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THUS FAR…Jack inherited a mansion from his great aunt. The house, however, presents a strange reality. Jack is turned into a woman and Cindy, his wife, is turned into a man. Their loving relationship becomes a competition for who can punish whom the most. They spend the nights in the basement dungeon of the mansion, whipping each other and having bizarre sex. Cindy is fine with this arrangement, but Jack, now Jacqueline, is determined to right the situation. He tricks Cindy and leaves her bound to a giant St. Andrew’s Cross in the basement, and goes to town to uncover the county records. There, she is saved from a raping by Tgaro, and Tgaro tells her the truth about the mansion. Hundreds of years ago Aunt Virginia sailed into deepest Africa. She found a Goddess and stole her, brought her back to America and instilled her in the mansion. Knowing the truth about the mansion, Jacqueline returns to the mansion to free Cindy, and to find the hidden Goddess.

PART ONE

It was daylight, late morning, when Tgaro returned Jacqueline to the mansion. He pulled the buggy in front of the main entrance, got out and helped her down.

“What you do now?” Tgaro asked.

“I’ve got to find the answer.”

Tgaro nodded.

They walked up the steps and Tgaro opened the front door.

“First I have to release Cindy from—“ she froze.

“There you are!” Cindy stepped out of the gloom of the house. “You bitch! Leaving me—“

Cindy had a strong body, Under the influence of the mansion, which was really Ngameta, she had transformed into a tall, muscular man. He grabbed Jacqueline’s arms and began to shake her.

“I left you in the dungeon! How did you get loose?” Jacqueline cried, her head going back and forth violently.

“I have friends…friends who help me.”

Tgaro stepped into the house and grabbed Cindy’s shoulder with one hand. He closed his hand and Cindy let go of Jacqueline and dropped to his knees. Tgaro gave Cindy a push and he slid across the floor and into a rug, which crumpled under him.

He leaped to his feet, ready to fight, but looking up at Tgaro’s frame he paused. He knew physical action wouldn’t work, so he snapped, “Is this your latest fuck?”

“Cindy! Stop it! I’m sorry I left you in the dungeon but—“

“I’ve got friends, too, you know.” He smirked and backed into the living room.

Puzzled, Jacqueline moved forward, then stopped.

A beautiful woman was standing in the center of the room. Beautiful, but imperious. She gazed at Jacqueline like she was a peasant. Then her face melted. All the haughty pride went out, and she gazed past Jacqueline at Tgaro. “You.”

Jacqueline looked back and forth between the two.

Cindy: “Not so high and mighty now are you.”

“Shut up, Cindy.” The woman whispered. From the look in Cindy’s surprised eyes one would think her lips had been glued together.

“You know her?” Jacqueline asked Tgaro.

“How are you, Virginia.”

Jacqueline felt like her mind had just been shattered and fallen into a million pieces. She turned to the woman. “You stole Gnameta.”

The woman, Virginia, faced Jacqueline. “Hello, Jack.”

Jacqueline staggered. “But…you died.”

“I did, didn’t I?”

“But how?”

“Gnameta dreams, and I live.”

“Gnameta. What did you do with her?”

I put her away. She’ll dream forever, and I’ll live forever.” She smiled. “I chose you, Jack, to live with me forever. But that doesn’t seem to be working out.

“You’ve got to return Gnameta to her home.”

“Oh, really,” she scoffed.

Tgaro rumbled, “Any place not a home is a prison.”

Virginia’s beautiful face contorted, transformed into a thing lacking beauty, and she snapped. “So I should give up my home and go live in the jungle? Be like you, Tgaro?”

“You stole the Goddess, you deprived her people.”

“I allow them to have children, to live healthy lives!”

“By your standards.”

“By any standards.”

“Gnameta comes from the stars. You do not understand her.”

“I don’t need to.”

Stand off. Virginia betraying her beauty by snarling, Tgaro holding to a principle no man could reasonably hold hold to, unless they had made love to an alien and learned a different belief system.

“Change me back to a man.”

Virginia snickered. “You don’t like being a woman? I find it quite delightful. Men squirt and they are done. As a woman I can fuck all night long and never be done.”

“You steal a Goddess, and you steal my body.”

“I steal nothing! Gnameta does that to you.” She smiled. “I just enjoy the transformation.”

Jacqueline realized she was right.

Cindy snapped, “You left me in the dungeon. You punished me and I didn’t deserve it.”

Jacqueline smiled. “And now you get to do nothing to me. Ten times nothing.”

Cindy’s face narrowed. “You bitch.”

Jacqueline said, “I’m trying to save you, too.”

“I don’t want to be saved! I like myself just fine.”

“You want to be the victim here? Live a dream and not a life? You want to stay a man?”

“I want to disappoint you.”

And that was the end of that conversation.

And Virginia said, “See you later, Tgaro.”

Tgaro’s eyes widened. “No!”

“Yes. I have the power of Gnameta, and I don’t want you around.”

Tgaro started to become pale. The colors of his body washed out, and he turned to Jacqueline. “You know what you must do.”

“Find the answer.”

“Yes. And you must hurry. Virginia is just a ghost, like me, but she will grow stronger if you let her.”

Jacqueline reached forward to grasp Tgaro, to stop him from leaving, but her hands went through him, and he faded out of existence.

Virginia emitted a merry peal of laughter.

Jacqueline turned towards the woman. “Leave.”

“You can’t tell me to leave my own house,” Virgina spat the response at Jacqueline.

“You left it to me. It’s my house, and you are no longer welcome.”

Cindy yelled, “Wait! It’s my house, too! And I don’t want her to leave.”

But it was too late. Jacqueline was the master of the house, especially in the old times when the house had been built. A look of rage on her face, Virginia began to fade. “I’ll get you for this! This is my house and you can’t…”

Gone.

Cindy grabbed Jacqueline and spun her around. “What do you think you’re doing?”

“Trying to save you.”

“I don’t want to be saved!”

“Then I’ll have to save you in spite of yourself.”

Cindy glared, but said nothing.

“Now remove your hand from my arm.”

Cindy did, then she grinned.

“What are you smiling for?”

“Yes, you’re the master of the house, but only because you thought of it first. In fact, I am now the man, and you are the woman, and as the dream unfolds a bit of law will take effect. Give it a few days, and I’ll be the master of the house, and then we’ll see what you think.”

Cindy spun on her heel and marched for the stairs.

Jacqueline stood in the front room for a few long minutes, trying to figure out a solution. But there was only one solution.

Find the answer, Jack!

It was daytime. The sun was shining, but was it the real sun? Or was it a different reality, a Gnameta reality?

Jacqueline was tired. Whatever the reality, she had been up all night, had fought off a gang of rapists, and she wanted to sleep.

Cindy was sleeping.

Cindy would sleep the day through, and then have her chance of torturing Jacqueline.

Jacqueline had to find the answer.

Jacqueline did allow herself to change clothes. In a dream perspiration and dirt is possible, and she didn’t want to sleep just to get clean clothes.

Wearing a dress now, she began in the dungeon.

She ran her fingers along ledges and mortar. She examined every chain, every eyebolt. She put a small mirror on a stick, turned a lantern to the brightest, and searched the beams.

Nothing.

No sign of a secret, an answer, a solution.

She dragged her body up the stairs to where Maisie had fixed her a lunch of sandwich and soup.

Jacqueline sat in the living room, wanted to just lay across the table, but she forced her mind to think.

The solution to this enigma was somewhere in this house, but she didn’t even know what it was. Where would Virginia hide a secret?

Maisie came in to collect the dishes, but Jacqueline hadn’t eaten anything.

“You must eat,” she chastised Jacqueline.

Jacqueline pushed dishes away. “Not hungry.”

So tired, she rubbed her eyes. She had stayed up all the previous day, spent the night beating Cindy in the dungeon, and now…she needed sleep.

Maisie sat down in the chair next to her and patted her hand. “What Missy need?”

Her mind dazed by tiredness, she mumbled, “Where would you hide something here, Maisie. Where would you hide something you didn’t want anybody to find.

“I’d go to where the pain is the greatest. People don’t want look at pain.”

“Oh, thank you, Maisie,” Jacqueline politely thanked the naive negress.

Tired. So tired. But she had to find the secret.

The house was changed from when she and Cindy had first moved in. Then it had been bare. Now it was filled with all the necessary items of the times, which times stretched over hundreds of years. And it had tons of furniture. And that was only the ground floor.

Jacqueline went from room to room looking in drawers and cabinets, finding everything from cigars to ancient books.

She examined furniture, felt cushions, stuck her hands down between pillows, even ripped the lining off of couches and chairs.

Heck, the house would repair everything the next time she went to sleep.

The house. Jacqueline staggered through the search, and thought about how the house was blamed, but it was Gnameta that was affecting reality. And Gnameta was blamed, but it wasn’t her, it was the men caught in the dream trap that Gnameta had generated.

Nothing on the first floor, she moved up to the second floor. Bedrooms that had been empty now were completely furnished and held closets filled with linen, shelves with books, personal possessions of the people who had lived in the house over the centuries.

Dead people might or might not haunt the house, but now were nowhere to be seen. Jacqueline had the feeling that if she didn’t find the secret these people would, like Maisie and the kitchen girl, suddenly start to appear.

And the dungeons would be filled with screaming, terrified people. People who had been tortured over the centuries and were still subject to the dream.

Sleep if you can, but you will awake when the fellow or gal in the next room picks up a whip.

And Jacqueline knew that as time went on more and more people would pick up the whip. Would awake to a dream of pain and torment.

She found a knife in one of the rooms and started ripping apart mattresses. She would search the bookshelves and dresser, ransack the closets and suitcases, and then cut big slices in mattresses and pillows.

They would be whole after she slept, or even somebody slept.

Nothing on the floor. Not even in Cindy’s room, where he lay slumbering peacefully. A smile on his handsome face, dreaming the sweet dreams of the rack and the pillory.

That left the attic. Jacqueline found the narrow stairs that led upward and entered a realm of bric a brac and dust.

How had they ever gotten the used mattresses up the narrow stairs? How had they moved the big chests of drawers up there?

But, no matter how they had been moved, they had to be searched.

Jacqueline went through all the furniture, through boxes of clothes, through old boxes of kitchen utensils. She examined all the steamer trunks, pulling clothes out of the things, pants and dresses, shoes and socks, ties and garters.

At last, the sun lowering in the sky, Jacqueline staggered down the steps, down the hall, and collapsed in bed.

She lay there for less than ten seconds before sleeping. But in that ten seconds she moaned and chastised herself for not finding the secret.

Though how she was supposed to know what the secret was she had no idea. And her last thought was if only Maisie could be right. A simple direction to the precise location. That’s what she needed.

Then she slept.

“Wake up, my dear.”

Jaqueline opened her eyes. In fact, she had only been asleep for minutes. The position of the sun, barely showing above the horizon, proved that.

Yet she was filled with energy, completely energized by the few minutes of sleep.

That was the glory of the dream, of Gnameta. As objects were repaired upon awaking, so were people.

Her veins hummed with health, her eyes were not red and saggy, it was as if she had had twelve hours of delightful, undisturbed sleep.

She turned to where Cindy stood.

Cindy, her love, now a handsome man imbued with heavy muscle, grinned down at her.

“Are you ready for your punishment?”

“Ten times nothing,” murmured Jacqueline, sitting up, swiveling her legs out from under the covers. She was still wearing the clothes she had used to go to town, but now they were not filthy. Now they were clean, as if fresh washed.

“I think I can do a little better than that,” smirked Cindy.

“Oh?” Jacqueline went to her vanity and brushed out her long hair. There was a natural wave to her hair, and her make up seemed somewhat permanent. Oh, she had gone to bed with make up on, and it repaired itself.

“Yes. I am the man of the house, you know.”

Jacqueline stared at her husband who had once been her wife. This was happening too fast. It should take days for Cindy to affect any change in the dream world.

Then she realized that Cindy had Virginia on her side. Virginia would know how the house worked, how the dream worked, how Gnameta worked, and she would aid the procedure. The sooner that she, meaning herself, was deposed the sooner she would be eliminated as a threat, and the sooner Virginia could take over. And then the search for the secret answer was over.

“Come along now,” Cindy gripped her arm, squeezed, hurt her white flesh.

“Ow!”

Cindy dragged her out of the room.

“You’re storing up a lot of pay back!”

“By tomorrow you won’t be capable of payback.”

Now Jacqueline was alarmed. Cindy was aware enough…a night of being whipped and Jacqueline would be weakened.

She had to find the answer!

But she didn’t even know what the answer was to!

Cindy pulled her down the hallway, making her walk faster than she could. Talking long steps and jerking on her arm. She felt deep pain in her upper arm now, and desperation was clouding her mind.

She needed time to think, she had to go over the house again. Maybe tear apart walls. Whatever she had to find…it was somewhere!

Down the stairs they went, Cindy ignoring Jacqueline’s small fists as they beat on his muscular body.

Across the living room and to the kitchen.

Maisie and the kitchen girl were working, and a small black boy was sitting on a stool. One more person awakening to the dream.

How many people, forgotten by the dream in Aunt Virginia’s old age, and likely dementia—for who could retain logic and sense when they tortured people night after night for centuries—would awake and once again be tormented.

And perhaps this time they wouldn’t be able to forget the dream. Perhaps this time the house…Gnameta…had enough power to keep them awake to the dream indefinitely.

Maisie and the girl and the boy stared as Cindy dragged Jacqueline to the place of eternal pain. And Maisie’s words, beckoned by the threat of pain, came back to her.

I’d go to where the pain is the greatest.

People don’t want look at pain.

She certainly didn’t want to be here. In the beginning pain and sex had been so wonderful, that first fix to the addict, a way to acclimate her and Cindy to the ways of the house.

Cindy opened the door to the basement, to the dungeon, and started down the stairs. Halfway down, tiring of Jacqueline’s resistance, or perhaps just looking for better ways to impose his will on her, he stopped and let go of her arm and tangled his strong fingers in her hair.

Jacqueline screeched as her scalp was near ripped off her skull, and she kicked, and Cindy moved and bumped against the railing, and fell through it.

A moment of swirling chaos as Jacqueline was pulled after Cindy, then all was still but a bit of dust hanging in the air.

Cindy was still, her head bleeding, her head at a grotesque angle.

Jacqueline had landed on her, and the angle of the fall plus the extra weight…Cindy was dead. Her neck was broken and her eyes stared up. Not reproachful, not surprised, not nothing.

Jacqueline struggled out of the mess of their bodies and pushed on Cindy’s chest. “Wake up!”

And now she was panicked, for she had killed her best friend, her husband, who was actually his wife…outside the dream.

She sobbed and shook Cindy’s body. Then she felt strong hands lift her away.

“It okay, Missy.”

It was Maisie, heard the racket and come to see.

“But I killed him!”

“Only for a day. People been kilt here before and lived again.”

Jacqueline looked at Maisie’s wide, wise face. She understood, and tried to still the sniffles. But after suffering such a loss, the death of a mate, it was hard to come right back.

Maisie helped her step away form the body, and they were facing the dungeon.

Jacqueline was gasping, “But…I know…but I didn’t want…” and she stopped. Her body froze so quickly Maisie couldn’t move her.

“What is it, Missy?”

Jacqueline looked at the dungeon. Her eyes took in the ancient brick, the rusty eyebolts. The whips so shiny as if they had been oiled, coiled on pegs on the dank wall.

The St. Andrews Cross, where she had been beaten, and where she had beaten. And it was this that had terrified her. No more fun and sex and games, this was where she would be beaten near to death, maybe through death, and… “I know.”

Maisie looked at her face.

“I know where the secret is.”

Tears sprang from Maisie’s eyes.

How long had the old woman suffered in the house? How many people had she watched being torn of their soul and deprived of their lives? The girl upstairs, the boy on the stool, how manny times had she seen them dragged away to be beaten and raped and killed?

And in spite of the terrors of the house, of Gnameta twisted into pain and suffering…Maisie knew. And she wanted a freedom from this endless charade of degradation and abuse.

Tears seeped out of the old woman’s eyes. “Glory,” she said. “Glory to Him, to the Almighty.”

And she wrapped an arm around Jacqueline’s arm and they both stared at the dungeon.

And Jacqueline knew exactly where the secret was buried.

“Get picks. Quickly.”

Maisie ran up the stairs, moving her bulk quickly and holding her wide dress up so her fat legs could run faster. Upstairs she could be heard yelling. “Get the pick from the shed. Hurry now!”

Jacqueline walked to the St. Andrews Cross. There were other implements of torture down here. There was a rack, a pillory, tools for scouring, crushing, maiming.

But it was the cross that was the heart of it all.

It was the cross that she feared the most. For after a person was softened up by the cross, forced to accept the torments of Gnameta, then they would be in a state of mindless terror, subject to all the other tools of pain and suffering.

But it was the cross that was important. It was the cross upon which one was tied and beaten by human hand. No contrivance, just the whistle of the whip and the scream as a person’s good sense was beaten out of them and they were rendered into virtual pudding brains.

And this action was done by their fellow man, and thus was the dream imbued.

The boy from the stool, skinny with a flapping shirt and too short pants, came down the steps. He was holding a rusty pick.

Jacqueline took the pick and strode across the dungeon. “Come, Maisie. Help me.”

Maisie followed her, and the two of them moved the cross. Jacqueline picked at the base and broke the blood rusted fastenings. They both bent shoulder and pushed, and the ancient wood scratched across the brick surface, catching in the spaces between the bricks, but able to be kept moving.

The cross aside, laid on the floor next to the pillory, Jacqueline against picked up the pick.

She had a woman’s muscles, soft and lacking in bulk. Yet she had a frantic desire whelming her giving her strength.

She raised the pick, brought it down on the bricks. The cross had left two deep marks where the fastenings had been ripped away, and between those two marks Jacqueline struck with the tip of the pick.

She lifted the tool, brought it down, CUNK!

Lifted it, ignored the weight, except to add her own to it. CUNK!

Maisie watching. The boy and the girl at the bottom of the steps, eagerness in their eyes.

Did they think Jacqueline had gone insane? Or were they possessed of the desire to rescue themselves from the dream.

CUNK!

CUNK!

CUNK!

The brick cracked. It was old, pressed into a hard substance, but…

CUNK!

Then the cracks turned to dust and a hole deepened.

Sweat poured from Jacqueline’s scalp, extruded from her armpits.

CUNK!

And a hole appeared.

Jacqueline went to her hands and knees, took out bits of brick and scooped away the dust.

She reached into the hole and felt around, and felt…a leather bag.

She gripped the thing by its drawstrings and pulled it into the light.

Maisie stood near her, staring down, her eyes gleaming.

The girl and the boy were on their feet, sidling forward/

Jacqueline reached into the mouth of the sack and pulled. The drawstrings cracked with age and the mouth opened.

Trembling, Jacqueline reached into the sack.

She felt something smooth. And warm. And…the shape of a face.

Heat seeped up her arm, an acknowledgment from a Goddess: you have found me!

She brought Gnameta into light.

The black stone was smooth, the skull slanted, the nose slanted. One hand was on the pregnant belly. And the eyes. The eyes were holes, but from out of the holes came a whistling of nothingness that was anything but nothingness.

Pure spirit. The soul of a Goddess. The essence of creation.

Tears burst from the eyes of all present, flowed down cheeks, splattered on the floor of torment and pain.

I cannot change you back, came the thought.

Jacqueline didn’t care. To be able to hold such a miracle in her hands…she now knew what blessed Tgaro, what had driven him across the world in search of the Goddess.

Take me home.

Unable to speak, Jacqueline thought back, How?

Francis Bare.

It was a name that Jacqueline knew, but didn’t know how she knew.

I will. I will.

Yet she spoke not knowing how she would accomplish this.

“How the hell did you find her?”

Jacqueline and Maisie and the young girl and the little boy all spun.

Virginia strode across the dungeon. She was beautiful, imperious, and angry. She reached out, “Give me that back!”

NO! wailed Gnameta in Jacqueline’s mind.

“No!” yelled Jacqueline, turning her body.

She held the Goddess at arm’s length, Virginia scrabbling, trying to get past her.

“That’s mine!”

“You’re a thief!”

“Give it back!”

They moved across the floor in a bizarre dance. Virginia trying to get past Jacqueline batting at arms, pulling.

“Maisie! Help me!”

“She can’t help you!”

“I can’t help Missy! I’m dead, and I have been forbidden by the mistress how held Gnameta.

The young girl and the little boy scampered around, trying to watch and trying to stay out of the way.

The women were equally matched. Virginia was strong, but Jacqueline felt the strength of the Goddess in her body.

They tripped over the rack, fell to the floor and rolled over and over. Jacqueline held the statuette of the Goddess up, not wanting to bang it on the brick floor.

Virginia snarled and snapped like a demented cat. She scratched Jacqueline and tried to claw her eyes.

Jacqueline managed to elbow Virginia in the mouth, took out a tooth, but…her teeth would be back by the morrow.

“Get off!”Jacqueline screamed.

Virginia bit down with her teeth on Jacqueline’s shoulder.

The pain lanced through her shoulder, weakened her arm, and Jacqueline knew Virginia, who didn’t have to hold onto the Goddess. was going to win.

She screamed, “TGARO!”

Virginia reached for the statuette, was a bare inch away from touching her fingers to the thing, when a big, black hand grabbed her by the neck and lifted her back.

She struggled, held in the air by the neck, scratching and spitting and howling curses.

“Let me go! It’s mine!”

“I think not, Missy.” Tgaro answered. He was sober faced, and following the directions given him by the possessor of Gnameta.

Virginia turned, smiled, showing a gap where a tooth had once been. “Tgaro! You love me! Don’t you remember the voyage across the Atlantic? Don’t you remember how good it felt to put your penis in me?”

No expression on Tgaro’s face. He said, “You made me fuck you.”

“How about the hut? When we fucked in the hut?”

“”I didn’t know you then.” His eyes were cold and sad.

“Tgaro!” She reached down into his loin cloth and gripped his mighty shaft. “Tgaro, don’t refuse me. You love me!”

“I love Gnameta. She made me this way, she has showed me the stars.”

“But you can’t have children with her!”

“Don’t need children in paradise.”

“How can you say that?”

“We all children in paradise.”

She grabbed his balls and squeezed, hard.

He laughed. “That be Gnameta’s testicles you hold.”

She cursed and tried to bite him. “You bastard! You black bastard!”

He chuckled as she bit his wrist.

Jacqueline was on her feet now, and she sidled around Tgaro and Virginia.

“What you want me do?” Tgaro asked in his deep voice.

“Put her in the pillory.”

“She be loosed when you awake next.”

“But she’ll be behind us. And what else are we going to do?”

Tgaro nodded and walked over to the pillory.

“You fucking piece of shit! You African cunt! You bastard…” she went on with her curses, and Tgaro lifted the top plank of the pillory, put her hand in one of the holes, then lowered the plank, fit her neck in a hole, lowered again, and finally stuffed her wrist in the last hole.

Clunk. Maisie stepped over to the pillory and put a thick padlock through the loop. Tgaro and Maisie stepped back, and Maisie didn’t say anything.

Virginia was screeching, and there was no sign of beauty on her now.

Now she was a harridan, a shrew, a harpy, a hellcat.

Jacqueline turned and walked towards the steps, Gnameta in one hand, the leather bag in the other. The others in the basement followed her.

“I’ll get you for this! When I wake up I’ll kill you! I’ll shit on your rotting corpse and…” she went on and on, an endless string of invective, all the foul blasphemies of her sordid soul unleashed.

The small group entered the kitchen.

“What you want us to do, Missy?” asked Maisie, her arms around the black girl and the boy who had sat on the stool.

Jacqueline put Gnameta back in the leather sack. She didn’t want to. She wanted to cuddle the statuette in her arms, feel the spiritual heat of the Goddess. But she knew she had to. She had to keep the Goddess safe, and that meant out of sight. She was going to have to run for it.

“People come for you, Missy,” Tgaro said.

“I know. Maisie, live as if you’re alive, enjoy the dream and pray for me.”

Maisie nodded. Tears were again streaming over her round cheeks.

“Tgaro, you will come with me. You must protect me. You must protect Gnameta.”

“Where we goin’, Missy?”

“To find Francis Bare.”

“Francis Bare? I know that name, but…where he be?”

“Charleston.

“We find Francis Bare and then?”

“And then…I don’t know.”


PART TWO

Maisie brought out two big sacks of food. Through the paper Jacqueline could feel the Mason jars, which was odd because Mason jars hadn’t been invented yet. Tgaro wanted to load the buggy with clothes, weapons, a tent, blankets for sleeping, and all sorts of things necessary for a trip across the United States.

“Forget all that stuff. Food and water and we go.” She was walking down the steps to the waiting buggy.

“But Missy, we need shelter, clothing.”

Maisie, that wily woman understood, however. “Gnameta be with you. Wherever you go is Gnameta.” As long as Jacqueline held Gnameta she would be surrounded by the dream Gnameta generated.

“Bless you, Maisie,” Jacqueline hugged the older woman. Then Jacqueline turned to Tgaro. “If Gnameta stayed here we would need that. But since we take Gnameta the dream will travel with us. Whatever we need will be provided.

“How you know this?” asked Tgaro, who should have understood, but was having trouble understanding the new rules of the dream, of the new reality.

“Gnameta tells me.”

Tgaro nodded and helped Jacqueline into the buggy. He went around to the other side and climbed up.

“Remember, Maisie. Stay here, hold on. The residual nature of the dream will sustain you until we get Gnameta home.

Maisie frowned at the word ‘Residual,’ but she said, “I stay right here.”

“And don’t get in the way of Virgina or Cindy. They can hurt you, but you can’t hurt them. Do you understand?”

“Maisie understand, Missy.”

A final farewell and Tgaro snapped the whip. the buggy lurched into motion, and they headed down the driveway for the road.

They traveled through the night, bent forward in urgency, refusing to sleep.

“I don’t want to risk waking Virginia or Cindy up when I go to sleep…or wake up. And I won’t be needing much sleep now, Gnameta will be giving me as much sleep and energy as I need.”

Tgaro huddled on the seat, snapped the whip, and kept the horses at a mad trot.

“When you think they come after us, Missy?”

“In the morning. They’ll go to sleep and wake when the sun rises. Then they’ll break out of the dungeon and come after us.”

“They not keep up with us,” Tgaro mumbled confidently.

“I wouldn’t bet on it.”

Tgaro glanced at Jacqueline. “I no bet. HYAH!” He cracked the whip and urged the horses on.

Midnight they were still running strong. Gnameta believed that the horses could run all night, and all day, too, if needed.

“Let me drive,” Jacqueline said.

“No need, Missy.”

“There’s every need. Driving will keep me awake, you being asleep won’t affect Virginia or Cindy.”

Tgaro didn’t want to, but he saw the sense in her argument. He handed her the reins, gave instruction, and was amazed when Jacqueline picked up the talent of driving a buggy instantly.

“Gnameta teaches me. She’s inside my hands, my arms, my eyes. Whatever I need, she gives me.”

Tgaro didn’t go to sleep for quite some time. He wanted to stay awake, but Jacqueline finally convinced him to close his eyes.

The moon rose, and it became easier to stay awake. They fled through the shadows of hanging branches festooned with Spanish moss. Golden light slanted through the trees and illuminated the earth.

The horses ran strong. They should have collapsed hours ago, but Gnameta kept them strong.

At last, the dawn could seen as a line over the horizon,

Tgaro had slept for two hours, leaning against the side of the buggy top. He awoke, stretched, and reached for the basket of food.

They ate on the run, hard boiled eggs and bacon. An apple for each for desert, and Tgaro took over the reins.

“How far we come?”

“I have no idea. But I think the dream is making distance shorter.”

“When you think we reach Charleston?”

“Tomorrow morning, maybe, if my estimate of distance covered jives with Gnameta’s sense of collapsing distance.

“It daylight. You go sleep, Missy.”

Jacqueline was ready for sleep. She could have kept going, but it was best to let Tgaro drive. She cuddled up against his side, leaned her head against him, and the swaying and jouncing of the buggy put her to sleep in seconds.

At the mansion Cindy opened his eyes. He knew he had been dead. He knew his neck had been broken, but sleep had repaired it.

He knew Gnameta was gone, but the residual essence of her spirit still kept the house going.

Cindy turned his head slightly and there was a loud pop in his neck. it hurt, and it sounded like a gunshot between his ears, but he was alive.

He sat up and looked around.

He was still in the dungeon, the debris of the collapsed stair railing laying around him. He moved, pushed a rail off his leg, and sat up, then he struggled out of the wreckage and stood up.

Jacqueline was long gone. Cindy knew this, could feel it. A bit of intuition had him seeing the buggy rolling into the rising sun. Jacqueline was heading for the ocean. But…why?

He started up the steps, then stopped. He looked down the  length of the basement and saw that Virginia was caught in a pillory.

Virginia. Cindy didn’t particularly like Virginia, but he was going to need help if he was going to catch Jacqueline.

Oddly, he didn’t wonder why he had to catch Jacqueline. It was just that Jacqueline was his mate. Jack was his husband when he had been a woman, and now that he was a man that made Jacqueline his wife.

And a man should be in charge of his wife.

“Wake up,” Cindy muttered, lifting the top plank of the pillory. But the pillory was too stout, and there was a large, rusty padlock through the loop connecting the planks.

“What?” Virginia opened her eyes. “Shit! Get me out of here!”

Cindy picked up the pick and held it to the lock. Four small but quick strikes and the lock came apart.

Virginia stood up, rubbed her neck, and frowned at the hole in bricks where the St. Andrew’s Cross had been.

How the fuck did she know where Gnameta was? She wondered. Then she realized that Gnameta must have spoken to Jacqueline somehow.

And Gnameta was still speaking to her. Virginia could feel murmurs in her mind, murmurs that were hundreds of miles away.

“Horses,” she snapped. “We must follow, lest the dream become too faint for me to tap into its power.”

Less than five minutes later two horses, the best horses on the mansion grounds, were saddled and ready to go. Maisie watched, and said nothing. She had her instructions, and she knew that there was no way she could stand up to her former mistress.

There was also the real possibility that Virginia would catch Jacqueline, and regain possession of Gnameta. And that meant that anybody who aided Jacqueline would suffer.

Maisie would have tried, in spite of the threat to her, but Jacqueline had told her no, and Gnameta spoke through Jacqueline.

“Get me food!” Commanded Virgina.

Maisie went to the kitchen and put a couple of sour apples in a sack, a couple of stale sandwiches, and some celery stalks. She smiled to herself, then went outside to give the bag to Virginia.

Virginia raked her horse’s side with spurs—damn horse would grow back together tomorrow—and Virginia, followed by Cindy, galloped out of the stables that had once been a garage. They rounded the house, turned up the driveway, and rode like the devil.

Above, the sun shone down, lighting up day and helping the riders along.

“Hyah! Hyah!” Virginia whipped her horse, and behind her Cindy follow her example, unlimbering her arm and cutting the flanks of her horse viciously.

Hundreds of miles ahead Jacqueline leaned against Tgaro. the jouncing of the buggy caused her to slip, and her head wound up in his lap.

Tgaro patted the girl’s hair, ignored the rising of his cock, and pushed on.

Jacqueline awoke, and found that she had stretched out and her head was resting on Tgaros lap. And his lap was  filled with a log.

“Oh, good Lord,” she grinned, pushing on it and pulling herself to a sitting position.

Tgaro laughed. “Me want to stop and fuck, but…” he shrugged. “There may be time later,” Jacqueline smiled. And if not, she would make time.

She was closely touched by Gnameta, she felt how the Goddess did love the act of sex. And even if the Goddess couldn’t partake in it herself, she enjoyed the act of humans having sex.

And there was some distress at some of the sexual acts the Goddess experienced as having been done under her influence.

A little slap and tickle was wonderful. Beating somebody until they near died, then depending on the dream to wake them up cured, night after night, was not the most pleasurable experience for the Goddess.

“Roadhouse up ahead, Missy.”

“A brief stop. Toilet and more food, let the horse’s sleep for a minute.”

“Yes, Missy.”

The roadhouse was an inn, an old inn that looked new. As they pulled up in front of it Jacqueline wondered what year they were in. The dream wasn’t particular to any epoch, and this inn looked to be of 1800, or before.

As they entered the inn her view of the customers seemed to bear her out. Most of the gentlemen who carried weapons, and that was most of them, carried flintlocks. Pistols and muskets, the flash pans were obvious.

Jacqueline didn’t know a lot about ancient fashion, but she did observe a lot of vertical, wide brimmed hats, and the women wore striped silks, and they looked like they were pre-1800.

And they were in the south. Which made everybody look at Tgaro.

She whispered to him, “Slaves were probably not allowed in an establishment like this. Best wait outside.”

“Call if you need, Missy.” Wisely, he stepped out the front door and went to tend to the horses. Tending, in this instance, meant soothing them, trying to lull them into a moment’s rest so the dream could rebuild them.

The inn was off the road, and Tgaro gave them water, whispered to them, and saw two horses sprint past. And he recognized the horses. They were from the Mansion, and they were carrying two female figures, cloaks flying behind them, whipping their horses.

He stood very still. If Jacqueline had decided to stop at the inn they would have been caught.

It must be Gnameta. Tgaro thought. She protects us. But, of course, how long could she protect? After all Virginia knew Gnameta’s tricks. She would eventually pierce the veil of illusion that Gnameta must be using.

Jacqueline came out with a large bag of food, complete with canteens.

“Bless Gnameta,” she murmured. “I didn’t pay for anything. The innkeeper just said we should take the left fork and go through the mountains.”

Tgaro told her of seeing the two horses.

Jacqueline nodded. “We’d best look for the left fork then.”

Into the buggy, a snap of the whip to wake up the horses, and they were off.

“Who be this Francis Bare?”

“I don’t know, and Gnameta can’t tell me.”

“Can’t?” he frowned.

“I think she is busy adjusting the dream, helping us to get away. When the time comes she will help us.” I hope, Jacqueline crossed her mental fingers.

They turned left at a fork. They had no map, but they had to trust what they had been told and move on.

The morning waned. The sun was hot, and they ate and drank as the buggy bounced over the ruts. Their teeth about fell out of their heads when the reached a stretch of corduroy road.

“What the hell is this,” Jacqueline held on to Tgaro’s arm lest she be thrown out of the buggy.

“Log road,” Tagor kept his mouth open so his teeth wouldn’t clack. “Called corduroy. Ground soft here, need shoring up.”

For a few minutes they held on, felt their very bones shiver, then they were past the section and climbing a serious hill.

“Gnameta is hungry,” blurted Jacqueline.

Tgaro looked at her.

“Hungry for sex.”

Tgaro grinned. “Got to feed the Goddess.”

“But we can’t stop!”

Tgaro pushed himself up briefly and pulled down his pants. His stiff rod rose up. “All aboard.”

Not just Gnameta wanted sex, but Jacqueline did. Or maybe that was Gnameta wanting Jacqueline to have sex. But, whatever, Jacqueline didn’t hesitate. She crawled under Gnameta’s raised arm, turned, and sat upon his lap.

His huge penis pushed up into her, forced her pussy wider, and she gasped with the intense pleasure.

“Oh, my God!”

“Goddess,” corrected Tgaro.

“Goddess,” she nodded, and she held on.

Now she could feel every jounce of the wheel, every time the wheels slid into a rut or struck a stone. And every occurrence bounced her up and brought her down a with more force.

“I can’t…I can’t…” her eyes were rolling back in her head.

“Sure you can, Missy.” Tgaro laughed and ran one hand up to feel Jacqueline’s tits.

Jacqueline grunted and her nipple surged with heat.

Bounce, bounce, bounce.

“Hooo!” sighed Tgaro.

They rode like that for mile after mile, his cock stuffed into her cunt, his balls bouncing on the seat.

Jacqueline began to cum, and cum, and then it felt like there wasn’t anything but cum. Her orgasm stretched out, and she wondered when Tgaro would finally shoot his load.

“What?” She begged, wanting it to happen.

“Soon,” he said. “I make last long, give Gnameta lots energy. Make dream work better.”

They came to another section of corduroy road, and the bumping of the wheels over the logs made their whole bodies shiver in ecstasy, and finally Tgaro let loose.

He flooded her insides, groaned mightily, and she could feel the pulse of him. Then he collapsed. Driving the buggy all night and all day, then having a Goddess-size cum, it was too much.

He sagged, and somehow Jacqueline managed to turn, to spin on his cock.

He lay back, and she faced forward, still perched on his monster dong.

He smiled, and slept, and even in sleep he fucked her. Even as he slept she stayed on his penis, and they fed even more energy to Gnameta.

And down the road they went.

Virginia knew she had missed them. Gnameta was doing things with the dream. The dream should be one size, an oval blot on a map as Jacqueline moved. But it was changing size, changing shape, and they had apparently ridden right past the inn where Jacqueline, and Gnameta, had been. And if that wasn’t bad enough the people of the inn were hostile when they were questioned.

Well, no matter. Virginia knew where they were going now. It was easy to divine by the route they were taking. The only problem was they had to stay within the limits of the ever changing dream. They couldn’t risk just charging into Charleston by the main road and waiting, for it wasn’t just a matter of where…it was when. If they left the dream and tried to re-enter it they might get lost in the wrong time.

“Come on!” Virginia yelled. Behind her Cindy kicked her horse, and the two charged up the left fork. Over the mountains and on to Charleston. And hopefully in the right year.

Jacqueline and Tgaro arrived in Charleston. The buggy made its way down the dirt roads towards the city center.

“How we going to find them?” asked Tgaro.

Jacqueline frowned. That was a question she had no answer for.

“We should go to the town hall and ask. Maybe they have some sort of registry of citizens. Maybe—THERE!”

Tgaro stopped and Jacqueline ran from the buggy to a tree. On the tree was tacked a notice.
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Tgaro looked at the page with a blank expression.

“Oh, you can’t read. Look here…” Jacqueline pointed at the bill. “Francis Bare, master of the brigantine Dembia.”

Tgaro’s eyes lit up. “That be where I hear! When we come to America it was aboard the brigantine Dembia! I remember him!”

“What day is it?”

Neither knew, but a quick query of a passing citizen revealed it was Tuesday.

“Then we must go to the slave auction and find the Master Bare.”

Again, through the kind directions of citizens, they found their way to a square where slaves were sold. They were just in time, too.

The square was fronted by a large warehouse and a crowd of white men stood in front of the goings on. A few women watched from further points.

Jacqueline walked along the edges of the crowd and asked, “Master Francis Bare? Can you tell me how to find Master Bare?”

None knew, but one man offered her a ‘pretty penny’ for her own slave.

Tgaro kept a somber expression and trailed along, the dutiful negro.

Jacqueline, raised in more modern times, wanted to take the man’s cane and beat him to death with it.

“Easy, Missy,” Tgaro whispered at the fierce look in her eyes.

“And just in, brought by Master Francis Bare on the good ship Dembria, we have 94 stock in good shape and willing to…”

“There!” Jacqueline pointed at the warehouse dock.

Francis Bare was a grim man, old, with mutton chops and a curve of thick hair over his mouth. He wore a good suit and stared at the crowd as if to glare.

A few handclaps, and the bidding commenced.

Jacqueline, Tgaro moving behind her, went around the crowd and climbed up on the dock, she approached Master Bare and tugged on his sleeve.

He turned, and there was a gruffer man under the gruff exterior.

“Master Bare, I need passage to Africa.”

“Can’t help you there, young lady. Just arrived in America, and…”

Suddenly everybody turned, for two black horses with ladies on them galloped into the square. Victoria immediately saw Jacqueline on the dock. “THERE! SHE STOLE MY SLAVE!”

All eyes followed her finger to Jacqueline and Tgaro.

A cry arose, men surged forward, two bulky sailors grabbed Tgaro by the arms, and more were at hand. Handling the slave cargo of Master Bare they would be able to overpower even Tgaro. Dream or no dream, there were too many men!

Virginia cried out in victory and slid down from the saddle of her heaving horse. Cindy was right behind her.

Jacqueline looked around desperately. There was no escape! To come this far and fail…it wasn’t fair!

Virginia was helped up to the dock. She strode past the negro on the block and stopped in front of Jacqueline.

“Thought you could steal my slave, eh. And is that my good silverware in your bundle?” She pointed at the leather bag holding Gnameta.

A sailor tried to take the leather bag away, and Jacqueline held on. “No! No! Wait! You mustn’t—“

Then all motion stopped, for two people had just stepped out of the warehouse.

“What is this ruckus?” asked…Virginia!

The crowd looked back and forth. Virginia had arrived on a horse. Yet Virginia, fresh arrived from Africa, stepped out onto the dock. And, to complicate matters further, behind the Virginia who had stepped out of the warehouse was a tall, dark shape.

Tgaro!

“What is this?”

Master Bare looked back and forth in confusion.

Tgaro, the one who had come to the slave auction with Jacqueline, raised his head and laughed a booming laugh. The other Targo looked confused.

Virginia from the horse pointed a finger at her other self, and Jacqueline suddenly knew what was happening.

The dream, all the fucking, getting extra power for Gnameta, and now Gnameta was going to use that power.

Jacqueline felt herself moving forward. Tgaro also moved.

They walked towards the Virginia in the warehouse doorway and  the Tgaro behind her. Jacqueline entered the body of the warehouse Virginia, Tgaro entered into his own body.

Once inside the bodies, the bodies walked backwards. Walked backwards through the warehouse, to the dockyard, down long plank walks, and up the gangway to the Dembia.

And Jacqueline knew the true power of Gnameta. She was making the dream go backwards. She was putting her into Virginia, and Tgaro into himself, and taking them backwards, across the Atlantic and to Africa.

And there was no way for Virginia to follow. Even had she the understanding of what Gnameta was doing, she didn’t have the power.

To the people at the slave market it was as if Jacqueline and Tgaro had simply disappeared, for there was no way the human eye could follow into The Dream.

On the Dembia, the ropes came off the cleats and returned to those sailors who had cast them. The ropes arranging themselves in neat coils about brawny arms.

The bumping of the ship against the wharf became an unbumping, and everybody moved backwards, back to positions they had held before the docking, watching the approaching harbor, and the Dembia moved backwards, into the ocean, away from Charleston.

Jacqueline, inside Virginia, walked backwards along the deck, Tgaro moving backwards in front of her, which was behind her, into a cabin.

She dressed in reverse, which was to say she undressed, and clambered back into bed with Tgaro.

His penis, small and slick with her juices, re-entered her pussy, and Jacqueline experienced the slow climb back up to the massive orgasm that Tgaro had afforded her.

She experienced the disdain Virginia held for the man who had followed a Goddess and been trapped by this beauty of a harridan. She felt the semen being sucked out of her and back into Tgaro’s massive cock.

His pumping, grunting sex filled her, and then it went out of her, and she was left with the delicious sense of lust that had impelled her to command him to fuck her.

She saw Tgaro’s attempt to avoid fucking her, in reverse, and then they were both out on the deck, moving backwards, passing the hold where the slaves cried out, and the chains clinked.

Thirty-eight men were in chains, and the thirty-ninth was beside Jacqueline in Virginia’s body, sorrowing for his brethren.

Twenty-four women were free in the hold, as were fifteen boys and sixteen girls.

Captain Bare, moving backwards, passed them, stopping long enough to take back whatever words he had given them.

They went to the stern and watched the ocean come towards them, the wake traveling backward to the ship. And Gnameta dreamed.

The journey across the ocean was an experience Jacqueline would never forget. She wouldn’t forget how several slaves bobbed up in the water, then leaped over the rail into the arms of men who had thrown them, but now seemed to welcome them. The slaves had grown sickly, and a couple of the men were dead, and they would bring no good price in Charleston. Now they were gone backwards, instead of pulled out of the hold, pushed down into the space. Chains crawled up around their ankles and they were fastened to the insides of the hull.

And the slaves grew healthier, spitting up foul fare into bowls, and the bowls returned to a big pot.

They watched slaves, sickly with infections that waned and disappeared into muscular bodies.

Diarrhea back into the rectums, moans retracted into mouths.

Then, finally, the slaves were unbuckled and walked backwards down a gang plank and to a wagon, where they were rechained.

Virginia walked backwards down the gangplank, Tgaro running backwards after her…before her…and then they were on the dock of Sierra-Leon.

The journey was over, the dream stopped reversing, and Tgaro and Jacqueline stepped out of the bodies which had brought them backwards across time and ocean, and the simply walked into Sierra-Leon.

The bodies they had occupied reveersed direction and boarded the slave vessel.

They rested in a posh hotel on the outskirts of Sierra Leon, renting a room and spending a week just fucking, and replenishing Gnameta’s energy.

No more worry about Virginia, and poor Cindy…what would happen to her now? Doomed to be a man, no way out of the effects of the dream.

In the hotel a black man was regarded kindly, for this was the land of the black man.

Sure, there were always ignorant people who looked down upon the giant black man with the beautiful white woman hanging on his arm, kissing him, acting like she was the property and not he.

But neither were property. They were free people.

After a week they began the trek up the Ogun river, retracing the path Virginia had taken on her search for treasures.

They went by themselves, no bearers, not even a gun between them.

Gnameta was their defense, and she imposed her dream over reality and protected them.

They swam in the river, and the crocodiles ignored them.

They walked through a herd of elephants, even petted the baby elephants and fed her bits of fruit while the mama elephant watched, and sprayed them with a trunkful of water.

They sauntered across the Savanah, hand in hand, and the lions rolled and yawned in the shade of the trees where they stopped to rest.

Snakes held back their bites, wild animals rubbed against their legs and looked for a pet. The most vicious species on the African continent were as teddy bears in the presence of Gnameta.

They came to the slot canyon and squeezed between the high walls, and approached the village known as Gnameta.

There were still natives there, but and they celebrated the return of their Goddess. That first night back was an orgy. The few men and women of fuckable age crept from hut to hut. Tgaro was much sought after, and two women even broke into a fight over him…until he took them both into his hut and satisfied them.

Jacqueline, that rarity a white woman, entertained men all night long. None were as big as Tgaro, but all were enthusiastic in pleasing her.

And in the leather sack in which resided the Goddess Gnameta there was happiness.

She had come from a far star, where her race had evolved to the point where they did not have sex, and they brought their children, full grown, from harvesting tanks.

Now, call her atavistic, she let out her dream, and the people fed her energy through the sexual act.

In the morning Tgaro and Jacqueline climbed the cliff face, meandering back and forth along the two foot wide paths, ascending the mountain. They occasionally had to use hooks and ropes. They helped each other, and they arrived at the little clearing that opened up into a  canyon. They passed through the canyon, and it was lush and beautiful.

They entered the cave which was the home of Gnameta, and Tgaro watched as Jacqueline walked to the back of the cave, took the statuette out of the sack.

Gnameta was warm, and she was happy. From this high eyrie she could watch the world, expand her dream, and enjoy the afterlife which she had created.

Jacqueline held the Goddess for a moment, faced her, inspected her, then kissed her forehead and placed her back in the nook from which she had been taken. So long ago in the dream world, a few months in the real world.

But, dream…real…what is the difference?

Tgaro stepped up next to Jacqueline. He put his arm around her and whispered. “You cannot go back.”

“I could, but what would I go back to? A world in which I was not raised, an old world compared to my time.”

“And you cannot go back to being a man.”

“And why would I want to? Why would I want to be one of those people who corrupt dreams and inflict their pain on the world?”

They gazed at the nook, which was all in shadow. They could feel the spirit emitting from the eye holes which were nothing, which were eyes for the ancient, stellar being who was Gnameta.

“Besides, if I was able to travel back to my own time, and my own body, I would not have you. And you, Tgaro…you are my dream.”

Tgaro turned and lifted her up. He smiled, and she spread her legs and wrapped them around his waist.

And he lowered her gently onto his massive cock.

And thus the dream went on.

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

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


Big Stories

[image: ifem cov use.jpg]

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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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!


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

‘A Slave in Love!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

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

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

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

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

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

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

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

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

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

“Why’d you do this?”

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

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

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

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

“So who did this?”

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

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

“I didn’t!”

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

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” he groused.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not even a thanks?”

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

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

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

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

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

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

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

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

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

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

He made a grimace.

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

“Well, I don’t…”

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

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

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

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

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

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

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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