded towards a far corner, and I will send someone to you. And, eventually, I will have time for you.

I wanted to say something, but when I opened my mouth nothing came out.

“Go, now.”

So I went.

I don’t remember walking so much as floating, my feet moving but not feeling them, and then I was at the booth.

The woman sat at the piano, and her ‘busy right now’ was squeezing pain out of the pianist.

He languished in Beethoven, and sank into Strauss. His chords were deviations of anguish, and his runs were striplings of sobs. And the bartender kept bringing me drink after drink.

A young woman sat down next to me. She was beautiful, but I had not noticed her; I didn’t know from which darkened area of the tavern she had seeped out from. But she slid in next to me, and I did notice how large her breasts were, and how sad her face.

Mozart was murdered on the piano, and I felt myself gulping for this ancient tragedy. “Why is she doing this?” i asked of no one.

The girl answered me: “She feeds on pain and suffering. I kow you can’t leave, so you must learnt o enjoy the pain and suffering.”

“Enjoy it?” I managed to turn my head and see my companion.

Red lips. Blue eyes. Eyes as if shadowed with black, but there was no eye shadow on her lids.

“Enjoy it and you can stay. Don’t…and you will be fed upon, devoured, and cast aside. Your life will then be an epic of suffering and pain that she will feed on like a spider, but from a web far flung. Believe me, you want to enjoy…that you may always stay in her presence.”

I turned back to the pianist. Rachmaninov, a wracking, hiccuping deviation that broke the keys of the piano and the cockles of your heart.

Oddly, patrons came and went. They would stay for an hour or two, drink and be melancholy, and then leave. They were not compelled to stay, and the woman at the piano ignored them.

And she ignored me…with her full attention.

I asked the woman next to me, “What is her name?”

“Midnight. Despair. Venereal disease. She goes by many names, and all of them are yours. Call her what you wish.”

The woman at the piano glanced over at us with a thin but happy smile.

The hours grew long, the customers dried up, the barman began turning over chairs onto table tops. The girl I was with left…and started vacuuming.

The pianist collapsed on the keys. A sudden crescendo of terror and sadness, and he just lay there.

The woman stood up and moved around the piano. She sat next to him and clutched him to her bosom.

The bartender locked the front doors. The woman next to me stood up and shivered, and I noticed that there were other people in the room. A dozen men and women, dressed in finery, melancholic in their mien, lazy but intent as they stood in various places. All standing, facing different directions. Waiting…waiting.

Jimmy, the pianist, was sobbing into the woman’s bosom. He held to her waist, and she smoothed his hair and murmured to him. Murmured softly, so no one could hear except him.

He nodded, and cried, and she held his head, and then, she lifted his face and kissed him. I soft, gentle kiss, a pat on the lips, but he acted as if she had sledge hammered him. He jerked back and wailed, and I had never heard such misery in a human voice.

She stood up and pushed him back. He fell, taking the piano bench with him, and as if that was a signal every one in the bar turned to the hapless pianist.

The woman turned and looked towards me, in the gloom her eyes were pitch black in her pale face.

She walked towards me, and as she left the pianist the men and woman in the bar moved towards the man.

“No!” He begged. “Please…not again.”

Then they were a group huddling over him, and it was as if I could hear screams in my mind. Drawn out wails of terror that were silent in the real world, but terrifying in the nether world. The world that I could now perceive in my mind.

Yet I ignored the pain of my fellow man and stared as the woman walked towards me.

She sat down in the place vacated by the…the lesser woman. She leaned back and placed an arm around my shoulders.

“Are you drunk?”

“On you,” I answered truthfully.

“Good. What shall I do with you?”

Then commenced a riot of mental images in my mind. Women selling themselves on the street. Men bending over. Being chained to a rack and a thousand razor cuts ran the length of my body. Being happy for it all.

She smiled. “Yes. you are lucky you found me. Else you would have lived a life denied, a life empty, a wasteland of a life in which you wandered from spurious existence to whimsical experience, and never satisfied. Never.”

“Who are you?”

“Don’t you mean ‘what am I?’”

I was silent, confused that my question could be misconstrued.

She frowned. Then she smiled. She reached up and grabbed the hair at the back of my head. She twisted my head, turned it and brought it to her mouth.

She kissed me, and it felt like my lips were being pulled off my face, scorched and burned, nothing left but the rot.

I came to and realized she had stopped kissing me, had pushed my head away.

She contemplated me. Again, she frowned. “You ask of me the most difficult, you ask of the thing that I can’t deny. Are you crueler than me?”

“I’m not mean at all.”

She laughed then, a hardy laugh, and she slapped me lightly and she blurted, “Liar!”

By the piano the pianist had stopped screaming silently in my mind and was moaning. The people had moved back slightly and were stroking him. I realized they were divesting him of clothes, but not by ripping them off, but by stroking them off. A button here, a zipper there, and his clothes were smoothed off him. His pants were halfway down his legs, and the men and women stroking him such sinuous manner were smiling…cruelly. And anticipating.

“Would you like to be like Jimmy?”

I looked at her. “When he found me he couldn’t play a note, but the secrets of his soul were plain to see, so I taught him.”

“You taught him to kill and maim Bach and Tchaikovsky?”

“I put them in his mind and let him do the rest.”

“But…”

She touched my mouth with one finger, shut me right up. “He despises himself even as he evolves. Would you be like him? Instead of…instead of…” she said nothing, just looked at me, and I wondered what terrible thing was lurking in my soul…what had she seen in me that…

“I could even make you like me. You could have a legion of slaves to feed you love and power. You could feed off the most powerful, screw the most beautiful. You are that cruel. In your heart of hearts, you are a filth unleashed. Would you like me to make you like me?”

I found myself shaking my head. I didn’t even know what she was talking about, but I knew…I knew I didn’t want to play the piano until I cried, or enslave a legion of pathetic parasites.

She frowned, and she leaned forward, she whispered onto my face: “You take from me, who is the taker, and yet…now it is me who is compelled. Please, choose another avenue to walk down. Another path upon which to tread your silent feet. Anything…but don’t make me do that!”

“I…don’t understand. I…love you.”

And she touched my face again, stroked my cheek, and she said, “Ah, you are so cruel, yet…I will do it. Take from me, you bastard, and the hell with you.”

She lowered her hand to my crotch, she touched my iron hard penis. She squeezed it, and I almost fainted from the pain…and the pleasure.

“Exquisite, is it not? But the anticipation of the Little Death is worse than the death itself. But you will find this out.”

She slid my zipper down and my cock burst out.

The men and the women by the piano had the pianist naked now, and they kissed his body. They held him and they loved him with their lips. his clothes were scattered and his flesh was razed. He groaned and writhed in their grasp, and their sharp teeth nipped him, drew little dots of blood, and they nibbled on him precious fluid,

I saw him as if in a dream, rising up and beseeching me with wide spread arms, those longer fingers extended. Help me! Give me my soul back! End this beautiful pain!

Then the woman’s head was in my lap, and her full, red lips abused my cock. Sucked it harder than was pleasurable, and therefore gave it more than pleasure. She squeezed my testicles so hard I thought they would wither and turn to dust, yet the dust rejoiced. She penetrated my anus, reached up under me, a feat of strength in itself, and stroked my prostate with a long, slender digit. And my asshole sang hosannas.

But…hosannas to….who?

I felt my sperm surging. I felt my cock pulsing in the ring of her lips. I felt the throb of sexual desire pushing my semen outward, up the shaft.

A nip of pain, but pain so beautiful I thought I would die and go to heaven.

The men and women surrounding the motionless piano player had stopped feeding off him. He moaned, writhed, then sat up. A thousand little nibbles of blood upon his pasty flesh, and he stared at me.

They all stared at me. Dark eyes, glittering, black eyes. Eager eyes.

I felt myself cumming. I felt my energy explode into a white nova, and I had the feeling, the mental image, that all were drinking of that essence.

Of all of that essence, and leaving nothing for me.

I was being emptied, drained, but not just of semen, and not even of blood. I was being…twisted. I was being corkscrewed through some wonderland of the woman’s soul. I was being turned upside down and inside out and all that was left…all that was…I began to scream. Not in the physical world, but in the netherworld. And the patrons of the bar bathed in my scorched essence like they were sunbathing.

Then the woman raised her head. She smiled, and she said, “You asked for it.”

I awoke the next morning, and I felt as if my bones were made of sully putty. I felt as if my whole body had been put through a grinder and nothing was left.

I tried to get up…and fell out of bed. Onto my face.

I lay there, wondering, remembering.

But past my orgasm, I didn’t remember anything. It was just blank. I didn’t remember anything more about the woman, or the men and women with her.

I didn’t remember what happened to the bartender! Had he died? Had he been devoured?

What had happened?

I groaned and managed to roll over. I lay on the floor, facing the ceiling. I could feel my heart beat, but it was so slow and uninspired.

In that moment I could have died. I could have just laid there, ignored the knocks on my door, the rings on my cell. I could have just laid there and ignored the need for sustenance. It would have taken a couple of weeks, but I could have just…waned away. Died.

But, in that moment of facing my own demise, I realized that I wanted to live. In spite of all pain, in spite even of the memory of the pain of the night before…I wanted to live.

They say that without tears to hollow the heart there is not room for joy. In that moment I realized that I had had all the joy I could stand, and I needed to hollow my heart.

I needed to live so I could feel the true value of suffering.

I needed to.

An hour passed. the clock ticking. Sounds from outside the apartment penetrating through to me. My heart very slowly speeding up. Listening to the pulse of blood through my veins.

I rolled over. I felt I was a building trying to roll. A very small building, but with all the requisite corners on my flesh.

An hour passed, and I put my hands under my body. Once upon a time I had been able to do a push up. Once. Now, however…I struggled, got to my elbows, wormed my knees up. On all fours, breathing harder.

I pushed up and grabbed the bed with my hands. I held on as the world tossed and turned and tried to throw me back down. Eventually the world stabilized enough that I could stand up.

Standing upright was the most difficult thing I had ever done in my life. It was brutal, soul sapping, and yet…I had to do it.

As I had been compelled into the bar last night. (Was it truly only last night? Or was it some nether year?)

I staggered across the bedroom, out into the living room, and that was as far as I could go. I collapsed on a couch.

I sat, and the light was coming in through the sides of the closed drapes. Yes, it was daytime.

An hour passed, and I struggled to my feet again. I wobbled into the kitchen. I braced myself on the counter and stood with my head down, my back slumped, like an ox that had been brained with a two by four.

Then I chuckled. The first sound I had made past a groan. I was alive. I could do this.

I turned, got ready, and shoved myself towards the refrigerator. I was going to live. I had to live.

An hour later, with a piece of toast in me, and a couple of glugs of orange juice, I made it to the bathroom, and there I learned why I was struggling so, what drove me.

I looked at myself in the mirror, and my eyes opened, and my blood started to pump.

I had little nips all over my body. Some of them had tiny bruises around them. Little cuts, on my arms and legs, on my torso, and…my penis.

My penis is eight inches. A pretty heathy eight inches, and it is about four inches flaccid.

Now it was flaccid, but…smaller. It had only one cut on it. I reached down and felt my penis, and felt the little scab of skin under the head. I turned my penis over. A little cut, a nibble, a bite…right on the sensitive skin under the head.

I grew faint.

The thousand bites on my white flesh. I could handle that. I would have nightmares, but I could handle it. But the one cut on my penis…that was too much. My knees began to give way and I grabbed the sink counter to hold myself up. That moment I felt like I wasn’t in my body.

I forced myself to buck up. I stood straight and examined my body again. Not just absorbing it, but studying it minutely.

I was pale. Pasty white. Like a polar bear. Which meant…they had drained blood from me. And not just a nip, like the woman had done, but a thousand nips, and a thousand drops.

Yet, I knew intuitively, I remembered something from the night before: You’re new, so we’ll only take blood from the surface.

And I shuddered at the thought of what it must be like when they drank deep, sank their fangs into the muscle, the blood. vessels, my very organs.

The cuts all had tiny scabs, and I doubted if I would have scars.

But…my penis. One cut. One suck, and…it was reduced. It was smaller. Three inches instead of four. And what would that do to it hard?

Oh, shit! Mathematically, if I lost one inch while limp, i would lose two inches while hard. My eight inch best friend might only be…six inches!

Staring at myself in the mirror, aghast, that was when the other shoe dropped.

I was staring at myself, my mind trying to come to grips, and I noticed that the top edge fo the shower behind me was…higher.

Higher? That didn’t…that wasn’t…

I stood up straight. Yes, the shower was higher.

I stumbled out of the bathroom, my mind scattered, flabbergasted.

I stood against the door jamb in the living room and held a book against my head and the jamb. I made a mark with a pencil. I found my tape measure and pulled the tape out.

I was six feet tall yesterday. 180 pounds.

Now I was five foot eight, and I jumped on the scale…140 pounds.

WTF?

I was no loner moving like a cripple with broken legs. I ran into the bedroom and took out a pair of pants. I pulled them on and stared at the extra length.

I pulled them off and stared at the closet mirror, my chest heaving, and then I noticed that my chest was…bigger? Not bigger? What the hell? I stepped closer and looked at my chest.

The area around my pectorals was swollen. In fact, they were like little mounds. Not big enough to bounce or jiggle, but definitely…bigger.

I pulled on a shirt. It was wider in the shoulders, but…I filled it.

I had boobs! Little girl boobs, it was true, but…boobs!

I touched the nipples which were swollen, and I felt an almost electrical shock run through me. I found myself stumbling back against the bed. I sat down and shuddered.

I was shorter. My dick was shorter. I had the beginnings of breasts. And…I looked at the mirror.

Was my hair longer?

I wear it long anyway, but…was it?

Maybe. Maybe it was longer.

I grabbed a hair brush and pulled it out. It reached down to my neck, it seemed longer, but…but i didn’t…and I started turning the hairbrush as i pulled it through my hair. My hair started to wave, and I stopped. My face was softer. My hair was long. It was like I was losing the hard masculine features, the angles and the planes, and gaining fat and softer bone lines.

For a moment I suffered a panic attack. Then, the residual male in me, I stood up and went to the closet. In the back on the top shelf was a box, and…and…I couldn’t reach it.

Almost crying, I went out to the kitchen, grabbed a chair and brought it back. I put it in the closet and climbed up on it. I grabbed the box and brought it down.

I walked out to the kitchen and put the box down on the table. i opened it. Inside the green velvet was nestled a Glock G26 subcompact.

I had never believed in guns, but then seeing the riots, having the BLM riots happen right near me, seeing the criminals try to kill that Rittenhouse kid, seeing an actual federal election stolen…I decided it was time to get a gun.

Not a big gun. Just a small one for quick self defense. The Glock had a 3 1/2 inch barrel and fired ten shots. 9MM ammo, cheap and abundant.

And now I was finally going to use it.

I didn’t know what those people had done to me…well, I did know…they had bitten me a thousand bites and drank my blood, and i was shrinking.

I didn’t want to shrink. I wanted to be six foot tall and 180 finely honed pounds. I liked my eight inch swinging dick! So I was going to go back there and get my body back. Get my dick back.

I didn’t know how. But…I was going to do it.

I spent the morning cleaning the Glock and dry firing it. I wanted it in working order when I confronted those bastards.

I wanted it in my hand when I talked to the woman.

The woman. slender and beautiful, her lips had touched me through to the soul, she had changed me. But…but I wanted me to be me. The original me.

For lunch I had a TV dinner. I was too nervous to cook.

I had pretty much recovered from my weakness, and I felt strong, and my blood was pumping.

And I thought about how I was going to do this.

I wanted to make sure there were no innocent bystanders. I didn’t want to wait until the bar closed, so I should go in just as it opened. But when did it open?

I asked Siri for the number of the bar. She gave me a kayak shop. I asked again, and she asked me if I needed an ambulance.

Fucking Siri.

I googled the bar and got the address, which I already knew, and the hours. Didn’t even have to call. They opened at 3 o’clock.

So I would go to the bar, wait till it opened, then go in and demand that they tell me where the woman was.

Yeah, she might be there, but likely not. Likely she came in later at night, and she might not even come in this night.

But that’s okay. I would go to the bar and let the barkeep see my gun. If I needed to I could take it out, point it.

He would be scared, but he would know where she lived. She had to have a tab, an address for Uber, or just somebody knew.

So I would go in and close the door. Lock it. I would got to the barkeep and point the gun.

And if he wasn’t there…maybe the piano player would be there. Of course, the piano player would know where the woman was.

But, one way or another, he would find out, and he would go to her home. but he might not even have to. Maybe she would be there.

Sitting in the kitchen chair, examining my Glock, i thought about what I would say.

‘What did you do to me? Why am I shrinking?’

But what if she denied it? Said she didn’t know anything about it?

But she had to.

I sighed, and looked at the clock.

2:30. Time to go.

I made sure the Glock was loaded, put the pistol in a side pocket, and headed out the door.

Lady, I’m coming for you.


PART TWO

I parked on the street and studied the bar. It was just a small square of brick and board with a neon sign outside.

The name was ‘The Grasshopper,’ but the first two letters had gone out, probably the resutl of stones thrown by laughing boys, and the result was ‘The asshopper.’

Well, I was about to hop its ass.

Three o’clock was a dull time of the day down here, or any time. There were railroad tracks running behind it, and the bar was probably originally built to accommodate railroad men. But the stop had been canceled, the warehouses had gone bust, and the result was a small neighborhood bar that limped along. Heck, one rent increase and it would probably go broke.

I waited. It was three o’clock on my cell, but ‘The asshopper’ didn’t seem to worry about opening on time. Not that there was a horde of hard drinking men pounding on the doors.

At three thirty the doors opened and the bartender came out with a small trash can. He deposited the contents of the small can in a larger can, then went back inside. He left the door open.

Okay.

I checked my gun a final time, locked the car, and crossed the street.

I walked into the bar and my senses were quite hyper. And my chest itched. Goddamn boob mounds on my chest. It was the nipples. I managed not to scratch myself, and walked up to the bar.

The barkeep was reading a newspaper. It was folded out on the bar and he was salting and eating a hard boiled egg. Next to the newspaper was a plate of bacon, and he would nibble on the bacon, wipe the grease off his hands to turn a page.

He looked up at me, “Hey,” he said.

I took a place about six feet down the bar from him.

He squinted, then remarked, “You were here last night.”

I prepared to pull out the gun and scream my demand, ‘Where’s the woman!’

He beat me to it. “She’ll be here about six. Unless it’s daylight savings.”

Daylight…what? what did that have anything to do with anything?”

“You got a gun or a knife or anything?”

Now I was blinking. He was nonchalantly asking if I was armed. What do you say to that?

“Well, if you do, please don’t shoot me. I don’t want to end up like them. You look different.”

I was so hyper, my mind going so fast, that I actually overshot his comments, missed the bit about ending up like them.

“Different? How?”

“I don’t know, shorter or something. You want an egg? Some bacon?”

“I…no.”

“Okay. You want to sit in a booth it’s okay. Or you can sit here. Doesn’t matter much. You can have a drink if you want.”

I stood there, not knowing what to do. I had been reduced from a Billy the Kid barge in blasting vision of myself to…to standing line. Waiting.

“You don’t know where she lives?” But I was really asking to fill in space.

“Sure.”
“Where.”
“I cant’ tell you. And, please, don’t shoot me for that.”

I stood there a moment longer. Then stepped over and sat on a barstool. 
“You got any funny papers?”

He shoved a stack of papers at me. “You’ll have to hunt for the Sundays.”

I started to hunt.

Time passed, and sometimes I read a Larsen, or a Calvin and Hobbes, and wondered, in a vague sort of a manner, what I was doing here.

I had a gun in my pocket and the intention to kill. I had lived through a thousand cuts, and was starting to look like a girl. But what was I doing?

I remembered the night previous. I remembered the piano player and his mournful music. I remembered that I had woken up feeling like an eighteen wheeler had run over me, then backed up and taken a dump.

But what was I doing here?

“What am I doing here?” I pondered aloud at one point.

The barkeep, whose name was Tony, looked at me. “I don’t know. Probably want to kill her. Not that that would do any good. But most guys want to kill her.”

“Guys? Any girls?”

“Sure, but girls is different. Guys, they want to kill her her for doing what she done to them. Girls…they just want to know how she done what she done.”

He pushed a bowl of hard boiled eggs at me and i took one, salted it, and munched.

“You could always leave, you know?”

“I…yeah.”

He sighed.

“I know. I had the same choices, and she made me into a feeder. I can still stand the sun, and…and it’s worth it being around her.”

“A feeder?”

“Sure. They bite me, but they take it easy. Only do it every other day, don’t drain me, give me a chance to recover.”

“What happens if they take too much?” We were talking about blood, and we both knew it, but neither of us said the word.

“Then you become like them, you don’t like the sun, and…” he shrugged.

I blurted, “Are they…is she a vampire?”

“I guess. Seems like I been tending this bar forever, and maybe I have. But I’m alive, and there’s a lot that aren’t.”

“So…did you try to shoot her?”

“Nah. I just fell in love.”

“Hunh. Now that’s a comparison. You fell in love and didn’t shoot her. I’m planning on shooting her, does that mean I’m not in love?”

He stopped reading the papers and looked up at the ceiling and reflected. “Well, that’s a good question. I mean…I guess we’re all in love with her. Even the ones that come and go, that aren’t ready for what she does, who don’t see her. I mean, they come and they spend money, and that keeps the place gong, but…I’ll have to think about that.”

And so we sat, talking companionably, and I never tumbled to the insanity of talking about vampires as if they were a real thing.

I had been fed from, I had been controlled, and my body was…doing things. But…a vampire? Nah. Even as we talked about it.

She arrived a few minutes after six. The sun was going down, and dimly I realized that if the sun had gone down later she would have arrived later.

She breezed in, looking like a million, low cut dress, slinky walk, long black hair curled around her neck like a nest.

“Hey, Tony,” she greeted the bartender. She tossed a smile at me, and I caught it. And I could feel the small grip of the Glock in my pocket.

Then others started showing up.

Men, women, the woman who had sat with me the night before, the piano player.

The piano player, Jimmy, saw me and walked right up to me. “You should leave,” he whispered.

The woman was talking to the newcomers, and they were nodding and looking appropriately desperate. She glanced at Jimmy when he spoke to me.

He noticed, lowered his head and headed for the piano.

None of them asked for a drink.

Of course, why drink alcohol when there is something so much the richer. Right?

So I sat at the bar and watched the woman in the mirror. I saw how she whispered in ears, patted butts, kissed an occasional pair of lips. Just a touch. that I yearned for.

Finally, she went to the piano and placed herself where she had been the night before. She looked over at the piano player, and he hurried over and sat at the piano.

“Autumn leaves, but make it sad.”

His long fingers began to play the keys, and , man, it was sad. Forlorn. A dirge in a bottle.

Tony sidled up to me. “She’s busy right now, she’s imprinting on him. You could leave if you wanted.”

I looked at him.

“You stay it’ll be too late.”

I didn’t say anything and he shrugged, then moved to gather up the newspapers and get the bar ready for the night.

Customers started arriving by 6:30, and I wondered if she had sent out some cosmic signals: don’t come until I’m ready for you.

And she was ready for me. She turned and crooked a finger.

Again, I had the feeling that I wasn’t walking so much as floating, and I floated up to the piano and sat next to her.

“Jimmy, Scott Joplin, and I want to cry.”

I had never heard Scott Joplin played like this. I had never heard those jingly chords transmuted into a death camp. I don’t know about the woman, but I sure wanted to cry.

She leaned against me then. Just leaned over, put her head against me, and used me like I was a chair back.

“Put your arm around me,” she whispered.

We sat there, entwined, and Scott Joplin spanked us mournfully. And she said, “Want to shoot me?”

“Yes,” I answered.

“Good,” she said. She turned her head and looked up at me. “You can’t hate somebody unless you love them first. How’s your dick?”

“It’s shrinking.”

She nodded. “Tomorrow it will be gone. The day after it will be a memory. Tonight you can drink, the day after you won’t be able to. Ever again.”

Tony placed. drink next to me. Bourbon and Coke. The good bourbon.

“Go on. Drink. Let yourself go. I love those last throes of death. Death is so much sweeter when it is alive.

I drank, and the bourbon and Coke was transmuted into something so heavenly I swooned.

She laughed, and caught me before I could fall. “Isn’t it wonderful?”

I nodded, and sipped more.

“Jimmy, Miles Davis, but make him sound like a mass murderer.”

I blinked.

“You’re in a jazz mood tonight.”

“I always am when I get a new convert.”

“Is that what I am? A new convert?”

“Precisely,” she chuckled.

And so the night went, and I spent it at her side. Amazingly, I had enough spirit left to ask questions, and to wonder at my fate. And she enjoyed the way my frightened but entranced mind worked.

“Who are you?”

“Death on the wind, but it’s a lively absconding of the spirit.”

“Where are you from?”

“The womb of the tombs.”

“What are you doing to me?”

“Where you have always wanted in your heart of hearts…your hurt of hurts.”

And Jimmy played Coltrane, and shifted into Gershwin. Then he played something I had never heard, but which caused a physical pain my my slowly beating heart.

Two o’clock, and the doors were closed, the bolts thrown.

She stood up, took my hand, and led me through the massed pack of bodies as they fed on Jimmy. Crying Jimmy, and I suddenly understood where the pain in his music came from.

We went down the back hall, past the bathrooms where scuttling sounds and minor shrieks could be heard. Out the back door, and it was locked behind us.

A car slid out of the night, a limo, and it was as if it was condensed from the very pitch of no light, and a door opened. Nobody opened it, it just opened.

I looked at the driver’s window. Opaque. Tinted so black no one could see in or out. I wondered if he drove by television cameras.

She got into the back seat, and I saw her ass raised up as she crossed to the other side. She sat and faced me, standing outside the open door.

She smiled, parted those red lips to reveal here shiny, white teeth. She patted the seat with one hand and said, “Well?”

I climbed in and sat next to her.

The door shut. No one shut it, it just shut.

We were in a gloom. There was light, but no source. It was an ambience that glowed, a shadow that ensconced.

She put her arm around me and pulled me to her, made me lie up against her.

I lay there, feeling the cool of her. No warmth from that fine skin, just coolness, and a slow pulse that I had trouble finding.

The car moved, and I lay against her, and couldn't see the outer world. For all I knew we could be traveling through outer space. Or inside the veins of a dying animal.

“Where are we going?”

“To your death.”

I said nothing. I didn’t care, as long as I could be with her.

She reached into my pocket and took out the Glock. She held it up in the gloom by thumb and index finger, and she giggled. “It’s so cute. Would you like to shoot me?”

“Absolutely,” I turned and buried my head in her boobs.

I don’t know what she did with the gun, but the hand she had held it with was suddenly holding my head. “It’s okay, my sweet. It’s okay.”

The car stopped, and the door opened. Nobody opened it, it just opened. We got out, and it closed.

We were standing on a driveway, and the drive was surrounded by sentinel bushes. there might not have been a world on the other side of those bushes.

On the other side of the car was mansion. Colonnaded. So tall that’s upper stories were hidden in the night. So wide that the far corners were hidden by shrub and bush.

There were windows, but only a translucent light shone from within. They were like the pale, opaque eyes of the blind.

The car left, drove away, disappeared into some tunnel, and without benefit of headlights nor tail lights.

She took my hand and led me up the shallow steps. As we reached the last step she let go of my hand, deposited her own hand behind my belt, into my pants, and gripped my manhood.

I was smaller. I would need a smaller hand than I had to masturbate.

I was shorter, just coming up to her own height.

And my chest was larger. Inside my shirt I felt confined, and i wanted freedom. I wanted my boobs to swing free.

Through the front door, and I felt the wind of wings, dark wings, no bigger than a bat’s, brush my face.

My penis was hard in her grip, but I felt like I was in danger of shrinking even more, of sliding out of her grasp altogether.

We crossed a large front room, and there were shapes in the gloom, and not all the shapes were motionless, as of furniture.

“Who are they?”

“People from ancient races.”

“How long have you beed doing this?”

“As long as God wishes.”

“As God wishes?”

“Certainly. If he didn’t want me doing this he would have stopped me long ago.”

I was silent, yet questioning, and she laughed, a soft, sibilant sound in the slightering silence. “Don’t you understand? Without me  to provide the suffering God would have nothing to sell. No cure to provide. No, I am the other side of God, the side he wishes never to admit. Fickle God.”

We climbed stairs, and the steps seemed to illumine as we mounted them, shallow planks that led upward, and the sounds of our passing, though she was in heels, was muted.

We reached a landing, turned into a long hallway. The light was if from guttering torches, but there were no torches on those walls. There were pictures, however, a line of lords and ladies, rich in emerald and gown. Piercing eyes and knowing glances.

Welcoming looks, as if to walk down this long hallway needed a welcome to staunch up the shriveling heart.

We turned into a bedroom, large, ornate, with dressers carved of exotic wood, and a poster bed with manacles on the posters.

The rug was thick and rich, and we traversed it, and she slid off her shoes in transit and luxuriated in the soft caresses of the carpet for her white skin.

I followed along, trying to see, trying to understand.

The bed was prepared, the sheets pulled back, and they were cool and blood red in color. They felt like satin, but they could have been the inside of the skin of a skinned wolf.

“Climb aboard,” she said, standing back and motioning to the bed.

I climbed, and turned and sat on my butt, my hands supporting my back.

And she mounted the bed, her feet stepping through the air as if mounting invisible steps.

She looked down on me, a smile, and began to disrobe.

She undid the large buttons and took off her outer jacket. She tossed it aside and stood revealed in her asshopper garb. A tight dress, cleavage, nylons.

“Help me,” she said, offering a hand.

I stood and she turned. I undid the buttons on the back of her dress. She wiggled her arms, and the dress came off. It fell to the bed, and she kicked it to the floor in one quick motion.

She was in bra and panties and nylons. Three items that stood between me and heaven. And she had eight nipples.

Four nipples to a side.

The top nipples were hidden in the bra, and the lower three to a side were on barely raised skin, and the skin had been corseted inside her dress, the nipples not showing.

“I can feed eight at a time,” she boasted.

I was stunned, but not frightened. She would not allow me to be frightened, only fascinated.

She took off her bra, and those amazing mammaries were revealed.

“Suckle me,” she commanded.

I bent my head and took a nipple in mouth. My hands were on her body and I could feel the lower nipples. It just made me hungrier.

She reached down and took my cock in hand again. She held it, and it felt so tiny.

“This…” she said, shaking it. “This…”

She squeezed hard, and it hurt. I opened my mouth, lost her nipple, and would have fallen, but she held my up by the cock.

She let go, smiled, and kissed me.

Hers was a voracious mouth, a sucker of grand proportion, though it only be a mouth. She sucked on my lips, sucked till it hurt, and they felt large and puffy.

She pushed me away and I fell back on the bed. She stood over me, hands on her hips, and said, “Did you want to fuck me?”

I nodded.

“Fool,” she said, cruelly. “I am not for the likes of you. Your penis is small. Even if you were not changing, it would be small. I require a large penis for my large pleasure.”

“But…why did you bring me here?” I was begging. I wanted to make love, and I didn’t understand.

She fell to her knees, a knee on each side of my legs. My penis, now just two inches long, was way too small small.

She bent her head to my breasts. She sucked one, then the other, and she palpated with her hands, as if sculpturing the shape of my boobs.

She sucked, and it was as if she was pulling them bigger. Making them large. It was like she was blowing balloons, except she was sucking, and my breasts weren’t just balloons. They were heavy meat.

One, then the other, back and forth, making them larger and larger.

I was gasping, pushing on her head, but there was no way to loose the grip of those hungry lips.

Then she lowered herself further down my frame. She look my penis in mouth, and now it was so small it fit whole into her mouth.

Her eyes were closed, and she sucked, and the pain began. A wonderful, soul embracing pain. A pain that made me question existence. For a long time she sucked, and then she pushed my balls. She didn’t squeeze them, she pushed them, pushed them directly into my pubic area.

I felt a ‘popping’ sensation, first from one, then the other, and I knew, intuitively, that my balls had been pushed up, into my body, and I would learn later that they had been transformed into ovaries.

And now her sucking tongue was exploring the cavity that had once been the slit on the head of my penis. She gobbled and explored, and it felt like her tongue was getting larger and larger, making the slit larger and larger, and the pain of this was greater than anything I had experienced.

“Ow!” I muttered, then, “OW!”

She rose up and grinned, and this grin was wide and toothy. this was not a human woman’s grin.

“One last thing,” she said, and her body began to change. The hips grew heavy, and hair sprouted. Her tits shrunk, and the chest swelled and became hard. Her face morphed into a more masculine thing.

“This is the fun part,” she laughed, and her pussy began to come together, to form into a bulge, and the bulge took the shape of cock and balls. A big cock, and big balls.

“What are you…what are you…?” I gasped.

“What am I?” Her face was hard, the nose was large, the teeth were big and square, except for the incisors. The incisors were long and sharp. “I am horny!”

She dropped onto me, pushed the breath out of me. I gasped, and she spread my arms out and dug a hair knee between my legs.

“One last thing, my dear,” then her hair tongue came out of he mouth and began licking my cheek.

She pushed into me, and I felt that massive penis force its way into me. I couldn’t breath, I couldn’t move under her weight, and that penis kept going deeper, opened me up ever further.

It felt like her penis was a fire hose, and her balls were soccer balls. She smelled of burnt meat, and she started going back and forth, ramming into me, pulling out, and jamming in.

I would have screamed, but I couldn’t. The size of her, the weight of her, the way she bit my tits, sucked on my nipples, there was nothing I could do but sit there and take it.

I felt myself being fucked into eternity. I felt myself as if pulled into some cosmic whirlpool. And I felt the pain grow until I couldn’t stand it, and then the pain became…different. The pain transformed into a pleasure, and the pleasure of that pain enraptured, transported, and made me want even more. And I began to orgasm. My mind turned white hot, my chest thundered, and waves of rapture rippled through me, elevated me, and I finally collapsed. Overloaded with the pain that was pleasure.

The last thing I remember was cuddling with her, and her hands hefting my tits, and her large fingers deftly touching my new pleasure cave, swirling in it, making me larger, giving me even more of that painful pleasure.

And I slept.

I awoke, and I felt bad. Real bad. I felt like an elephant had stepped on my ears and shat in my mouth.

Every inch of my body was in pain. Every organ felt like it had been put in a washer and then run through an old time wringer.

I could move, however, and I reached up to my face. It was different. Softer. I touched it and pressed, and…it was different.

I felt my hair. Long and luxurious, wavy and beautiful.

I touched my chest, afraid and yet…desirous.

I had tits. Bit tits. My hands couldn’t encompass them. Of course my hands were smaller, but, still…

I ran my hands down the sides of my body, and marveled at how thin the waist, how taut the skin. And cool I was.

I was no longer a creature built of burning flesh, but rather constructed of calm veins and muscles that were strong, but didn’t care.

Then I felt my groin.

My penis was gone. The balls were gone.

My penis…it might as well have been sucked off.

The balls, I knew, were pressed up inside me, doing the girlish duty for which they had been transformed.

A part of me was stunned, blown apart.

A part of me was…satisfied.

I got up, motion certainly wasn’t as painful as the other day, and went into the bathroom and inspected myself.

Two tits, no more, thank God.

And my figure was hourglass. 36 by 24 by 36. Classic. Except the cups were larger, maybe Fs. Just what I wanted.

I went into the kitchen and ate. Not much. Just a small can of peaches and a waffle. And orange juice.

I would have to be careful with this body. I wanted to keep it in good shape.

If you bought a brand new car you would want to keep it sharp and shiny. You would want it tuned up and clad with good tires.

So it is the same with bodies.

Get a new body and you want to make sure it is trim, lithe, capable of running and jumping and…screwing.

I had a problem. I didn’t know what to wear.

I searched through my pants, all too large, and found a pair of shorts.

I found an old sweatshirt and cut off the bottom, left a bit of waist exposed.

And, sandals. I cut the heels off and had to satisfy  myself with their overly large size.

I had another problem. Money.

I had a few bucks in change, and credit cards. I could probably use the credit cards to get cash out of the bank, but I was going to have to have new identification. And a way to get money.

Well, no problem was too big.

I walked out of the house, and realized that I had left my car at the bar. How had I gotten home? I don’t know. It didn’t matter.

I went to the mall and blundered my way through clothes. I sort of knew what I wanted, but the reality of clothing this new body was a bit much.

And make up. I was going to have to learn that. Maybe off the internet.

I stopped at a couple of banks and made sure that I had enough cash, then I called an Uber and went to the bar.

My car was there, and I checked it. It was okay, nobody had broken in or taken anything. Then, the time being late, I sauntered over to the bar.

Tony was at the bar, and when I walked in he whistled. “Oh, baby, what she did to you.”

I smiled. “I’ve got a lot to learn.”

“We all do, but she’ll be in at six.”

So I sat on the barstool and ate a salted, hard boiled egg and chatted with Tony.

Interestingly, though he appreciated my new form, he had no sexual desire for me.

Of course, he was a feeder. That was where he got his jollies, letting the vampires feed every other day.

But the fellows who wandered in during the afternoon, they were interested in me. Severely.

I fucked my first John at five o’clock, and it was good. He had a good penis and actually wanted to please me.

And, I was to be blessed, for I possessed an ambience—a gift from the woman, I believe—that pulled in nice guys, and pushed away bad guys.

And so my money problems were cured.

And the identification was taken care of with a couple of calls to lawyers.

And so I was set.

And that night, that first night, when the woman entered, glanced at me and grinned, I gave her a thumbs up.

This was what I had wanted, in my heart of hearts, my hurt of hurts, for as long as I had lived, and probably longer.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Hey guys and gals.

I hope you enjoyed this little tale a man and a vampire.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

Thank you

Grace
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.


There are MORE full length novels at:

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!

[image: ]

Save money

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 Electric Groin!
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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
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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!
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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
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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
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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!
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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.
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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!
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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!
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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!
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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!
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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!
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Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press
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If you liked

‘A Vampire Feminized Me!’

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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