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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    My arms lowered and I nearly lost the letter I was grasping. I started to cry. 
 
    “Ryan?” Liz asked, “What’s wrong?” 
 
    I crumpled the letter in my hand and handed it to her. 
 
    She took it and uncrumpled it, smoothed it out and read. 
 
    I worked on controlling the tears. By the time she finished the letter I was only sniffling. 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey. I know she was your favorite aunt.” 
 
    I took the letter back. “She took over for Mom when Mom couldn’t take care of me. She was my second mother.” 
 
    “It’s too bad.” 
 
    Liz moved to me then, hugged me, and I held on, sniffled a bit more, then put her at arm’s length. “I’m going to have to go for the reading of the will.” 
 
    “I know. I’ll go with you. We can drive up tomorrow.” 
 
    “Wow, this is happening fast.” 
 
    “I know. How long since you’ve seen your aunt?” 
 
    “Maybe five years. Now I feel guilty I didn’t see her more often.” 
 
    “Well, no guilt. You love her, and she must have known it.” 
 
    I nodded, put the letter aside. “Shall we start packing? I don’t feel like sleeping.” 
 
    “Sure. We can get an early start.” 
 
    Packing didn’t take long. Heck, I could have put all my earthly belongings in three suit cases, and thrown away two and not missed them. 
 
    The fact of the matter was that I had a crappy job, in a crappy town. I read a lot, and that off Kindle. So a bit of clothes in a carry on and I was good to go. 
 
    Liz was another matter. She filled our apartment with good looking clothes, and well she should. Liz had a great job as a model, made much more money than I did, and needed a cargo container to pack all her dresses and lingerie. 
 
    So I poured us a couple of drinks, watched her pack three suitcases, big suitcases, there wouldn’t be much room in the SUV for anything else, and we whiled away the time. 
 
    “What did your aunt do?” 
 
    “Apparently she was quite famous for a couple of years, then there was scandal, and she retired to her house. That was where I grew up.” 
 
    “What kind of a house is it?” 
 
    “It’s actually a mansion. Way out in the country. Sort of spooky if you’re not used to such things.” 
 
    “Ooh, ghosts and things. Sounds cool.” 
 
    Liz was holding up dresses and looking at them. 
 
    I eyed her lithe form. As a model she was slender, boyish, except for the big boobs she sported.  
 
    “You know,” I said, “I’m really sad.” 
 
    “I know, I’m sorry—“ she stopped and looked at me. Suspicion was in her eyes. “What?” 
 
    “Well, it’s an old family tradition, the way to make somebody happy when they are sad.” 
 
    “Oh, no, here it comes.” 
 
    “No, no trick, it’s just that when our family is in mourning they don’t wear clothes.” 
 
    “That’s the tradition, eh?” 
 
    “For generations. When my grandmother died grandad took off his clothes and ran naked in the streets.” 
 
    Liz laughed. “Yeah, right. You make it sound like he was celebrating.” 
 
    “Oh, no. It’s more like a wake. That is, we’re supposed to drink a lot and have a sort of a party to remember the deceased.” 
 
    Liz nodded, a wry look on her face. “So I’m supposed to take off my clothes and your aunt will feel better.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Well, not her so much as me.” 
 
    “You know what you’re full of, don’t you?” 
 
    “Well, I had a hamburger for dinner, but…no, I’m not kidding. If you’re going to properly respect those who have passed on…” I took off my shirt and tossed it aside. 
 
    Liz the dresses down, and unbuttoned her blouse. “You mean I can’t wear a shirt.” 
 
    “Nope,” I said, taking off my pants. My ding dong was hard and it pushed my panties out. 
 
    That’s right, panties, and there is a good reason for them. Once, way back when I was single and just getting to know Liz, I had been talking to a girl, and she had gotten mad. She had first accused me of cheating, then she had told me I had to wear panties. 
 
    “No woman will sleep with you when you take down your pants and they see you’re a sissy,” she had explained. 
 
    I thought it was a hoot, and at that time I saw it as a chance to take off my clothes in front of her, and maybe to get her to take off her clothes, and…so I did it. And as our relationship had progressed she made me wear panties all the time. 
 
    She bought me stretchy, kinky, high rise, low cut, thongs. And, man, they felt cool. That little string running up against your butt, your package falling out all the time…I was hard all the time, and Liz was pretty good about taking care of said package, and so…I wear panties. 
 
    Liz took off her shorts. Man, that woman had legs. My dick throbbed a little harder, and suddenly there was a wet spot on the front of my panties. 
 
    “Uh oh.” 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “You’re getting too excited.” She was looking down at my panties. “We don’t want your little peeny getting too excited. It might hurt itself.” 
 
    And, second confession, I didn’t have a large cock. In fact, it was only four inches. I was good with my mouth, however, so Liz didn’t seem to mind.  
 
    Of course, it always bothered me, but there’s not much you can do when God gives you the short end of the stick. Literally. 
 
    “I think I’ll survive the excitement,” I growled, taking off my panties. 
 
    “But I might not. I mean, that giant thing…” 
 
    When Liz had first seen that I wasn’t well endowed she had admitted, later, that she almost left me. But, here’s her dirty secret, she likes little penises. 
 
    Go figure. A world class beauty, and she would prefer my teeny weenie? 
 
    “Liar,” I said. “Tell me what you really think.” 
 
    And here it was. A giggle escaped her and she said, “That thing is so tiny…” 
 
    I turned a little red, I couldn’t help it, but…it also turned me on.  
 
    Humiliation as an aphrodisiac. I wish it weren’t so, but there was nothing I could do about my peeny, so I might just as well let her have her jollies—and she did like her jollies—because it made me hard as a rock made of steel. 
 
    “That thing is so small I’ll need a microscope to see it.” 
 
    “Come on, give it to me. I can take it.” Red-faced, getting off on being embarrassed, my little cock throbbed. I pulled my panties off. 
 
    Liz laughed. A real laugh, and pointed at it. “Flea penis. That’s smaller than a flea penis!” 
 
    “Ouch.” 
 
    But she took off her panties. And she was grinning. “Promise not to hurt me? Little man?” 
 
    “I’ll try to, but…” I shrugged. 
 
    She crossed the room and knelt in front of me. She was breathing hard. She took my package in hand and lifted it up. “God, that is so fascinating. You’ve got big balls, but that penis is so small.” Then she mouthed it, and took the whole, hard four inches in. 
 
    I groaned, because, small or not, it felt good. 
 
    In fact, not to go scientific on you, scientists say that with a smaller sex organ there is more sensation. I guess all the nerves are just packed into a smaller space and are more sensitive or something. 
 
    Liz squeezed my balls and my knees shook. 
 
    “You’re easy, you know?” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    She sucked, and I could feel her tongue swirling around my cock. I shivered and she braced my thigh with one hand. 
 
    God, she was beautiful. She was brunette with magnetic green eyes, and she always kept herself in prime condition. 
 
    She stood up and said, “Do you think you can fuck me with that little thing?” 
 
    I gulped. “I’ll try.” 
 
    She held my cock and pulled me towards the bedroom. We have a one bedroom apartment, so it wasn’t a long walk. 
 
    We entered the bedroom and she shoved her suitcases onto the floor and laid down. She was still wearing a bra, and I marveled at how her mountains peeked over the lips of the bra. It was a half bra and her nipples were watching me, and they were red and distended. 
 
    “Hurt me, baby,” she lay back and spread her legs. 
 
    I tried, oh, baby, how I tried. First, I mouthed her pussy, and, as I said, I’m pretty good at the oral. It wasn’t long before I had her squirming and pulling on my hair, trying to get me up to insert into her. 
 
    I resisted, wanting to get her to fever pitch before I subjected her to Mr. Tiny. Finally, however, I moved up. I stopped at her breasts and gave proper worship, licking and sucking those large nipples until she was grinding her hips madly. And I used my fingers while I sucked, so she was properly primed and ready. 
 
    Then I slithered up her tight frame, felt her big boobs brushing against my chest, and I was ready to fuck her. 
 
    I pushed my penis into her, and she held my face with two hands and said, “Is that all you’ve got?” 
 
    The humiliation almost drove me over the edge right then. The mortification of having such a tiny peeny was almost too much. 
 
    She saw it and growled, “Don’t you dare cum. Don’t you dare!” 
 
    I managed not to, but it was a struggle. She began to move her hips, thrusting her hole up to me as if she wanted more, which I always imagined she did. She groaned, and I felt her tight hole going around, and my penis swirled inside it. 
 
    The benefit of a small prick: the hole is always tight. Simply, you never stretch it out. So every fuck is like a virgin fuck. 
 
    And she, I think the secret is that wanting more makes her hornier. Wanting something she can’t have. 
 
    She put her arms around my head and gobbled my mouth, licking the taste of her own pussy off my lips. 
 
    I pushed down, hard, and wouldn’t let up. I didn’t want to give my prick a chance to fall out. A tight pussy is liable to spit out the little sperm fishes. 
 
    For a long time we ground our hips together, it always took a long time—small dick, you know—but when Liz popped, baby, she popped. 
 
    The first clue was her eyes would suddenly open wide, like she was surprised. She would stare at me, and the glaze would try to take over her eyes. 
 
    But she fought the glaze, she tried to keep looking at me. 
 
    Then the hips jerked. Once, violently, like it was a final attempt to grab onto my cock. 
 
    Then she would say something, she’d mutter, through clenched teeth, something like, ‘Oh, fuck!’ Or just, ‘Oh!’ 
 
    Then she’d grab for me, get her arms around me, and squeeze. She’d hold tight and the ride would begin. Her hips would just go wild, bouncing up and down, and sometimes she would bounce me right out of her. But she would keep moving those hips, jerking, spasming, like a live wire in a puddle And she would make mewling sounds, like a cat whose tail was being pulled off. Then she’d just collapse. It would start with that sequence, go through the jerks and twitches, then…over. Done. Disappeared. Except for the heat surging through her loins, a remembrance of the white ocean that washed her entire. 
 
    And that’s what she did. 
 
    And I held on, and tried to stay in her, and tried to ride it out. 
 
    Then, shame of shames, I would go to the bathroom and finish myself off. 
 
    That’s right, with all that, the beautiful woman and the violent fuck, I couldn’t get off in her pussy. 
 
    Still, when I was done, when I came out of the bathroom she would be happy. “Did you get off all right.” 
 
    “Yep,” slight embarrassment. And I would climb into bed and she would cuddle and we would hold each other. 
 
    Yeah.. I know it’s not the normal way sex is done, but I was lucky. Tiny peeny and all, I was lucky. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Jordan, good to meet you.” 
 
    I shook the hand of the barrister, and Liz shook his hand, and we were escorted into his office. The other relatives were already there. 
 
    Uncle Tommy. A thin, mean-faced fart if ever there was one. My cousins, Beau and Shelley. Twins, and twins in small thinking and mean thoughts. And, of course, Great Aunt Virginia. Her face was like a prune and she looked like she needed prunes. I mean, her face was so squinched I doubted if she’d ever taken a crap. And if she had the toilet had probably run away. 
 
    Nobody bothered to say hi, they just stared and glared, and I held onto Liz’s hand and guided her to a seat. Later, Liz would tell me that being in front of my relatives was like being in front of a firing squad armed with poisonous snakes. 
 
    A very apt description. 
 
    The lawyer, James Turnwell, Esq., sat down behind his desk. 
 
    “Welcome to you all. I’m sorry for your loss and—“ 
 
    “Just read the stupid will,” Great Aunt Virginia snapped. 
 
    The lawyer blinked. But, heck, he should have expected such attitude from this conglomeration of piss ants. 
 
    He cleared his throat, took the will out of a large envelope and began to read. 
 
    “I, Charlene James, being of sound mind and…” 
 
    To cut to the chase, each of the assembled malcontents received five thousand dollars. Four people, twenty thousand dollars. I received eighty-three million and change, on the condition that I live in Aunt Charlene’s mansion on a permanent basis for one year. 
 
    The room, upon this announcement, burst into angry imprecations. The twins spat at me, both of them, at the same time, then ran from the room. 
 
    Great Aunt Virginia used her cane to leverage herself to her feet, sniffed, said she would contest the will, and left. Uncle Tommy followed her, and if he had had a gun he would have used it. 
 
    Then I was alone with Liz and the lawyer. 
 
    “Well,” said the barrister, “That was interesting.” 
 
    “Heck,” I said. “That was unpleasant. Can Aunt Virginia sue me?” 
 
    “Yep. But she can’t break the will. I put it together myself, and I’ve studied law in the big city, and…when her lawyers see that will they’ll just charge her money and file court documents and give up. 
 
    “Why did your aunt leave them all five thousand dollars?” 
 
    The lawyer smiled. “That was my idea. If you leave them nothing they can say they were overlooked, but if they get something then they can’t.” He smiled in a delicious manner. Having met my ill conceived relatives he was enjoying this moment. 
 
    “So, I have to live in the house.” 
 
    “You do. I’ll visit every once in a while to make sure you’re there, but, one year and you’re free to do what you want.” 
 
    “That’s a strange request.” 
 
    “Forgive me for speaking so plainly, but your Aunt was a strange person.” And there was, in his eyes, a bit of consternation. I wondered what he wasn’t telling me. 
 
      
 
    Femwood Mansion was just outside the town of Femwood. It was turn of the century—last century—and truly magnificent. And gloomy. 
 
    I don’t think they intended for it to be that gloomy, but time had warped a few boards, the roof was old style, with turrets and carved shingles. And it hadn’t been painted in a lo-o-ong time. 
 
    It was weather protected, pretty much, but it just needed a new coat. 
 
    When Liz first saw the structure she gaped. “Oh, my God! That’s huge!” 
 
    I looked at the twenty room monstrosity with fondness.  
 
    “It’s a big playground,” I explained. “I was ten years old when mother died and, well, I had plenty of room to wander, to explore, and Aunt Charlene, or Charley, as everybody called her, let me run loose.” 
 
    “She sounds like a nice person.” 
 
    “She  was nice. She was strange. She loved me.” 
 
    “In a way, that’s a nice epitaph.” 
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    I led the way up the stairs and we stood on the porch for a moment and looked at the grounds. A hundred yards of overgrown lawn and shrubbery, then…woods. Dark woods. Downright spooky woods. 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” whispered Liz. 
 
    I smiled. It was beautiful, and I could feel the awe in her voice. 
 
    We entered the house and Liz froze. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Aunt Charlene, Charley, had good taste, and she kept the furniture to the time period of the house. The result was highly polished, plush, old furniture that had character. 
 
    That wasn’t a coffee table, that was a round table for gatherings of friends. 
 
    That wasn’t a sofa, that was a mattress for late night confabs. 
 
    At the edges of the thick rug we could see the shiny wood, old wood, that stretched into the corridors and gave the house a luster. 
 
    “She was strange,” I observed, “but she had wonderful taste.” 
 
    “We’re keeping it all,” Liz blurted. She turned to me and took my arm and said in a fierce voice, “This is a damned museum.” 
 
    I kept my smile in and said, “I’ll call a truck and have this crap hauled away. We can get wall to wall carpeting—green, maybe, light green—and the windows have to be replaced, and ceiling to floor drapes and—Oof!” 
 
    She punched me in the belly. And she had a punch on her. As a model she had traveled the world, and she had quickly learned that nobody takes care of somebody like themselves, if that makes sense. She had studied karate and practiced it daily. 
 
    “Well, maybe I spoke too quickly.” I gasped. When she punches she doesn’t pull her punches. “Maybe just some upgrades to the kitchen?” 
 
    She drew her hand back and I raised a hand. “But you’ll have the final word.” 
 
    She nodded. “That’s better buster.” Then she grabbed my groin and kissed me. Then, grinning, we headed for the kitchen. 
 
    And the back rooms, and the second floor, and the whole way we laughed and talked about the small things—mostly maintenance—that we would do. It was a glorious house, and while I was sorry Aunt Charley had died, I was quite glad that I could come home to Femwood. 
 
      
 
    We slept there that night. In the big master bedroom. We had glorious sex, we talked over our plans, and we slept. 
 
    What happens in a house when people are asleep? 
 
    Do the spiders mate and spin webs of intrigue? 
 
    Do the mice do the hootchie in the big room? Play Mozart (Mouseart) and sing Christmas carols? 
 
    Do ghosts wander the hallways, holding ancient candelabra, disappearing into the walls and coming out on another floor? 
 
    I don’t know. 
 
    But I did know that I didn’t sleep that well. 
 
    When the light came through the part in the drapes and the cocks started crowing I was still a bit tired. 
 
    Liz was, too, but not as tired as me. 
 
    She was up, showered, and cooking breakfast downstairs, and I was fatigued and feeling punk. Real punk. 
 
    I pulled on a robe, might have been one of Aunt Charley’s, and staggered downstairs. 
 
    “Hey, honey!” Liz hit me with a kiss, then studied me. “You all right?” 
 
    “Just tired. How’d you sleep.” 
 
    She frowned. “Okay, but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “I feel like I have jet lag.” Then she grinned. “But I’m used to jet lag, so la de da.” 
 
    She pushed me into a chair and slapped a plate of bacon and eggs in front of me. 
 
    “What we going to do today?” I asked, as I nibbled on a slice of pork. 
 
    “Well, that is something I wanted to talk to you about.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “I’m leaving you.” 
 
    “Take the baby with you, but leave the dog and the boat. I want to go fishing.” 
 
    She laughed. “You are so bad!” She kissed the top of my head, hugged my head, interrupted my eating, but it was worth it. She came around and sat in front of me. 
 
    “I’m going home. I need to pack everything and ship it. Probably take me a few days.” 
 
    “Huh. What’s the number of the local whore house?” 
 
    She smiled, got up and came around the table, and grabbed my nuts. Still smiling, she asked, “What number did you want?” 
 
    “Erk!” I squeaked. I fumbled out, “No number.” 
 
    She smiled in a most evil manner. “I would hate to deprive you of even this little bit of fluff, but if you ever…EVER…say anything like that again, you’ll have a pussy instead of a cock. You got me?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes, dear.” 
 
    Then she threw a leg over me and said, “Fuck me, bitch.” 
 
    Oh, God, that was frustrating. With my body bent my cock did not stick out far. And she knew it! 
 
    She grinned and ground her pussy into my lap, and kissed me. Then she got up. “Can’t even satisfy your wife! What kind of a man are you?” 
 
    My face, of course, turned red, and my cock went hard, and I knew what she was doing. 
 
    “You’re going to leave me like this? Horny?” 
 
    “I always leave ‘em horny.” 
 
    “How come you get to talk about your hundreds of big cocked boyfriends you have and I get my nuts torn off if I glance at a passing woman, an ugly woman with no breasts, who’s a Lesbian?” 
 
    “Hey, if you want an ugly woman with no breasts who’s a Lesbian, go for it. Just let me have my way with those hundred, big-cocked gents.” 
 
    A half hour later I walked her out to the car, and leaned her against it and assaulted her lips. 
 
    She kissed back with a ferocity that would have put a tiger to shame, and massaged my horny nuts. Hell, I had cum the night before, but the way she was working me… 
 
    “What are you going to do while I’m gone? Seriously?” 
 
    “Seriously? I’ll probably buy a sit down lawnmower and case of beer. I’ll start looking for workers to fix the roof, replace a few boards. Painting…depends. I mean, that’s our life savings we’re talking about.” 
 
    She laughed. “Can a person spend eighty-three million dollars in a lifetime?” 
 
    “Yes, but we won’t. I might drop by the lawyers and ask him what we should do to keep our dough.” 
 
    “Good idea. Well, I’m in a hurry, got to see a man about a dildo…or is that a dildo about a man?” 
 
    “Oh, crap! Your collection of dildos! I guess I’ve seen the last of you!” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll be back. And I’ll bring a dildo for you. A big one!” 
 
    With that bit of laughter we kissed a final kiss, I patted her ass and squeezed her tit, and she squeezed my testicles, and she left. 
 
    I felt very alone, watching the SUV kick up the dust on the way down the driveway. 
 
    And I turned and looked at the house. 
 
    It was beautiful. And big, and spooky. And it had a feel, like it was watching you. That the windows were eyes and there was something alive behind them, watching, considering, judging. 
 
    Huh. Judging. As if a house could pass judgment on a person. 
 
    A smile on my face, I sauntered up the walk and mounted the steps. Maybe I could catch a few winks before I began the day’s duties.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I napped for an hour, and did feel more rested, then got up and wandered through the house. I hadn’t been here for five years, and I hadn’t explored the place for probably fifteen. 
 
    I had my cell with me, so as I explored I put calls through to the lawyer, to set up and appointment and to ask about workmen. And, still exploring, I called workmen and arranged for repairs. And…I became engrossed in what I was seeing. 
 
    There is a difference between a child of ten and a man of thirty. There is wonder in the boy’s eyes, as he inspects a world untested. There is ho hum in the man’s eyes, because he has put aside youth for the drudge or work and making a living. 
 
    The boy is excited and happy and can’t wait to see everything he can. 
 
    The man is amused and much slower in his pursuits. He has made his decisions and is busy with life. 
 
    The boy…the boy was still in me. The boy is in every man, put him in the right circumstances, give him a little free time and the peace of mind to…explore. 
 
    So as I wandered through the house I felt a familiar happiness inside. I remembered playing in rooms, exploring closets, digging through boxes in the attic. 
 
    I had forgotten how it felt to find old books, read a hundred years ago and forgotten. And I knew that some of these treasured books should find their ways to a museum. 
 
    And I missed walking through closets filled with Aunt Charley’s great collection of dresses, feeling the silk, wondering at the lingerie, seeing the high heeled boots that were too large for a boy, but, interestingly, big enough for a man of thirty. 
 
    Huh. I didn’t remember Aunt Charley having large feet. She had always appeared…dainty. 
 
    I spent the morning exploring, remembering, and getting rejuvenated. By the time lunch rolled around I was well over the fatigue of the morning, and actually possessed of a bit of excitement. 
 
    In the afternoon I taxi-ed to town to talk with the lawyer—Liz had the car—and  had a quick meeting. James said he would put together a financial plan and talk with some investment councillors. Fortunately, Aunt Charley already had good plans set in place. A little paperwork and everything would be set. 
 
    Fine with me. I wanted to live a little. I wanted to get back to the house and keep exploring. 
 
    I had a quick burger at a local place,  then taxi-ed home. 
 
    It was about three in the afternoon when I entered the mansion again, and I immediately felt peacefulness settle over me. 
 
    And eyes. 
 
    I had been aware of a feeling in the morning, but the feeling was more intense now. 
 
    Huh. Old house. Not haunted. Not exactly, but…the spirit of Aunt Charley was probably hanging around. 
 
    So thinking, so musing, I wandered up the stairs and went to Aunt Charley’s bedroom. 
 
    We had slept in the master bedroom, Liz and I, but Aunt Charley had preferred a second bedroom, at the other end of the house. That bedroom was quite large, and the bed equally as big as the one in the master bedroom. 
 
    I walked around the room, ran a hand along the heavy drapes, and marveled. 
 
    The bedspread was a lush scarlet color, the wood of the poster bed was grained and polished to a fare thee well. There was a picture on the wall next to the bed. It was a ship’s captain, old time, clipper ship times. There was a picture of Aunt Charley on the opposite wall. The drapes  on the wall facing the foot of the bed hung like they had never been open. And there was the bric a brac of Aunt Charley’s life. 
 
    Hair brush on the dresser. A small, shallow bowl, looked like old Chinese, with a collection of coins, a key, and a tube of lipstick. 
 
    Huh. I picked up the lipstick. I screwed out the pillar of red, then screwed it back in and put the top on. Aunt Charley did love to paint her lips. Morning, noon and night. 
 
    I opened a drawer at the side of the bed. Some papers, looked like insurance forms, but very old, yellowed and curled at the edges, and a book. The book was bound and had a strap on it, a little lock kept the thing together. 
 
    Huh! Probably the key was in the bowl on the dresser. 
 
    I got up and went to her closet. It had a couple of dresses, a few shoes, and a couple of negligees. With all the clothes in the house…these were her favorites. 
 
    I smiled. Aunt Charley was a buxom woman, and she liked to wear negligees. A lot. I didn’t pay it much attention. But she usually wore a. bra, barely visible through the negligee, and panties. She liked to feel free and comfortable. 
 
    Well, why not? She was middle-aged back then, and her husband, I guess it was her husband, was gone. Lost at sea, she had said once, though she rarely spoke of such things. 
 
    Anyway, I used to see her in these negligees. Proud of her boobs, and I as a ten year old, in spite of the onslaught of puberty, pretty much accepted them for what they were. A woman’s chest. Beautiful, but…they were my aunt’s, so…no big deal. 
 
    Smiling a little at these memories, I left the closet, left the room, and headed down for the kitchen. It had been a while since lunch and I thought I’d have a hot dog, and maybe a bourbon and Coke. 
 
    But as I descended the stairs and crossed the big living room I frowned. Seemed like I had forgotten something. 
 
    But, shrug, so what. I’d remember it later, if it was important. 
 
     
 
    Downstairs, in the kitchen, I opened the refrigerator and pulled out two hotdogs. I sliced them long ways and threw them in a pan. The heat on low, I made myself a drink. Bourbon and Coke, ahhh.  
 
    For a while I just sat at the kitchen table and waited for the dogs. The skin started to bubble and blister, so I popped the half dogs on a piece of bread, slathered it with mayo, and chomped. 
 
    Mmm. Good. 
 
    But…what was it that was bothering me? What tail end of a thought had I had? 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    Hunh. Who could that be? 
 
    It was Aunt Virginia and Cousin Tommy. I opened the door and they pushed in like they owned the place. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Aunt Virginia started right in. “We’re going to talk about the will.” 
 
    “No, I’m not. You can talk to my lawyer.” 
 
    Cousin Tommy smirked, his thin face nothing but a sneer. His hair was dark, with a widow’s peak, and I could see the balding starting to creep back on the temples. 
 
    Aunt Virginia planted herself on the sofa and glared at me. “Charley didn’t mean for you to have all this.” 
 
    Funny, she sounded disdainful, waved her hand negligently, like the house and property were just so much dreck, but she wanted it. Or maybe she just wanted money. 
 
    “The will says otherwise.” 
 
    Tommy was wandering around, looking at the mantel, looking at the pictures on the wall. I didn’t realize it then, but he was edging towards the stairs. 
 
    “We will contest the will, but we need to get things straightened out between us right now.” 
 
    “You need to get the fuck out of my house.” 
 
    “I gotta take a leak.” Tommy started up the stairs. 
 
    “Do it outside!” But he kept ascending the steps, and Aunt Virginia snapped, “You pay attention to me. You’ve never had a thing to do with Charley. I’m her sister, and…” 
 
    She rattled and whined and wouldn’t stop. I was able to get a word in edgewise every once in a while, but she ignored my commands to leave and kept talking. 
 
    Suddenly, I remembered Cousin Tommy. 
 
    I ignored Aunt Virginia and went to the bottom of the stairs. “Tommy!” I yelled. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “You mind my word, I’m going to…” blah, blah, blah. Suddenly I was nervous. Something was going on here, I had a feeling in my gut, a bad feeling, and I took the stairs two at a time. 
 
    “You come back here!” Then: “Tommy! He’s coming up!” 
 
    What the fuck were they doing? This was obviously a plot. What the fuck did Tommy want to go upstairs for? 
 
    I ran down the hallway, I didn’t bother looking in the rooms, I had that gut feeling telling me where he was. 
 
    I slid into Aunt Charley’s bedroom and stopped. 
 
    Tommy was at the side table. He had the drawer open and the little book in his hand. 
 
    He looked up at me and his eyes tightened, became meaner, more feral. I knew, instinctively, that the book was what he had come for. 
 
    And I knew what was bothering me earlier. I wanted to open that book and see what was in it. 
 
    “Put that down,” I yelled. 
 
    “You fuck,” he snapped. “Go fuck yourself!” 
 
    I heard Aunt Virginia coming up the stairs. She was wheezing and I heard her cane. I walked towards Tommy. 
 
    He stepped back, but there was no where to go. He was in the corner. He held the book tightly and looked around for a way to escape. 
 
    “Put the book down or I will smash your nose in.” 
 
    “You fuck,” but now he was desperate. He was as tall as me, but skinny. He knew I could take him in a fight. 
 
    “Tommy?” Virginia called, stomping down the hallway. 
 
    I stepped forward, closed the distance, and raised my fist. 
 
    Tell the truth, I don’t know if I would have hit him. I’d never hit anybody before, and it was just a book, in spite of the gut feeling that was screaming at me. 
 
    But Tommy was a coward, and he dropped the book. 
 
    He pushed past me, cursed me, and I turned to watch him go. 
 
    Aunt Virginia arrived in the doorway just as he reached it, and they traded a look. He was bitter, denied, pissed off. She was mean, like a weasel, and if looks could maim they would have maimed him. For failing to do whatever he was trying to do, which was steal the book. 
 
    And if looks could strip your skin off and put you on a cooker…that would have been for me. 
 
    I bent and picked up the book. There was no dirt on it, it was just a leather thing with pages inside, but I dusted it. 
 
    “You give me that,” commanded Aunt Virginia. 
 
    “Get the fuck out of my house before I call the police.” 
 
    She took a step towards me. “That’s mine! Charlene stole it from me!” 
 
    I looked at the book. Stole? It looked a hundred years old, though it was firm of binding and no pages were falling loose. I looked up and she had taken another step. 
 
    Tommy, gaining courage in her presence, had moved in behind her. 
 
    I could see it in her eyes. She was going to grapple for the book, Tommy would help, and I would be handicapped by struggling with an old woman. 
 
    I took out my cell phone and thumbed 911. I showed the face to her, and she saw my thumb hovering over the green circle. “Well?” 
 
    And she backed off. Heck, she was in the wrong. She knew it. And I was going to have to get a security system. 
 
    “Get out.” I eyed her levelly. 
 
    “You don’t know anything. You don’t know what you’re doing.” 
 
    “Get the fuck out.” 
 
    She backed up to the door, snapping and snarling like a pit bull that just drank bad whiskey. “You’ll find out, and then you’ll come begging. But it will be too late!” 
 
    I followed her to the door, cell phone at the ready, and I still think she was ready to try something, so I turned on the video camera on my phone. 
 
    “I’m recording this. It goes up to the cloud automatically.” It didn’t but I hoped she didn’t know that. “I will use this to sue you for breaking and entering. Assault and Battery. Being ugly.” 
 
    she sniffed, turned, and walked away. Tommy walked at her side. 
 
    I followed them, from a short distance, and made sure they walked down the stairs, across the living room and out the door. 
 
    I put my cell back in my pocket and started securing the house. I locked the doors, made sure the windows were fastened. Then I sagged. 
 
    Holy fuck! What the hell had that been about? 
 
    I looked at the book. Up close, I realized it wasn’t a book. It was a box, with the edge of pages painted on the sides. 
 
    A box? 
 
    I went to the kitchen and picked up the drink that had been so rudely interrupted. I sipped and studied the thing. 
 
    Wood. Weighed about as much as a book. The title was carved into the leather pasted to the front of the box. ‘The Travels of Jane Farstrider.’ 
 
    I thought about the picture of the sea captain up in Aunt Charley’s bedroom. A sea captain would  have had some travels, but the book was about ‘Jane,’ And I didn’t even know the sea captain’s name. And, he was a man. 
 
    So this book, or box, or whatever, probably wasn’t originally his property. I didn’t think. 
 
    I took a sip, thought about Aunt Virginia and Cousin Tommy, and… 
 
    Ding a tootle toot! 
 
    My cell vibrated in my pocket. 
 
    Stupid phone. In spite of the fact that I had just used it to drive off my demented relatives, I wasn’t fond of phones. 
 
    But…it was Liz. 
 
    “Hey, babe!” 
 
    “Oh, God…I’m cumming! This dildo is so big! And I’ve got one in my asshole, too! Buck! Stop that! It’s going to make me cum even more!” 
 
    “You bitch!” I laughed. 
 
    Liz snickered. “Miss me? Big dick?” 
 
    “That’s Teeny Peeny to you, slut.” 
 
    And we talked dirty, and laughed, and she humiliated me about my cock, which made me all horny, and about midway through our conversation I said, “You’ll never guess what happened.” 
 
    She asked, and I told her about my aunt and cousin. when I was done she was silent. 
 
    “I’d like to read that book,” she said in a sober voice. 
 
    “That’s the thing. It’s not a book! It’s a box made to look like a book.” 
 
    “What inside it?” 
 
    “I have no idea.” 
 
    “Heck, you’re going to have to break it.” 
 
    “I think there’s a key upstairs. I’ll try that first.” 
 
    We talked about my relatives, and the threats of suing me, and then we got back to talking dirty, and then we were done. 
 
    I said, “Play with yourself, baby, but save yourself for my big log.” 
 
    “I’ll play with myself, but I’m not saving myself for some toothpick.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s cold.” 
 
    “And it makes me hot. I’ll talk to you tomorrow night, lover, and let me know what’s in the box.” 
 
    “I will, love you.” 
 
    “Me, too, you.” 
 
    And we hung up. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the box. Looked like a book. The sides were painted with much detail and did look like the edges of paper. The cover was leather and the title was gold embossed. It didn’t have hinges, but just a length of leather for binding. 
 
    And what the hell was in it that was so important? 
 
    Sighing, I looked at my watch. It was now late. I picked up the box and my cell and traipsed upstairs. I put the box on the side table and…the hell with it. I had to find out. 
 
    Holding the box, I wasn’t going to let go of it, I walked down to Aunt Charley’s room. I went to the little Japanese-y bowl and picked up the key. It was small and flat, and looked like it would fit. 
 
    I sat on the edge of Aunt Charlene’s bed and put the key in the lock and twisted. There was a little click and the lock opened. I separated the leather strap that was circling the thing and opened the box. I blinked. I reached in and took out…a pair of panties. 
 
    They were pink on the inside and blue on the outside. The strange thing was that it was one material, so the material itself was pink on one side and blue on the other. 
 
    They were in good shape. No fraying, no missing stitches. Good as the day they were made. 
 
    But when were they made? That was a question. 
 
    They were stretchy, sort of, but the style seemed to be…old. Before they had stretch material. 
 
    I held them up and turned them around. Panties. I felt them. Smooth and slick, and just a little bit of stretch. 
 
    What the heck was so valuable about panties that Aunt Virginia and Cousin Tommy wanted them? And were even willing to fight for them? 
 
    I glanced in the box to see if there was anything else in there, and there was. A single sheet of paper folded twice, and two driver’s licenses, one was male and one was female, one was made out to Charley Silversmith, and one was made out to Jane Farstrider. The license of the male had the picture of the sea captain on it. The other one had the picture of the girl morphed out of the panties. I thought about it: two licenses, two genders, and two names. Hunh! I shook my head and picked up the letter and opened it. 
 
      
 
    Dear Ryan, wear these and enjoy. Blue for fighting and pink for fucking. And don’t let Virginia or any of those other assholes get a hold of them. I love you. ~ Charlene 
 
      
 
    I stared at the note, and a tear came to my eye. My aunt’s last words to me. I didn’t really understand them, but it was the idea of somebody communicating to me from beyond the grave. 
 
    I sniffed and dried my tear, put the panties and note back in the box, and took the box back to my own bedroom. I was tired now, and wanted to sleep. And I wanted to get up early and see to a security system. No way I wanted Virginia and Tommy bugging me, or Liz, again. 
 
    I stripped my clothes off, and my own panties, and glanced at the box. Huh. Panties. And there was a piece of me that wondered what the heck Aunt Charley had been thinking. 
 
    Panties. 
 
    And I crawled into bed and closed my eyes. 
 
    What is the difference between sleeping and waking? One is done with the eyes closed, and the other is done with the eyes open. One is done with awareness, going through the and accomplishing tasks. The other is done with no awareness, and the only trace is the fumbling and mumbling in dreams. And people rarely remember their dreams in the way. 
 
    But some dreams are different. Some dreams are vivid, and you are aware, and you even know that you will remember the dream into the day. This was one of those dreams. 
 
      
 
    “Who are you?” the man asked. He was taller than me, and firm in the body. He was wearing a peacoat, and I realized…it was the sea captain in the picture. 
 
    “Ryan.” 
 
    We were in a ship’s hold, swaying with the ocean, a lantern swinging back and forth and shedding a twisting light. There was a stand of barrels, kept in a corner by a thick rope. Crates stood as a wall, and behind them I could see bales of cotton. A rat skittered in a far corner and I could hear chittering. 
 
    “Where’s Charley?” 
 
    “She’s dead. Did you know—“ 
 
    “Quiet now. Where’s your blue?” 
 
    “Blue?” 
 
    “Blue for fighting, pink for fucking. Although we both know the interchangeability of that.” 
 
    “Interchan—“ 
 
    “Listen! Can you hear them?” 
 
    I heard nothing but the slap of the waves on the hull, the whistle of the wind over the deck above. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “The Ratives!” 
 
    “Ratives? Do you mean natives?” 
 
    “Are ye daft man? I mean Ratives!” 
 
    “What are Ratives?” 
 
    He held up a hand and bent his head, he turned it this way and that, listening, then he looked up at me. I realized that he was holding a cutlass in one hand. What looked like the butt of a pistol extended form his large coat pocket. “Maybe we’ve got time. Listen now.” 
 
    There, in the depths of the hold, the wind blowing, the sea churning, the sea captain told me his story. 
 
      
 
    “We sailed the seas, me bucko. We hunted the French and had our way with them. Good fucks, the French. On the seventy-seventh day we put ashore off an isle in the Caribbean. It was warm, pleasant, and we figure to fill the barrels with water and replenish victuals. We set for the shore in a long boat, there was ten of us, and no sooner had we reached the shore than the sky darkened and a mighty flapping sound was heard. 
 
    “We looked up and saw the Ratives. Nasty buggers they was. Long beaks with teeth like broken glass. Claws that could rip and rend, thick wings that could batter down a door, should the bugger decide not to fly but to walk through a door. 
 
    “The first mate, out of Liverpool he was, he struggled through the surf and gained land. But no sooner had he touched foot to dry sand than a Rative, a big one, dark and ugly with steaming drool dripping from its ass, perched on his head. It settled, held itself in place by digging its claws into the mate’s ears.  
 
    “The mate, he screamed a horrible sound that shivered the soul. He batted at the bird, but the bird held on, and he laid an egg.” 
 
    “He laid an egg on the mate’s head?” I asked, astonished. This was a dream, this was nonsense, but it was also—the captain’s attitude being sincere—dire. 
 
    “Are ye daft? That’s what I said! And it was a mighty egg! Big as a 16 pound shot. And heavy, and as the egg descended from the Rative’s asshole the shell cracked, and the worst smelling shite ya ever smelt spilled upon the mate’s head. It was white, and the yolk was black, and the stench it gave off woulda choked a elephant, even if that elephant had a cork the length of its bloody nose!” 
 
    I was blinking, trying to figure this grotesque tale out. 
 
    “The mate ran in circles, screaming, trying to scrape the terrible shite off his head. He retuned to the surf, and the crew, afeared of the stench, held him down and washed the terrible egg stuff off him. 
 
    “When his head was cleaned of the noxious aroma we let him go, and he stood up. I always remember the sight of him, standing knee deep in the surf, the waves threatening to knock him over, the Ratives cawing and circling above, and that scream, that terrible, terrible scream…and he fell dead.” 
 
    “Dead?” 
 
    “As a doornail. Poor bloke never had a chance. Once he washed that evil goop off his head…he was dead.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “We returned to the ship and hunkered down. We still needed victuals, and the trees of the island were laden with fruit, and the pigs they ran wild, they were more plentiful than fleas on a dog. And we needed fresh water. So a plan was hatched. 
 
    During the dark of night, when the Ratives slept in their nests, We returned to the island. Shook the trees and climbed the cliffs. We knocked the Ratives out of their nests and we destroyed the nests. We figured the Ratives would go elsewhere, or at least be too busy making nests to bother with us.” 
 
    “But they weren’t?” 
 
    “Aye, we had sealed our own doom. The Ratives came after us, and now they had no nests to go home to. They pursued us, followed the ship through the seas, and every night they come for us. They killed most of the crew off New Guinea. A few of us survived and took the longboat. Last I seen of them they was rowing through the waves, but I don’t think they made it. That night the Ratives didn’t come. I think they followed the longboat. 
 
    “But whether yea or nay, they are after us again. And fight we do this very night. And so must ye. fight…and fight for your life, because…” he leaned down and whispered into my ear. 
 
    And I heard what he said, and I would have responded, but the deck hatch flew off and Ratives swarmed into the hold. 
 
    Oh, they were nasty things. They were dark, scum colored, and those evil, red, beady eyes, they meant only to do us harm. And there was one other thing that the captain hadn’t told me. 
 
    They had giant penises! 
 
    And they filled the hold, flapping and battering and screaming and cawing.  
 
    They pecked us with their long, sharp bills, and they crawled upon our bodies and tried to put their penises into our hind side. Our stern. Our buttholes. 
 
    I backed against the crates, but it was of little use. The big birds wedged themselves in, they ignored my flailing fists, and then I caught sight of the captain. 
 
    With the hand holding the cutlass he sliced through the air, knocking the beasts out of the air. With the other hand he had loosened his peacoat and his penis, a mighty tool if ever there was one, stood out straight. And he picked up the Ratives and jammed his penis into them. And with each vicious fuck a Rative would scream and die. 
 
    “Fuck ‘em!” screamed the captain. “Fuck ‘em all!” 
 
    And he did just that. Jamming Rative after Rative on his super-sized dick. 
 
    And I had no choice. There was no other method to mind. There was only the example of the sea captain, swing cutlass, poking dick, and the dying Ratives. 
 
    So I grabbed one and found that the dream had made me naked, and I jammed my pecker up that Ratives asshole. 
 
    It screamed and died. 
 
    I grabbed another one. Poke. Scream. Die. 
 
    If Rative shite was deadly, so was my dick. And now my peeny wasn’t teeny. the dream had made it large, dangerous, and I fucked and fucked. 
 
    The skies swirled, heavy with the deadly birds. The captain screamed his rage, and I found myself screaming with him. 
 
    Rative after Rative I punctured with my penis, and it seemed the more Ratives I punctured the larger my dick grew. 
 
    And the darkness grew heavy, the Ratives wouldn’t subside, and the last thing I remember was the captain, bellowing like a foghorn: “Blue is for fighting! Pink is for fucking!” 
 
    Then I rolled over and threw up on the floor. 
 
    But I didn’t throw up on the floor. I puked into my open suitcase, with all my clothes in it. The dream was over. 
 
      
 
    God. I felt nauseous. I was sick, and I leaned over the side of the bed and spewed into my luggage. It was terrible, a racking pain that rippled the length of my body, and it felt like my kidney, and maybe my liver, with my gall bladder thrown in for good look were ejected out  of my throat. 
 
    For long minutes the pain wracked me and my back rippled and writhed as I upchucked.  
 
    Then I was done, and I lay with my head over the side of the bed, staring at the gelatinous goop in my suitcase. 
 
    Fuck. I had no more clothes. 
 
    I gasped for breath. I closed my eyes and tried not to smell that noxious odor. I felt sure that if I caught so much as a sniff I would puke some more, and there simply was nothing left in me to puke. 
 
    I rolled back from the edge of the bed and gulped. At first I tasted bile, but that waned and I lost all trace of the odor. 
 
    I rolled back and looked down at the mess, wondering what I was going to do for clothes. 
 
    And though I had finished vomiting, I still felt like shit. Warmed over, re-steamed, re-calibrated shit. Or shite. 
 
    Then I blinked, and remembered the dream. And I remembered what the captain had told me: ‘Beware! The Ratives are nestless… Beware!’ 
 
    It made no sense, and now I was sicking up, so I got out of bed. 
 
    Now on my feet I felt somewhat better. 
 
    And I simply closed my suitcase. With all my clothes and upchuck in it. I put it in the hallway and would take it down and throw it out later. There was no way I was going to try to rescue any of those clothes. 
 
    Besides, I had eighty-three million dollars. Surely I could afford a pair of shorts. Right? 
 
    And then it struck me. I wore panties anyway, and Aunt Charley had lots of panties, and…I turned and stared at the box. It was open and the blue and pink panties hung over the edge. 
 
    Blue and pink. Fighting or fucking. Well, I didn’t care about that. I just wanted something to carry my package around in.  
 
    So I hopped into the shower and turned on the spray. Hot water cleaned me off and I began to wake up and even feel refreshed. I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and went and sat on the edge of the big poster bed. 
 
    I picked up the pink and blue panties and examined them. The material was soft, silky, and I wasn’t worried about it being scratchy. There didn’t seem to be any fleas on it, so that was okay. It actually looked to be about the right size. Okay. 
 
    I turned the panties so the pink side was in, bent over and started to pull them up. And here was the miracle. 
 
    As I pulled the panties up my legs transformed. They became thick, muscular, and strong. 
 
    I probably would have stopped on first seeing the change, but it was as if I was in a daze. Once started, no turning back. 
 
      
 
    Over the knees, and my knees felt strong. 
 
    Up over the thighs, and my upper legs became as oaks, sturdy, unbendable should I will it. Corded muscle standing out.  
 
    And, still dazed, I pulled the panties over my thighs. I encased my package and let the waist band snap, and here the miracle became even more miraculous. 
 
    The panties turned flesh colored, and they felt like flesh, like my own flesh. My cock poked out of the material, and it was no longer a mini dick. It was a massive trunk of a tree, rearing up, like a horse’s cock. And my balls gained definition. Big balls. Balls the size of grapefruits. 
 
    And the change rippled up my body. My belly lost its love handles and became like a washboard. My pecs firmed up. My shoulders grew brawny, and even my face changed. Bones became firmer, and I had a jaw to rival Burt Lancaster’s. My teeth became whiter, my noise straight and firm. And my eyes…my eyes changed color and…and I looked like the sea captain! 
 
    I stood and stared at my body in shock. 
 
    I was better muscled than a body builder, I felt quick as Bruce Lee. I felt strong enough to pick mating oxen. 
 
    And my senses were sharper. My own eyes were pretty good, but these eyes were like laser scopes. I could make out far detail, or easily read the finest of  print. 
 
    I reached for the lip of the panties, and it was there. But it was so thin, so firm against my body, that nobody could distinguish it from my own flesh. 
 
    And certainly nobody could get a finger in and pull my panties off. 
 
    I stood there for a long time, stunned, in shock, not knowing what to think. 
 
    Correction. I did know what to think. It came upon me: Blue is for fighting, pink is for fucking. 
 
    I stood, and the sun passed through the sky, and it was an hour before I finally started to function. And then it was only because I heard a car coming up the driveway. 
 
    I looked out the window: it was the sheriff! 
 
    The cruiser was white and green and had the obligatory light bar on top. Behind the sheriff was another car. A big, black Lincoln. 
 
    I watched, without drawing the drapes back, as the sheriff’s car came to a stop in front of the porch. A large, rotund, obese red-neck struggled out of the car. He was so big that the pistol in his holster looked small. And it was a Desert Eagle. 
 
    The car behind the sheriff stopped, and Aunt Virginia and Cousin Tommy got out. 
 
    Of course. They weren’t going to quit, and I knew then that they knew about the panties. Of course they did. How they did, I had no idea. I doubted if Aunt Charley would tell them. But…so what. Now that I had them on there was no way they could do anything about it. 
 
    “Well, ma’am,” the sheriff drawled, “You shore you want to do this?” They were close enough that my very sharp captain’s hearing could them speaking. 
 
    “I do. That beast struck my Tommy. Look at him!” 
 
    The sheriff looked at Tommy, and so did I. 
 
    Tommy was a mess. His face was bruised and discolored, and he had cuts on it.  
 
    Hunh! Now what had done that to Cousin Tommy? And then I knew. I grinned and headed downstairs. 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    “Sheriff’s office! Open up!” 
 
    I strode across the living room and swung open the door. 
 
    The sheriff blinked and backed up. Virginia gaped, and Tommy’s mouth opened in surprise. 
 
    I hadn’t had time to put on any clothes. Heck, I didn’t even know where the clothes for this body were. So I stood, six foot six, 220 pounds of lithe muscle and smile. I looked strong enough to pick up the sheriff. Or maybe even his car. 
 
    I stepped out onto the porch. “What can I do for you?” 
 
    “That’s him!” That’s Ryan Jordan! He’s the brute who hurt my poor Tommy.” 
 
    “I am, eh?” 
 
    The sheriff stepped forward. “These folks said you invited them into your house and then beat the hell out of that one,” he jerked his thumb towards Tommy. 
 
    “Well, sheriff,” I grinned. “It looks like you’ve got a case of ‘he said she said.’ 
 
    The sheriff frowned. He was a porker, and his badge said ‘Officer Headly.’ 
 
    “Furthermore, I’m not Ryan Jordan. My name is Charley Silversmith. I have a license upstairs.” 
 
    “Well,” he looked doubtful. 
 
    “Besides. If I had beaten holy hell out of this idiot,” I grinned some more, “Why aren’t my knuckles bruised?”  
 
    I held out my hands and the sheriff looked at them. Then he frowned at Virginia. “Ma’am?” 
 
    “If he’s Charley Silversmith, then where is Ryan Jordan?” 
 
    “Ryan took a trip. Left me in charge with instructions not to let low lifes like these folks into the house. He’ll be back sometimes today, maybe tomorrow. But I’ll tell him you were looking for him. I know he’ll be glad to come down to town and talk to you. And he won’t have any bruises on his knuckles, too.” 
 
    “Well,” the sheriff drawled and rubbed his double chin and contemplated Virginia and Tommy. “If there ain’t no—“ 
 
    “Uh, sheriff?” 
 
    “Yes, sir?” 
 
    “I’ll bet, if you looked at the bottom of Miss Virginia’s cane you’d find some DNA from Tommy’s ugly face.” 
 
    That was it. That was what I had noticed from the second floor, and that was enough to seal the deal. 
 
    The sheriff looked down at the bottom of Virginia’s cane. It looked like there were some red marks. Could be mud, could be blood. 
 
    “Well, I never! Come along Thomas! I have never been so insulted. I thought I could rely on the police to offer me a modicum of justice, but if they…” she moved quickly down the steps and headed for the car. Tommy in her trail. 
 
    The sheriff watched them and sucked on his teeth like they were made of sour Skittles. 
 
    “Let it go, Sheriff,” I suggested pleasantly. “I don’t care, and neither should you.” 
 
    I don’t,” he said thoughtfully, “They’re just a damned waste of paperwork.” He turned to me, “Well, I do apologize, and—“ 
 
    “Want a beer?” 
 
    He blinked. And he smiled. And he came in and we cracked the suds and spent a pleasant hour talking about idiot relatives and hunting and what bourbon was the best. I told him I’d get him a bottle of Kentucky Owl for Christmas, and he beamed. That’s a couple of hundred bucks a bottle and he knew it. And I knew he wouldn’t be back to hassle me for any reason at all. Unless maybe he wanted me to press charges against Virginia and Tommy. 
 
    Then he left, and I stood with my back to the door. 
 
    Oddly, I was still naked. I had talked to that red neck for an hour and he hadn’t seemed put off at all about my clothes. And I realized something. 
 
    There is an ambience that goes along with the panties. And thank God there was. There was a piece of me that was quite willing to kick Tommy in the ass so hard he shit out his mouth. But if I could control that ambience, save the fighting for when it was needed, then the blue side of my panties could be used for fucking, too. 
 
    And I smiled. I now had a king kong ding dong, and I wanted to use it. I thought about going to town, had to be a whore house somewhere, but then I frowned. I loved Liz. I didn’t think she’d like it if I went and fucked a bunch of women. Even though it was a new body, the ‘I’ that was in that body was pledged to her. 
 
    So I decided not to go to town, and that left my second choice for the afternoon: if the blue panties changed me into a boy…what would the pink panties do?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    I went upstairs, and my mind was racing the whole way. 
 
    I was not a little man anymore. I was a heroic looking sea captain type, able to lift a car off a trapped child, or knock a tree to get a cat. 
 
    But when I took the panties off I was going to be returned to myself. I pretty much knew this. And if I was wrong then I would be trapped as a studly dude for the rest of my life. Not a bad deal. 
 
    But what would happen when I put on the pink side? 
 
    Would I turn into…would I…? 
 
    I didn’t want to think it, or say it, or consider it in any manner. 
 
    Tell the truth, I was sort of scared. 
 
    I was a man in a man’s body. But what would happen if I was a man in a woman’s body? Tell me that isn’t scary! 
 
    I entered my bedroom and slipped a finger under the waistband of the panties. I pulled the waist out, hooked two fingers in, and pulled them off. 
 
    It was the metamorphosis in reverse. I felt myself slip into a daze, once started unable to stop. My head became normal, my chest shrunk, my peeny returned—all that glorious meat gone—and my legs shivered into my same old same old legs. 
 
    I sighed. I felt okay, in fact I felt good, but when one goes from looking like a Greek God to a normal sort of average, twenty first century geek…well, there is a certain amount of disappointment. 
 
    From Greek to geek. Sigh. 
 
    I examined the panties again. One pink side, one blue. I had turned the blue side out, and to the world I was a man. A manly man. A manly man with a king-sized dick. 
 
    So, the next step, put them on with the pink side out. Show the world that I’m a…a girl. 
 
    My heart pounded. Sure, I wore panties, and I had a small dick, but that didn’t make me less than a man! But this would. And I was…scared. 
 
    But, heck, the idea of transforming from one sex to another would scare just about anybody. Well, anybody that wasn’t so inclined. 
 
    I didn’t think I was so inclined. Of course I had acted differently when I had transformed into a big man. So maybe…maybe my head would adjust towards being a girl? 
 
    With such thoughts in my head, my chest thudding and heart racing, I turned the panties so the pink side would face out, and I slipped them over my feet. 
 
    I froze for a split second, I think the panties were calibrating, or thinking about what to do, or something, then I felt the daze grab me. Once started, I couldn’t stop. 
 
    The panties came up, and my legs became slender, curvy, and were a golden color. My thighs were strong, and my…my sex…my…the panty change slowed down as I slipped the panties over my waist. I looked down and the imprint of my penis sunk in, became a camel toe. My balls, I could actually feel them re-adjusting, going inside me. They were changing into ovaries. And the change continued up my body. My waist grew thin, my pectorals grew out, bulged and became mounds, sizable mounds. My nipples grew larger and became excited and erect. My face grew softer, and I could feel fat moving under the surface, shifting into the female version of me. My bones grew smaller, my hair sprouted out, a wild rag of a mop, and it was done. 
 
    I knew I was female. I could see my body, but I couldn’t see my face. 
 
    I stood up, and nearly feel forward. My body was out of balance, I wasn’t used to twenty pounds of tits pulling me forward. I mean, they were big! 
 
    I put my hands out, moved slowly and cautiously, and stepped in front of the mirror. 
 
    I was five foot six, maybe a hundred and forty pounds, and most of that was in my chest. 
 
    My hair, a tangled mess, frizzled every which way. 
 
    But I was beautiful. In fact, I resembled Aunt Charley. 
 
    And I suddenly knew that this was how Aunt Charley must have looked when she put the panties on. Slender, big-boobed, sexy. 
 
    And she must have felt like a lot of sex, too. Heck, just looking at m I was getting all horned up. 
 
    I felt one of my breasts, and I shivered. They were definitely an erogenous zone. And the nipple. I touched that and my pussy squeaked. 
 
    Okay, it didn’t actually squeak, but it felt like it! Heck, it felt like it shot out steam and yelled ‘yahoo!’ 
 
    And that left the cunt. My cunt. 
 
    I reached down, a bit timid, and touched it. Okay, so far so good. 
 
    I used two hands and opened the labia. Oh, that felt good, and the air felt…’zesty’…on my exposed pussy. Then I touched the clit, and baby, that was all she wrote. 
 
    I dove for the bed and started rubbing myself. I stuck my fingers into me. I slapped my pussy. I leaned down and gripped a nipple with my teeth and pulled. I began frigging myself. I had no back off, no more question, certainly no hesitation. I jammed my fingers into me and rapidly began to approach blast off. 
 
    And…BLAM! 
 
    It hit me like a bat hits a ball. A home run ball.  
 
    It kicked me like a foot kicks a field goal. 
 
    My mind shattered into little pieces and drifted with the wind. 
 
    I was making noises and didn’t know what they were. The world had turned into a white haze and all I could do was grunt, speak in forgotten languages, and feel the tsunami in my pussy. 
 
    An hour later I was done. I was fucked out, and hadn’t even been fucked. 
 
    And I wanted to fuck. The real thing. I didn’t just want my fingers, I wanted a dick, and I realized that the panties were affecting my thinking. 
 
    I wanted a man! 
 
    And the fact that I was a man, or had been a man, didn’t matter. Not in the slightest. 
 
    But, first I needed to get dressed. 
 
    I had seen women get dressed. I had seen Liz get dressed a lot. I knew some of the stuff, but a lot of it eluded me. 
 
    I knew about rolling up nylons, I knew about lipstick, and that made me think of Aunt Charley, who loved lipstick, and not much else when it came to make up. 
 
    So that was my example, and I realized it was a good one. My skin was young and clear, youthful, so what else did I need? 
 
    Nothing. And, if I did need something, I could always go get a make over, or whatever they call those things where other women work on you. 
 
    I started in Aunt Charley’s room and searched for appropriate clothing. Nothing there, and I realized that she must have a room for every occasion. I just had to find the room that was right for going to town, hitting a bar, and getting my brains fucked out. 
 
    I found it down the hall, on the left. Underwear and clothing appropriate for clubbing. 
 
    I selected a half bra, and loved the way my nipples stared outward. 
 
    I had panties on, but should I wear another pair? After all, the first pair of panties looked like, and probably was, a vagina now. 
 
    I decided no. I didn’t smell, and I liked the feel of cool air on my private parts. 
 
    Stockings. Yes. They rolled right up and clung to my thighs like they were made for them. 
 
    A dress. Yes. I found a black number that slid down like a sheath, fit me like a stocking, and yet let my titties project. 
 
    Yeah, baby. 
 
    High heels. I was a little worried about that, but I found that Aunt Charley was unerring in this. I found several pair that fit well, even seemed form fit for my tootsies. 
 
    I grew three inches. Excellent. I was tall, long-haired, big-boobed, and I had…LIPSTICK! 
 
    I put the lipstick on, grabbed the female license out of the box, and headed downstairs. 
 
    It should have been awkward for me, walking and talking and doing things as a female, but, as I said, there is a sort of an ambience to it all. Being a man I hadn’t noticed this ambience when I put on the male body. I did notice it when I put on the female body. 
 
    I leaned too far forward because of the weight on my chest. It was strange walking without something dangling between your legs. But the high heels were the worst. 
 
    But the ambience taught me quickly. I soon mastered the feat of placing one foot in front of the other and letting the hips gently sway. I got used to the jounce and jiggle of my breasts. And my ankles shortly stopped quivering and threatening to give way. 
 
    I took some cash and a credit card out of my wallet, and then wondered where to put it all. I had a license and the credit card, pretty stiff and not very foldable, some cash, which was thick and foldable, but more bulky for the foldability, and a tube of lipstick. 
 
    Women carried purses. 
 
    I didn’t want to carry a purse. 
 
    I headed back up stairs and started looking for something that was better than a purse. 
 
    I found it. A little wrist purse. Or wrist wallet, or something. I slipped the cash and license into the thing, then the tube, and I was good to go. 
 
    I called a taxi on the way downstairs, and it arrived fifteen minutes later. 
 
    I hopped in, straightened my skirt, and the driver said, “Hey! Haven’t seen you for a while.” 
 
    Oh, my God! Shades of Aunt Charley. He must have given her a ride when she was wearing the panties! “I’ve been busy.” 
 
    “You want to go anywhere special?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. You decide.” 
 
    I know, it sounds funky, letting a taxi driver decide where to take me, but I figured he would take me to where Aunt Charley hung out the most, and that would save me a little hit and miss. 
 
    And, as I thought about this, I realized I had a gold mine of information here. 
 
    “Actually,” I said, leaning forward on the seat, “I had an accident.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” 
 
    “Yeah. Hit my head and…it’s hard to remember stuff.” 
 
    “Should you be out?” 
 
    “Doctor said it would be good for me. It’d jog the memory, bring things back faster.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    “But you could help me check my memory. Tell me where you usually take me and let’s see if I can remember more.” 
 
    And there it was. All the way into town the cabby told me about bars and nightclubs, day trips to grocery stores and boutiques. by the time I arrived at my destination I had a pretty good idea of Aunt Charley’s habits. I even got a feel for the kind of people I hung out with, and I even found out that I had, one drunken night, dragged the cabby out of his cab on Main street and fucked him till his dick near fell off. 
 
    Even though I had attacked him, he sounded pretty appreciative. But he was married now, and, poor boy, sounded a bit sad. 
 
    “Heck, Mrs. James. If had known you’d be around I might not have gotten married.” 
 
    I had to laugh at his plaintive tones. 
 
    He dropped me off at a bar on the edge of town. There were a few bikers there, a few cowboy types, and a lot of good music. The band was a Karen Lovely cover, and they were a good cover. I perched on a barstool, made myself at home, and let the music sooth the savage beast inside. 
 
    Except, the beast inside me was waking up. And here’s a funny thing. 
 
    Blue is for fighting, and pink is for fucking. 
 
    But blue had ended up being smart and reasonable. And pink…pink had an edge to it. 
 
    I had a feeling my pink self might, should she not get fucked properly, develop a case of nasty bitch. 
 
    But, that slight consideration aside, I sat on the barstool and sipped my whiskey and tapped my toes. 
 
    “Hey, mama, you feel like some company?” 
 
    I turned on my stool and inspected my catch. A stud. Earrings, a butch cut, eye liner, and muscles. Sitting on the next barstool, so close I could kiss him. 
 
    Heck. I liked muscles. In my blue incarnation I had muscles, a lot of them. Definitely a fan of muscles. 
 
    I turned, smiled, and put hand on his leg. “That depends?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “On how big a snake you got in your pocket.” 
 
    He blinked, and I think he gulped, but hid his throat action under facial hair, and smiled. 
 
    “What would you like to drink?” 
 
    I slithered my hand up his thigh and came in contact with a very very nice hunk of meat. It was long, and the head was easy to feel, imprinted on the jeans as it was. 
 
    “I think you know.” 
 
    He stared at me, and opened his mouth to speak, but stopped himself.  
 
    “Don’t bother with the small talk, I don’t need that. I just need you to lie, tell me how much you love me. And take me back in the men’s room and ride me like a racehorse.” 
 
    Yes, he definitely gulped. But he was no rube. He stood up and held out his hand. I took it and he lead the way into the back. 
 
    Now, let’s get something straight. 
 
    As a man I’m not a slut. 
 
    And, to tell the truth, as a woman I don’t really think I’m a slut. 
 
    But under the influence of the panties…I was a slut. 
 
    As a blue panty man I wanted to fight, but was able to control myself. 
 
    As a pink woman I wanted to fuck, and was not able to control myself. 
 
    And this was with me not ever having fucked as a woman before. 
 
    The, I don’t know what to call it…push? Drive? Motivation?…when wearing the panties just made me lose all control. And I didn’t have to worry about fighting. Maybe if I did I would have been different. 
 
    But I didn’t have to worry, my new pussy was heating up, and I needed to have a dick in me. 
 
    I had never had a dick in me and didn’t know anything about it…but I still needed a dick in me. 
 
    So I walked to the back of the bar, down the corridor to the bathrooms, and followed him into the men’s room. 
 
    Ah, the men’s room. Pee splattered urinals. One of the stalls always has a gift that was never flushed and is extra super stinky. There’s puddles of water on the floor so you can’t drop your trousers, the drain is usually stopped up and has used toilet paper mushed into the grate. And into this palace this Lothario took me. 
 
    Of course, I had asked him, and on arriving in that stink pit of filth I still didn’t care. My pussy itched and I needed to scratch it. 
 
    He turned to me and I took the initiative. I became the aggressor. As if I wasn’t already. I shoved him back and he went through the swinging door of a stall. I bent down and undid his zipper and his chub popped out. In spite of the promise of being able to bone me he wasn’t wholly hard. I guess he hadn’t come to grips with the situation, yet. 
 
    I took his chub in hand, put my mouth over it, and looked up while it grew to full length in my mouth. 
 
    It was weird. I was deep throating, and I knew I didn’t know how to do that. But the panties driving me did. I felt the tickle of tonsils in my throat, then he was sliding past the gag reflex. I began to move my head back and forth. 
 
    I was good. Baby, I was good. I felt his head driving through my throat and I moved my head in such a way that he felt my soft swallowing skin slid over and around his cock. 
 
    He groaned. I knew he wasn’t going to last long. Hell, he could have just cum and he wouldn’t have lasted long. 
 
    I stood up, kissed him, hard, and pushed him back on the toilet. 
 
    He sat, and I sat on him. 
 
    God, it felt good, the way his penis drove through my hungry tunnel. It felt like somebody was filing on my pussy nerves with a rasp. 
 
    He tried to move, but I didn’t let him, and I didn’t want him to. I wanted to do the fucking. I didn’t want to leave it up to amateurs.  
 
    I wiggled my ass and grabbed his waist and pulled myself down. 
 
    Behind me the door opened and I knew somebody was stopped, gawking. Fine for them. 
 
    My amateur fuck pawed my breasts. Fine with me. As long as he just sat there and let me control everything I was fine with a little clumsy pawing. 
 
    He tried to lower his head then, and suck on my nipples, which I had managed to expose. I pushed his head back, forced him to submit by crushing my mouth against his. 
 
    He was grunting now, and I knew it wouldn’t be long. 
 
    I heard the faping of flesh behind me, and I knew that whoever had come in was masturbating. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” the unknown intruder whispered. Then he came, right on my back! 
 
    “You motherfucker I cursed him, but I was smiling, and the bozo I was sitting on lost it. I could feel his cock erupting, spitting, spewing, painting my insides white. 
 
    I ground down, tried to get as much as I could in me. 
 
    And, his pleasure over, and mine just begun, I got up. I straightened out my dress, pulled the material up over my tits, and turned to the guy who had squirted on my back. 
 
    He was leaning on the counter, one hand bracing himself. He had had a good cum. 
 
    “You should have waited,” I said. “I would have fucked you next.” 
 
    I patted his face and passed by him. He looked a bit crestfallen, but only a little. 
 
    I walked back into the bar and regained my bar seat. 
 
    There was somebody new behind the bar, an older man, bald, a little chubby, and he wore an apron. He sauntered up to me. “I can’t have you doing that all night.” 
 
    “Bourbon and whiskey,” I commanded, and he pissed me off. Telling me what I can and can’t do. 
 
    He made the drink and pushed it towards me. “I can call the cops.” 
 
    “I’m bringing in business.” 
 
    “If the cops find out I’m dead.” 
 
    “Just think,” I smiled at him wryly, “My pussy holds the power of life or death.” 
 
    He blinked. Then he shook his head and took out his cell phone. 
 
    I laughed and stood up. I sauntered towards the door, then stopped and turned around. 
 
    “Hey, everybody!” My voice was loud and everybody in the bar turned and looked at me. 
 
    “Let’s go over to Clancy’s, and maybe you can get some of this!” I pulled down the top of my dress and exposed my boobs. 
 
    A cheer rose up, and guys started throwing money down. I walked out of the bar, turning at the last second to flip off the barkeep, who was now looking mighty sad. 
 
    In the parking lot I got a ride from a couple of good old boys, and I blew one, yummy cum, and fucked the other before we got to the next bar. 
 
    Now, no excuses. I said I’m not a slut, but the pantied me is. And I know I wasn’t a nice person. So let me ask you? If you are a kind man…would you be a kind woman? Or vice versa? Would a kind woman be a kind man? 
 
    I don’t know. I just know that my personal experience, I was a mean ass bitch. And when I’m not wearing my special panties it bothers me. But when wearing the panties, man or woman, I don’t care. 
 
    And it makes me feel like a Jekyll and Hyde. There’s the me, who probably isn’t too bad a sort, then there’s the man or woman in the special panties. Wanting to fuck, or to fight, and the hell with the world. 
 
    But what could I do about it? To not wear the panties was to not experience a whole different world! Wearing the panties would become an addiction! And I started to understand something about Aunt Charley. 
 
    As herself she was probably a kind lady. Took care of me. Raised me. Sure, she had quirks, and I’ll bet some of those quirks came from wearing the panties. But as herself, sans those panties, she was kind. 
 
    But people in the bars knew me, without knowing that I was a different person inhabiting the panties, and they tried to warn me off, refused to serve me, but it didn’t matter. I just kept doing what I was doing, and the hell with the world. 
 
    And, one last thing…I don’t know why I wasn’t arrested. I was fucking everybody in town, married or not. As a woman I fucked everything within sight. As a man I fucked, too, and I fought. I trashed half the bars in town, and the police never came for me. 
 
    I think the panties had something to do with it. I think they afforded some kind of protection to the wearer. 
 
    But, who knows? I just know that that night became the model or my activities. For the next week I would range far and wide, protected, a kind of Jekyll of sex and destruction. And nobody could stop me. 
 
      
 
    I woke up a week later. I had slept in the panties and I was a woman. I stretched, felt my tits, fingered myself a little, I had a lot of dried cum in my snatch and I loved the smell of it. And I wondered what had woken me up. Then I knew. 
 
    Liz. 
 
    A part of me didn’t care. The panty part. The panties just said, ho hum, what’s one more pussy in the world? 
 
    But there was a part of me working behind the panties. There was a part of me that frowned, and knew that something was wrong, that I was doing something wrong, and that I had to…I had to take off the panties. 
 
    And, in my behalf, there was a kind part of me still existing in the panties. 
 
    I dug my thumbs in and wiggled out, and was Ryan again. 
 
    Ryan, tired and dirty, filthy from a week of fucking and fighting. A mess. And my girlfriend was just getting out of her car. 
 
    I was lethargic, but still had a bit of alarm going off in my head. I jumped into the shower and began soaping myself. God, I was so filthy from my week of debauchery that the dirt seemed never ending. Still, by the time Sarah found me upstairs I was relatively clean. Except for the filth in my soul. And the guilt. Now out of the panties guilt was building. 
 
    God, so many women fucked. So many men. So many fights…so much booze! 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Sarah burst into the room. 
 
    “Honey?” I tried to fake like I hadn’t seen her car. 
 
    She looked at me funny. She told me later that she felt a…a slimy feel to me. Right then she hugged me. 
 
    And I hugged her, and there was a relief in me. I was out of the panties and into the arms of somebody good. 
 
    Of course, I was still driven by the panties, but I wouldn’t admit that then. 
 
    We kissed, and then she knelt and kissed something else. Again and again. And then she stood up and grabbed me by my teeny penis and pulled me towards the bed. 
 
    There was a part of me that didn’t want to go. There was a piece of me that had a week of indiscriminate fucking in mind. Of getting in fights, of causing near riots with my degenerate behavior. 
 
    And then there was me. A human being who needed love. And the human being who needed love won out. 
 
    We tangled on the bed, and I found myself crying as I ate her pussy and fingered her. 
 
    She stopped, held my face and looked into my eyes, then she let go and we continued. 
 
    And I wouldn’t have blamed her if she had pushed me away. 
 
    I hurried through the love making. Eating her quickly, fingerbanging her quickly, and then I was inside her. Still crying, and pumping her madly, as if her sex could give me absolution for my crimes. 
 
    She seemed to sense what I was going through, and she held on to me and was silent and…and I couldn’t cum. 
 
    I wanted to, I was desperate to, but I think I was not just empty physically, of semen, but I was empty in the soul. Where it counted. 
 
    I slowed down and just lay on her. 
 
    We were silent. After a minute I rolled off her. 
 
    Another couple of minutes passed, and she murmured, “Well, that was interesting.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I mumbled into her flesh. She was holding me and I was cuddling into her, and she was the only warm spot in my bleak universe. 
 
    “Do you want to tell me what’s going on?” 
 
    I was silent. And there was a part me that didn’t want to say a thing. I didn’t want anybody to know about the panties. And then I realized: there was a part of me that didn’t want to talk, there was a part of me that wanted her to leave me to my degradations. There were pieces of me all over the place, and I was becoming a split personality. 
 
    And I knew I had to tell her. 
 
    But I couldn’t, so…God help me…I got off the bed and put on the panties. 
 
    “Watch,” I said, as I pulled the panties over my feet. 
 
    Liz ’s expression of concern change to shock as I transformed. Her jaw dropped, her eyes widened, as my limbs became thicker, stronger, and my muscles became large and powerful. When my face transformed, lost its fat and became wide jawed and much, much more handsome, she actually backed away, put a hand to her chest in fear. 
 
    And, as I transformed, I had just meant to show her, my other personality, my blue personality came to the fore. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” I grinned. “It’s just me. It’s still me, Ryan. But…” I looked down at my body, held my hands out to the side, and inspected myself. I looked up at her, “This is what the panties do.” 
 
    I think, for those first few minutes, had I approached her she would have run out screaming. 
 
    But my blue personality was expert at self protection, and fighting, and the first element of fighting is to disarm the opponent. 
 
    I disarmed Liz with a smile, and giving her time to accept what had happened. 
 
    She sat back on the bed, her arms rigid and her fingers splayed to brace herself on the mattress. But I kept talking, joking, and she slowly started to calm down. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” she breathed. 
 
    “Yeah, pretty cool. I’m really strong like this, and look at my pecker!” 
 
    She was. She was staring at that mammoth schlong I had hanging between my legs, and the longer we talked the more interested she got in it. 
 
    “So…the panties do this.” 
 
    “You saw it,” I answered. 
 
    “They make you into a man that’s…you know…” 
 
    “Big and handsome.” 
 
    “Big and handsome.” She was repeating what I said, still trying to come to grips with the change. 
 
    “Unless I put the pink side out.” 
 
    “The what?” 
 
    “The pink side. The panties have a blue side and a pink side,” and I told her about finding them in the locked box. 
 
    By now she was getting easier with me, and I said, “Let’s go have some breakfast.” 
 
    I offered my hand, and she took it. Nervously, but anxiously, and I knew there was a part of her that wanted me, and there was a part that didn’t. 
 
    I led her down the hallway, I wasn’t dressed, and neither was she, and down the stairs. 
 
    In the kitchen I put together a meal of sausage and potatoes and grapefruit juice. We sat at the table and munched, and she kept looking at me, and looking and looking. 
 
    She was trying to carry on a conversation, but it was difficult. She was officially mind blasted. 
 
    “So,” she said, “Have you, uh, tried out your new penis?” 
 
    I looked down, mocked up some embarrassment, fake embarrassment because I was playing her. “Well, yeah. I…I couldn’t help myself,” and here I gave her a bit of the truth. “When I have the panties on I’m a little out of control. Most of the time I’m me, but when I start to get horny…it’s like somebody else is driving my dick.” 
 
    “So you’ve been untrue to me.” 
 
    Her voice revealed her hurt. 
 
    “Look, honey,” I placed a hand on hers, and she didn’t jerk it away, “It’s not me! It’s this body! I’m true to you. I would never cheat, but when I’m in this body…I don’t know what’s going to happen!” 
 
    Except that I would either fight or fuck. 
 
    Oddly, though she was upset, she was thoughtful, and I knew that she was understanding what I was saying. 
 
    “So what does it feel like…fucking with a big dick?” 
 
    “Oh, God, it is heavenly. It’s just…I feel so much more, and when I cum…baby, these balls put out the juice.” 
 
    And, she flipped. “Do you want to try it out right now?” 
 
    I grinned, cut into a final sausage with my sharp teeth, and said, “I thought you’d never ask.” 
 
    I held her hand across the living room, and I kept looking back at her. She had a mix of emotions on her face, a bit of fear, a bit of desire, a bit of apprehension…all sorts of things. 
 
    At the bottom of the staircase I turned and scooped her up in my arms. She gave a squeak and put her arms around my neck. 
 
    I kissed her a good one. I showed her what a handsome man’s lips could do, and when I was done she was wide-eyed and breathless. 
 
    Looking at each other, I carried her up the stairs. 
 
    “Geez,” she whispered. “These muscles.” 
 
    “I know. And that’s the hammer that’s going to drive the spike.” 
 
    “Oh, God.” 
 
    I entered the bedroom and tossed her on the bed. She giggled as I pushed her back and thrust a hand between her legs. She arched as my fingers found their way into her, and shortly she was gasping and out of control. 
 
    I used three fingers, opening her up, getting her ready for my dick. 
 
    She held onto my forearm as I pumped my hand into her. She was nothing but a rag doll to my strength, and I made the most of it. I bit her breasts, little nips that ended up with big sucks on her turgid nipples. I took my fingers out and grabbed her mons with my hand. I shook her by the pussy, and she cried out with the pleasure of it. 
 
    I turned her upside down, onto her belly, and I dug my fingers into her buns and spread her cheeks. 
 
    “What are you…OH!” 
 
    I put just a finger in her, I had learned about up the ass, anal sex, in my male and female bodies. Or rather my bodies, my panties, had taught me. But Liz had never done anything like this, so I was gentle. 
 
    Then I grabbed her pussy again and squeezed it until she groaned and thrashed, and, finally, I knelt between her legs. 
 
    She was hot. I had turned her on and she was flushed and heat emanated from her. 
 
    I put my penis to her hole, and she watched me. No longer scared, now just wanting it. 
 
    “Ryan…” she said, and then it was too late. 
 
    I slid my big dick into her and she about came apart. 
 
    Heck, she had had nothing but my small dick in her for years, and to finally be opened up, to be plumbed, to be fucked to the core, she began to jerk and twitch. She tried to hold on to my arms, and her whole body was spasming as I drove into her. Again and again, and she couldn’t talk. She just made these ungodly guttural sounds. 
 
    And, finally, she came. And came hard. And again and again. I simply wouldn’t stop, even as one cum waned another one started. 
 
    Her eyes rolled back, her arms flopped, and she gave up. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FOUR 
 
      
 
    We lay on the bed, on our backs. She was sore, but in a good way. Her pussy looked all red, and well it should. 
 
    My dick was ten inches long, and I must have pumped a gallon of semen into her. Her red gash leaked white fluid, and she sighed. 
 
    “I never…” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    She laughed. Yet there was a sad ruefulness to her. She turned to me. “You’ve ruined me for you.” 
 
    Ah. So that was it. Once with the blue panty Ryan and she was no good for the regular Ryan. 
 
    I smiled. “Would you like to try them on?” 
 
    “The panties? Will they work for me?” 
 
    “Should. Don’t know why they shouldn’t.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    I slid off the bed, hooked my thumbs into the panties and pushed them down. 
 
    Liz stared at me while I changed. Now that she knew what was happening she was fascinated. She watched as my limbs slenderized, I lost my muscle, and my face morphed back into the regular me. 
 
    “Wow.” Yet she was looking at the panties, not me. I intuited that she was disappointed in me. She didn’t want Ryan with his tiny dick. She wanted the panty Ryan, the blue Ryan, and the panties were the key. 
 
    I held the panties out to her. 
 
    She took them, examined them, “One material but two colors, a color on either side, I don’t think that’s possible.” 
 
    “Probably not,” I agreed, and I was suddenly aware of my tiny penis. 
 
    She saw the look on my face and giggled. “Are you scared I won’t want your teeny peeny?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    She kissed me, didn’t address my concern, and what would she have said? ‘Oh, I’ll always love a small, inadequate dick, especially now that I’ve fucked a big one.’ 
 
    In the back of my head I think I realized that I was always going to have to fuck her as blue Ryan. 
 
    She bent over and slipped the panties over her feet and pulled up, and my jaw dropped. She had chosen the blue side out! 
 
    I watched as her legs went into the top of the panties all feminine, and came out thick and strong. Her pussy disappeared and the panties bulged with cock, then a penis formed out of the bulge. It was long, it was big, and it had monster balls to back it up with. 
 
    Then the morph continued up her waist, which became thick with rock hard abs, her tits shrunk and her chest swelled into big pecs and thick shoulders. 
 
    And when her face changed, became firm and granite appearing, i almost fainted. She was the image of the sea captain, but with small changes, small things that kept the uniqueness of her. She was a manly man, but she was also Liz inside. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered. 
 
    She…he…turned to me. Her dick was like mine had been, ten inches, and it was already getting hard. 
 
    “Wow! That feels good!” Her voice was deep, and she shook her cock at me. 
 
    “Uh…” I said, and I suddenly realized that we had a problem. She was fresh changed, horny, and had a big dick. And I had no pussy. 
 
    She understood it, too. “Hell, we need two pairs of panties.” 
 
    “Yes,” and suddenly, I felt a fear. 
 
    I was Ryan, five foot eight, slender with a spattering of muscle. She was six foot six and 220 pounds of rock hard muscle. 
 
    I had been sitting on the bed, and I started to get up. 
 
    “Where you going?” She pushed me back with a hand. 
 
    “Liz, I don’t want to.” 
 
    “Aw. He doesn’t want to be a homo.” 
 
    “I…I’m not comfortable with it.” 
 
    “But I’m Liz inside,” she said in that deep voice. “You wouldn’t be fucking a man, you’d be fucking me.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to.” 
 
    She pushed me back and climbed on top of me.  
 
    “No!” 
 
    “No doesn’t mean no,” she grinned. I could feel her giant cock dragging across my belly. “Grab it.” 
 
    I didn’t, and she grabbed my hands and forced them up, put them around her cock. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good. I think I like a little roughness, too. I’ve always been the weaker one, but this being stronger…it’s fun.” 
 
    “Please, this is rape!” 
 
    “This is love.” 
 
    She slid back off me, pulled on my hands, kept them on her cock. “Suck me.” 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed, trapped, and that monster cock stared at me with its big slit of an eye. 
 
    “I don’t wan—“ 
 
    She shoved forward, impaled my mouth with penis. I gagged, but she held me in place, and even started to move back and forth. 
 
    “Oh, this is good,” she chuckled. I always wondered what you saw in blow jobs, but now I know.” 
 
    “Mhhhggh!” I tried to talk. 
 
    “I bet you wish I had a small cock right about now.” 
 
    She pulled back and I gagged, and I could taste the odor of man meat, sweaty and pungent. 
 
    She grabbed me and flipped me over. She was incredibly strong, and I found myself on my hands and knees. On all fours. And she put fingers to my butthole. 
 
    “No!” My voice was rising in panic. 
 
    “Yes. Now hold still. I want to put some pre-cum in there. I hate it when bitches bleed.” 
 
    I felt her shove her dick up to my hole. She used fingers and spread her pre-cum around, then pushed a lubricated finger into me. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    And she entered me. 
 
    My limbs gave way and I belly flopped on the bed. She followed, stayed with me, and her penis shoved in further. 
 
    It hurt. I won’t deny it, but…but it felt good, too. 
 
    “No!” I cried, and my fists grabbed a pillow and squeezed. 
 
    I felt her pull out a bit, and it was excruciating and exquisite at the same time. Then she pushed in and my breath left me. 
 
    Again and again.  And she reached around and grabbed my chest as if I had tits. She fucked and fucked, she screwed me, and, finally, I began pushing back. 
 
    It felt good! I hadn’t realized, but…it felt good. 
 
    But I was conflicted. I was a man, and the woman that was in me was a man, and…Liz. I wanted Liz back. 
 
    She began to cum then. I felt her grunting and her penis spasmed, and I could feel liquid spurting inside my asshole. 
 
    “Fuck! Fuck!” she blurted. 
 
    I was crying, and I whimpered. “Liz…Liz…” 
 
    She pulled out, stepped back and stared down on me. I lay on the bed, sobbing, yet with a happy butt. I was so conflicted. 
 
    Then, a soft voice, the Liz voice: “I’m sorry.” 
 
    I turned over and…she had taken off the panties. She was Liz again, and then we were in each others arms, crying and crying. 
 
      
 
    We sat on the porch on a bent wood bench. The sun was hot, but a breeze kept everything cool. We could hear nothing but nature here. Nothing but the beating of our hearts as we discussed what had happened. 
 
    “I loved it, and it was wonderful. And I was so strong, and I know what it is to be a man now. But…I also feel like somebody just wiped my face in the mud.” 
 
    “I spent the last week in panties,” I said. “Sometimes I’m blue Ryan, sometimes pink, but I’m not…me. The real me.” 
 
    “It’s like I was submerged, and gleeful, and I couldn’t stop.” 
 
    “Tell my asshole that,” I grinned. 
 
    She laughed, but not a real happy laugh. 
 
    But at least we were stating to recover, to talk, to even have our sad jokes. 
 
    “That’s why I didn’t call you this last week. I was busy…I was out getting my rocks off.” 
 
    “As a male or a female?” 
 
    “Both, either.” 
 
    “I should hate you for it…but now I understand. God knows I understand.” 
 
    “So…what do we do?” 
 
    She was silent, biting her lip, thinking dire thoughts. 
 
    I added, “We want to do it. We want to be…unbound, experiencing life with the panties.” 
 
    “But we don’t do it. We control ourselves.” 
 
    “But it’s addictive. Even now, I wish I had the panties on. What you did to me, I hated it, and loved it…and I want to do it to you.” 
 
    We were silent for a while. 
 
    “The panties protect us.” 
 
    “How so?” she looked at me. 
 
    “When we are wearing them the panties give us an innate sense of how to do the bad things we do, and yet get away with it. We never go too far. We fuck somebody until they are in danger, and then we back off. The panties give us that sense of…of…self-protection. 
 
    “Hmm.” She nodded. She moved closer to me. We had been sitting at opposite ends of the bench, almost like we were afraid of each other. This was the first sign of our calming emotions, this was a human touch in the middle of this…this problem we had. 
 
    We sat, and held each other, got closer and closer, and then we were kissing. Not hot and heavy, but light and loving. 
 
    And we decided: we would not wear the panties again. 
 
      
 
    Life went on. I got a security system installed. I told Liz about the visit from Aunt Virginia and Cousin Tommy, and she was glad of having to turn on the thing every night. 
 
    And we were protected. 
 
    I got a big lawn mower, a sit down monster. It was the Ryobi 48 volt brushless 54 inch electric riding zero turn mower. Say that without taking a breath. 
 
    And it was fun. Once a week I would buy a case of beer and go out and chop off the tops of wildly growing grass. Liz was always worried that I would get drunk and fall off and the stupid thing would run over me. 
 
    Maybe. But what’s life without a little fun, eh? 
 
    For a month we had a truck load of workers. They fixed the roof, replaced boards, painted everything, and we built a gazebo out in the backyard, and made plans for a swimming pond. Not a pool, but a pond, with a floating platform and a diving board in the center. It was going to be a big pond. 
 
    We bought a couple of cars. She wanted a Miata, convertible, red, so that was what she got. I bought a big truck. With extra lights, a big grill and a winch. If anybody got in my way I could push them of the road, then winch them back on. Heh heh. 
 
    And we were served with papers. Lots of papers. Aunt Virginia and Tommy and the twins all brought separate suits, and for a variety of reasons. 
 
    The will was invalid. I was not fit. I had spit on the sidewalk when I was ten years old. Yada yada poo bah. My lawyer just took the notices, grinned, and said he would, after he had answered the scurrilous complaints, wipe his ass with them. 
 
    And, the total cost of all this work and lawyers and everything? I made money. 
 
    I was simply making more money on the interest of eighty-three million dollars than I was spending. 
 
    Woo! Talk about winning the lottery. 
 
    But there was a fly in the ointment. Sand in the vaseline. A…disappointment. 
 
      
 
    Liz and I lay upstairs on the big bed. We were naked. She was sweaty from a wonderful orgasm. I was not. 
 
    Oh, I was sweaty, but not from orgasm, and that was the trouble. 
 
    “Man, that was good,” Liz murmured, her eyes closed. 
 
    “I aim to please,” I said, a small smile on my lips. 
 
    “And you do.” Then she rolled over on her side and faced me. She reached down to where my tiny cock was still hard. “But you didn’t cum.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “How long has it been?” 
 
    “A long time.” 
 
    “Have you had an orgasm in…in your regular body, since you wore the panties.” 
 
    We both knew the answer to that. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She sighed and lay back, deep in thought. And I knew what she was thinking. 
 
    “I shouldn’t wear the panties.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t go without cumming,” she responded. 
 
    “I might hurt you.” 
 
    “What about that protection thing you were talking about? The innate ability of the panties to protect ourselves…even from ourselves?” 
 
    I let out a long breath. “Can we trust the panties?” 
 
    We were silent, and we let it slide, but the conversation was not over. 
 
    That night at dinner. “I want you to wear the panties.” 
 
    I looked at her over a plate of lamb chops and spuds. “No, you don’t. You don’t want that Jekyll and Hyde thing.” 
 
    “Actually,” she stared at me, “I do.” 
 
    She was serious, quite serious, and I said, “You do?” 
 
    “Nasty, little secret, Ryan. I want that blue Ryan fuck. I love you. Your tiny peeny gets me off, but…but there’s something in me that wants that other you, the one with the big cock.” 
 
    I sat back, pushed my plate away. I still had a bite of potatoes left, but I wanted a drink. 
 
    I got up and headed for the liquor cabinet. 
 
    Big bonus to being filthy rich: really expensive bourbon. I got down a glass and tossed some ice cubes in it. I poured a healthy dose of Pappy Van Winkle’s Family Reserve. Three thousand dollars a bottle. That’s right. Three fucking thousand dollars. For a bottle of booze. I liked having money. 
 
    Then, just to prove that all that money hadn’t gone to my head, I absolutely destroyed the best bourbon in the world by pouring some Coke into the glass. 
 
    “Want one?” I asked Liz. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I made a second one, without the Coke. My girl has class. I handed it to her and we sipped. 
 
    Well, I sipped. She took a gulp and gasped, and grinned. “Fuck my pussy and call me happy!” 
 
    “You’re happy. Now, about that fuck.” 
 
    “Look, Ry, we have the panties. We can experience the other side of life, and it would be stupid not to.” 
 
    “Where do we stop?” 
 
    “We wear them only every once in a while. Wear them once, a month later we take turns and the other wears them. You get the benefit of having orgasms, and I get…” she grinned. 
 
    “You get what I can’t give you.” 
 
    “But it will be you!” she protested. 
 
    And, she was right. 
 
    When I wore the panties I was still me. Me 2.0, but still me. 
 
    Of course I wasn’t quite in my right mind, uh, body, but an orgasm is an orgasm, right? 
 
    “So after we finish our drinks you want me to go up and put on the panties.” 
 
    “Yes,” she was positive. 
 
    “And then you want me to fuck you.” 
 
    She hesitated, but only briefly, then, even more positive, “Yes.” 
 
    I still paused. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I have to tell you, I’ve worn the panties more than you have, and…” 
 
    “What? Tell me what?” 
 
    “Once isn’t enough for blue Ryan.” 
 
    We didn’t say anything for a long time. She knew what I meant.  
 
    “You want to go to town and fuck other people.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And you have to.” 
 
    “The blue Ryan has to. I tell you, right now, once I get those panties on I’m going to want to go to town and shut down the bars. I’m going to be an out of control pussy hound.” 
 
    She took a deep breath. “And if we do this, if you go to town and fuck everything with a hole, then…” 
 
    My turn to say, “What?” 
 
    “Then it’s all right for me to go to town when it’s my turn to wear the panties.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    A part of me screamed ‘No! No!’ 
 
    A part of me understood what it was to have that horny devil on your shoulder. 
 
    Once the panties were on the horniness could not be controlled. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    We were frozen for a few seconds, a bit surprised by our choices, the Liz shivered, actually shivered, and said, “Oh, fuck. I want this.” 
 
    So we sipped our bourbon, and tried not to sip too fast, and grinned at each other. Grinned nervously, excitedly, and with much anticipation. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you,” I blurted. “I’m going to pump you full of sperm.” 
 
    “I can’t wait for your big dick. I want to feel it open me up. I want to feel your balls slapping against my ass.” 
 
    “You want it up the asshole?” 
 
    “Oh, ho! Turn about, eh?” 
 
    “Well, you fucked me there, and I can still feel it.” 
 
    She grew serious. “Did you like it? Do you want it there again?” 
 
    And I surprised myself. “I think so.” 
 
    “Wow. Then, maybe I will. But let me think about it. You know, of course, that I haven’t experienced pink Liz.” 
 
    I smiled. “Ah, yes. Pink Liz. And, speaking of which…what if I was a girl tonight?” 
 
    “Oh, wow! A girl?” Her mind rioted at the thought. And I think there was some sexual excitement in there. “But I thought you were going to be blue Ryan and fuck me.” 
 
    “I’ll tell you, how about if I go out as a girl, as pink Ryan, then when we get home I can change into blue Ryan.” 
 
    She jumped on board. “I’ll go out with you. Two girls out on the town.” 
 
    I laughed. “This is going to be good!” 
 
    So we went upstairs to change. Of course she was just going to change into sexy clothes. I was going to change into a sexy body. 
 
    In the bedroom she watched as I pulled on the panties, pink side out. She watched as my legs slenderized, curvi-sized, and the changes went right up my body. She gasped at the pussy, whistled at my tits, and then came close and felt my hair. 
 
    “We need to comb this out.” 
 
    So I sat and and she combed, and then she said, “What do you do for make up?” 
 
    “I don’t. I just wear lipstick.” 
 
    “Oh, girlfriend. You’ve been missing out. Here, let me get my make up.” 
 
    I pulled on some hose while she gathered her make up, and a bra. I liked going bra-less, but there was also something sexy about being in harness. 
 
    She sat me down at the vanity table and began working on me, and it was incredible. She soothed my face with creams, brushed it with powders. She made my eyes into little caves, delicately blue, and she finally painted my lips.” 
 
    “Now you looked ready to go,” she said, standing back in fascination. 
 
    I looked in the mirror and was astounded at the changes. I was a woman, through and through, inside and out, and I was even horny for myself. 
 
    “Wow,” I grinned. 
 
    “Okay, a little jewelry, and why don’t you wear the red strapless? And…are you going without panties?” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow. “I’ve got panties on.” 
 
    “But those panties are now flesh, and…you don’t want panties to cover yourself up?” 
 
    “Nope. If I don’t have to wear panties than it’ll be quicker. I can just lift my dress, bend over, and zippity do dah.” 
 
    She giggled. “You slut.” 
 
    I sang a bit of Lil Mariko’s song. 
 
      
 
    ‘Wow, do you really think I'm hot enough to be a slut? 
 
    Aww, thanks’ 
 
      
 
    Liz slapped my ass, then helped me into the red dress, laughing all the while. 
 
    We were making ourselves all horny, and we felt totally relaxed and unleashed. No holding us back. 
 
    “Come on, girlfriend, let’s take the Miata.” 
 
    Holding hands, giggling, we descended the stairs, our heels clicking merrily. 
 
    We walked out to the car and got in. 
 
    She leaned over and kissed me gently, careful not to mess my lips. “You make me so fucking hot!” 
 
    Then she put the car in gear and…zippity do dah. 
 
      
 
    We arrived at Clancy’s, which was one of my favorites. We got out of the car and sashayed across the parking lot, and were accompanied by a few whistles. 
 
    “Hey, baby!” 
 
    “Two for one. Whoa!” 
 
    We had linked arms and we giggled, and entered the bar. 
 
    Clancy’s was a pretty good place. A gentle mix of low lifes and urban hot rodders. Low lifes like bikers that liked to fight, and urban hot rodders, which was my name for guys who buy big motorcycles so they can act like low lifes. 
 
    We stepped up to the bar and Clancy had us spotted. He’s a red headed guy, short but with muscles, and a baseball bat filled with lead behind the bar. He started pouring my bourbon and Coke, and looked at Liz. 
 
    “Same.” 
 
    So he made two, and he said, as he shoved the drinks over to us. “No trouble this time, okay?” 
 
    He knew better than to try and bully me, and he knew that I sometimes responded to a polite request. And heck, shouldn’t I? I was there to fuck, not fight. 
 
    “I brought my girlfriend to keep tabs on me.” 
 
    He looked at Liz and groaned. “She’s going to keep you out of trouble? She looks like trouble herself!” 
 
    Liz put a hand on Clancy’s forearm. “I’m strictly damage control.” 
 
    He liked the feel of her warm hand on him, how could he not? And he smiled. “Good. That’s good.” 
 
    We swiveled on our barstools then, and inspected the bar. And the patrons inspected us. Not a minute passed before a rowdy named Jimmy sauntered up to us. 
 
    “Hey, I seen you before.” 
 
    “Yes, you have,” I answered. Then I leaned forward and grabbed the front of his pants. He was stiff and filled my hand nicely. “And I remember that your big dick did me twice.” 
 
    “Hey, baby. It’s ready for three.” 
 
    In front of my wife, I tilted my head up and pressed my lips to Jimmy’s. 
 
    He wrapped his arms around me and bent me over a bit. Now I was twisted so that if I opened my eyes I could see Liz. I opened, and she was staring at me, not breathing, and she was flushed. 
 
    I put a question in my eyes, and she nodded. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she breathed. 
 
    That was it. It was okay. It was more than okay, because I was making her hot. 
 
    I pushed Jimmy back, and he looked surprised, and then I said, “Are you going to kiss me or fuck me?” 
 
    Surprise left his eyes and he grinned. He grabbed my hand and pulled, and I went with him. 
 
    We walked back to the men’s room and entered. He grabbed me, and that was good. I liked it rough. 
 
    “You want monkey love? Or bent over?” 
 
    “Oh, Monkey love, baby.” 
 
    I had my hand on his pants and I near ripped that zipper off. His big cock popped out, and it was big. Jimmy was no pipsqueak when it came to penises. 
 
    I jumped up and into his arms and wrapped my legs around his waist. 
 
    He caught me and started lowering me. He backed me up against the door and he lowered my on his dick. 
 
    “Fuck,” he grunted. “You are the sweetest pussy!” Then he was banging his hips forward. He slammed into me and my butt slammed into the door. The door was a loose fit, and it started to make a banging sound. 
 
    I bit his lip, pulled it out, and licked the side of his face. 
 
    He kept ramming it into me. 
 
    “Move to the wall,” I suggested. 
 
    He stepped back from the door, around the hand drier, and slammed me up against a tile wall. The tiles felt cool on my hot ass, and I laughed in delight. I dug my fingers under his arms and he groaned in pain.  
 
    “Oh, you fucking bitch!” 
 
    But the pain was what did it. It made him lose control. I felt his iron rod unload deep within me. He grunted and banged me against the wall, then slumped against me. 
 
    “You’re good, lover. Now be a good boy and put me down.” 
 
    He did, and he grinned at me. I patted his cheek, and went out the door. Sperm was dripping from my cunt, but that was good. I liked it when semen ran out of me. 
 
    I arrived at the bar and Liz turned to me. A tall fellow in an expensive Harley jacket was trying to make time with her. 
 
    “Can you believe this guy? He expects me to suck his dick and I don’t even know how big it is!” 
 
    I grabbed his pants and smiled. “It’s big enough. Too big for you.” I pulled the guy towards the restroom. People were noticing what I was doing now, and it wouldn’t be long before I was pulling a train. Toot toot! 
 
    As we walked I pulled his zipper down, and when we entered the restroom his cock was out and hard. I bent over and whined, “Fuck me you asshole!” 
 
    He walked right into me, rammed it right up, and, poor boy, he got the wrong hole. 
 
    I laughed and ground back, and he felt the difference. “Hey!” 
 
    “Hey is for horses, now ride me, cowboy!” 
 
    He did. He recovered from his mistake, but stayed in my asshole, my good fortune. He gripped my hips. He pulled me back and thrust into me and pumped into my butthole. 
 
    I rubbed a nipple with one hand, and began rubbing my button with the other. 
 
    I was close, and getting closer, when he let loose. “Gah!” He grunted, and I felt that hot throbbing, followed by the spurt of slime. He kept shoving it forward, twisting his hips and screwing me hard, and then he was done. I straightened up, his dick, now going limp fell out of me. 
 
    “Damn. Not bad.” And I kissed his cheek and went out the door. 
 
    And a big fat fuck was waiting for me. He was three hundred pounds, blubber, and he had a full beard and biker’s colors on his back. He pushed me back into the men’s room. 
 
    I laughed, and he grinned and turned me around, then he bent me over and, I swear to God, he lifted up his belly and set it on top of my ass. His cock reamed me briefly, then pushed into my hole. The right one, this time. 
 
    I pushed back, I was hot, I was ready, and I wanted a cum. “Slap my ass!” I begged. 
 
    He obliged me. He had a thick, meaty hand, and he slapped my ass. A sharp crack and I knew there would be a red hand print on my ass in the morning. If I stayed a woman. 
 
    And that slap did it. I felt faint. I put my hands out and pushed on the stall door, which swung back. Fortunately, the biker had me. And he was strong. He held my ass up, and my body up and when I came it started him cumming. Cumming together is a rare thing, and we made the most of it. We pushed against each other, searched for every inch of his cock, and he spurted deep inside me. I was giving off a few squirts of my own. Juice ran down my leg, jizz overflowed and mingled with the previous two loads, and I gave a scream I couldn’t help it. I’m not normally a screamer, but my body felt like it was being pulled through a meat grinder. It was so good it hurt, and I screamed. 
 
    Liz told me later that everybody in the bar heard me. 
 
    But I knew that. 
 
    The fat biker let go of me and I fell off his dick. I caught myself, and straightened up. I was a mess. My hair was all over the place. My boobs had fallen out of the strapless and just hung there, big, with erect nipples. 
 
    At this point I was facing the door, and I pushed on it, and tripped, and nearly fell through the door. To the people in the bar it looked like I was busting out of the bathroom.  
 
    I was slightly bent over, and I straightened up, brushed my hair back, put my tits back in the dress, and yelled out, “That was a fuck!” 
 
    Everybody cheered. And they would have lined up and I would have had a train going. And I sort of wanted that. Pink panties Ryan wanted to have his cunt abused. 
 
    But Liz grabbed my arm and straightened me out and walked me towards the door. I had broken a heel when I came through the bathroom door, and I staggered like a drunk, but I waved to people, and people slapped me on the ass, and it was all good. 
 
    “Oh, my GOD!” Liz blurted, as we crossed the parking lot. “I have never seen anything so hot in my life!” 
 
    I let her put me in the car, and she stood there for a moment, leaning over me. “Do you want to do some more?” 
 
    “Fuck, yes!” I was dazed, flushed, and as happy as I had ever been. 
 
    “Okay,” she rounded the car and got in. She reached behind the seat and took out her running shoes. “I’ll wear these. You can wear my heels.” She handed them to me and turned the ignition. With a roar we left the parking lot, squealed tires in the street, and zoomed off towards the next bar.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FIVE 
 
      
 
    We closed the bars, then went to a picnic area where I finally got to pull a train. Man, it was fun. Man after man, pumping my ass, my pussy, my mouth. By the time I was done I had swallowed a gallon, and two more gallons had drained out of my asshole and pussy. 
 
    Well, maybe not gallons, but it was a lot! 
 
    Then we went home, and I have never seen Liz so hot in my life. She couldn’t wait for me to turn my panties inside out, and when I was a big man she was the aggressor. She jumped my bone so hard I thought she was going to break it. And I had a wonderful orgasm. 
 
    Then we slept. 
 
    And when we woke up it was back to normal. 
 
    Normal was riding the lawnmower drunk, getting somebody out with a backhoe to dig the pond, and packing the bottom of the pond with bentonite. 
 
    Bentonite seals the ground, makes it so the water won’t be absorbed by the ground. 
 
    And we had a floating platform built, and…we had a prowler. 
 
    The prowler was over the fence, on public land, but it was pretty obvious he was watching us. I found a pile of cigarette butts while inspecting the fence on the edge of the property, and indentations where whoever it was had set up a folding chair and probably a big pair of binoculars. 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    I suspicioned, of course, that it was Aunt Virginia and Cousin Tommy, but…no proof. 
 
    I came back to the house in a grumpy mood. 
 
    “What is it?” asked Liz. 
 
    I told her, and we discussed options. 
 
    We could buy guns. Lots of guns. We could patrol the property. We could hire a guard. We didn’t like any of these options. So, foolishly, we put it on the back burner. As if merely discussing the problem would make it go away. 
 
    Then a month later, came Liz’s turn. 
 
    She opted to be male, to be blue Liz. 
 
    I was fine with that. As a male, she would fuck and not get fucked, and she would be able to protect herself. I had already had a couple of close calls, assholes who got pushy, but when I turned to them with that look of joy in my eyes, that ‘come on, fuck face, and I’ll fuck your face,’ look, and they went right away. 
 
    It was a wild night. First, she insisted on fucking my asshole, and she tried to be gentle, but…well, it was still good. In fact, Rough seems to always be good. 
 
    Then she went out to the bars and I came along. 
 
    Man, what a chick magnet. She’d just sidle up to some babe, whisper in her ear, and bingo, she got laid. She would take them in the bathroom, she would take them out to the car. She fucked and she didn’t care if I watched, and…God, did that make me horny. 
 
    And when it was all over we rehashed her adventures for a week or two. She told me what it was like putting her dick in a pussy from her viewpoint. And it was different. She was a woman on the inside, and driven by the panties, and there was a part of her that wanted to be woman gentle.  
 
    And then there was the part of her that didn’t want to be gentle. 
 
    Still, when she was done screwing some poor girl, that girl would be very, very happy. 
 
    They would beg her for her number, want to meet on the morrow, and they would try to cling to her, until she saw the next mark and put the first aside and went for the fuck. 
 
    Man, what fun. 
 
    And, back to normal. Cutting the lawn. Final touches on the pond, we were gonna let it fill with rain water, then top it off with well water. 
 
    We were so far out from the city that we had a well. It was a good one, never ran dry, but you don’t take a chance with that. 
 
    So we got ready for the rain and waiting. 
 
    And, the weather turning slightly cold, we spent some time inside the house. 
 
    We had a few workmen over to fix things, check the plumbing and the wiring, make sure the chimney was in good working order. 
 
    And we finally got around to going through the rooms and cataloging everything. 
 
    Man, there was a lot to catalogue. 
 
    Aunt Charley had lived alone for 35 years, but she must have gone around the world and collected a lot of stuff in the 35 years before that. 
 
    I remembered some of the stuff from my childhood. I found native spears from south sea islands. Big bowls and pottery. And a koteka. 
 
    What is a koteka? A koteka is a gourd worn over the penis. New Guinea natives wear them for protection. It is officially called a phallocrypt. Liz, of course, insisted that I wear it. My prick was so small, however, I rattled around in it. It made me horny, but with a dick too small to truly satisfy, and which was not cumming unless it was transformed into blue Ryan’s, I wasn’t fond of the thing. 
 
    Liz laughed, and teased me, but…oh, well. 
 
    And we found jewelry from Europe, paintings, and objet’s d’art.  
 
    And books. Lots of books. 
 
    And more book/boxes, like the ones that held the panties. I was examining one, and the bottom dropped out. I blinked. It was old, and it falling apart was no big deal, but if that book/box had a false bottom…what about the one that had held the panties? 
 
    I rushed upstairs, Liz saw me and wondered what was up, and she followed me. She found me sitting on the edge of the bed looking at the original book/box. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    I kept turning and twisting the thing, and I found a little button on the inside of the top compartment. I pressed it, and the bottom fell out, along with a book. 
 
    The book was like a captain’s log. It didn’t have lock on it, it was leather bound, and it was old. 
 
    I opened the cover and… 
 
      
 
    Charley Silversmith 
 
    My Life 
 
      
 
    Charley Silversmith. In a book/box about Jane Farstrider. What the fuck? 
 
    There was a photograph stuck in the first couple of pages and I looked at it. 
 
    A man stood on a ship’s deck, and it looked like he had just come up the gangplank. He had a seabag over his shoulder, he was hatless and his hair was blowing in a sea breeze. He was grinning and waving at whoever took the picture. He was skinny, not much muscle, and his face was thin. 
 
    “Who is that?” Liz asked, looking at the photo. 
 
    “Come here,” I took her down the hall to Aunt Charley’s room. I held the picture up in front of the large painting of the sea captain. 
 
    “It’s him.” And I said, “It’s his face.” 
 
    We compared the pictures. Young, old. Skinny, muscular. A regular guy, then…a Greek God. 
 
    “What happened? How did he…” 
 
    “Change? He found the panties. He sailed the world, visited exotic ports, and somehow found the panties.” 
 
    “But where?” 
 
    I looked at her and held the book up. “I think we need to read this.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
      
 
    It was my turn, and I wanted to be a woman. 
 
    Hey, I’m a man, and I like being a man, especially a man with a big dick, but there is something so intoxicating about having large breasts, a pussy that won’t quit. I loved it when Liz made me up. And Liz liked it to. 
 
    Yes, she wanted to be fucked, and I would change into blue Ryan at the end of the night and screw her good. And I told her that I wanted her butt this time. 
 
    She said no, but she didn’t mean it. She was thinking about it, and I knew she was going to give in. She was going to find out what the big deal about anal sex was. 
 
    Excellent. I was up for that. Grin. 
 
    So I put the panties on, and my body shimmered and shifted, and I morphed into a beautiful woman. I was probably like Charley was when she…he?…was young. 
 
    I went pantyless under a green dress. It was tight and I wore a half bra so that my nipples would stand out. I slipped on panty hose, high heels, and Liz worked on my face. We headed out for the bars at seven in the evening. 
 
    Clancy’s, and he poured us a couple of drinks, and we talked briefly, he asked us to be nice, and the festivities started. 
 
    My first fuck was a big guy. Six foot four and a cock to match. He had a cruel grin, but that was okay. I could out-cruel him any day of the week. 
 
    He tried to be dominating, and I don’t mind that, but he rubbed me the wrong way. So I stopped the fuck, shoved him off, and popped out of the restroom. 
 
    He came out right after, his pants bulging from his unfinished fuck. 
 
    “Hey, bitch,” he snarled, and he grabbed my shoulder and spun me around. 
 
    Suddenly three guys were standing there. They knew me from previous visits, they had fucked me, and they were actually protective of me. 
 
    “This guy giving you trouble?” Clancy had his hand under the bar, and I knew he was gripping his little, lead loaded baseball bat. 
 
    “Nah,” I said, pulling the goof’s fingers off and flicking his hand away. “He’s just pissed off because his dick is too small to make me happy.” 
 
    Man, was he pissed. He turned eight shades of red, his face got all puffy, and he wanted to slap me around right there. But three big bikers stood up to him, and even though he was tall, he was the sudden underdog. 
 
    He turned and stored away. 
 
    The three guys chuckled. 
 
    I turned to my protectors and smiled. “Looks like I’ve got a lot of fucking to do to thank you guys.” 
 
    Now, oddly, they got embarrassed. And one of them said, “We didn’t do that for…you don’t owe us…” and he fumbled his words around. 
 
    That’s bikers for ya. They’ll fuck anything that walks. They’ll fight anything that talks. And they’ll rush into a burning building and rescue your baby and then get all embarrassed if you try to thank them. 
 
    I studied the three guys, then said, “But what if I didn’t want to thank you. What if I just really, really, really wanted to get screwed by your big dicks? 
 
    That broke the ice. They all laughed, and one of them said, “Oh, shit.” 
 
    And Liz, who had been worried, until the three bikers had jumped in got very businesslike and said. “Okay. We need to measure your cocks.” 
 
    Then we were all cracking up. People around us were laughing. And I caught sight of the asshole who had tried to get tough. He had a friend, and they were sitting in a far corner of the bar, whispering to each other and glaring at us. At me. 
 
    Fuck ‘em. 
 
    I grabbed the nearest biker’s hand and pulled him after me.  
 
    I pushed open the door to the bathroom and bent and pulled my dress up. 
 
    The biker was not slow. He had his dick out and was shoving it into me. “Can I be rough?” 
 
    He was worried. He didn’t want to be stopped mid-fuck like the asshole. 
 
    “Slap me, beat me, just don’t not fuck me.” 
 
    He blinked, and he tried to figure it out. 
 
    “Come on, you asshole! Fuck me!” 
 
    He grinned, and did. His penis drove in, sucked out, drove in. He moved my hips in a circle and it felt like his dick was stirring my innards. 
 
    I reached between my legs and grabbed his balls. “If I squeeze these hard enough will you squirt?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” He blurted. 
 
    So I squeezed, but not too hard. 
 
    He howled, and spurted. My first fuck of the night, and he did me good. Lots of cum in those big, old balls. 
 
    We exited the bathroom, hand in hand, and I slapped his ass and pushed him away, and the two waiting laughed, and the next one stepped up and we went went back into that bathroom. 
 
    I must have fucked the whole biker gang that night. And they sensed that I was their meat, so they took care of me. They lined up politely and waited their turn. When somebody had to pee for real, they guided them into the girl’s room and waited politely in the corridor to make sure I wasn’t disturbed. 
 
    And Clancy just stood back and let it happen. 
 
    Heck, this was tremendous business for him. I showed up and everybody got happy and they called their friends and…and it was good business for him. He just watched for cops, gave Liz free drinks, and life went on. 
 
    About 11 o’clock the bikers were done. I had fucked every one of them, and they were ready to move on to the next watering hole. 
 
    So they hugged me, and they hugged Liz, who had sat on the barstool all night and kept tabs, and a moment later I heard big motors turning over, roaring off into the night. 
 
    But I wasn’t done. 
 
    I was almost done, but I needed a few more studs to nail me before I would be happy. After all, once a month isn’t really enough sex for a guy.  Especially if that guy is a girl. 
 
    So everything slowed down and I had a chance to sit and chat with Liz, and we laughed, and her eyes glittered with her horniness. She wanted to get me home, have me turn into blue Ryan and really do her. And we were whispering, playfully arguing about her ass and what it was going to feel like when I finally put my cock in it, and I felt a big shadow behind me. Liz sobered and looked past me. And I knew. 
 
    It was the asshole. With his buddy, another asshole. 
 
    I turned, and he had a sneer on his face. He leaned into me and growled. “We got some unfinished business, bitch.” 
 
    Liz looked around, but Clancy was at the other end of the bar, talking to somebody. Then the second asshole was looming over her. 
 
    “I think I might like a piece of you, bitch.” 
 
    We were cornered. And I thought I might be able to fight them as the pink Ryan. As a girl I was still strong, and I knew how to punch. But that still left Liz. She might know Karate, but these guys were big, and she didn’t have the edge of the panties protecting her. 
 
    And she was worried about me. 
 
    I put a hand out and touched the back of hers. “It’s okay. I’ll take care of him.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Just stay here. I’ll take care of everything.” 
 
    The first a-hole waited, and I stared at him, stone-faced, and then I walked towards the bathroom. As I walked my mind was working. Do this, twist that, do this. Do this, twist that, do this. 
 
    Over and over, getting the sequence of what I had to do perfectly embedded in my mind. 
 
    I reached the bathroom first, and he was two steps behind me. 
 
    I slammed the door in his face and locked it. Immediately the door started shaking. The doorknob turned a fraction, and I knew that this was one door that was going to come apart. 
 
    So I had to hurry, and I enacted my mental imagining of my plan. 
 
    I leaped to the end of the stalls and stepped into the last one. I closed the door and shot the bolt. It was a handicapped stall and I had plenty of room. I reached under my dress and hooked my panties and pulled them down. 
 
    The door burst open, slammed against the wall. I could visualize the asshole bully standing there, look down the row of stalls. 
 
    “Make it easy on yourself, bitch,” he growled. 
 
    Now plain, old, regular Ryan, I twisted the panties, made sure they weren’t backwards or anything, and bent to pull them up over my feet. 
 
    The first stall door was kicked open. It made a loud banging sound. “Come to daddy, bitch!” 
 
    I pulled, and the panties snagged on my heels. 
 
    The second stall door. BANG! 
 
    “You can’t run and you can’t hide!” he snarled, and he was outside the door to the stall I was in. 
 
    I pulled hard and the snag freed and the panties slid up my legs and I started changing. 
 
    BANG! The door slammed back. 
 
    I stood there, six foot six tall, 220 pounds of lithe, sailor-hardened muscle. My dress had burst from my body over filling it, and I stood there in a half bra and nylons. I was wearing make up. My cock was hanging, and even limp it was enough to scare the shit out of the asshole. 
 
    “What the…” 
 
    I hit him. Hard. Right between the eyes. 
 
    He was big, and he was tough. I expected him to go down, but he just staggered back against the wall. Good, I felt like hitting him twice. My second punch was in the gut, and there was less danger of killing him with a gut shot, so I only pulled it a little. 
 
    He folded over my fist, looked up and the pain exploded over his face.  
 
    Then I picked him up and threw him the length of the bathroom. 
 
    He hit the wall, took a step, holding his belly, and fell into the corridor. He wasn’t out, but he was as good as. 
 
    Heck, he hadn’t been much. I stepped over to a sink and washed my hands. Then I walked to the door and stepped over his body. I was looking down at it, then I looked up the corridor. 
 
    His friend was three feet from me. He was coming to see what I had done to the number one asshole, and he was holding a gun. 
 
    I looked at him, and he looked at me, and he raised the gun and shot me. 
 
    It was a small caliber pistol, thank God, and it only hit me in the side. Still, it hurt, and I flinched, twisted a bit under the impact. And before he could shoot me again I had him. I was in a bra and nylons, and my dick was swinging back and forth. I picked him up, lifted him so hard his head hit the ceiling. Then I threw him at the floor. He crunched, and that should have been it, but I was pissed off.  
 
    Memories flooded through me. Sea captain memories. A young man stabbed in a bar fight. A gunshot that near crippled me, except I was in panties at the time, and when I took them off I was cured. A bar brawl in Hawaii, and being scored by a broken bottle. That would have left scars, but the panties again, they protected me. And damage done while I was in the panties went away when I took off the panties. 
 
    I picked up the gunny, I didn’t know where the gun had gone, and I threw him down the corridor. 
 
    In the bar people were running, looking, trying to figure out what had happened. I could see surprise on Clancy’s face. 
 
    I stepped out of the corridor and Liz looked at me, fear written on her face. 
 
    I picked the guy up. I was in feminine underwear, my pussy was naked and dripping with cum, I had a bullet hole in my side from which trickled a line of blood. 
 
    And I had a grin on my face. A pissed off grin, but still a grin. 
 
    I threw the asshole across the bar, and I mean across. He flew over two tables and hit a window and went half through it. 
 
    Then I snorted at how easy he had been. Big man with a gun, but when push came to shove…and I looked down at my leak. 
 
    It was just a small hole, already sort of puckered. 
 
    Liz: “Ryan?” 
 
    I smiled at her. “I’m okay.” I said, looking at her. 
 
    Then I turned to Clancy, who had come down to our end of the bar. 
 
    “Give him a credit card,” I told Liz. She fumbled through her little purse and I said, “Charge damages to that card. Don’t call the cops. I’ll pick up the card later. Okay?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “Yeah. Yes.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ve got to get out of here.” 
 
    I headed for the door, and now that the action was over I felt a bit of fatigue. Behind me Liz threw the credit card on the bar and ran after me. She managed to get under my arm and help me as soon as we were out the door. 
 
    The parking lot was emptying. We made our way to her Miata and I got in. 
 
    “Ouch,” I grimaced. 
 
    And we headed home. 
 
      
 
    As my memories had told me, taking off the panties would heal any damage I suffered while in the panties. I hooked the panties and pulled them down, and Liz helped. 
 
    The change shimmied down me, and the bullet hole disappeared, along with the pain. 
 
    “Fuck!” I winced, then realized there was no pain. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    We were downstairs, on the couch, and Liz helped me out of my hose, then my bra. I wasn’t hurting, but I was tired. I guess getting shot takes a little out of you, even if you are instantly healed. 
 
    “I am,” I smiled at her. 
 
    “I don’t believe that…what happened.” 
 
    “I do, but…can we have a drink?” 
 
    She headed for the kitchen and returned a minute later with two tall ones. 
 
    Oh, baby, I sucked that sweet nectar down. I sat back and sighed. 
 
    Liz said, “I don’t…now I know what it means.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Pink is for fucking, blue is for fighting.”  
 
    I gave a half snort and nodded. 
 
    “I mean, you threw him across the bar…and what did you do to the first one?” 
 
    “I hit him.” 
 
    She looked at me, incredulous. 
 
    I explained, “Twice. And then I threw him.” 
 
    “Right out of the rest room.” 
 
    I chuckled. Now that I was out of it, now that it was all passed, I could see the humor of it. 
 
    “Of course, there might be some questions.” 
 
    I had a niggle of intuition. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “Nope. I think the panties will protect. I’ll bet you Clancy doesn’t remember anything tomorrow. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “But there is one thing bad about all this.” 
 
    She looked askance at me. 
 
    “I know you were looking forward to it, but I really don’t feel like putting the panties on. I’m done for the night.” 
 
    She gave a rueful laugh, then: “Okay, but you’re going to have to fuck me all month, and maybe even two months, with that short dick of yours, and if you can’t cum, that’s just tough titty.” 
 
    “Wow,” I said. “You play nasty.” 
 
    She nodded. “Yep.” Then: “Now let’s get you up to bed. Healed or not, you need rest.” 
 
    She was right. As soon as I hit the bed I zonked out, and I slept for twelve hours.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SIX 
 
      
 
    I was right. Clancy used my credit card as directed, even got estimates for lowest price on the big front window, and called me up to return the card. When I went to pick it up he didn’t remember a thing. He just returned the card, we chatted about this and that, and didn’t mention the big bruiser in female underwear that beat up the two bozos. 
 
    And, there was nothing in local paper about the fight.  
 
    I wondered what would have happened if I had actually killed one of those two guys. I had a feeling that nothing would have happened. But I also had a feeling that I didn’t want to find out. Blue Ryan might have enjoyed the fight, and I even enjoyed the memory of it, but I knew that I should do my best to control myself. 
 
    Of course the guy had held a gun on me, and he had shot me. 
 
    He had shot me. The next morning, no booze in my system and quite sober, I felt my side where the bullet had struck me.  
 
    Nothing. No scar. Not even a soreness. But it had sure hurt the night before. 
 
    And that brought up something interesting. I had fucked a lot of men and women, and the chances were that some of them had had disease. Some kind of STD, maybe even AIDs. But I was clean. The panties were protecting me on that level. 
 
    I figured out that I could shrug off pretty much anything, short of death, simply by taking off the panties. 
 
    The panties didn’t heal prior conditions. I still had scars from before I had ever worn the panties. I don’t think my appendix had been replaced. So there were limits. 
 
    But…notwithstanding my certain degree of protection, I knew I should be careful, be circumspect. And the real reason for that was Aunt Virginia and Cousin Tommy. If people found out about the the panties they would try to get them. Like Virginia and Tommy. 
 
    Anyway, life went back to normal. I cut the lawn on my mighty mower, slaughtering the blades of grass while drunk on beer. And I found out something interesting, just an experiment. I put the panties on while drunk, then took them off and…I was still drunk. 
 
    Yep, it was now confirmed that the panties didn’t cure prior conditions. Grin. 
 
    The first rain, and the pond filled halfway. I had set up piping to channel drain water from the roof, and between that and normal drainage and the area over the pond three feet of water in the pond. Liz and I were so excited we went for a walk in the pond. We splashed each other, got chilled, then we warmed up and celebrated with three thousand dollar bourbon. That was a nice night, and I got her to cum with my short dick, though I didn’t cum. 
 
    There were traces of the prowler. A suspicious car parked on the road. We searched the surrounding forest but only found a few butts. Apparently he was scouting our house, but was being careful. 
 
    So we bought a couple of guns. We stashed them at various places in the house, and prayed never to use them. 
 
    And I read the journal. 
 
    The writing was pretty small, but legible. Every page was filled, and the first part was pretty dry. It was just recitation of ports made, dates and times, duties assigned, excitement over some kind of promotion…not sure to what…and the daily goings on of a sailor long ago. 
 
    Then it changed, and when it changed it took me by surprise. 
 
    The ship he was on, the Farstrider, stopped at an island to take on water and victuals. I chuckled at that and was reminded of my dream from a few months previous. But as I continued reading I grew sober. Quite sober. 
 
      
 
    The island be small, maybe 1000 meters across, a bit longer, and half rock and half of the juiciest fruit trees ever set eyes on. A contrast, but this island is built of contrasts. 
 
    Like where did all the boar come from? 
 
    Anyway, the birds in the cliffs set up a most raucous cry, and they circle the ship ominously, as if they meant to attack, to peck out our eyes and eat our entrails. 
 
    They are big enough to do just that, and they are black, like crows, but they have red eyes. Bright red, glow in the dark red. 
 
    Hobson shot one and they retreated to the island for a day, but then they came back and harassed us even worse. 
 
    We tried to eat the bird Hobson shot, pulled it out of the drink and Cookie stewed it, but it was gamey meat and several of the crew fell sick. Nobody died, though they felt they would, but we decided not to eat any more of the damned creatures. 
 
    The boar, however, are different. Cookie showed us how to dig a pit, start a fire, and cook the boar. It cooked for three days and then I tasted the best meal I ever tasted. It was better even than Mum’s cooking. And Mum knew how to cook. 
 
      
 
    Another entry, the journal was a series of entries, and I ignored some and focused on the ones having to do with the island. It was the island that fascinated me. 
 
     
 
    Johnny and I went ashore, Captain told us to gather eggs from the bird’s nests, and laughed and called it our ‘shore leave.’ 
 
    We climbed to the top of the highest stand of rocks, maybe a hundred meters up, and gathered some eggs. The Ratives, that’s what Queeg Queeg called them, came close, threatened us, but a few bashes with a broken branch and the bastards learned better. 
 
    The eggs was big, and they was good tasting, and the men were glad of a proper plate of cackleberries, which was what Cookie called them. But several of the men took deathly ill. Tristram, who we took on in Boston, and who wanted to see the world…he died. We buried him on the island and made a stand of rocks and planted a cross over him. The cross is big, and it’s made of good wood, so it might stand agin the wind for a time. 
 
    That gave me an idea, and the next shore leave I climbed the mountain and planted an even bigger cross, made of two tree trunks I pegged together. You can see it from the ocean for quite a ways. 
 
    The Captain said he’d write to Tristram’s mother. 
 
    Poor sod. 
 
      
 
    Don’t know why the Captain doesn’t leave. We’ve had enough lay about. The men are restless, and those damned Ratives screech all hours of the day and night. 
 
    The Captain gave me a special duty. He said he trusted me, and said to look for a path on the north side of the rocky part of the mountain. This was after he had me and half a dozen others round the island in the long boat. He looked at the island through his telescope, and he seemed a bit agitated, or maybe that was excited, when he looked at the north side. Then he kept looking at this small leather book he kept tight in his pocket. 
 
    Well, good for me. I won’t have to shinny up the trees and pick fruit, or hunt for boar in the forest. I wonder how the boar got here? 
 
      
 
    Sure enough, I found a path. The captain told me just to fetch him if I found the path, but I had looked for it, climbed over the damned rocks, so when I found it I followed it a short ways. I mean, how far could it go on this damned island? 
 
    Just around a bend, rounding a cliff face high over the ocean, there was a cave. Well, this far, I had to go on. 
 
    I entered the cave, and it wasn’t deep. Just twenty meters back, and the evening sun shown right in it. Lit it fair up. 
 
    There was signs of people living in the cave, though I hesitate to call them people. 
 
    The bones was funny. They was tall, and the head was misshapen. There was clothes in the cave. Pretty much rotted. Poor sod had a broken leg, and that was probably what kilt him. But the clothes…they was male and female. No telling what the dead ’man’ was. The flesh was gone, and there ain’t no bones in a pecker, and I don’t know how to tell the difference between a man or a woman if I just look at the skeleton. 
 
    At the back of the cave was a metal box. Funny, it didn’t have no rust on it. And it was shiny, like no mold or fungus could set on it. 
 
    It had a lock, funny looking thing, quite a bit smaller and neater than the locks I seen. 
 
    The lock, fortunately, was open. I say fortunately ‘cause I closed the lock and pulled on it, and it was firm and couldn’t be opened, and I didn’t see no key. Funny looking lock. 
 
    But the box was open, and I looked inside. Nothing but what looked like woman’s panties. A bunch of them. And the funny thing, they was pink on the outside and blue on the inside. And they was made of some material that felt stretchy. I didn’t know what to think of them, but I stuffed one in my pocket, then went to fetch the Captain. 
 
    But when I stepped out on the ledge and looked down, and there was a big shiny disk down there, under the surface of the ocean, but it was tipped up, and it looked like it was going to slide down to deeper water. As I looked at it it moved back and forth and I knew, yes, it was sinking further. 
 
    Then I almost got brained by a falling rock and I looked up. The cliff was eroding, and I wondered if maybe that big round disk, it was probably twenty meters in diameter, had slid down the face of the cliff, and the poor bloke inside the cave was all that survived. 
 
    But I never seen such a house as that. So shiny, and no barnacles on it, and seaweed wouldn’t cling to it. 
 
    I watched the thing for a while, then I hurried back to the ship. 
 
      
 
    The Captain had me show him the path, and when he found it he went down it and told me to wait. He asked me if I had followed the path, but I said no and he didn’t look like he fully trusted me, but he left me sitting on a rock and went down the path. 
 
    I knew the stuff in the cave would be interesting to him, it was to me, so I followed and peeked through the space made between a cliff bush and rocks. 
 
    The Captain went through all the clothes, and he kicked the bones, and then he found the box. He opened it and I saw him lift a pair of the two colored panties and look at them. Then he cursed and threw the panties back in the box. He closed the box, then stood up and looked around some more, but he had seen about everything, so I went back and sat on the rock like I been there the whole time. 
 
    A short time later the Captain came back, and he looked in a foul mood. He mumbled a lot of curses and wouldn’t talk to me, and he threw that little book of his into the drink. 
 
    We set sail the next day. 
 
      
 
    The journal had been written in sporadically at that point. The mental meanderings of a young lad out to see the world. But the tenor of the entries changed after the island. And the substance of the entries changed, too.  
 
      
 
    I made the most amazing discovery. I hid the panties from the crew, I didn’t want them laughing at me. 
 
    But they was like burning in the secret pocket I had sewn into my great coat. I couldn’t stop thinking about them. 
 
    Funny, I ain’t never thought about wearing women’s clothes, which is what I assumed they were, but now I couldn’t stop thinking about…the panties. 
 
    I kept my hand over my pocket all the time, and it was like I could feel them burning in there. And it was like they was calling me to put them on. Now who ever heard of that? Panties talking to a man. There’s times I felt like I was going crazy. 
 
      
 
    After some weeks I done it. I put the panties on, and the change…what they did…they made me into a woman! I was in the second hold, it was late at night and I took off my own clothes and pulled them panties on. My body, I swear, it changed. My legs became shapely, like a female’s. And when I pulled them all up at first I thought my manhood was gone, then I near fainted, the panties became real skin and …and I had a woman’s plumbing! And I had breasts! Titties, the crew calls them. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it! I even had long hair. And I stood in that darkened hold for hours and just felt myself. And I even felt my plumbing, until a great feeling of excitement ran through me and I almost fainted. It was like the time that barmaid in Dublin played with me till my pecker leaked white stuff, but about a hundred times better. Scared me, it did. 
 
    Finally, it was near morning, I took off the panties, and I changed back into me. I put the panties back into my secret pocket and crept off to my hammock, where I pretended to have slept the night. 
 
    Funny, up all night, but taking off those panties I felt like I had slept the whole night. 
 
    I sure can’t let anybody know about these panties! 
 
      
 
    I put the panties on again, but this time I was a man. A big man, with more muscles than I right had. 
 
    I felt good, strong, and I didn’t want to be locked up in no hold, so I risked going out on deck. 
 
    Hobson saw me, and he called me out. I didn’t know what to do. I wasn’t afraid, not like I would have been back in my own body, but I hit him. He flew across the deck and hit his head on a bulkhead. 
 
    I left him, laying like he was sleeping, and ran back to the hold and took off my panties and hid them in my pockeet. Then I wandered up and pretended to find ‘Hobson.’ 
 
    The Captain was called, and Hobson didn’t remember what happened. The Captain said he must have falled, and told him to be more careful. Cookie wrapped a bandage around his head and we all forgot about it. 
 
    And I mean forgot. The next day Hobson was asking the crew why he had to wear a bandage, and wondered if he had been in a fight, then he even forgot that. 
 
    I tell ya, wearing the panties makes me feel special, like I’m being protected by some mermaid siren or something. Still, I got to be careful when wearing them. When I’m a girl I just feel like I want to find a man and, and be with him, which is weird, me being a man. But when I’m a man I feel big and brave, and I ain’t averse to a fight. I sort of liked hitting Hobson. Poor sod. 
 
      
 
    We took port off Jamaica, and I took the panties on shore leave. I put them on, then went into a bar. I wonder what possessed me. This was in spite of my decision to be careful, and the first chance I get I head for a bar. 
 
    Now, this scares me, and worries me, but I let men buy me drinks, and I drank a lot, but I wasn’t too drunk, and I let a man fuck me. 
 
    Me, a virgin, fucked by another man, but I was a girl when it happened. 
 
    I liked it, and I was scared to take off the panties, I didn’t want to think about being fucked by a man when I was a man. 
 
    But leaving the panties on, being a girl full time, I missed the ship’s sailing. I didn’t even go back for my belongings, just watched it sail, the wind catching the sheets and leaning it half over. 
 
    Too bad. I liked being a sailor, but I think I can make a living as a woman. The men, they pay me money when they fuck me. Have you ever heard such a thing? Living by the hole between your legs? 
 
    But I’m glad I kept my journal with me. 
 
      
 
    Life is good fucking. Every night I take on a dozen men, and every night they pay me. The only bad thing is Scroggins. He’s the gimp who watches over the girls in the bar. 
 
    I don’t need watching over, but he took out a knife and threatened to carve my face if I didn’t pay him half my money. 
 
    He didn’t scare me so much, I just had this feeling about the panties somehow taking care of me, but I knew I had to pay him. I had to pay him…and do something about him. He slaps the other girls around a lot, and he fucks me, and I don’t like it. He ain’t a good man. 
 
      
 
    After I was done fucking I went outside and found a shed to hide behind. Scroggins come out and called for me. 
 
    I didn’t want him fucking me any more. So I slipped my panties off, then I had an idea, and put them back on, with the blue side out. 
 
    Scroggins found me, and he had words for me, and he cursed me, and accused me (the man) of hiding me (the woman) from him. 
 
    Jealous blighter. 
 
    And when he tried to threaten me, and cut me with his big knife, I took the knife away from him and gave it back. But he didn’t like the way I gave it back to him. I put it in his gut, and while he was groaning I dragged him out to the beach and threw him in the ocean. The tides are good there, and I was pretty sure the sharks would take him. 
 
    I went back to the bar, went in (nobody recognized me as a man) and fucked all the girls. Man, they loved it. I got a bigger cock as a blue man than I ever had before I found the panties. 
 
    In the morning I went back outside and hid and changed my panties to pink side out. When I went back into the bar the girls all told me about the big man who had had his way with all of them, and some of them twice. They said he was a great lover, and I should be jealous. In a way I am. Isn’t that funny? To be jealous of myself? 
 
     
 
    I ain’t wrote for a while. I decided to leave Jamaica and go to Boston. 
 
    I always liked Boston, and I made so much money fucking men I can afford to travel in style, have my own cabin in a regular ship. So I went to Boston, and fucked the sailors on the ship while I went, and even made a little money from them. 
 
    I didn’t make too much money, though. I always like sailors, having been one, and they didn’t have much money, anyway. So I didn’t charge them much, and I even gave a few free fucks away. Made me feel good. And I always liked the smiles on their faces when I met them while walking the deck. 
 
      
 
    It’s hot here in Boston, but the work is good. 
 
    I call it work, but it’s not much work when all you do is lay on your back and fuck. 
 
    Not that I just lay there. Sex is good, and I liked moving around and doing the fucking, and the men who come to me, they seem to like it, too. At least they sure give me a lot of money, 
 
    There’s a couple of rich men who want me to fuck only them. Bastards. They don’t want to share. I want to share. Besides, if they kept me to themselves I wouldn’t make much money but what they doled out. The way it’s going they give me gifts, diamonds and rubies and gold jewelry. And they look so sad when I kick them out because I got to meet some other bloke. 
 
    I’m thinking of investing. I got so much money now, and the bankers I fuck, they tell me how to save it, to make it make money for me. Isn’t that funny? Money making money. Who would have thought? 
 
      
 
    I skipped a lot passages, there were mostly about investments, arrangements with men, and so on. But Jane was getting rich. Very rich. And I wondered what was going to happen. But then there was a change in her attitude. 
 
      
 
    I sometimes wish I had met somebody. 
 
      
 
    That was a lone entry, and over the course of other entires he, or she, elaborated. 
 
      
 
    I was born a man, but I live as a woman. It’s much more fun, and the sex is better, and I get paid. I think, that if I was a man, I wouldn’t have these feelings, but I want to meet somebody. 
 
    Maybe it’s the idea those bankers always have, that they want me to be exclusive to them. 
 
    Maybe women always feel this way and it’s just been growing in me. 
 
    I’m a poor sod. 
 
      
 
    And there were other entries. Plaintive laments. Brief but powerful expressions of desire for a more stable existence. 
 
    And I wondered if maybe he had just put on his man panties he would have felt otherwise. 
 
    But the end result of this desire was that he met somebody. 
 
      
 
    He is the most wonderful man in the world. He doesn’t mind that I am a lady of the night, and he doesn’t try to keep me just for himself, but I am so inclined. But I would have to move away from Boston to make this happen. The panties protect me, but it is possible, through dedicated foolishness to overcome the protection of the panties. Probably not physically, but in rumor and gossip. 
 
    He has a lot of money, more than I, and when our fortunes are put together we will be millionaires. Imagine that. A sailor, born in poor circumstance, made into a woman and brought to riches. 
 
    We’re talking about San Francisco. It’s a wild and wooly town. 
 
      
 
    I did it! I married him, and we’re moving to San Francisco. We’re going to live on something called Knob Hill, and…and I am afraid to tell him about the panties. But I must. A man and a woman bound to each should have no secrets. 
 
    I have to think on this. 
 
      
 
    I told Samuel about the panties. He laughed at first, but when I showed him he was astounded, and it took a while for him to come to grips with the situation.  
 
    What worried me was that he kept talking about Jekyll and Hyde, a book recently come out. He claimed there was danger there, and that I must not wear the panties. 
 
    But without the panties I am a man, just a regular man, and I can see the love gone out of his eyes to see me as myself. I can even see revulsion. And now I reproach myself. What was I thinking? Getting married? Knowing I was a man inside a female body? 
 
    Samuel drinks when I am me, and eyes me in the most unfriendly manner. 
 
    When I put on my panties he is most glad, and it is as if we have the most joyous reunion. I must leave the panties on at all times. But there’s a piece of me that doesn't want to. That resents Samuel and his fickle ways. I want him to love me for who I am. 
 
      
 
    I can’t believe what happened. 
 
    First, Samuel put on the panties! He turned into a woman, and he left for two days. He came back and laughed at me, then he went into the bedroom and locked me out. 
 
    He came out Samuel, and sneered at me. He told me I was a fool, and that I should leave the house. 
 
    What happened to the man I loved?  
 
    And this is the point of the Jekyll and Hyde tale. 
 
    I am on the streets now, and I don’t know what to do. My money is tied up with his, and he has told me that he would never give me a cent. A red cent, whatever that is. Maybe it’s bloody money. I don’t know. I just feel broken and want to cry. But who would feel sorry for a broken sailor crying on the curb? 
 
    One night he came out as a man, a blue man, and he saw me and laughed and kicked me into the gutter. He stood over me and told me I had to leave and bother him no more, that he couldn’t stand the sight of me. 
 
    So I watched him from afar. I ate out of garbage cans and wished I was in my beautiful San Francisco home. I wanted to be loved. 
 
    One night he came out as himself. This was truly rare, and I followed him. He walked to a fruit stand and got in an argument with the vendor. He slapped the man, and the man hit him, and he backed off and cursed the man. 
 
    He retreated and was coming towards me. I ducked into an alley and hid behind some boxes. 
 
    He entered the alley, muttering, saying he was going to kill that bastard, and he took off his pants. From his pocket he took out the panties. 
 
    The panties! My eyes lit up. My panties! 
 
    He pulled them over his feet and started to pull them up, and I knew what he intended. He was going to go back to that fruit stand and beat the living hell out of the vendor. 
 
    The panties were up to his knees before I moved. I stepped up behind him and hit him on the head with a brick that had been on the ground. 
 
    I struck him just in time. He fell to the ground and his body shimmied, tried to change, but the panties weren’t snug enough. His body kept shimmying, like it as shivering, but not quite in this world. 
 
    I grabbed the panties and pulled them down. Thank God he hadn’t gotten them snugged, for I wouldn’t have been able to get them off him. The panties can’t be removed by any but who has put them on. 
 
    I stood there and watched his body, and his body stopped shaking. He had a vagina, but no boobs. He was dead mid change, and so he would remain. 
 
    Did I feel guilty? 
 
    I felt remorse for my lost love, but I learned something about love then. Never fall in love with a bastard. 
 
    I put aside my remorse, took the house keys from his pocket, and went back my home. Once inside I changed into a woman, and I waited. 
 
    The cops came, told me Samuel was dead, and I cried crocodile tears. And the cops looked at me funny, for Samuel was a man from the belly up, and a woman from the waist down. 
 
    Poor sod. 
 
    But I am back in control. And I have more money, and it is invested wisely. 
 
    But I don’t know what to do about love. 
 
     
 
    There were a lot of entries after that. Jane livd a long life, and at one point changed her name to Charlene. It was strictly so she could keep her money. She faked her death and left everything to…herself. 
 
    She traveled the world. She made more money, and she wished for love. 
 
    On one hand, it was a sad tale. No person should be denied love. I loved Liz, and she loved me, and that was how we survived. 
 
    But we weren’t bad people. We weren’t like Scroggins, or Samuel, or others that Jane, now Charlene, met in her travels. 
 
    But, in the end, there was some joy. For her last entries… 
 
      
 
    I have fallen in with the most wonderful woman. Her name is Virginia, and we are lovers, and she knows about the panties but doesn’t ever wish to wear them. Which is fine with me. I don’t wish her to Jekyll and Hyde on me. 
 
    Sometimes we screw as women, sometimes when I am a man, and she is fine with both. 
 
    But as she is a woman, and I present myself as such, we pretend to be sisters. 
 
    And, the most wonderful thing, she has two children. One she has named Virginia, and the other Sally. 
 
    I say wonderful, but there is reservation. Sally is quite the cutie, and always has a cheerful thing to say. She lives to cheer people up. 
 
    Little Virginia, however, has a feel to her. A way of looking, like she has bad secrets. I happened on her mistreating our loving Labbie, and she tried to act innocent. 
 
    I wonder how it is that she will develop. Will she be good, like her mother? Or will she be…bad. Like Samuel. Like Scroggins. Like so many others. 
 
    It seems that people develop in two ways in life. They ape their parents, good traits and bad, or they bring some special unique qualities of their own. An inborn personality apart from their environment and parents, no matter how loving their parents are. 
 
    Sally is like her mother. Little Virginia, though named after mother, maybe not so much. There is something in her spirit that she brought with her. 
 
    I wonder, and I will watch. 
 
      
 
    More entries. And I skimmed them until I came to: 
 
      
 
    Little Virginia is always in trouble. And she is mean. My fears have been proven, alas. 
 
    She is mean and snippy, mistreats her playmates, and is developing into a bad person. It hurts my heart to see this, but I try to live with it, to help poor Virginia, whose heart is breaking as she perceives her offspring. 
 
    Sally, meanwhile is the most wonderful child. She has many friends, and glories in them. 
 
    Unfortunately, Virginia, the mother, is not well. She suffers terrible headaches, and the doctors don’t know what to do. 
 
      
 
    And: 
 
      
 
    Virginia is in the hospital. Sally sits with her every day. We sit with her, and my heart hurts more than I could imagine possible. the doctors say she doesn’t have much time left. 
 
    We, Sally and I, will do our best to make her passing easy. I cry every day and wonder what will become of me, but precious Sally, she comforts even me. 
 
    I have not seen little Virginia at all. 
 
      
 
    And: 
 
      
 
    Virginia passed this evening. I was holding her hand, and I felt her life pass out of her. I sobbed, and even started to wail, but Sally, bless that child, took me in hand. 
 
    I will never recover this blow. 
 
      
 
    I had a hard time reading this, for it effected me deeply. To be privy to a woman’s deepest pains…I could imagine how she must have felt, the love of her life moving on without her. 
 
    Liz and I talked about it, a lot, and that was good. I think I would have been effected if I hadn’t had my own love of life holding me closely. 
 
    The entries went on, but the times between grew longer. Sally grew and had children. Virginia, she was definitely bad. Arrested for swindling. Married a man who died under mysterious circumstance. Her life was the opposite of golden, and I could well imagine the misery that she brought to others. 
 
    I knew she brought misery to me. 
 
    Yes, Aunt Virginia was Little Virginia. As mean as the journals described her. As spiteful as could be. Demanding that the world pay obeisance, even as she trampled it under foot. 
 
    Then the last couple of entries. 
 
      
 
    Poor Sally has gone to follow her mother. For such a cheerful child she was always frail. Still, she had the most wonderful child. A young lad she named Ryan. 
 
    In his eyes I always saw her spirit, her love of life. I know he will have a good life, and I will help. I will raise him as if he is my own, and I will love him with all my might. 
 
     
 
    Little Virginia knows about the panties. I don’t know how. I can’t even imagine how, maybe she pieced old newspaper articles together, articles concerning my history. 
 
    Surely she would wonder how I have lived so long. She wants me to die badly enough, and to take my fortune, and maybe I left some clue somewhere that revealed the existence of the panties. 
 
    At any rate, I have made out my will, and it is ironclad. I have a powerful lawyer, and he will make sure that Ryan gets everything, including the panties. 
 
    I can only pray that he will resist any unfortunate circumstance, any mental influence the panties impart, and that he will find love and live his life to the fullest. 
 
      
 
    And, the last two entries: 
 
      
 
    I am afraid. Though the panties are strong, I am old inside, and I am not as strong as I once was. 
 
    Yet Virginia grows stronger, as if the more mean and spiteful she is the more powerful she becomes. 
 
    I had an autopsy performed, all these years later, and Virginia, her mother, had strychnine in her system. 
 
    Who could have given her such deadly poison? And in incremental does that would have made her suffer all while leaving little trace? 
 
    Thank God for modern scientific methods, and for the fact that I always suspected something. 
 
    Still, though I am old, I am enraged, and I will go to confront Virginia with what I know. For the first time in my life I wished I had a gun. 
 
      
 
    I confronted Virginia, and she admitted it. She poisoned the woman I loved with all my heart. She stole her life, and there was no reason except for spite in the weaselly piece of charcoal that is her soul. 
 
    And she laughed at the look on my face, and she threatened me. I am going to the police tomorrow. What Little Virginia doesn’t know is that I recorded her boasting. I have her on tape, confessing to murder, and it is high time that terrible soul was put away. For the good of mankind she must be put away. 
 
      
 
    There was no more. That was the last entry. And I felt like my heart was breaking. 
 
    Aunt Charley had died in her sleep, and I knew what had happened. Yes, she was old, but she had been sleeping as a woman, and Aunt Virginia must have overpowered her, smothered her with a pillow. She might not have been stronger than Aunt Charley, but she would have had help. 
 
    Cousin Tommy. 
 
    In my mind I could see them, sneaking through the house, maybe just intending to burgle, but finding her asleep. 
 
    They would have put their weight on the pillow, and Charley would have struggled, but the panties weren’t proof against death. 
 
    Then they would have tried to take the panties off, but even in death the panties would have resisted their efforts. Only the person who put on the panties could take them off. 
 
    But Aunt charley had not had the panties on, they were secure in the box/book, and Aunt Virginia must have figured this out only later. On the spot she must have figured that the panties were sealed to Charley’s skin and out of reach. 
 
    And I thought about Aunt Virginia. She killed her mother, and…did she kill my mother? And then she killed Aunt Virginia. The terrible avarice in that woman’s soul. 
 
    But there was a tape recording somewhere, I believed, and maybe I could find that and turn it over to the police. 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    And I went downstairs to talk to Liz.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SEVEN 
 
      
 
    I poured us some good bourbon, splashed a bit of Coke into the glass, swirled the things, and went into the living room and handed one to Liz. 
 
    Liz had been watching TV, the Kardashians, or something like that. She saw my face and turned the TV off and took the glass. 
 
    We sipped. 
 
    “So, what’s happening?” she asked. 
 
    “I fnished the journal.” 
 
    She sat up straighter and gave me full attention. “And?” 
 
    I summated what I had read. I told her of a young sailor and how he had happened on the panties. I told her of a lonely woman grown old, of how she had managed to pass the panties to me. I told her of Aunt Virginia, and how she had killed, murdered, for the panties, or Charley’s wealth, or something. 
 
    When I was done Liz just whistled. “She sounds truly evil.” 
 
    “You saw her at the lawyers. What did you think?” 
 
    “I only saw her briefly, but she looked…unpleasant.” 
 
    We sat and sipped and thought about that. A person so evil she kills her mother, and sister, and was likely willing to kill me. 
 
    “Well, what do we do?” 
 
    “Buy more guns. Maybe I should talk to the sheriff. Find that tape recording and turn it over.” 
 
    “And stay away from Aunt Virginia. How are her lawsuits going?” 
 
    “Nowhere. The lawyer keeps me informed, all her shenanigans are, well, they’re not working.” 
 
    “That’s good.” 
 
    “I’ll say.” 
 
    “Well, shall we go out on the town?” I grinned. 
 
    “Let’s. Whose turn is it?” 
 
    “Yours.” 
 
    “Mmm. I can’t wait!” 
 
    So we headed upstairs to change. 
 
    I went as me. An average Joe, be it with a tiny cock, and she went as a woman, with large bosoms and a pussy that wouldn’t quit. An hour later we were zooming to town, and I had the nagging feeling that I had forgotten something. 
 
    You know, left the oven on, something like that, but we hadn’t cooked anything so that wasn’t it.  
 
    So I put it out of my mind, and we walked into Clancy’s. 
 
    Clancy saw us, grinned and poured some libations. Within seconds we were sucking up the suds. 
 
    I sipped. I had to stay relatively sober. I had to drive, and I had to watch out for Liz. 
 
    She guzzled whenever she could, which was quickly between men. 
 
    I sat at the bar and watched the love of my life enter the bathroom down the corridor with a handsome fellow who had dumped his girlfriend at the sight of Liz. They were in there for five minutes, and I could see a faint shaking to the wall. The fellow was doing it monkey style. She was wrapped around him and he was slamming her against the wall. Liz loved it that way, and I grinned when I saw her stagger out of the bathroom. 
 
    She grabbed her drink and quaffed it, then went, “Woo! That was King Dong!” 
 
    And another fellow came up, a fellow who fucked us regularly, and Liz turned to him, grabbed him and kissed him, and dragged him to the bathroom. It didn’t take much dragging. 
 
    Five minutes, she told me later that they just walked into a stall and she bent over, held the lip of the toilet while he plumbed her depths. 
 
    Two fellows came over and waited. I started a conversation with them, and we were talking about football when Liz came out of the bathroom. She grinned when she saw them, took time for a drink, and asked, “You guys want to double team me?” 
 
    They looked at each other and grinned. 
 
    “Okay. Who wants my pussy and who wants my mouth?” 
 
    They disappeared into the bathroom. 
 
    Time passed slowly, pleasantly. It was as if the people in the bar knew Liz was here to stay. And they were calm. Everybody would get their turn. 
 
    I wondered if there was a deeper difference between me as a girl, and Liz as a girl. They just seemed more relaxed when she was the girl. 
 
    Clancy came over and we talked about great baseball players. I argued Willie Mays was under rated, and he said Micky Mantle was on more winning teams, so he was better. 
 
    More people entered the bar. A lot of bikers, which Liz loved, and a few couples who, when the women saw Liz, left fairly fast. 
 
    Still, everything was quiet, Liz must have fucked a hundred guys, the bar was busy, Clancy was making money, and it was one of the nicest times we ever had. 
 
    Then we went home. 
 
    I drove. I had had hardly anything to drink. Liz leaned against me and whispered, “When we get home I’m going to be the man and I’m going to use your asshole. Do you mind?” 
 
    “Wheee,” I said. “Christmas!” 
 
    She laughed, reached over and played with my tiny weenie.  
 
    I liked that. She had fucked me a lot, and I hadn’t cum, and I was horny. And I had another month until my next turn. 
 
    Sometimes it’s fun to just stay horny. 
 
    We came to the long driveway and drove up to the house. “I’ll park the car, hop out.” 
 
    She kissed me and got out. I watched her beautiful ass sway up the front steps, then I headed for the garage. 
 
    I locked up the car, something was niggling at my memory again, but I had no idea what it was. 
 
    Frowning, I walked up the steps and entered the house, and remembered what I had forgotten… 
 
    I entered through the foyer and stopped. Liz was sitting on the couch, hands in her lap, and the look on her face… 
 
    …I had forgotten to set the alarm. 
 
    A push from the rear and I stumbled into the living room. 
 
    I turned and…it was Cousin Tommy.  Dressed in black, sneering, acting the bully boy. 
 
    “Well, well,” I spun, Aunt Virginia stepped out from behind the kitchen door. She was holding a gun. Her skinny face had that mean, pinched look to it. 
 
    “Sit down, nephew.” 
 
    The gun followed me as I went to the couch. Aunt Virginia’s beady eyes glittered. 
 
    Tommy followed me, and halfway to the couch he kicked my foot, it went against the other one and I tripped and almost fell. 
 
    Virginia grinned and Tommy laughed. 
 
    Giving him a dirty look, I sat on the couch. Liz grabbed my arm and held it. 
 
    “Home invasion carries a pretty stiff penalty,” I said. 
 
    “If there’s anybody left to testify,” she quipped right back. 
 
    So there it was. She intended to kill me. And that meant she would kill Liz, too. 
 
    “So what do you want?” 
 
    “I think you know.” 
 
    “Why don’t you spell it out?” 
 
    “The panties.” Her lip was curled like a junk yard dog’s and she found the situation humorous. 
 
    “What panties?” 
 
    “Don’t quibble,” she raised the gun and pointed it right at my eyes. 
 
    I stiffened, there is nothing quite so frightening as looking down the bore of a gun held by a murderer. Or murderess, in this case. 
 
    “Yeah,” sneered Tommy. 
 
    I looked at Tommy. I turned back to Virginia. “What do you know about the panties.” 
 
    “I know everything. I know they change people. Sex change. Now where are they?” 
 
    Still, I stalled, “How the heck did you find out about them? Nobody knows about them.” 
 
    She chortled, and boasted. “I read mother’s letters and discovered Aunt Charlene wasn’t a blood relative, that they were lovers. I looked at Charlene and found that she had lived a long life. An unnaturally long life, and I got curious. Who was she? Where did she come from? 
 
    “Oh, she covered her tracks well, but I struck gold when I found out she was married to a fellow in San Francisco. And she likely murdered him. Heh. Charley had more guts than I gave credit for. 
 
    “Anyway, I tracked her husband’s history down, and he had written a letter detailing the panties. And I knew. It explained all the anomalies in Charlene’s life. So…”her eyes focused like a pit bull’s about to attack, “Where are the panties?” 
 
    Now I was in a fix. I wasn’t wearing them or I would have tried something. And I didn’t want her to know Liz had them on—thank God Aunt Virginia had only seen her once, and that in a poorly lit lawyer’s office—so…what could I do?” 
 
    “They’re upstairs.” 
 
    “Tommy,” she snapped, “Go with him. Get the panties.” 
 
    Tommy started across the room, and here was my chance. He had to cross in between Aunt Virginia and I. I got my legs under me, as if I was standing up, and when he was between us I pushed him, all my might. He flew across the room and banged into Virginia. 
 
    BANG! The gun went off. I found out later it went straight up, into the ceiling. 
 
    I grabbed Liz’s hand and we ran for it. 
 
    The front door was twenty feet away. The stairway was right behind us. We would be partially shielded, but…I pulled Liz and we were on the stairs and scampering up. 
 
    “Get off me, you oaf!” Virginia yelled at Tommy. 
 
    We were halfway up the stairs before they were untangled, we were at the top of the stairs before Aunt Virginia could aim the gun at me. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    Virginia fell away from me. I held her hand, but suddenly was weight dragging at me. 
 
    “Liz!” I cried. She was tripping, falling, and yet I dragged her, and looked back at her. 
 
    She was shot in the chest. Blood was pouring out of her. She was gasping, and trying to hold a hand to the wound. 
 
    “Get them!” screamed Virginia. 
 
    I dragged Liz down the hallway, frantic, desperate, and sobbing with fear. 
 
    I heard them on the stairs. Tommy scrambling, and Aunt Virginia stumping along. 
 
    I made it to the first doorway, a room filled with artifacts from Charley’s sailing days. Wooden masks, here was where the penis gourd was, sailor’s clothes. Various other things. And a harpoon standing in the far corner. 
 
    I dragged Liz into the room, her eyes were fluttering, and I suspected she had been shot through the heart. The way she was gasping, the position of the wound…and how long can a person last once they’ve been shot in the heart? Seconds! Mere seconds!”               
 
    I dashed back to the door and jumped into the hallway just as Tommy reached the top. 
 
    He looked up in surprise and I pushed him. He grabbed for my sleeve but his hand slipped off, and he fell back down the stairs, right into Virginia. She stepped to the side and partially caught herself. Tommy rolled right on down, and when he landed at the bottom his neck was bent at a terrible angle. 
 
    Virginia straightened herself and shot at me. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    The bullet whistled past me and struck the ceiling in the hallway, then I was back in the room. 
 
    I slammed the door and pushed a small statuette across it. It might hold Aunt Virginia for a few seconds. 
 
    Liz was gasping slowly, and the blood bubbled, and her eyes were glazing over. 
 
    I reached under her dress and grabbed the panties. I pulled, and her eyes widened. 
 
    She began morphing up her body, changing into herself. And, thank God, the change rippled up over her upper body, the blood stopped oozing and the hole puckered shut. She gasped and grabbed her chest, and now she was moving with more certainty, more strength. 
 
    Then up over her head. Her hair changed color, the shape of her face altered, and she was breathing normal. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” she wheezed, it sounded like her lungs were inflating, her heart getting used to pumping again. 
 
    “You motherfucker!” screamed Aunt Virginia. “You killed Tommy!” 
 
    I pulled my pants off, pulled my underwear off. 
 
    “I’m going to kill you!” 
 
    I slipped the panties over my feet and pulled, and the change rippled up my body. 
 
    I heard her in the hallway. She turned the doorknob. 
 
    I leaped to my feet. I was big, strong, and lithe. Yet there was no way I could reach the door before she had it open. And there was no way even my panty improved body could withstand a bullet in the heart. 
 
    “Ryan!” screamed Liz. 
 
    I was standing two steps from the corner of the room where the harpoon stood. It was six feet long, had a rusty but sharp point. I leaped and picked up the thing. 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    As I turned and began the throw images filled my mind. I had panty memories of being a sailor. I had thrown a harpoon before. 
 
    I twisted and my arm flashed, all the bunched up muscles of my shoulder let loose, my arm flashed. 
 
    Aunt Virginia raised the gun. 
 
    The harpoon struck her smack dab in the center of her skinny chest. Right between her shriveled up tits. She flew back, impaled by the rusty point, she struck the wall on the other side of the hall and the harpoon nailed her to the wall. 
 
    Her eyes glittered, and her hands weakly batted. She had the most shocked look on her face. “This…wasn’t…sup—“ She died.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I dragged the bodies out into the woods and dug a deep hole I rolled them in. Nobody came out here, and I was pretty sure the prowler was Tommy. Leastwise he smoked the same kind of cigarettes as the butts I had found. 
 
    Anyway, she was so mean, nobody would miss her. 
 
    It’s a pretty sad epitaph when you live such a life that nobody cares to remember you. 
 
      
 
    Liz and I were pretty sober for a few days. No, it wasn’t our fault, and we…I…had killed in self defense. But murder is murder and it leaves a stain on the soul. 
 
    But I would get over it. And if I didn’t I could just wear the panties a lot. Nothing seems to bother you when you change sex at will. 
 
      
 
    But we didn’t wait for time to cure our memories of this night. 
 
    We decided that we couldn’t live with one pair of panties. 
 
    I have thought about it often. Why was the metal box in that cave not rusty? Was it an alien metal? 
 
    And what was that big disk in the ocean? Was it…could it have been somebody from another world? 
 
    And was there a technology, maybe an alien technology, that could make panties that were blue on the inside and pink on the outside? 
 
    We intend to find out. 
 
    We bought a yacht and began following the directions left at the beginning of Jane Farstride’s book/box…Charley Silversmith’s journal. 
 
    Jane Farstrider. 
 
    Farstrider was the name of Charley’s first ship. And…Jane? A lost love of Charley Silversmith? His mother? 
 
    Maybe we would find out in our travels in search of an island with a cross on top and large, red-eyed black birds. 
 
    Maybe. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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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. 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book!  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Hey guys and gals. 
 
    I hope you enjoyed this little tale of Ryan and Liz. 
 
    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

  

 
   
      
 
    Story too short? 
 
    Didn’t want it to end? 
 
    Then check out these 
 
      
 
    FULL LENGTH NOVELS! 
 
      
 
    on the following pages. 
 
    And if you want to stick with the shorts, 
 
    scroll past the novels 
 
    and you will find BIG collections 
 
    of the finest erotica in the world! 
 
    SCROLL DOWN 
 
    ⇣ 
 
    ⇣ 
 
    ⇣ 
 
      
 
    

  

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

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: tough cover use copy.jpg] 
 
    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    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.

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: fem games cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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! 
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    Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
    My Husband’s Funny Breasts 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: Stepforth cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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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: 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! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more! 
 
    Quivering Buns 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN sexy stories 
 
    A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more. 
 
    The Shivering Bone! 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More! 
 
    Stories to Pump your Heart 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more! 
 
    The Whisper of Flesh 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press. 
 
    Many of them are five star, 
 
    all of them are hot and steamy! 
 
      
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
 
    [image: demogirls cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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 
 
    [image: femgran cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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 
 
    ‘Femwood Mansion!’ 
 
    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 open. 
 
    “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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