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    Part One 
 
    THE DREAM OF LOVE! 
 
      
 
    “Home sweet home!” Jack barged through the front doors and gazed at his inheritance. 
 
    It was a fancy mansion built a hundred years previous and his great aunt had left it to him. 
 
    It had hardwood floors, high ceilings, and it was in fine condition. The roof was good, the floors were straight and true and there wasn’t any mold or other marks on the walls. 
 
    The chandelier was big and ornate and actually required some twenty candles to be hand lit before the thing was hauled up to light the room. Two couches had claw feet and mustard colored pillows with gold fringes. There were three Queen Anne chairs, a card table in the corner, the legs folded up, and a couple of magazine holders. The holders were empty, and it appeared one had been used to hold the fireplace poker and brush. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Cindy exclaimed, pushing Jack out of the way so she could have a look-see. 
 
    “Quaint, eh?” 
 
    “Dirty,” she frowned. “And don’t think I’m going to be spending two weeks sweeping and mopping.” 
 
    “All play and no work makes Jane a dull boy.” He spoke the mangled, old adage loftily, like a man would have said it a hundred years previously.  
 
    Jack crossed the room and went through the arch to the left of the fireplace. He walked through a kitchen that contained a drain board and a deep sink and a real, working pump. Well, he thought it worked. He stopped and jacked the handle a few times, nothing but dust puffed out. 
 
    He continued through the kitchen and came to a hallway that led left to a sun parlor, and right back to the living room. The dining room was a big, separate room to the left as you came out from the kitchen. 
 
    “Good Lard! Look at this dust!” Cindy ran a finger on a window ledge and held it up. 
 
    “Ha!” I’m hitting the upstairs!” Jack ran up the stairs, two at a time, and strode down the long hallway. Six rooms on one side of the house, and six rooms on the other. He entered each room in turn. 
 
    The first room was empty. 
 
    The second room was empty. 
 
    All the rooms were empty except the last. The last one was locked, but Jack gripped the handle pressed against a hundred years of gunk, and the doorknob made a cracking sound and turned. 
 
    Inside the room was a large poster bed, a dresser. An almost empty book shelf, (The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness) and a closet. He opened the closet. Empty suits stood at attention under the pole. Old suits, from the turn of the century. Inside each suit was a white shirt, ready for wear, and around the neck of each shirt hung a colorful tie. 
 
    The suits were made of some expensive material, and under the suits were leather shoes with dust on them. The shelves were lined with bowlers and little drawers on the wall opposite the suits held ties, undershirts, spats, starched collars and all the bric a brac that went with fashion a century ago. 
 
    Jack knelt and examined a shoe. It was made of good leather, and when he rubbed a finger across a shoe and a thick coat of dust was removed to show a shine. 
 
    “Hey! Jack!” You gotta see this!” 
 
    Jack wanted to stay in the closet. Not for long, he wasn’t really drawn to it, just…interested. = 
 
    But hearing Cindy’s voice he sighed and backed out of the closet and headed for the hallway. She was at the far end of the long hall and waving for him to come to her. 
 
    Jack started walking. After a while he broke into a light trot, then he walked some more, and he didn’t really notice how long it was taking…then he did. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he muttered. The distance seemed to collapse and he was one room away from Cindy. 
 
    Cindy was a rare beauty, and Jack always felt that he had really lucked out with her. And it wasn’t her cheerful brown eyes that always seemed so snap happy, or her rather hefty bosom with the large nipples. She was the kind of girl that gave a guy a hard on just for looking, and for some reason she had chosen him. 
 
    “What took you so long?” she asked, a quirky smile on her face. “It seemed to take you forever to get down here.” 
 
    Funny, it seemed that way to Jack, too, now that he thought about it. 
 
    “What’d you find?”  
 
    “Look!” She took his hand and dragged him into the room. The wallpaper was pink and gold curlicues. The molding was yellow, and there was a big poster bed, a vanity table and a dresser. 
 
    “What’s the big deal?” 
 
    “The closet, silly!” 
 
    She pushed him in and he stared in wonder. 
 
    The closet at the other end of the house had men’s clothes, this closet had female bric a brac. Feathers and hats, old style stockings with the lines up the back, ancient corsets with built in bras and garters, a line of old dresses hung from a pole, and…and Jack was fascinated. 
 
    Funny, the men’s closet was interesting. Mildly diverting. A place to glance at and then pass on. 
 
    But this place, it felt…compelling. 
 
    He felt drawn to it, and he began to handle the garments. 
 
    “Are you all right? Jack?” 
 
    Jack glanced at Cindy. “Sure. Why wouldn’t I be?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. you just seemed sort of extra focused or something. The way you were handling those dresses I thought maybe you wanted to wear one. 
 
    Jack chuckled. “Me? Wear girl’s things? I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Well, try not to look so interested, or I’ll think you’re one of these pink guys.” 
 
    “Pink guys,” he snorted, and picked up a corset and examined it. “Feel this thing. It’s soft on the inside, but it looks like it could choke you to death.” 
 
    “Put that away,” laughed Cindy, taking it from his hand and shoving it back into a drawer. Then she took hold of his arm and forcefully escorted him out of the little room. 
 
     
 
    They spent the day inspecting the house. It was a marvel of first growth wood, rich in fiber and needing little in the way of repairs. Of course his aunt would have kept it in good repair, but it looked like it had needed no repair. Ever. 
 
    They handled the kitchen crockery carefully, though it looked sturdy enough. The tea set in the dining room looked like Paul Revere himself might have made it. They loved the weights on thin ropes used to counterbalance the windows so they could be kept in a specific position. 
 
    Heating was done with a big furnace in the basement, and thank God it was summer. It looked like it would gobble a ton of coal and spit out odorous, black clouds. 
 
    The yard was badly overgrown, but, in a strange concession to modern conveniences there was a sit down mower.  
 
    The pond in the back yard, just beyond the gazebo had large goldfish under the surface scum. 
 
    And it was beautiful. 
 
    A piece of paradise.  
 
    A transplantation from a hundred years previous, when people were immune from news and the tragedies that happened so far away. 
 
      
 
    For dinner they had TV dinners, and no modern microwave to cook them in. 
 
    So, feeling very adventurous, Cindy opened the silver packets and cooked them in the old iron pots and pans, on the cast iron stove that had to be fueled by wood. 
 
    Jack started the fire in the old stove easily, using newspaper and kindling, then feeding a couple of small logs into the thing. The funny thing was that he had the feeling that he had done this sort of thing, though he knew he hadn’t. 
 
    Then they sat in the living room, on the ugly clawfoot couch, and stared out the big window. 
 
    “Look at the ripples in the glass,” murmured Jack. 
 
    “No double strength, energy efficient impact resistant windows for grandma.” 
 
    “Aunt.” 
 
    “I stand corrected. 
 
    “Great aunt, if you want to be really corrected.” 
 
    “Excuse me, Lord of the Manor!” She mocked him and he grinned. 
 
    “Keep this up and you’ll get one of those old-fashioned spankings.” 
 
    “You brute.” She snuggled against him and reached for his crotch. 
 
    “I’m not in the mood,” he said, watching the old willow in the front yard waggle its winsome branches a bit. 
 
    “What?” Cindy sat up and looked at him. “You? The sex fiend incarnate? Mr. If you don’t Spread Your Legs I’ll have to Masturbate?” 
 
    His eyes narrowed just a bit, causing squinch lines to appear, crow’s feet they were called, at the corners of his eyes. 
 
    But he didn’t answer. 
 
    “Where are you going to sleep?” 
 
    “With you?” 
 
    “That’s not how it’s done,” he responded, his eyes were looking past the willow tree, seeing far mountains and even oceans. 
 
    She sat up. She mock slapped his cheek. “Mind your manners, bucko, or it’s you that’s going to be getting the spanking.” 
 
    “Huh? What?” 
 
    “What do you mean that’s not the way it’s done?” 
 
    “What isn’t the way it’s done?” He looked truly curious. 
 
    “That’s what you just said.” 
 
    “I did? I said that? Why would I do that?” 
 
    “”I don’t know. I just asked about sleeping arrangements and you said that.” 
 
    “Hunh. I must have been out to lunch.” 
 
    “Yeah, lunch in New York, which is about three thousand miles that a way.” She pointed to the east with a jerk of the thumb. “Now, I will repeat my inquiry for those of us who are a bit lame brained. Where are we going to sleep?” 
 
    He grinned, “You sleep in the room with the dresses, and I’ll sleep in the one with men’s clothes. Then one of us, whichever one of us is hornier, will sneak down the hall late at night, tap on the door and sneak under the covers.” 
 
    “Ha! I think we’ll just sleep in my room. With the pink poster above us and all those delightful female scents.” 
 
    “If you think I’ll sleep in a whorehouse you have no ‘scents.’” 
 
    “Whorehouse! I haven’t slept in a whorehouse in ages! And one doesn’t exactly sleep in a cathouse, if you get my drift.” 
 
    Oddly, though she was smiling, there was an edge to her words. She must have noticed, however, for she suddenly rounded on him, grabbed his pants, wormed her hand inside, and kissed him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered a few minutes later. “I do believe you’ve inflated my custom built baby maker.” 
 
    “I do believe I have. Isn’t that terrible.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And we should be getting upstairs and see to the perpetration of the deflation and negation of the inflation. 
 
    He stood up, a strong young man with wide shoulders and his hair looked like it had been brushed to the side and cut across.  
 
    Cindy stood and took his hand, brushed her hand through his hair. “And when did you get a haircut?” 
 
    “I didn’t get a hair cut, I got them all cut.” 
 
    They laughed, and he didn’t answer as to the new condition of his head foliage. He led her up the stairs. At the top of the stairs he led her to the right, towards the room with the male clothes. 
 
    She thought about resisting. She was the woman, after all, and the room for her was down at the other end of the long hall. But…she suddenly realized that she hadn’t actually seen his room, and there was a certain fascination for things male borning in her breast. 
 
    What does a man live like? 
 
    Jack led her into the bedroom and began disrobing. 
 
    She sat on the edge of the large bed and looked around. She was married, they fucked a lot, but suddenly she felt…nervous. Even squeamish. 
 
    “Get your togs off, woman,” he joked. He had never used the word ‘togs’ in his life. He didn’t even know he knew it. 
 
    She stood up and pulled off her tee shirt. And blushed. 
 
    Blushed in front of Jack, who had done just about everything to her tits that a man could do. what the fuck?” 
 
    She turned and slithered out of her shorts, kicked off her low cut, fashionable tennies, and quickly slid under the covers. 
 
    Jack folded his jeans, he had never done that before, and turned to face her. He looked bemused, a little curious, and was wondering why she had opted to cover up so quickly. 
 
    After all, he had fucked her in every position known to man, and a few invented just for their pleasure. How could she be embarrassed? 
 
    He slid under the covers and she shivered. 
 
    “Are you cold?” 
 
    “No…I’m just…hold me, Jack.” 
 
    He could do that, and under the weight of the spread he enfolded her. They lay together for a long minute, neither moving, and not sure why they weren’t moving. 
 
    “We aren’t fucking.’’ Cindy observed. 
 
    “My dick isn’t even hard.” 
 
    “It was hard a minute ago.” 
 
    But now I don’t feel like it. Again.” 
 
    She looked at him. 
 
    “I like your skin, you’re so warm, but…I have no desire.” 
 
    So they lay there, and wondered for a while, then dropped off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Jack’s eyes were open. The room was quiet. He had the odd idea that the suits in the closet were having a party, but were being very silent about it. 
 
    “Shhh!” The suits would whisper, adjusting their stiff collars and rubbing their insteps against their pant legs. “Don’t wake ‘em up.” 
 
    Party, party, party. 
 
    Next to him Cindy slumbered. 
 
    His cock was rigid. Shivering, drooling, wanting a sheath to put itself in. 
 
    The party in the closet. The bowlers on the top shelf were tipping this way and that. 
 
    Shhhh. 
 
    Shhhh. 
 
    Jack lifted the covers very slightly and stuck a leg out. Then the other leg, stretching towards the floor, feeling the floor with the ball of one foot, then the other. 
 
    He stood up, a meat shadow in the moonlight. Behind him Cindy snored lightly, like a lady. 
 
    He walked, his feet delicate so as to make no noise, to the door. 
 
    The hallway was long and led to a nothingness of darkness. Yet down there was what interested him. Down there was what had woken him up earlier, caused a throb of the weenie. Made him want…want…what? 
 
    He didn’t know, but he walked down the hall, not exactly sneaking, but not exactly bold and forthright. 
 
    And walked. 
 
    And walked. 
 
    And wondered if he was entering some nefarious fog, midnight black fog, fog that befuddled and stultified. 
 
    Then the fog ended. The room with the girl’s things in it was just ahead, a gloomy, ghostly, golden light shining through the doorway. 
 
    Was there somebody there? Had Cindy found some back passage and run the length of the house while he crept through the soul sucking fog? 
 
    He looked into the room, and sighed in relief. A window was open and the moon shone through, lit the room up so well he could see colors. 
 
    He entered the room, and the light seemed even brighter. He could see the designs in the wallpaper, he could see the striations in the wood floor. He could see the individual weaves of the area rug on the center of the hardwood floor. 
 
    He stood for a long moment. He was naked and his dick was outthrust, a gleaming strand of semen stretching towards the floor 
 
    His heart was pounding, and he felt…want. 
 
    A curious form of desire that filled his chest. 
 
    A wish for something…something that was in this room. 
 
    He looked at the bed. The pink canopy. The tall headboard. The posts with the rub marks just above the level of the mattress. 
 
    Rub marks? 
 
    He took a step towards the bed and felt the bottom post. Yes. Rub marks. A burrowing in of some hard thing, as if somebody had filed it with wood. Wood on wood. And it was slightly grooved. But not wood. 
 
    He looked at the other posts. Each was rubbed ‘raw’ at the same level. 
 
    But who would rub a perfect groove, so shallow and so obvious, into the posts? And why? 
 
    Mystery upon mystery. 
 
    He turned towards the dresser, the window, the closet. 
 
    Back to the dresser. On top the dresser was a book. 
 
    ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ 
 
    He picked it up, flipped the pages. Lot of pages. But he didn’t read it. At least, not right then. 
 
    Instead, as if they had a life of their own, his hands crept down, took hold of the wood handle and pulled. 
 
    The drawer slid out as if greased. But it wasn’t greased, it was just so finely fit together. 
 
    Panties. Not panty panties, but bloomer panties. The kind of panties a woman might wear a hundred years previous. 
 
    His cock bounced and dripped on the floor. 
 
    He lifted the panties, brushed them across his face. 
 
    They smelled clean, fresh, like they had just been washed by hand and hung on a line to dry by the wind. 
 
    His chest felt like it was being pumped by bellows, filled with gold desire. He couldn’t help himself. His hands worked in spite of him. He bent, lifted a leg, and inserted a foot in the leg hole. 
 
    But it’s built for a woman! his mind shrieked. 
 
    The material was soft, slid up his bare flesh, and he wondered why he had no hairs below the panties, and yet did have hair above the panties. 
 
    Then he pulled it up, over his penis, and he almost fainted from the delicious desire exploding from his groin area. 
 
    Yet…his penis wasn’t hard anymore. It didn’t stick out in such a wonderfully obscene manner. In fact, his whole groin area was flat,  as if smoothed to his frame.  
 
    There was a mirror in the hallway, but he was afraid to see himself. He was afraid to step out of this enchanted room. 
 
    But he did. He had to. He had to see himself in the mirror. 
 
    His body was lithe, trim, and the panties made it look like he had no cock. They were just…smooth. 
 
    Yet he felt hornier than he ever had with a cock. He had this incredible flush of heat and he…he wanted. But he had no idea what he wanted. 
 
    His chest had hair. 
 
    He lifted a hand and ran it through his chest hair, and wished it wasn’t there. 
 
    He turned back into the room. He went to the dresser and opened another drawer. Bodices. Tops for an ancient people who had not the bra. Hunh. 
 
    He opened the bottom drawer, and found bloomers and other types of garments. 
 
    He didn’t want other types of garments. He didn’t know what he wanted. But outside of these panties that clung to him and gave him a figure robbed of the shape of manhood below the belt…he wanted something else. 
 
    He turned to the closet. Or was turned to the closet. 
 
    Whatever, he walked to the closet. Into the closet, and he could feel the change in the atmosphere. Like stepping into fog. 
 
    But not like a moisture fog, rather a swirl of anticipation, of emotion unbidden and yet unable to be refused. 
 
    The ambience of the mansion. 
 
    The dresses on the left. The corsets. The stiff ‘witch’s shoes,’ high on the heel and almost curled in the toe.  
 
    He took down one of the corsets and fondled it. It was stiff, boned, with ties in the back.  
 
    He had an image of Scarlett O’Hara prattling on to Mammy, complaining about how she would faint, or some such. 
 
    Jack wondered if he would faint. If he could make his waist so slender that his bosoms thrust out more. 
 
    I don’t have bosoms, his mind shrieked. But his mind put that thought away. 
 
    He wrapped the corset around his waist. He could see, in his mind’s eye, his waist flaring and his boobs…his boobs… 
 
    Without thinking, impelled by a lust beyond himself, Jack attached the clasps. the corset fit loosely, but he reached behind himself, high, and felt for the ties. 
 
    He wasn’t flexible. He wasn't one of these double jointed freaks who could scratch their ass with their elbow. But somehow his arms managed to snag the ties, to pull tight the laces, to tie them off with his chest pounding at the constriction. 
 
    His arms felt like they were made of rubber. 
 
    Down the corset he went, his waist sucking in, and his hips flaring out. And…the flesh above the cups was pushed up, thrust out, and…damn if it didn’t look like he had tits. 
 
    He didn’t think of fear, or embarrassment at being caught, or anything of those dreadful human conditions. He stepped in front of the mirror and studied himself. 
 
    He had breasts. That corset made it look like he was stacked. And his waist was wasp thin. 
 
    He felt there was something wrong about this, but he couldn’t object to his figure, so he couldn’t object to whatever it was that was in his mind. 
 
    He walked back to the closet, his back held stiff and his breasts pushed out. He selected a dress. It had layers and was snug and it made him look like he had lots of cleavage. 
 
    But the oddest thing was that as he pulled the dress on his hair got in the way. 
 
    Damn hair, hanging down to his shoulders, getting in the way, a real nuisance. 
 
    He went to the vanity table and found a brush. He began to untangle his hair, giving the end a flip, styling it intuitively. 
 
    He had never had hair this long before, and it made his heart tremble and his nipples swell and itch. 
 
    Now, sitting at the vanity table, he noticed the make up. Old boxes with fancy label jars. Spritz bottles of perfumes. Powder for his cheeks. Yet, for all the differences between the ancient and the modern, there was a sameness. Make up went on the face. Read the table. Use a cloth, or just your fingers, and smooth the potions in. 
 
    He made his face white, not knowing what he was doing, but trusting the intuition in his hands. Intuition that he had never known was there. 
 
    Color in his cheeks. On his eyelids. 
 
    Lipstick. 
 
    He stared at himself. 
 
    He was sexy, but he was tawdry. He was mild for this day and age, but a slut for a hundred years ago. 
 
    But then why was this outfit in the closet? Why was this underwear there? Did his great aunt have some deep, dark secret. Did— 
 
    “There you are!” 
 
    He spun on the chair. 
 
    Cindy was in the doorway, but not as Cindy. 
 
    As he had gotten into the wardrobe of this room, so had she for the other room. 
 
    She was wearing a suit, a bit rounded in lapel, with a starched collar. Somehow she had made her hair short—had she cut it all off?—and she was manly in expression. 
 
    As she walked across the room he inspected her from the ground up. The polished shoes, the spats, the thick cloth moving as if…as if she had something in her pants. 
 
    Jack swooned. She was wearing a dildo, a strap on. They had talked about that often, how she would like to experience being the man, how she would like to fuck him. 
 
    But they had never done more than talk. 
 
    He was a guy, after all, and not inclined towards the poo choo choo. 
 
    But now, wearing a dress, his cleavage on display, his heart pounding, caught en femme, he was not disinclined. 
 
    “You hopeless slut,” Cindy pronounced the words viciously. “Dressing like a street tart. You, lady, are a cunt. And you need to be punished.” 
 
    Jack noticed, when she said that, that she was slapping her hand against one trouser leg. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I just…I saw all these beautiful clothes and I wondered…” 
 
    “You’ve disappointed me greatly, Jacqueline. I thought you were a lady. Not a seasoned tramp, obsessed with the ways of this wicked world.” 
 
    “But I’m not…I mean…” but the words of protest wouldn’t pass his lips. He had dressed like he had dressed, and he did look like a trollop. 
 
    Cindy reached him, reached down and grabbed one of his tits! His tits! His breast! It was real! She pulled him by the tit, roughly, and he was sure he would have the bruise marks of her cruel fingers on his white breast in the morning. 
 
    But any marking done to his bosom was as nothing compared to what she was about to do to him. 
 
    She was strong, a lot stronger than he remembered, and he felt small as she hauled him around. She sat down and pulled him across her lap. 
 
    He could feel the strap on in her pants. For that matter he could feel the hard muscle of her legs. 
 
    But he didn’t remember her legs as being hard. He remembered them as soft, wonderful to feel, a doorway to her cunt. 
 
    But she acted like she didn’t have a cunt. She acted…downright manly! 
 
    She raised his dress, slid a hand under the bottom of the corset and gripped his boomers and pulled them down. 
 
    His bare ass felt the cool night air, but only for a moment. 
 
    SMACK!” 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    Her hand was rough, felt like it was calloused, and it struck his fanny hard. And fast. For the next minute a rain of blows scorched his buns. 
 
    SMACK!” 
 
    SMACK!” 
 
    SMACK!” 
 
    “No! Stop it!” 
 
    He was crying, and his voice sounded curiously high pitched. 
 
    “I’ll teach you a lesson you’ll never forget!” She emphasized each word with a smack of her hand on his rump.               
 
    Jack sobbed. He had never felt so helpless. He had never treated a woman this way, and to be treated this way by a woman…it was terrible! 
 
    SMACK!” 
 
    SMACK!” 
 
    His ass turned a bright red. His make up was ruined. One tit had popped out of the corset and was hanging down. He hadn’t realized how big his breasts were, but they shamed him. To be that big, like a cow, and then to be spanked like a wee child…it was terrible. 
 
    Then the hand stopped. 
 
    Cindy held still, breathed hard, and Jack could feel her trembling. 
 
    “Please…please…” he sobbed. 
 
    Cindy turned him upright, he sat on her lap, feeling that big strap on in his pants, and wondered, Why…why didn’t she use that on me? 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey. But you can’t be looking like a strumpet.” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    Then Cindy brought his face. around to her. And her face was…masculine. The pores were larger and her skin was rough. The stubble of whisker just starting to grow. 
 
    He didn’t want to kiss her. Not when she looked so much like a man. 
 
    But he had no choice. 
 
    She mashed her hard, male lips against her soft, feminine ones. He bruised her mouth and their teeth touched briefly. She held his head in her strong hands and wouldn’t let her move. She just kept kissing him and kissing him. 
 
    Then she moved back, glared at her. She was still mad at how he had dressed. 
 
    She stood up and whirled him around like he was a bag of feathers. Her strength was immense.  
 
    She pushed him against the bed and he heard the sound of unzipping. 
 
    “No! No!” He cried out, but it was no use. 
 
    Cindy put her dick into his hole. Except it wasn’t…it wasn’t…it wasn’t an asshole, but a perfectly shaped cunt. 
 
    Her cock felt hard, but malleable, and it was hot, feverishly hot. Like it was actually flesh and not hard plastic. 
 
    Jack felt the length of her sliding up his…his vagina. He felt the heat, and the veins, and the large balls coming in afterwards and slapping against his ass. 
 
    Jack couldn’t breath. He was flattened on the bed by Cindy’s suddenly considerable weight. He couldn’t move, and she began moving her cock inside him. 
 
    He was crying now. He was so helpless, and he wondered if he had been that rough a lover when he was the one with the cock. 
 
    “You’ll have to learn,” Cindy spoke hard, not words of love, but warnings, cautions, threats. “You can’t misrepresent this family. When you walk out on the streets people will judge me by their impressions of you.” 
 
    Jack’s ass was sore, and his pussy hurt, but there was, deep inside, a feeling of something. Of warmth and pleasure. 
 
    He was astonished to have the feeling creep over him: This feels good! 
 
    His protests became moans. His pain became desire. 
 
    He wanted to be whipped some more, for that was the pain that became the pleasure, and the greater the pain the more the pleasure. 
 
    Cindy was grunting now, taking long strokes and banging his sore ass with her healthy loins. 
 
    Balls slapping against his ass. 
 
    Then Cindy reached for his corset and pulled. The ribs bent and poked into his flesh. It hurt, but it was offset by the pleasure. And Jack began to raise his hips, to fuck back, to hump— 
 
    “Stop that!” Cindy pulled out, jerked him around and slapped his face. “You’re not suppose to enjoy this.” 
 
    Jack held his cheek in shock. He looked down and saw…a prick.  
 
    Cindy had a dick! A big one! And it was gleaming with the juices of his cunt! 
 
    Cindy whirled him back around and pushed her dick into him again. 
 
    “The bible teaches us not to pursue such shameful joy. Now lay still and let me finish.” 
 
    Stunned, hurt, ass sore and psyche blasted, Jack lay there and took it. And it was hard not to moan and tell her how good it felt.  
 
    Cindy finally began to cum. Her hard dick spewed a massive amount of seed, and she grunted and held her hips against his pubis and filled his hole with steaming semen. 
 
    Then she was done. She stepped back and zipped up her pants. 
 
    Jack lay on the bed, used, sore, but in a good way, and never had he felt such frustration in his life. 
 
    He hadn’t cum, and he wanted to cum, and…why hadn’t she let him cum? 
 
    But there was no answer. Cindy had left the room, and he heard her footsteps for a moment, then nothing. 
 
    She’s going through that weird fog, thought Jack. 
 
    The house grew quiet. 
 
    Sobbing, Jack crawled under the covers. there was no way he going back to the other room. 
 
    He was sleeping down here tonight. No way he was going to crawl into bed with that bitch. 
 
    Then, laying there, listening even as he focused on what he had to do, he began to explore his cunt. 
 
    He felt it, put a finger in it, wiped away some of Cindy’s semen. 
 
    He needed to cum, and his fingers took on a mind of their own. Then, biting his knuckle with one hand so as not to let out any sound, he came. His hips bucked and twitched and it was much more sincere than a man’s simple jetting. 
 
    He felt like his mind had been whitewashed. Made featureless.  
 
    He slowly became cognizant of the world, and was proud that he had managed to cum, even though he had had to hold it in, it was good. 
 
    He removed his fingers from his cunt and slept.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    Cindy glanced up at him, the most inscrutable expression on her face, then looked back down at her cereal. 
 
    He rightly surmised that she didn’t want to talk. 
 
    So she remembered it, too. 
 
    So it wasn’t a dream. 
 
    But he had woken up with his cock between his legs and no sign of the enormous tits he had sported the night before. 
 
    He poured his own cereal, added almond milk, and dug in. And thought. 
 
    Was it a dream? Was it not a dream? The feeling of horniness that had taken over him, the spanking…and when she had put her dick into him it certainly hadn’t felt like a dream. 
 
    “I dreamed I spanked you last night.” 
 
    He stared at her. Not a dream. 
 
    “I dreamed you spanked me.” 
 
    “You deserved it,” her voice was waspish. Somewhere between a woman’s nag and a man’s stolidness. 
 
    “I think we need to ask ourselves if it was a dream.” 
 
    She stared at him, dire thoughts banging around inside her head. Of course it wasn’t a dream. What dream could be shared? But…the reality, if it was…reality was overwhelming. 
 
    “This house,” she murmured, her emotions swirling inside her cranium. 
 
    “This house, and we had a shared dream, if dream it was, and…I love you.” 
 
    She reached across the table, grabbed his hand with the spoon in it, held him from eating. And I love you! But what happened?” 
 
    He took a deep breath. He thought of some of the things he had heard about his great aunt, that she was strange, hyper volatile…and loving. 
 
    “Did you enjoy yourself last night?” 
 
    She froze, and there it was. Guilt. 
 
    “I spanked you. I hurt you.” 
 
    “You hurt me so bad I masturbated after you had gone.” 
 
    She stared at him and he suddenly chuckled. “I know. Proper young ladies shouldn’t be playing with themselves.” 
 
    But they had masturbated for each other in their prior lifetime…before his great aunt’s house. 
 
    “That’s in the book.” 
 
    “What book?” 
 
    “The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.” 
 
    “That book on the book shelf? The only book on your book shelf?” 
 
    “Yes. And you’ve got one in your room. ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’” 
 
    They passed over the fact of referring to the room with dresses as being ‘his’ room, and the fact that that implied the room with suits was ‘her’ room. 
 
    “I’m going to have to read it.” 
 
    “I read it last night. I woke up and you had gone. I was restless and I read the book.” 
 
    “Then you put on a suit and came down and tanned my hide.” He was smiling. 
 
    She nodded. “I felt, after reading the book, that there was something fundamentally wrong with us, with our relationship, and that only by putting my foot down could we fix it.” 
 
    He took a bit of Raisin Bran, enjoyed the mushy blop with the kernels of raisin sweetness. “You certainly did put your foot down. Your hand, too.” 
 
    For the first time she laughed. “My hand hurt this morning.” 
 
    “You should feel my butt,” he said, ruefully. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “No…no. Don’t be sorry. It was the kinkiest thing…and to dream that I was a woman. I actually felt like I had a cunt, and I could feel your cock going in, opening me up, teaching me things I had never imagined.” 
 
    “And I felt like I had a real dick. And…it was a big dick, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “Oh, it was big,” he reassured her. 
 
    She smiled, just a trace of pride on her face. 
 
    “So what are we going to do?” 
 
    “About dreams?” 
 
    “Or whatever.” 
 
    He got a far away look in his eyes. “Well, I need to read that book,” he looked at her, “my version of that book.” 
 
    In his words was the idea that the ladies’ version was his version, and the gentleman’s version was her version. 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
      
 
    The day was…dragging. They took a walk, they discussed the property, they talked about doing chores, but there was a lassitude to them. 
 
    As if they had worked all night and now they had to sleep the day. 
 
    But they weren’t tired so much as just…curious, and empty, and inside their souls they wanted to go to bed, to dream, to experience the truth of whatever metamorphosis they had gone through. 
 
    Were going through? 
 
    In the afternoon Cindy headed upstairs without saying a word. Jack followed a few minutes later. He found her in her bedroom, the one with all the suits, reading ‘The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ 
 
    She looked up at him. “You should read yours.” 
 
    He nodded and went down the hallway. The hallway that seemed to stretch, then snap, and leave him outside the door to his room. The room with dresses. 
 
    He leafed through the book and certain phrases leaped out at him. 
 
     
 
    ‘True politeness is the language of a good heart…’ 
 
      
 
    And, 
 
      
 
    ‘…you must sympathize.’ 
 
      
 
    The phrases were innocuous, yet in Jack’s mind, pointed. As if some secret language was hidden in the pages and words of another time. As if he could just plumb the words sufficiently he could divine another meaning, a truer meaning. 
 
    He lay upon the girly bed, with its pink canopy and spread, arranging the pillows for his best comfort. 
 
    He took off his shoes to preserve the coverings, then found himself taking off his socks. 
 
    His pants. 
 
    Suddenly he was naked, reading page 100, and stroking his cock. 
 
    Absorbing the manners and mores of another time, a gentler time, and knowing that his sore ass was a lesson which he must learn from. 
 
    There was no talk of birching in the book, but under the hidden cypher of it all he knew. 
 
    When a man, or a woman, does not behave in the proper manner they must be school appropriately. 
 
    He went to the dresser, held the panties to his face and breathed them in. His cock erect and dripping. 
 
    And he knew he must not expend his seed. He must preserve it to be true, to deserve his wife. 
 
    In his mind she was wearing a suit, bent over and tying on the spats. Feeling the starched collar pressing against her flesh. Her dainty, white flesh. Which might not be so dainty…for the sole reason that his was dainty. 
 
    He felt his throat. It felt softer. 
 
    I must not do this! roared through his mind. 
 
    But it was a voice from another time, another place, and had no egress into the sworls of his cranium, the whims of his soul, his hairless chest. 
 
    He pulled the panties on, desperately. And the light, body hair—was it lighter than it had been yesterday? When he had first pulled on the ancient bloomers?—disappeared and he was bare, and his cock shrunk and smoothed out under the cloth of the lovely panties. 
 
    He stood, looking at his reflection in the rippled glass of the window. 
 
    He could seem himself with breasts, the image imposed over his real reflection. 
 
    But what was real in this time? This place? This…substance of mind that called to him, absorbed him, drank him? 
 
    He went into the closet and selected a corset. There was no way he could fit into the thing, yet his arms seemed extra flexible and the ties seemed to bend to his will and…his body squeezed in, became an hourglass of his great aunt’s reality. 
 
    This house. This house! he thought. 
 
    And pulled on stockings and attached them to the straps hanging from his corset, and noticed that when he bent he…overflowed. His breasts hung down, and then he had to push them up with his hand and tuck them back into the constraints of the corset. 
 
    He pulled a dress on. A thick, velvety thing with a rich pattern. And his hair was suddenly long and flowing. 
 
    Not, he thought, like the iron curled hair of yesterday. For there was some bit of today’s conventions, so locked into his own mind, that could not be overcome. 
 
    He sat at the vanity and painted his face.  
 
    He was not a slut! He was not a trollop or a tramp! And he didn’t deserve the rosy cheeks he had been given and was sitting upon. 
 
    He colored his eyes and painted his lips red. 
 
    He was beautiful, and though he knew, somewhere in the murk of his thoughts, that he was a man, he wasn’t. 
 
    He went into the closet and selected high heels. They were black, but not shiny. The laces went up, back and forth between the speed hooks, and he tied them tightly. The bottom of the spike was flared, and when he stood up it felt right. 
 
    Natural. 
 
    Form fitting. 
 
    And he did not feel like a man. 
 
    He closed the ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness’ and placed it on the little table next to the bed. He needed to read it, to understand it, to absorb the timeless lessons it presented. 
 
    As if in reading the rigid rules of behavior he absorbed the timeless rules of conduct that would become a woman. 
 
    Cindy was in the kitchen. She was sobbing and preparing dinner. Using the old rolling pin, coating the chicken with a crust, and her tears dropped on the drain board. 
 
    She turned around and glared at Jack. She was wearing a man’s outfit, but the jacket was hanging over the chair. Her sleeves were rolled up to show thick forearms. Strong forearms that could do a days work. 
 
    “Where have you been? It is not the husband’s place to prepare dinner.” 
 
    Yet Jack was not cowed. He had been beaten the night before, and his ass was still sore, and Cindy had been wrong. He snapped, “How dare you speak to me in such disgraceful manner!” 
 
    In Jack’s eyes was the accusation: he had been treated wrongly, and Cindy had crossed a line. A line of etiquette and behavior and morals. 
 
    Cindy stuttered and looked down. “Will you ever forgive me?” 
 
    “I’ll forgive you tonight, when I punish you for your transgressions.” 
 
    A haunted look came into Cindy’s eyes. A look laced with fear. 
 
    Jacqueline said, and it was the voice of doom ringing out like a clarion, “You’ve been a bad boy. Now step away from the sink.” 
 
    Cindy stepped, and as Jacqueline pushed her aside with his presence she turned and left the room. 
 
    And worried. 
 
    Dinner was quiet, subdued, and Cindy kept her attention on her plate. 
 
    Jacqueline ate, and wondered how she had known to prepare this meal. Fried chicken, mashed potatoes and greens. Lemonade. The recipe’s leaped into her head, and her hands knew how to use the instruments properly, and…she just knew. He knew. 
 
    He…she…he was having a problem remembering what sex he was supposed to be. 
 
    He was a man, but..it all seemed so strange, so surreal. As if wearing a dress was natural. 
 
    “Will you please forgive me?” asked Cindy. “I know I let things get out of hand.” 
 
    “I’ll forgive you right after your switching. And you may select your switch right after dinner. 
 
    It was a cloud upon them, yet…there were conventions that had to be adhered to were they to survive this…this time they were living in. 
 
    Dinner was finished, and they adjourned to the porch where they turned the crank and made ice cream. 
 
    Jacqueline found chocolate and they poured that over the ice cream, sprinkled nuts, and relaxed. 
 
    Cindy was recognizing that she must realize the consequences of her actions. 
 
    Also, oddly, the closer they came to the lowering of the sun, the better the anticipation was. 
 
    Jacqueline felt the female equivalent of an erection. She felt the growing moisture between her legs, and she remembered how delicious it had been the previous night when she had been so naughty, when she had used her fingers and…she smiled in the gloom of twilight. 
 
    Cindy marveled at the stiff growing in her boxers. It was so hard, and it didn’t want to bend or conform in any way to her position or her clothes. 
 
    They ate on the swing hanging from the chains. They could hear the buzz of insects, but none bothered them, here in the dream. 
 
    They watched the fireflies orbiting the lemon tree off to the side of the gazebo. Beyond the field was a line of birch trees. 
 
    “She was a wonderful lady,” murmured Jacqueline. 
 
    Cindy knew he meant his great aunt. 
 
    Her great aunt. What sex is he? And she was dazed for this thought. 
 
    “Well, go select your switch and I’ll be waiting in my room.” 
 
    Jacqueline stood and, with a switch of skirts she entered the house. 
 
    Cindy stared at the birch trees. She really didn’t want to do this. But rules were rules, and she had misbehaved. What had she been thinking of, spanking him with insufficient cause? Just because she felt male powerful and wanted to swagger a bit. 
 
    She descended to the yard and walked slowly to the tree line. She remembered when once she had worn high heels, and there was a delight there that she knew was now denied her. 
 
    Now Jack got to do the fun things, and she was left, a virtual slave to Jacqueline’s whims. 
 
    To his hormones. 
 
    She had noticed his tits, so large, and that was a sure indicator of the onset of hormones.  
 
    She reached the trees and examined the branches. She didn’t want to pick one too small, lest Jacqueline become upset and use a paddle, or—God forbid—a whip. 
 
    She settled on a three foot branch, cracked it off and stripped the leaves. She swished it through the air, and felt an inner dismality. 
 
    She was going to be switched. 
 
    She returned to the house and trudged up the stairs. 
 
    She thought about going back to her room, taking off her clothes, and going back to being a woman. But the thought had no purchase in her mind, and she turned to the left and headed for Jacqueline’s room. 
 
    Jacqueline was waiting by the window, her arms folded under her ample bosom, a stern look in her eyes. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Cindy was pleading as she held the switch out. 
 
    Jacqueline took the switch and motioned to the bed. “Pull your pants down and assume the position.” 
 
    “Please, ma’am. Can’t you let this go? Just this once?” 
 
    “That will cost you five extra stripes. Now present yourself.” 
 
    Cindy started to sniffle as she took off her jacket, then pulled down her pants and trunks. She lay down and tried to control herself. She was aware that her penis was was large and throbbing. 
 
    Jacqueline wasted no time. “This hurts me more than it does you,” she stated that popular lie, and… 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” Tears came out of Cindy’s eyes. She clutched the spread with her fists and held on. 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    Jacqueline delivered the switching quickly and efficiently. She had to do it, and she enjoyed it, but the conventions said that she shouldn’t. 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    Red lines appeared on Cindy’s ass. If she had been a woman it would have been debilitating. Her soft flesh would have cracked and bled. But as a man she had tougher skin. 
 
    Tough or soft, it hurt. 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    Cindy cried and sobbed and wailed. It didn’t matter. Jacqueline had read ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ She hadn’t read anything about switching in that book, not yet, but she had absorbed the inflexibility of consequences, and she knew that people who failed to deliver the appropriate discipline should be disciplined themselves. 
 
    The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness. 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    And, finally, the switching was at an end. 
 
    Jacqueline wished it wasn’t over. She was moist under her skirts. Her labia felt like they were rippling and her flesh felt so hot. She needed a good fuck. 
 
    But would Cindy be amenable after the switching she had received? 
 
    Jacqueline put the switch aside, saved it for another time, and said, “Please go get the liniment.” 
 
    Snuffling, her cheeks wet with tears, but a monster erection in her pants, Cindy went down the hall to the bathroom. She returned with a bottle of Minard’s Liniment and a wire with a cotton ball on the end. 
 
      
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    “Lie down, love.” 
 
    Cindy lay down and Jacqueline began dipping the ball into the liniment and painting her ass with it. 
 
    Her. him. Confusions ratcheted through her mind. She focused on drawing the wet ball of liniment along the long, red stripes. 
 
    It hurt, and Cindy cried some more and gripped the spread again. Her large fists were white knuckles. 
 
    “After this I trust you will be a good boy.” 
 
    “Yes. I’ll try my best.” 
 
    And she would, but boys will be boys and they both knew she would be back under the switch in probably the not too distant future. 
 
    Done with the medicine, Jacqueline corked the bottle, then lay a washcloth across Cindy’s butt and pulled her boxers up. She made sure the waist band held the wash cloth in place. 
 
    “Come here, dear,” Jacqueline said. 
 
    Cindy rose, turned, and fell into his arms. She sobbed, and her tears made his blouse wet, but that was okay.  
 
    Punishment had been needed. Punishment was given. All was forgiven. 
 
    For a long time they sat on the edge of Jacqueline’s bed and Cindy just snuggled against her husband, felt his big boobs thrusting out, and…her penis was getting harder. 
 
    The spanking had brought it to the forefront, made her lust obvious, at least to herself. 
 
    She wanted to make it obvious to Jacqueline. 
 
    They were man and wife, but when corporal punishment was levied it changed their relationship in subtle ways. At least, for a time.  
 
    But, of course, all was forgiven. Transgressions were in the past. It was time for forgiveness and…and… 
 
    “I love you,” Cindy said. Now she was in a big man’s body, but she felt like a little boy. Such was the advantage of women over men. 
 
    “And I love you, honey.” Jacqueline spoke softly, giving up his ‘man’nerisms for ‘girl’isms. 
 
    Cindy looked up, Jacqueline looked down. 
 
    They knew the moment of sex was here. Yet Cindy was afraid. Such was the power of a good switching. 
 
    “Can we…will you let me…” 
 
    “Of course, honey. Applying the birch to you has caused me some heat, and I simply must relieve it. And if you can’t help me relieve the moist burning in my loins…” she smiled, and bent her head. 
 
    The kiss was tender, thorough, and Cindy’s cock pounded harder. 
 
    Jacqueline reached down and grasped her tool. 
 
    Cindy gasped.  
 
    Last night had been done in the throes of passion, but without the sense that a person grown into this age would have. 
 
    But they had started reading the books, and they were absorbing the mores behind the rigid customs of the books. 
 
    And now they were not just living in the dream, they were aware, and they could feel, and appreciate, and have real thoughts about what they were doing. 
 
    Cindy moved around, came to the top position. 
 
    Jacqueline laughed. “I believe that you must be on top this evening.” 
 
    They chuckled, they both knew that Cindy’s butt was too raw to be laid down for their fuck. 
 
    Jacqueline lay back and Cindy, moving cautiously because of her striped ass, slowly removed Jacqueline’s clothes. 
 
    She helped her out of the dress, but left the corset and the nylons on. There was just something so sexy and exciting about fucking with underwear in place. 
 
    Jacqueline’s tits rose up out of the corset, and Cindy bent her head and suckled. 
 
    Jacqueline moaned and held Cindy’s head, her mouth, to her nipples. 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    The Cindy lowered herself to Jacqueline’s snatch. 
 
    She smelled the musky aroma of sex. She licked between the labia, sucked on the clitoris. 
 
    It was delicious. It caused her penis to grow even harder, and now, so hard that it hurt, she pulled down her pants. She dropped her drawers and the cloth that had cushioned her fanny dropped to the floor. 
 
    Cindy crawled between Jacqueline’s legs and, without using hands, rubbed her cock against his slit. 
 
    Jacqueline felt the large head poking, sliding, taking advantage of the moisture seeping from her twat. 
 
    And in. 
 
    A quick slide through the tender tissues, and Cindy was in cock heaven. She was sheathed in her love. She was pulsing and the soft inner flesh gripped her. 
 
    Jacqueline was gripped as if by a soft hand, a hand that would not let go, would not relinquish that which it held so dearly. 
 
    Cindy began to push in, and her balls, so large, touched Jacqueline’s ass. 
 
    They both groaned, a harmony of love that made them more than their individual selves. 
 
    “I’m having a deliciously wicked thought,” said Cindy, as she held herself on two arms and drove deep.” 
 
    “Unh…oh…what?” 
 
    “What if I spanked you again tomorrow night.” 
 
    Jacqueline’s eyes opened up and she stopped moving. “What?” 
 
    “I will do something bad. And the next night you will have to punish me again.” 
 
    They were locked in embrace, breathing, struggling without moving, trying not to move while they considered this weighty offering. 
 
    Then, unable to fight her own inner urges, Jacqueline said, “You would be a very, very bad boy. 
 
    They both giggled, transported further into the dream by their naughtiness. 
 
    They were slipping deeper and deeper, and there was nothing to warn them of consequences. 
 
    There was no earlier experience, not in fiction or reality, to warn them that what they were doing might lead them…somewhere. 
 
    But isn’t that the purest of lives? To live without thought for what comes, merely to enjoy the moment for itself? 
 
    And Cindy ended the moment of cogitation and realization by thrusting her hips forward. A hard thrust to let Jacqueline know who was in charge. Who was the man. 
 
    Which was just the helpless strivings of a love sick man to own something which couldn’t be owned. 
 
    And Jacqueline, having been a man, knew it, and she humped her hips up and squeezed, and they were locked together like two beasts. Unable to break apart because their love wouldn’t let them. 
 
    In went Cindy, pumping so hard it appeared as if she wanted to reach the womb itself. 
 
    Jacqueline grunted with the pleasure of the purely sexual impact, and scissored her legs around Cindy’s strong back. 
 
    Cindy lifted her up, ignoring the screaming pain of her ass which Jacqueline’s feet had inadvertently come in contact with. She slammed Jacqueline down, driving her prick deep, causing white hot shards of pleasure to shoot through Jacqueline. 
 
    “Fuck!” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    And the night passed in a paroxysm of lovemaking. Two people out of time; two people locked in body and mind. 
 
    Semen was squirted. 
 
    Fluids were drained, only to be replenished again and almost immediately. 
 
    They tired not, for they were more than flesh, twined in a dream that would not end, caught by and for each other. 
 
    And the dawn, when it came, would not be the dawn they expected. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part three 
 
    SLAVE TO THE DREAM! 
 
      
 
    Jack’s eyes opened. He was aware. He was a man again. He was himself. He was wearing women’s clothes, the corset, but no panties. His cock  was throbbing, but soft. 
 
    How odd. If it was throbbing it should be hard. But…things were happening inside him. 
 
    He thought about his great Aunt leaving him the old mansion. Out of all the relatives…why him? 
 
    Was it because he was married? The best chance for offspring? 
 
    But he didn’t think that was it. Other family members had children. 
 
    Was it because he was married and didn’t have children? But that made no sense. 
 
    He stretched, felt detached, reached for his cock, held it. It was like a lazy slug. A chub, but not hard. His balls felt full. Yet he had had orgasms the night before. Many of them. Wonderful, soul exploding orgasms. 
 
    “Cindy?” He sat up. 
 
    She was gone. No sign of her.  
 
    She would be down in her own room. 
 
    He swiveled and sat on the edge of the bed, his eyes gliding over the fields, the woods, outside his window. 
 
    What was happening? Why was he turning into a woman at night, and why was Cindy turning into a man? 
 
    Was it the clothes? Was it the books, as Cindy suspected? 
 
    He admitted the books must have something to do about it. He looked at his version on the bookshelf. 
 
    ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness,’ by Florence Hartly. 
 
    Flo Hart.  
 
    A flowing heart. He reached for the book, settled back on the bed with it and opened it up. 
 
    Arcane language from a hundred years ago, a simple instruction on how to be mannerly. Yet…there were secrets in here. There was a hidden instruction. To behave as a woman was to be a woman, by the cypher of these pages. 
 
    And Cindy had the male version of the book. How to conduct yourself as a man, in which was encrypted the secret and mystical instructions: act like a man and be a man. 
 
    But this didn’t explain the dream they were having. this didn’t explain the lust they felt when empowered by being the opposite sex. 
 
    He sat on the bed, now Indian fashion, his legs crossed. the corset kept his back straight, his limp cock hanging, his balls resting upon the mattress, reading. 
 
    He noted that he had less hair on his body, almost no hair. It had been there after the first night, but now, after the second night, his flesh was white and soft. 
 
    He had a man’s body, but it was being transformed. 
 
    He sighed, closed the book, thought about what he had read. Certain phrases stuck in his mind, badgered him with potential meanings. 
 
      
 
    …treasure in your memory 
 
    the pearls of which you read… 
 
      
 
    An admonition, and an instruction, to search your mind for secondary meanings. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The best cure is to try to have those virtues 
 
    which you would effect, 
 
    and then they will appear naturally. 
 
      
 
    To accept and behave accordingly, and he would be a woman. 
 
    But did he want to be a woman? 
 
    Did he want the changes the dreams wrought? 
 
    The question bothered him, so he laid the book aside and got up. 
 
    He took off the corset. It felt good, even after all these hours, but he wanted…he wanted…to wear other clothes. To try other garments in this room. 
 
    And he avoided any desire to change back into a man. 
 
    He selected bloomers, and it was day time, not time for dreams, so his cock hung in the folds of the bloomers. 
 
    He found a bra.  
 
    But bras weren’t invented until the 1930s! Long after this house had been constructed. 
 
    So from what epoch did this thing come from? Was it brought into the house after the 30s? Or was it some figment inserting itself according to the whims and conventions of his mind. Modern day impinging on history, changing it to suit his mind. 
 
    He didn’t know, but he put the bra on. 
 
    He had no tits now, though his chest was soft and his muscles departing, so the bra cups were slack, wrinkled upon his chest. 
 
    He selected a gown out of the closet. It was long and had fur sleeve ends and a hem of fur at the bottom. He tied a sash around his waist, and the robe was closed. More or less. for as he walked his flesh stepped further than the material and he felt the sexy coolness of air brushing against the skin of his slender legs. And his legs, he imagined, were somewhat shapely. And he wondered if they would become even more shapely  as the days, and the nights, progressed. 
 
    He descended the stairs and entered the kitchen. 
 
    Cindy was at the drain board, a knife in hand, fresh washed potatoes in front of her. 
 
    She looked at him, and gratitude entered her eyes. Had she been disturbed? 
 
    “Oh, thank you. I’m having trouble slicing these potatoes.” 
 
    He moved in, took the knife, and hugged her. 
 
    She hugged back, and neither of them noted the similarity in their heights. He seemed slightly shorter, and her slightly taller, as if their heights were averaging. 
 
    And her limbs seemed thicker, and his thinner, yet they noticed this not. 
 
    He kissed her, and her lips were flat and hard, and his soft and plump. But, again, they took no notice of these vagaries of shifting appearances. 
 
    He wielded the knife, it was a large Chef’s knife, slicing the potato ends off and making poker chip, thin pieces. His hand moved like a sewing machine, up and down so fast it was a blur, then sliding the potatoes off the cutting boards with the flat of the knife. Into the pan with a thick chunk of butter. 
 
    He had never been able to do that before. 
 
    He checked the lumber in the stove then adjusted the draw. He knew what it would take to make perfect, little, browned potatoes.  
 
    Cindy watched, happy at his burgeoning abilities. 
 
    Jack smiled at her and bid her sit at the table. Five minutes later they were eating a feast, a feast Cindy had failed to make for a half hour, and which he had whipped together in minutes. 
 
    “You’re incredible, Jacqueline.” 
 
    He didn’t object to the feminization of his name. He was too far gone for that. But he wasn’t too far gone to wonder about their situation. 
 
    “We had another dream last night.” 
 
    She nodded. “It was a wonderful dream.” 
 
    “I’m turning into a woman,” he admitted. 
 
    “You’re a better woman than I was.” 
 
    They ate silently for a moment, considering the significance of their words. 
 
    “Tell me about your great aunt, Jack.” 
 
    But Jack didn’t know much about his great aunt. He confessed to this, then said, “But my parents used to talk about this house.” 
 
    They poured syrup over pancakes, then Jack continued his story. 
 
    “It was built before the civil war.” 
 
    “The war Between the States,” Cindy corrected. 
 
    “Spoken like a Yankee,” he stated, and there was an edge within his words that he had to think about and jettison. “Word has it that it was built on slave trade money.” 
 
    “You have slavers in your family tree?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    Then she added, in wonder, “How old was your great aunt?” 
 
    Jack blinked. “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Grandparents might be forty years older than grand children, add 30 years—I’m just guesstimating—and you have 60 years difference.” 
 
    “So if I was born in 2000, my grandparents might have been born in 1940, and my great grandparents might have been born in…1910. Or somewhere around there.” 
 
    “So your great aunt might have been a 100 years old.” 
 
    “But she was older…I think.” 
 
    “We’re going to have to find out.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “We need to know if she was involved in the building of this house.” 
 
    “But i thought you said it’s the books that are changing us?” 
 
    “The books are instruction manuals. It’s the house. We need to figure out who built it. Then maybe we can figure out what is happening.” 
 
    Under her words was the meaning: before it changes us into something we can’t change back from. 
 
    “Okay, he said. “After breakfast we’ll search the house. And after that we can go to town and look for county records.” 
 
    And so they agreed, and they held hands over that decision, and finished the breakfast that Jack had whippet together with intuition that was hundreds of years old. 
 
      
 
    They had explored the house, but only in a cursory manner, and later Jack would realize that it was as if they had been guided away from the important stuff. 
 
    Of course, they not have realized how important the important stuff was at the time. 
 
    They started in the basement, which was accessed through a sadly hanging door on the outside of the house. 
 
    “No wonder we didn’t see it the first time through,” remarked Cindy. She was wearing dungarees of an ancient style, built more for picking cotton than the fashion statement that modern jeans were. Her stiff shirt hung slackly on her upper body. She still had breasts, but they were half their size. 
 
    “I’ve never even heard of a basement without access from inside a house.” 
 
    “Well, you have now.” 
 
    They stood inside the door and gazed at the mess. 
 
    A long aisle, the sides of which were packed with boxes, crates filled with books and clothing and toys, book shelves laden with ancient books, old phonographs, broken furniture, and tons of dust. 
 
    The house had no electricity and Jack found a lantern hanging on the wall next to the door. There was a box of matches on a shelf built between two four by fours, and he lit the lantern. 
 
    The addition of light made the place even gloomier, casting wavering shadows. 
 
    They started their search on the left and went through box after box, pulled out furniture for more boxes, and slowly made their way around the room. 
 
    “They have a phonograph, but no electricity.” 
 
    “You wind it up,” observed Cindy. 
 
    They played with it, put the needle on the spinning disk, and the sounds of Enrico Caruso filled the dank space. They listened for a minute, enraptured by this slice from the past, then lifted the needle and continued their search. 
 
    “I think the answer is going to be in a book.” 
 
    They dusted off covers, went through boxes, and perused authors and titles. They recognized almost none of them, until they reached the back of the basement. 
 
    “Frankenstein, or The Modern Prometheus,” Jack was awed as he held up the book. 
 
    “My God, this looks like the original vellum and leather!” 
 
    “Vellum. Isn’t that the skin of an animal?” 
 
    “It is. Usually a calf.” 
 
    Jack felt the pages, they definitely had a smooth, unpapery feeling. “Could they make the pages from an animal other than a calf?” 
 
    “Jack, that’s creepy.” 
 
    Jack laughed. “It’s a creepy house.” He put the book back and picked up another one. 
 
    “The Vampyre, by John William Polidori,” he whispered. “This is old stuff.” 
 
    “Well leave it. We’re here for our history, not some fanciful legend. 
 
    “Philistine,” he muttered. 
 
    “I heard…oh shit!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Photo albums.” 
 
    They set the box of albums aside for a moment, kept searching, but it was quickly obvious that was all there was. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here and see what we’ve got. We can always come back later.” 
 
    But they both had the feeling that they had found what they were looking for. 
 
    Upstairs, they sat at the dining table and began going through the box. 
 
    The albums were old, and they weren’t necessarily photos. 
 
    They looked at images of Jack’s family, and he recognized a few of the people, and was able to figure out others by inscriptions on the photos. He found a pen and paper and began a skeletal family tree. 
 
    There conversation was of such things as: 
 
    “Your mother was married to this guy.” 
 
    “Look at those clothes!” (Was that appreciation for a newer fashion?) 
 
    “You had a gunfighter in your tree?” 
 
    Sometimes they chuckled, but always they were impressed. 
 
    Then the photos dwindled, it was shortly after the civil war, and they came across actual paintings. 
 
    Little sketches of ships in a harbor, a painting of African American before they came to America. Holding spears over the kill of a lion. 
 
    “Not my family,” muttered Jack. 
 
    “What’s this?” Cindy picked up a small journal. 
 
    The script in the journal was ink on unlined paper, yet the uniformity of the writing was incredible. 
 
    Cindy read a series of entries. 
 
    ‘Expedition to temple successful. The trinkets we have recovered are amazing.’ 
 
    Another entry, ‘Natives are ominous. We all carry weapons, even to relieve ourselves, and we don’t wander far from camp.’ 
 
    And, ‘They seem to want the black statuette of the pregnant native woman. Made of basalt, the head is slooped back her nose is a flat ski run, and she holds her swollen tits up as if in defiance.’ 
 
    And, ‘Nguma tells us the statue is of a Goddess come from the heavens to mate with mankind.’ 
 
    Cindy said, “This is creepy.” 
 
    “If this book is right then I have alien blood in me.” 
 
    She looked at him. “I’ve been fucking a monster from outer space?” 
 
    “Moo hah hah!” 
 
    “Well, your alien dick works pretty well, so…” 
 
    He laughed ruefully. “Past tense. I’m slack. I’ve been limp all morning.” 
 
    She frowned. “Odd. I’ve been horny all morning. It’s all I can do not to rub my button. Which button, I might add, seems to be swollen. Sort of.” 
 
    “What do you mean sort of?” 
 
    She stood up, unbuttoned her dungarees and exposed herself. 
 
    Not just swollen. Her clitoris was extended. Clitorises look like penises anyway, but hers was poked out an inch, and it was throbbing. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” Jack exclaimed. 
 
    “I want you.” 
 
    “But I…I…” 
 
    Cindy couldn’t control herself, and it was as if reading the words in the journal had pushed her past the point of control. 
 
    She moved into him, kissed him forcefully, and it was as if she was raping his mouth. 
 
    “Hey! St—“ 
 
    She launched herself anew, holding him, forcing him back, off the  dining room chair and towards a couch. 
 
    Jack was stunned to realize she was as strong as him now. Or maybe he was as weak as she had once been. 
 
    His back hit the couch and she began ripping at his robe. Pulling it apart and tugging at his bloomers. 
 
    He pushed on her head, and her hair felt shorter, bristly, and all he succeeded in doing was forcing her mouth down to his chub. 
 
    She grasped him in her teeth, a ferocious grip that threatened his package with severance. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, not horny, just wondering where this was going. 
 
    He didn’t have a hard on, and she didn’t quite have a dick, but there was a lust in her that was worse than any fantasy of his. She held his limp cock in her mouth, shook it, let him feel her teeth, then she aspat his dick out and took his balls in her mouth. 
 
    Jack lay back, unable to fight this assault, able only to lay and let whatever might happen happen. 
 
    He realized the helplessness of women then. He was glad he was not one of those men, no better than a savage brute, and that he had always treated women correctly. 
 
    And he thought of the book, ‘The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ All his life he had lived politely. He was just a nice guy. And that had to be why the book had selected him. 
 
    He was already polite, he had the manners of a man solidly inside him, and he was ready for the change, the infliction of the underlying message within. 
 
    Cindy was holding him, her hands under his thighs, gobbling, trying to suck him to an excited state. 
 
    Then she stopped. She looked up from between his legs and started to cry. “I’m sorry, Jack.” 
 
    He lifted her up to him, and she lay on him, ensconced in his arms. “It’s okay.” 
 
    And it was, because he knew that whatever savagery drove her had failied in the face of her inborn politeness. It was why the bok had selected her. 
 
    They lay in each others arms for an hour, just laid there, her sniffling occasionally, him wondering at how much he loved her. 
 
    Finally, just before dinner, they got up. He arranged the robe and his panty bloomers, and noted that his front was even smoother, and she put her pants on. Her breasts were almost non-existent now. 
 
    They looked at the little journal again, but now done with their savage love they were in no mood for more. They wanted the pure love that existed between them, that perfectly balanced yin and yang that revolved endlessly through their psyches. 
 
    Jack fixed dinner, braised pork chops, a fricassee and a chutney. How he managed to put these dishes together he didn’t know, for some of them required many hours of preparation. But he had a feeling the house was helping him. 
 
    And as they ate they again conversed and took turns reading from the journal. 
 
    “Good Lord, this expedition took place before 1800!” 
 
    Cindy moved around the kitchen table and the book was now open between them. One would turn the page, then the other, and they perused sketchings and maps. At one point Cindy slid out a piece of paper, a handbill, and opened it up. 
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    “Well, it looks like my family was involved in the slave trade.” Jack didn’t sound too happy about that. 
 
    “The Dembia, here’s a manifest for that ship.” 
 
    They read names, searched the journal, inspected other documents, and it was true. Jack’s family had slavers in it. 
 
    “Apparently they landed at Grand-Popo, on the slave coast, and mounted an expedition into the interior.” 
 
    “Were they looking for slaves?” 
 
    “It doesn’t appear so.” 
 
    “Then what were they looking for. 
 
    Jack flipped a page and took over the reading. 
 
    “They were looking for a lost city.” 
 
    “Sounds like a ‘Solomon’s Mines’ type of thing.” 
 
    Cindy flipped a page, opened a map and traced the expedition’s route into darkest Africa. 
 
    Jack read, “The chieftains who sold them slaves sold them a map to…Gnameta. 
 
    “Gnameta? What the hell is a Gnameta.” 
 
    Jack felt a sharp pain his groin, but he ignored it. Something was whispering to him, telling him to ignore it. 
 
    “I don’t know, but there seems to be a confusion of language. Listen: ‘The Chief says Gnameta like it is a person, but the map has a location. We’re not sure what we’re going to find…but it is supposed to be fabulously wealthy.’” 
 
    Cindy took the book over, “There’s so much missing. There’s descriptions, and then there’s dialogue, and then there’s philosophical musings. It’s almost as if more than one person is writing this thing.” 
 
    “Look at the first page.” 
 
    She did, and stated the author’s name, “Warren Hull.” 
 
    “That’s part of our family tree, but…the Hull lineage, it did out. Warren hull apparently had a child before he went to Africa, but afterwards there were no offspring.” 
 
    Cindy stifled a moan. Her groin was heating up, and she looked out the window and noted that the sun was going down. And she felt like her clitoris was more than a one inch bump. It felt strong, and pulsing, and she had to adjust her pants to accommodate her rising lust. 
 
    Jack took the book, and was perspiring. He hadn’t been horny, but now…now he felt soft and mushy and gooey down there. He felt like a sponge begging to be squeezed. He forced himself to read, “‘At the crossing of two rivers we must take the slot canyon through the waterfall.’ This is so weird because I see this old language, and the old script Warren wrote with, and I shouldn’t know what it means. But I do.” 
 
    Cindy placed her hand on his shoulder and he felt a heat radiate from his nipples. 
 
    “Did they go through the slot canyon?” 
 
    Jack, read, controlled a fierce desire to gulp. Yes, and a long trail on the side of a cliff. Listen: ‘The natives of this village are cheerful and happy. I have never seen such joy in the breast of a savage. Not even in the headhunters who shared a repast with me in—“ 
 
    “He ate people?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe. From what we’re reading here, probably. It says, ‘The natives called the village Gnameta, but that isn’t it. It is ‘house of Gnameta,’ or Temple of Gnameta. Or something like that. That attribute all their happiness to the God Gnameta.” 
 
    “Jack.” 
 
    Jack was sweating freely now. His chest itched, and he could swear that it had grown, that his overly puffy pectorals were now swollen mammaries. He felt horny, but without the bulge. 
 
    “I know,’ he said. “I’m trying to ignore it.” 
 
    They stared at each other, her hard and him moist, and their bodies were morphing as the sun set. 
 
    “We have to go upstairs.” 
 
    “Who’s room?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter now.” Her eyes were alight with a feverish gleam. She was sliding towards him, and now the savage lust in her eyes was not negated by Jack’s ‘politeness.’ Now it was returned with equal, if not greater, fervor. 
 
    “We need to finish this book.” 
 
    “Yes. But tomorrow.” 
 
    “No. Now.” 
 
    “Now…tomorrow.” 
 
    They were like super magnets being drawn towards each other. The hairs on her body, which had not existed before she changed, were actually lifted up and pointing towards Jack. 
 
    Jack felt his breasts as if they were rising up, pointing, thrusting towards Cindy. 
 
    Jack’s voice was hoarse. “We’ve got to control ourselves…this might be a bad thing.” 
 
    “Love is a bad thing?” She was reaching for him, and suddenly he couldn’t back away, or rely on any moral high ground. 
 
    There were no morals in the state in which they found themselves. 
 
    “But what if this is our last chance?” 
 
    “Last chance for what, Jacqueline.” 
 
    He gasped. Her using the feminine of his name struck him in the heart, lanced through him, and he felt an actual gush of moisture from his groin. 
 
    She had her hands on him now. Both hands, on his shoulders, and she pulled him to her. 
 
    She was so much stronger than he. Her muscles were now hard ropes, and he felt so soft in her hands. 
 
    She pressed her mouth to his, mashed his soft lips with her hard ones. 
 
    Jack was helpless. He leaned back, and she covered his body with hers. She reached through the robe, into the panties, and rubbed his soft sex organs with a hard, calloused thumb. 
 
    Jack imagined he could feel the very sworls in her fingerprints as she jacked on his clitoris. 
 
    He realized that his cock, his chub, had shrunk. Now it was just a clitoris. It was a button and she rubbed it, and he moaned. 
 
    “God, you’re wet,” Cindy murmured as she ate his mouth. 
 
    He responded, losing sight of the idea that he had ever been a man. Now he was just a receptacle for her manly love. 
 
    “Fuck me,” he whispered. 
 
    She wanted to. Her cock was a mighty shaft, even bigger than it had been the night before. But she knew they had to go to a room, be by the books. As the rooms were the twin temples of masculinity and femininity, and the books were the arcane instruction manuals for their metamorphosis.  
 
    Cindy stood up, now fully transformed, and pushed down her pants. All the way. A mighty log extended from her junction. Gnarly and rippled, dripping with white juices, ready to be used. 
 
    Jacqueline moaned and stared at it, and was transported into the imaginings of what that terrible instrument would do to her soft pussy. 
 
    Cindy took Jacqueline’s hand and lifted her up. 
 
    “Come, Jacqueline.” 
 
    Jack trembled, shivered, and she kissed him again, and cupped her mons and squeezed, and then stuck a thick middle finger into her. 
 
    “Fuck me!” He sobbed, wanting to be ravaged by this brute that had once been a wife. 
 
    Cindy picked him up. He was as a feather in her strong grasp, and she held him aloft, then settled him down on her outthrust shaft. 
 
    Jacqueline felt the meat pole ram through her. It shattered her thought and made her wanton. She needed that shaft desperately. As if it was a drill and she was the well. 
 
    Cindy took small steps, leaving the soft and gloomy light of the dining room, and crossing the big room. Each step drove her dock deeper into Jack’s cunt. Each step. cause a shiver to run up Jack’s back, and his pussy felt like somebody was using a plumber’s helper on it. 
 
    A push, a pull, a ripple of delightfully protesting flesh. 
 
    “Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck…” In time with Cindy’s steps. 
 
    Then Cindy began to mount the stairs, jumping up the risers, and this caused Jacqueline to come down harder on that gigantic shaft. It felt like the shaft was penetrating her whole body, and each stomp of the foot resulted in an explosion of near orgasm. 
 
    Cindy was smiling, watching Jacqueline’s face, enjoying the gasping and gulping and dreamy look in Jacqueline’s eyes. 
 
    They reached the landing and Cindy strode down the hallway, now taking long steps. 
 
    Jacqueline was crying out with each jounce, and her pussy was now a sodden mass of desire. 
 
    Into Jacqueline’s room, and Cindy leaped into the air and drove down on the bed, squashing Jack’s body with cock, driving his prick deep, deep into Jacqueline’s hole. 
 
    Jacqueline couldn’t speak, couldn’t even remember her name, let alone that she was once upon a time a he. the universe had condensed to the sensation of her cunt. There was nothing but the driving shaft opening her up, exploring her, educating her as to her true purpose in life. 
 
    It was dark now. Night had fallen complete, and there was no light to illumine the soul, to fend off the darkness. 
 
    Yet if Jacqueline or Cindy had been asked, or bothered to consider the question, they would have said there was no need to fend off the darkness. There was only the need to move, to keep the coupling going as long as they could. 
 
    Long into the hours Cindy penetrated Jacqueline. Past midnight Jacqueline accepted the thrusting boner that was Cindy. 
 
    Their bodies changed no more, morphed no more, but seemed content to be male, if once female, and female, if once male. 
 
    Whatever the curse of Gnameta, whatever had been done to them, was done. 
 
    And they were content, in their mindless rutting, with what they had become. 
 
    Spurt after spurt of white semen. 
 
    The splashing gush of moistness as Cindy drove in. 
 
    The endless orgasms, it was a pleasure like no other. 
 
    And, eventually, they fell asleep. They were entwined, and in a way that no man had ever imagined. They were one, and reshaped. And they had no ida what they had done. 
 
      
 
    It was a false dawn, and Jacqueline awoke. 
 
    She felt so good, and she stretched. Cindy had returned to his room, and that was right. 
 
    Jacqueline turned on her side and stared out the window. She had gone to sleep but minutes before, but she was awake. 
 
    In truth, she felt born. A different person. 
 
    She sat up, felt the heavy weight of her breasts on her front. And smiled. And frowned. 
 
    It was near dawn. The breasts should be disappearing. She should be returning to the form of a man. 
 
    But she wasn’t. 
 
    She stood up and was naked in the gloom of the house. Her pussy dripped with the endless fountain of semen that Cindy had pumped into her. 
 
    But something was wrong. Bad wrong. Dreadfully wrong. 
 
    She looked at the book on the dresser. 
 
    ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ 
 
    And it felt like there was no more to be read. It had done all it could do. It had realized its purpose. 
 
    But what was its purpose? 
 
    Jacqueline found her robe on the floor and draped it over her shoulders. She walked down the long hall. Except it wasn’t long anymore. It had taken Jack to Jacqueline, and there was no more need of elongated passages. 
 
    Jacqueline reached the stairs, listened to the slumbering snores from down the hall, then descended the stairs. 
 
    She entered the dining room and looked at the box of albums, and the journal, and it all felt so wrong. Something had happened in the metamorphosis, something beyond the simple change of man to woman, of woman to man. 
 
    But what? 
 
    Jacqueline stood by the dining table and looked at the box, the albums, the journal. Handbills and bills of ladings, maps and drawings. 
 
    She picked up the journal, held it upside down, the pages fanned down, and she shook it. 
 
    It fluttered down from the book. The one drawing they had missed. Probably the most important drawing, but, then, how were they to know? 
 
    It was a drawing of the Goddess Gnameta. A shiny, black head with holes for eyes, done in charcoal on parchment. An astounding resolution of a misshapen head. One hand on the extended belly. The mouth a protrusion of lips without smile. 
 
    She picked up the drawing, and shivered. there was something here, something beyond lust, and yet…she felt moist looking at it. After a night of fucking, this was what was driving her. This was what was changing her. 
 
    And yet it was only a drawing. 
 
    A simple drawing. 
 
    Yet Jacqueline, feeling a desolation of spirit, an emptiness of soul, a forfeiture of hope, sat down and started crying.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Four 
 
      
 
    Jacqueline awoke. He had had a night of fucking, of his hole being used by Cindy’s big dick, yet he wasn’t happy. 
 
    He was not satisfied.  
 
    During the day he wasn’t horny at all. During the night he was horny, but it was…a false horniness. Cindy would fuck him hour after hour, and he would cum, but each orgasm was like running a race backwards. He would be left unsatisfied, let down, wanting. 
 
    Cindy was not aware of this, no matter how much Jacqueline told her.  
 
    Cindy would cum, and have orgasm, and be ready for more. Her dick was never flaccid. 
 
    But they did not change back; Jack remained Jacqueline, a woman. And Cindy remained a man. 
 
    It was a strange existence, filled with contradictions and with no way to resolve the situation. 
 
    “Why don’t we change back?” Jacqueline would ask. 
 
    Cindy would seem to care, but when the night fell she would only care about getting her rocks off. And Jacqueline would become incredibly horny. 
 
    Sitting up, Jacqueline stared out the window. He was waking up earlier and earlier, and it was as if he was trying to resist this mad carnival of endless sex. 
 
    He had to do something. He had to…do…figure…something… 
 
    He got out of bed and quickly put on bloomers and a tummy shaper.  
 
    A tummy shaper, because time was somehow warping, and the sexual inventions of the day were intruding on the sexual conventions of the house. 
 
    He dressed, put high heels on, and headed for the front door. 
 
    He crossed the front room and turned the knob. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    Cindy’s voice, a hefty bass, came from the second floor landing. 
 
    Jacqueline turned and faced her love. “I’m going to town.” 
 
    Cindy came down the stairs two at a time. 
 
    Jacqueline stepped out on the porch. She went down the stairs, and Cindy caught her at the bottom. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Jacqueline struggled against Cindy’s hard grip. Her male fingers dug into her female flesh. Her bones felt so small, her muscles couldn’t fight back. 
 
    “I never hurt you when I was a man!” she protested. 
 
    “You weren’t much of a man.” 
 
    Cindy dragged Jacqueline back up the steps and into the house. 
 
    “Let me go!” Jacqueline kicked at Cindy’s ankle. 
 
    “Ow! You bitch!” 
 
    Cindy slapped Jacqueline. It was a hard slap and left the impression of his hand upon her cheek. 
 
    Jacqueline fell to the floor, his eyes wide open, gasping at the pain. 
 
    As a man nobody had ever done that to him. “What about the book?” 
 
    Cindy laughed at her. “The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness? I’ve learned all I need from that book.” 
 
    “Then why do you hit me?” 
 
    “Because I can read between the lines. I know what the book wants.” Cindy took a deep breath, leaned down, and said in a firm voice. “I know you’ve been bad.” 
 
    Jacqueline tried kicking Cindy again, but Cindy just raised a leg and snorted. Then he scooted in and grabbed Jacqueline by the hair. “Come on, you bitch. You need a lesson.” 
 
    Cindy dragged Jacqueline across the living room. 
 
    Jacqueline’s long hair screamed at the roots. She began kicking her legs, trying to catch up and reduce the pain. He gripped Cindy’s wrists and held on. 
 
    Into the kitchen, across the ancient linoleum, Jacqueline screaming and yelping and protesting. They came to the door to the basement and Cindy hauled Jacqueline through the door. 
 
    Jacqueline’s dress ripped, and under the pain she realized that a night of dreaming and the dress would be repaired again. 
 
    Then she realized something: Cindy had entered the basement from the kitchen, through a door in the short hallway that led to the backyard. 
 
    But the basement had no entrance from the house! The basement could only be accessed from the outside, through the big storm doors. 
 
    How had this happened? How had the house changed its physical architecture? 
 
    Was it a whim of time? A changing like that of Victorian clothes to modern bras and tummy shapers? 
 
    Was it a trick of the mind? This whole thing a charade built to entrap and changing to fit the whims of the dominant? 
 
    Jacqueline was dragged down the stairs. Her nylons ripped on the warped and cracked steps. She lost her shoes. Cindy stopped pulling on the hair so much because Jacqueline was falling as fast as she could be dragged. 
 
    The basement was different. The original walls had been a mix of big river rocks mortared together. Now it was cement, as if poured from a truck, horizontal lines where the boards had contained the mix until it solidified. 
 
    Much of the bric a brac was gone. Instead of unsightly piles of debris there were small stacks of boxes. A couch here, a table with its top leaned against the wall. 
 
    A small pile of boxes of bullets with a couple of guns leaning against the wall. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Jacqueline cried. 
 
    Cindy dragged her around a corner and into a square area. A big cross was leaned up against the wall. 
 
    Cindy picked Jacqueline up and pushed her against the cross. He fastened her hands with leather straps, tying tight knots so that the leather dug into her flesh. 
 
    “Ow! Let me go! It hurts!” 
 
    “You’ve been bad, Jacqueline. And you know what happens to bad little girls?” 
 
    “They get ice cream, you asshole. Now untie me!” 
 
    Cindy walked to a chest and reached in. He took out a whip. 
 
    “You’ve got to learn,” he said, turning to face Jacqueline and snapping the whip against the floor. 
 
    “Learn what?” 
 
    “Your place is in the home. There will be no gallivanting across the countryside. You will stay home and do your chores.” 
 
    “My chores? I do my chores! I fix dinner and darn socks and—“ 
 
    “Then why did I catch you sneaking out the front door?” 
 
    “I wanted to go to town, to the county seat. We talked about this! I want to see the county records for this place.” 
 
    Cindy snorted, brought the whip back and… 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Jacqueline, when she was a man, had been punched. She’d played football and experienced contact. But she had never felt anything like this. 
 
    A stripe of white heat and it felt like her skin had come apart. She shrieked and grabbed the planks of the St. Andrews Cross. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Her head dissolved into a mush of red. Her ass felt like it was being ripped apart, torn into separate pieces. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    She screamed, struggled against the bonds. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Her head burst into something and… 
 
    Be patient, Jack. A white glow occurred above and in front of the crossing of the planks of the cross. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    But now there was no pain. Just the white glow occupying her vision. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    I can stop the pain, but when Cindy is done it will hurt. Have patience. 
 
    “Who are you?” Jacqueline mumbled the words, her head lolled, and she gave up tightening her ass muscles against the flick of the whip. 
 
    Find the answer Jack.  
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “What answer?” 
 
    It’s here. find it. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
     
 
    Jacqeline’s bonds were released and she slumped, only to be caught by Cindy. 
 
    Strong, manly Cindy, with muscles that she had never had. He toted her across the basement like she was a bag of feathers. 
 
    Cindy carried her up the stairs and into the kitchen. 
 
    Two black women in print dresses worked at the drain board. They had scarves around their heads. One was chubby, an Aunt Jemima type. The other was slender. They looked down as Cindy walked through the kitchen. 
 
    “Get out of the way, you darkies!” snapped Cindy. 
 
    Jacqueline’s head lolled, and she took note of the slaves. The house had shifted gears again. For all the ‘modern’ conveniences, there was a root of cruelty running through the shingles and boards of other thing. 
 
    Cindy carried Jacqueline. through the living room, and as the voice had said, it couldn’t stop the pain after the whipping. 
 
    Jacqueline’s ass hurt. It felt like it was bleeding. Being hefted around like a sack of potatoes didn’t help. 
 
    “Damn darkies,” Cindy groused, “I should have them all out in the fields. 
 
    Jacqueline found herself murmuring, “You’re not a racist.” 
 
    Cindy looked down at her with cruel eyes. “Shut up, woman. Learn your place.” 
 
    He carried her up the wide staircase. It was wider than it had been, and a luxurious, red carpet extended to the landing and down the hallway. 
 
    Jacqueline felt desire building as she approached her room. Was it the house? The Room? The book? Why, when she hurt so badly, did she feel desire. 
 
    Her ass flamed, but her cunt sopped. 
 
    Cindy carried her into her room and tossed her on the bed. Literally tossed, flung her through the air, and she landed on her poor butt. 
 
    “AIIIEE!” Jacqueline screamed at the pain. Her mind was swallowed up by the agony for the moment, then Cindy was upon her. She ripped Jacqueline’s clothes off, and the pain of landing on her butt was replaced by lust. 
 
    Off went her clothes, one piece at a time, thrown through the air. 
 
    Then Cindy took her own clothes off and stood with a cruel, lascivious grin and a mighty rod. 
 
    It was bigger, and Jacqueline gasped. She wanted that mighty rod of man meat. Her pussy hungered for it. In spite of the terrible whipping she had received. Because of the whipping. Her pussy burned with lust, and though the pain was terrible, she spread her legs. 
 
    Cindy reached out, grabbed her ankles and pulled her back across the bed. 
 
    Jacqueline screamed as he flipped her over and her ass was stretched in the contortion and rubbed against the bed. 
 
    Then Cindy moved in, slamming his huge dick into her. 
 
    Him…her…what was he…she? Jacqueline didn’t know. She just knew that she could see red on the bed, courtesy of the stripes on her ass bleeding. And she felt the delicious sensation of being split apart with cock. 
 
    “Ohhh,” she moaned. 
 
    “That’s a good bitch,” laughed Cindy. Slapping her ass and causing a paroxysm of pain. “Now you know your place.” 
 
    Cindy pulled out, and drove in, and each time she plumbed the depths it seemed that she was bigger, or at least it hurt more. 
 
    Jacqueline gripped the sheets. They would have to be washed. And she would have to handle the black women in the kitchen. 
 
    Slaves? shrieked her mind. I don’t believe in slavery! How can this be happening? 
 
    Even as her mind tasted the rigid place she was supposed to occupy in this dream. This reality. This terrible horror show. 
 
    Why am I still able to think freely? she thought. Why, even as I am forced into constraints of convention, do I think these thoughts the house doesn’t want me to think? 
 
    There was no answer, there was no reason, and before she passed out from pain and lust and the incredible splitting sensation in her asshole, which Cindy now seemed to prefer, Jacqueline had a thought. It was the thought of the ‘visitation,’ or whatever it was, that she had experienced while Cindy had been whipping her. 
 
    Find the answer Jack.  
 
    And he had asked, “What answer?” 
 
    It’s here. find it. 
 
      
 
    But what answer? Where? 
 
    Then the pain consumed her and she orgasmed so hard she was thrust into unconsciousness. 
 
    And she didn’t even realize that this was happening in daylight. 
 
    The dream was growing stronger. 
 
      
 
    Jacqueline woke up, and there was no pain in her ass. The memory of the pain made her gasp, but waking up seemed to cancel certain parts of the dream. 
 
    She sat up gingerly, made sure her ass wasn’t cut and bleeding, and was amazed that it wasn’t even bruised. 
 
    She got up and looked at her clothes. They had been ripped off, but now they were repaired. 
 
    She put on panties…the bloomers were being replaced by modern conveniences, and a bra. 
 
    She was grateful that modern apparel was seeping into the dream, modern under clothes were so much more comfortable. 
 
    Still, she had to wear outlandish dresses Victorian in style. 
 
    Now dressed, she went downstairs. There was no sign of Cindy, but Jack wasn’t interested in seeing her. Jacqueline had no interest in seeing the person who had so cruelly cut her. 
 
    In her mind she saw Cindy sulking, for she had broken the rules in applying physical punishment, and especially of such cruel nature. 
 
    And she didn’t go through the front door. She did not want to experience such a savage whipping ever again. 
 
    Instead, she went into the kitchen. 
 
    The two blacks were still working in the kitchen. The big ‘mammy’ type was overseeing the younger woman. “You gots to beat them taters til there ain’t no lumps. You pay attention, girl…”  
 
    She turned around and lowered her head at the sight of Jacqueline. 
 
    Jacqueline hated it. The lowered head and eyes, the subservient attitude. The idea implied that she was a slave owner. 
 
    She hated this dream world. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Ah’m Maisie.” 
 
    “If you could bring me tea in the sun room…” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Jacqueline left the kitchen and headed for the other side of the house, where a small roomed was screened in. She settled into a rocking chair and waited. 
 
    Maisie appeared with a tray, poured a cup and presented it. 
 
    Jacqueline thought about making Maisie sit down and take tea herself, but she intuitively realized that in this strange world Maisie would be bound by convention, and incredibly nervous if the rules were broken.  
 
    But Jacqueline wanted answers. 
 
    “Thank you, Maisie.” She sipped, and before the rotund woman could leave she asked, “How long have you been a servant here?” 
 
    “I come to the big house 16 years ago, ma’am.” 
 
    “And do you like it?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Better than the fields.” 
 
    Sweat burst out on the black woman’s face. Something about the statement/question unnerved her. 
 
    “Were you born to slavery?” 
 
    “No, ma’am. I come on the boat.” 
 
    “The Dembia.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Jacqueline hesitated, then, “It must have been a frightful journey.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Jacqueline sipped and eyed the woman. She had a round face, the skin pulled tight. How much could Jacqueline ask before she collided with the reality of the dream and caused the woman discomfort. 
 
    And there was always the possibility that the woman would be allowed to bolt from the room. 
 
    Well, no hope for it, but… “Do you have family in Africa?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” A flicker of spirit deep in the eyes. 
 
    “And did you have a tribe?” Idiot. Of course she had a tribe. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Jacqueline thought she was going to have to dig a bit here, but Maisie surprised her. “A’hm a member of the Gnameta tribe.” 
 
    Jacqueline actually lurched, she was so surprised by the name. 
 
    But why should he be? The statuette came from Gnameta, why shouldn’t other things, or people, come from the same region? 
 
    But there was something working behind Maisie’s eyes. “Will that be all ma’am? I gots to see to the kitchen.” 
 
    Jacqueline nodded. “Of course. Thank you, Maisie.” 
 
    Maisie looked a bit confused as she turned, and Jacqueline realized it was the fact of being thanked. 
 
    What a terrible existence. Dream or reality, she had no choice, no free will. All free thought had to be suppressed, pushed aside by the dictates of the house. 
 
    Jacqueline stood up and headed back through the house. As she returned to her room she wondered, once again: was it the house? Were the books just aids to the enslavement of dreams?  
 
    And, was this a reality? Did this strange juxtaposition of reality and dream and time and…and religion…really exist? 
 
    Would she wake up, a man, and have it all be over? 
 
    But Jacqueline knew this last was false. She wasn’t going to wake up from this dream. She was going to have to find her way out, back to her own reality. And the vision once again assailed her. 
 
      
 
    Find the answer Jack.  
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “What answer?” 
 
    It’s here. find it. 
 
      
 
    This was an instruction, not ambiguous like the books on etiquette and politeness, but a real piece of advice. 
 
    If she could find the answer, wherever it was, she would be able to find her way out. 
 
    She retrieved the book, ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness,’ by Florence Hartly, then returned to the sunroom. 
 
    Still no sign of Cindy. She must be walking circles in her room, terrified of being punished for punishing Jack. 
 
    It was the afternoon now, and Jacqueline sat in the rocking chair and focused on the book. 
 
     
 
    ‘Let your deportment suit your age and figure.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Foreigners, admiring the dark-eyed girls of the southern states…’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Never confide in young friends…’ 
 
      
 
    Long passages, and the more strict the more likely it was the real message. 
 
     
 
    How insidious, to hide the rules of S&M inside a book of manners. 
 
    The sun lowered, and Cindy made her appearance. His appearance. Who was what in this altered reality? 
 
    “Good evening, my dear.” 
 
    Flushed face, gleaming eyes, he had been brought to the sun room, and a potential confrontation with Jacqueline by the lust that had awakened with the coming of night. 
 
    Jacqueline wasted no time. “You have been a bad boy.” 
 
    Cindy’s handsome face turned red and his look was downward. “I…I…” 
 
    “No excuses. We will have dinner, then I shall visit your punishment upon you.” 
 
    Cindy trembled, and there was nothing for him to say but, “Of course, dear.” 
 
    Jacqueline screwed the matter home. “And your punishment shall take place downstairs.” 
 
    Oh, the alarm on Cindy’s face. The tremble in his limbs. And the bulge in his pants. 
 
    “But…can’t we…” His poor face, twisted in terror. There was woman in that sturdy, male body, and that woman was terrified. Lust impelled her to punish, but not to be punished. 
 
    “I’ll check on our dinner now, and leave you to your cogitations.” 
 
    She left the sun room, the book closed and placed on a small table, a purplish rectangle upon polished wood. 
 
    Dinner was astounding, enough to make one wish to live in a dream forever. It was served by Maisie and the other kitchen girl.  
 
    The smell of pork, salty and sweet, strands of meat peeling off easily. Corn, as if dipped in the richest butter. Potatoes, perfectly mashed and infused with garlic and herbs. And Rhubarab pie, laced with fresh strawberries for desert. The rhubarb just tart enough to accentuate the sweet berries. 
 
    As she gobbled her dinner and tried not to look like a starved person encountering her first meal in a month, Jacqueline wondered whether, if she indulged and overate, she would have the same figure in the morning. 
 
    Even Cindy, who faced the wrath of the lady of the manor, seemed distracted by the sumptuous meal. 
 
    “Thank you, Maisie, that was delicious.” 
 
    “One doesn’t thank the help,” muttered Cindy. 
 
    Jacqueline couldn’t help it. She put her fork down and glared at Cindy. “You have a meanness to you that I had not anticipated.” 
 
    “Don’t talk to me that way.” 
 
    “Or what? You’ll punish me for honesty? I dare you! You know that any punishment you mete out can be returned by myself ten times, should you be in the wrong.” 
 
    Yet Cindy tried: “Don’t talk to me that way in front of the help.” 
 
    That he held Maisie and the other girl in such disregard inflamed Jacqueline. Yet she said nothing. She had noticed the look in Maisie’s eyes. The hidden spirit delighting in the civil war between her owners. 
 
    She stood up, “I will see you in the basement. Perhaps then you can learn to mind your manners.” Then she added: “I suggest you read your book on manners, for you sorely need them. 
 
    She swept out of the room, leaving Cindy in a mix of anger and terror. 
 
    And Jacqueline gloried in having seen the truth of Maisie. She needed a friend. And even a slave was considered but property, Jacqueline considered her a person. 
 
      
 
    Jacqueline went to her room and prepared for Cindy’s punishment. 
 
    She wore scandalous pants, which only the most outrageous women would wear, and that for the sole purpose of riding. A blouse adorned her chest, and her charms thrust out—talk about scandal—and even her nipples could be seen. 
 
    Yet she felt that she could wear this on the outside if she could craft her whim enough to change the dream. She wore a floppy hat with a white ribbon dangled over the side, and high heels. 
 
    She loved high heels. She had grown used to them, and suspected it was an intuition bred by the dream. 
 
    Lastly, she draped a clock over her shoulders. She might be scandalous, but she would give a good hard on to any man who inspected her. 
 
    And, since it was evening and lust was encroaching upon her, she wanted men to be erect around her. And she wanted those men to fuck her, to separate her thighs and bang away at her pussy. 
 
    Such a pleasure she had never experienced as a man, but which she craved with all her heart. 
 
    It was night time, and Cindy waited in the dungeon. 
 
    Jacqueline strode down the stairs, imperious, confident. As she was now the dream of men, so she was empowered. 
 
    She walked past the kitchen help, smiling covertly at Maisie, who seemed to take heart at the sight of her. 
 
    Down the stairs, and there was Cindy. He was standing at the St. Andrews Cross, biting her knuckles and worrying. 
 
    You can dish it out, but you certainly can’t take it, thought Jacqueline proudly. 
 
    It took but a moment to fasten Cindy’s wrists and ankles to the polished wood structure. 
 
    Hunh. Polished. It was polished all right, polished by the rubbing of men and women as they screamed out their agony. 
 
    She ripped Cindy’s manly clothes off his male frame. The material parted easily enough, being woven by the whim of minds over centuries. 
 
    She felt Cindy’s ass, so strong, the muscle writhing underneath. 
 
    Once Jacqueline had had such muscle. Now she had breasts. And breasts were easily the match of muscles in this fantasy she found herself in. 
 
    “I love your muscles, my dear,” whispered Jacqueline, kissing Cindy’s neck, her ear, gripping her hair and pulling it back. 
 
    “Then don’t abuse them,” Cindy begged. 
 
    “Ha!” responded Jacqueline, her frame trembling with the desire to inflict punishment. 
 
    And Jacqueline knew the dream was making this okay, it encouraged it, just so it could feed off it. And the years would lengthen into decades, and the decades into centuries, and that was why her great aunt had lived so long. 
 
    She selected a whip from all the whips hanging from the wall. She coiled it, unwound it with a snap, and turned to the bronzed body of her lover. 
 
    “And now, my sweet…” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Cindy arched his head back and screamed. The scream was so loud the kitchen help would hear it. Everybody in the house would hear it, but that was okay. That was what the house wanted. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Jacqueline stepped forward and slapped Cindy’s buns, smearing the little streaks of blood. She whispered, “I’m going to whip you again and again, then I’m going to fuck you. Then if you have cum in me, I will whip you again. Do you understand me?” 
 
    Sobbing, Cindy nodded. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Jacqueline’s arm warmed up, she felt the coil of muscle, curiously male like, in her shoulders. She felt the sheen of perspiration gathering between her breasts. 
 
    Most of all, she felt the moisture between her legs. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    For an hour Jacqueline administered the harsh beating. For an hour she felt the lust building, then she knew she needed Cindy’s cock in her. Right here, on the dungeon floor. 
 
    She ripped the fastenings off Cindy’s limbs and when Cindy started to collapse she pulled him back, laid him on the floor.  
 
    Naked, cock pointing towards the rafters, a thick oak of lust and desire. 
 
    Jacqueline was full engorged with yearning for Cindy’s cock. She squatted over the thick, pulsing penis. She held her boobs, which were pulsing with heat, and squeezed them as she lowered herself. 
 
    Cindy cried out from the pain of weight being lowered and her ass being harshly punished on the rough, cement floor. 
 
    Yet pain was the stuff of dreams. To feel the agony as sexual, that was what the house wanted. 
 
    Jacqueline just wanted to feel that cock. She ground her weight down, her eyes half closed, and if Cindy’s screams did anything, they made her hornier. 
 
    Around and around she corkscrewed, causing that big shaft to swirl in her pussy. 
 
    She pulled on her tits, her nipples, and it was like she was pulling an orgasm out of her pussy and right through her body. 
 
    Cindy, pain being transformed into cravings, pushed up, and his ass began to heal. The skin of the stripes came together, nothing left but the red smear of wounds that were no more. 
 
    They fucked, they filled each other, they possessed each other. A tangling snarl of sex, a mix of limbs and flesh and cunt and cock. 
 
    For hours they fucked, and Cindy lost the contest. He came again and again. And with each cum Jacqueline celebrated. She loved the feel of white wash in her soul, and she loved the idea that now she had, by her own whim, trapped Cindy to the whip again. 
 
    “Back up on the cross,” she hissed, grabbing Cindy’s cock and twisting it hard. 
 
    Cindy scampered desperately, tried to get ahead of that cruel twist, and shortly he was back on the cross, his arms and legs trapped. 
 
    And here Jacqueline proved that she was the better at the simple act of torture. 
 
    She went to the wall and grabbed a short whip. The leather was only a foot long, but the handle the leather was fixed to was like the fat handle of a rolling pin. 
 
    “You bastard,” Jacqueline kissed Cindy’s ear lovingly. And she shoved the end of that whip up Cindy’s ass. 
 
    Cindy yelped, and wiggled her ass, and looked over her shoulder fearfully. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Leaving you a present, my dear.” 
 
    “What? What?” 
 
    Jacqueline straightened her blouse, draped the cloak over her shoulders. 
 
    “The cruelty I am about to do to you is beyond anything you can imagine?” 
 
    Cindy’s eyes, though now in the midst of terror, were lit up with renewed desire. Breathless, he asked, “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “Nothing.” She laughed. “And now I can go to where I want, and when I return there will be nothing you can do to me. For even if my punishment is unwarranted, you can only ten times that punishment, and if the punishment is nothing…” she laughed again, “then you can only do ten times nothing to me.” 
 
    “No…you’re not supposed to leave the house!” 
 
    “And if I never return, will the house be pleased with you?” 
 
    “NO! YOU CAN’T—“ 
 
    Jacqueline reached up and gripped Cindy’s mouth by the cheeks. She squeezed. “And if I do return, the house will be glad of me, and it is you who will suffer. 
 
    Tears streamed down Cindy’s cheeks. “You can’t do this! I love you!” 
 
    “And I love you, but now I’m not so sure. Are you male or female?” 
 
    “I’m a man!” protested Cindy, and that told Jacqueline the sad tale: Cindy no longer had the ability to think for herself. She had forgotten herself completely. She was under the thrall of the house, and no matter how much the house pleased or punished Cindy, not knowing who you were was a hell unique amongst all hells. 
 
    Jacqueline strode away, up the stairs, and into the kitchen. 
 
    Maisie was preparing breakfast. She looked up, and there was a smoldering resentment, and a plea, in her eyes. 
 
    “Maisie. I have left the master of the house as I see fit. I am locking this door,” she turned a key and withdrew it. She placed the key in a small pocket in her pants. “You will not open this door. Not for the Master’s voice, not for entreaties for help, or a shriek that there might be fire blazing. Do you understand me?” 
 
    Maisie nodded.  
 
    Jacqueline walked through the kitchen, and Maisie murmured, as Jacqueline past the black woman, “Tgaro is waiting.” 
 
    Yet Jacqueline was in a hurry. Se did not turn and ask a question; she walked through the big room to the front door. 
 
    Tgaro? was in her mind, but she had to make her escape. 
 
    But as Jacqueline stepped onto the front porch she stopped, and raised her eyes, and a shiver went through her. 
 
    She suddenly knew…it was like a memory…and it was real. 
 
    Tgaro. 
 
    And she hurried down the front steps to her destiny 
 
     
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Five 
 
    A SLAVE IN LOVE! 
 
      
 
    Jacqueline stepped through the front door. She had escaped Cindy, left her in a dungeon tied to a St. Andrews Cross. She had stepped out of the house, and the world was in front of her. All she had to do was go down the steps, but she couldn’t. She had found out what Tgaro was. It was a man. 
 
    Tgaro stood at the bottom of the porch steps. He was a giant of a man, standing on the earth his eyes were level with Jacqueline’s, and she was standing on the porch. 
 
    If the porch was three feet, and Jacqueline was five foot, that made Tgaro eight feet tall. His skin was glistening ebony. His muscles were black tree trunks, and his teeth gleamed in his face. 
 
    He wore coveralls with one strap, and the pants were too short. His chest under the single strap was a bulging plain of muscle. 
 
    He was holding a whip with a three foot handle and a four foot length of woven leather. 
 
    His eyes were shiny agates in his hard face. 
 
    Jacqueline stood frozen, wondering how she would beat this manifestation of the house. Then Tgaro spoke. His voice was a rumbling bass, and it was not harsh or vindictive. 
 
    “Come, Missy. I take you town.” 
 
    Then Jacqueline took note of the buggy behind the massive negro. 
 
    “Hurry now. We got not much time.” 
 
    Terrified, but suddenly seeing light at the end of the tunnel, Jacqueline descended the steps. 
 
    Tgaro stepped forward, towered over her and placed his huge hands around her waist. He lifted her onto the buggy like she was a feather. He was surprisingly gentle. 
 
    “You’re Tgaro.” 
 
    “That I be,” he smiled, climbing into the buggy. The buggy sagged a foot. “Hold on now, ain’t got much time.” 
 
    He snapped the whip and two black horses pulled at the traces and the buggy rolled down the road. 
 
    Jacqueline held onto the seat and marveled. To sit in a horse buggy, but… “Where is our car?” 
 
    “Car?” Tgaro’s voice was like a rumble of thunder in the sky. “What be this car?” 
 
    “It’s…it’s the buggy I…we…my husband and I came in.” 
 
    “Ain’t seed no buggy. Just this horse and buggy was waitin’ for me.” 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “I Tgaro. Better be askin’ who you be. Gnameta don’t like people to go traipsin’ round the country.” 
 
    Jacqueline knew who Gnameta was, she was that onyx statuette of a woman. A long nose and a pregnant belly, and holes where the eyes should be.  
 
    “Speak woman. I not have much time here. Gots to go back. Tell me who you be.” 
 
    Jacqueline knew she had to trust this giant man. She had no choice. She told him how Cindy had inherited the house, and how they had changed the sex of their bodies. She told him of whipping each other, and how she had finally escaped the house by tying Cindy to the cross. 
 
    Tgaro chuckled when he heard that. Then he grew very sober. 
 
    They were off the driveway now, and traveling down the road towards town. But the road was no longer asphalt. It was a dirt road with ruts made from wagons such as the one they were riding in. 
 
    “Where you want go?” 
 
    “I need to go to county record records. Do you know where that is?” 
 
    “Big building town. Court house have records. Where they sell slaves.” 
 
    “Are you a slave?” 
 
    “Ha! I Tgaro. I fuck Gnameta.” He stated that fact with pride, not at all ashamed to be using such a crude word so freely. It was obvious he had never read ‘The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ Of course, if he had, then he would be a woman. Then Jacqueline had a thought. “Did you ever read ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness?’” 
 
    “Ha ha!” His laugh was like a drum booming. “I no read. I fuck.” 
 
    They rode in silence for a while, Tgaro frowning in thought. Then Jacqueline asked, “Who is Gnameta?” 
 
    He looked at her and grinned that big slice of grin at her. “Gnameta goddess. She house. She everything we be in.” 
 
    He waved a hand to indicate reality. 
 
    “But…that can’t…” Jacqueline stopped her protest. She didn’t understand how something could be, and that didn’t mean it couldn’t be. The world she was in now certainly proved that. 
 
    “Now listen, Missy. Men be wanting you. I no go into courthouse,  Cannot go where words I cannot read are. So you take this pistol and you threaten men. Don’t shoot, no more bullets. But you believe you gots the power, and you gots it. Then they believe. You do what you do, then hurry out.” 
 
    Jacqueline stared at him. The buggy jounced over ruts and the horses were lathering up. 
 
    Tgaro sighed. “Lookee, Missy. You belong Gnameta now. All men want Gnameta. They want you. They get you and you be here, in this place, all time.” Once again he swept a hand to indicate reality. 
 
    In the distance, over the tops of trees, Jacqueline could see the roof and high cross of a church. A large square building was to one side. 
 
    “That be courthouse. You look fast. You hurry or they catch. You get out I be waiting. But you hurry.” 
 
    “Who are you, Tgaro? I know…I know you fuck Gnameta…but why are you helping me?” 
 
    Tgaro nodded. They were passing houses now, and they would be at the courthouse in minutes. 
 
    “Men steal Gnameta. Gnameta mad, she steal you.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “She steal people and keep them. She make them whip, hurt them, and fix them up good. Do it again.” 
 
    “But who would steal Gnameta? Why?” 
 
    “You find out. You find answer.” 
 
    He grinned, those white, white teeth, “You find and I fuck you. Free.” 
 
    She blinked and he laughed, that chortling rumble from way down deep. 
 
    “Now…go. You go!” 
 
    Jacqueline was struck by the command. She had heard it before, a visitation in the middle of a whipping. 
 
      
 
    Find the answer Jack.  
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “What answer?” 
 
    It’s here. find it. 
 
      
 
    “Is the answer in the courthouse?” 
 
    Tgaro turned to her, leaned in on her, and reached for her breast. He held it, the left one, her heart one. “Answer here. Answer everywhere. You find.” He let go of her boob. 
 
    They turned on a wider street, the main street, and up ahead, on the right, was a four story building. 
 
    It was made of brick with a band of cement between the stories. The legend across the front of the building said, ‘County Court House.’ 
 
    Tgaro stopped the wagon, the horses huffed, and he pointed a massive finger towards the double door. “Go, Missy. Go. Find answer.” 
 
    Jacqueline scrambled out of the seat and down to the ground. She ran across the walk and up a series of shallow steps. 
 
    The doors were closed, but the knob turned, and she entered the august edifice. 
 
      
 
    Ir was cool in the building, and it smelled of must and law. She was in a wide open space with a burnished wood floor. The walls were smooth panels and on the left was a marquee listing the offices of the building.  
 
    Courthouse up the stairs on the second floor. Various offices: city planner, city council members, financial planning, and so on. 
 
    No records. 
 
    But they were here She knew they were here. Tgaro knew, and the more she thought about him the more she trusted him. 
 
    She felt the handle of the pistol. She didn’t know much about guns, but this was apparently a one shot deal, an old flash bang with a big ball, then she would have to run for it. 
 
    But it would be wiser to run for it before anything happened. 
 
    She started for the stairs, started up the stairs, intending to inspect the building from the top down, and stopped. On the corridor running next to the stairs was a door. Over the door was the small sign: Records.” 
 
    “Who’s down there?” 
 
    The voice came from a high floor, and Jacqueline darted down the stairs and ran down the short hallway. Her hand on the pistol grip. 
 
    “I smelt somebody down here…” footsteps on the stairs, then Jacqueline was through the door and into records. Well, almost into records. She still had to go down a flight of stairs and into the basement proper. She descended slowly, one hand on the wall, her eyes trying to penetrate a gloom that was relieved only by a half dozen windows against the far wall. 
 
    She reached the bottom, and it was as if she was standing in ink, that only the top half of her existed. The light from the windows only reached do far. 
 
    She advanced to the counter, stepped around it, and wondered what to do. 
 
    The house. She had to find the records for the house. 
 
    There didn’t seem to be any sensical filing system, so she walked down long rows of shelves, looking at the cards taped to boxes. 
 
    In the Land Deeds section there was nothing. 
 
    In the Building Permits there was nothing. 
 
    She opened boxes, glanced through, and…nothing, nothing, nothing. 
 
    How the heck was she supposed to find anything. 
 
    And it was obvious that she wasn’t. Why would Gnameta leave a clue to herself through the records of the county? She would hide her existence, she would hide trace of the land and the house. She would—Shipping. 
 
    A light seemed to go in her mind. A light like the one that had visited her when she was being whipped. 
 
      
 
    Find the answer Jack! 
 
     
 
    Now moving more quickly, she perused the labels on the boxes in this dank section. 
 
    She heard voices, but they were far away. But she knew they were wondering where she was. 
 
    The man had smelled her. As if he could smell white skin through all the mustiness of the court house. 
 
    Yet, in this reality, Gnameta must have set a few human bloodhounds to protect against such as her. 
 
    She came to the ‘D’ box and paused. She lifted the lid and started flipping through folders. 
 
    Dembia. The good ship Dembia. A slaver from back in the beginning. Transporting human flesh to the new world. 
 
    She shivered at how evil the people who did such things must be. She lifted out the folder, and opened it. 
 
    The door to the basement opened. 
 
    “I tell ya, I smelt a woman! I smelt her cootch, that nice smell of pussy. It’s down here, too.” 
 
    Feeling a growing desperation, Jacqueline flipped through the pages. Bills of lading. Listing the men, women and children that terrible ship had brought to the New World. 
 
    She heard footsteps coming down the stairs. She was near trapped, she had to get out of—a small folder inside the folder, labeled ‘Gnameta Expedition.’ 
 
    She had to go. But she had to have this folder. She grabbed the papers out of the folder and tucked them into her blouse. She put the box back together and shoved it back onto the shelf. Nothing but the mark of disturbed dust to reveal her passing. 
 
    She slithered through the shadows on tip toes. She managed to keep her high heels from clicking, and she reached the counter area. A man was standing at the bottom of the stairs. He wore a cheap suit, Ben Franklin glasses, and his arms were folded. He was skinny and looked nervous.  
 
    Of course, the bully brutes would do the real searching, he was left behind to raise a row if anybody tried to get up the stairs. 
 
    She could hear what sounded like three men walking up and down the rows of shelves, mumbling and grumbling, and one voice kept insisting, “I smelt her pussy, I tell ya. I smelt it. It was good and ripe, needs a fucking. 
 
    Jacqueline hauled out the big pistol, leveled it, and came out from the shelves. 
 
    The little man at the bottom of the stairs opened his eyes wide. He opened his mouth to yell, but Jacqueline shook her head and waggled the big pistol. He gulped and backed up. 
 
    She motioned with the gun and he moved to the side. 
 
    “Billy? You see anything?” 
 
    It was Billy she was holding the gun on.  
 
    “Answer him,” she whispered. 
 
    His voice was a squeak when he answered. No. No!” 
 
    He moved back and she started up the stairs. 
 
    And tripped. No, somebody had come up behind her and grabbed her. 
 
    She managed to hold onto the pistol, and she kicked back and felt the softness of a face under her heel. 
 
    “Ow!”  
 
    “She’s here! On the stairs!” 
 
    She tried to scramble up the stairs on all fours, but hands gripped her again. She flipped over. A short brute with a big mustache was grinning, showing his yellow teeth as he got a hand on her ankle. 
 
    She kicked him in the face and he yelped and fell back. 
 
    She pushed up the stairs, and a hand grabbed through the railing at her. It was the one who had been at the bottom of the steps. She smashed at his hand with the barrel of the heavy pistol and he withdrew his hand. 
 
    The short man scrabbled up the stairs after her. She made several steps, was out of reach from hands between the railings, before the man with the mustache managed to grab her, and this time he had a good hold on her. 
 
    She bashed at his face with the pistol and he let go and cursed. 
 
    Up the stairs, a frantic race, the sound of the men rushing through the rows of shelves came closer.  
 
    How many of these assholes were there? 
 
    Finally, she reached the top, and they reached her. The mustached man and a tall, skinny man had her by the legs. She placed the pistol on the landing, undid her pants, and her pants slid off. 
 
    It did no good. She tried to pick up the pistol again, but they were climbing up over her body. The pistol was shoved back on the landing. 
 
    Hands clawed at her legs, and her legs were pushed apart. 
 
    They were going to fuck her! 
 
    She screamed, a savage sound in the struggle, and felt for the pistol. 
 
    The mustached man was half up her body now. He squashed her with his weight and he worked his hands, getting his prick out. 
 
    Then he was at entry to her pussy, shoving his ugly cock between her labia, he was half in, and worst of all, she started feeling horny. 
 
    Of course. With a half a prick in her, with her body being mauled, with the sexual curse of Gnameta over all…they would fuck her and fuck her, and if they didn’t fuck her to death that would give others the chance to arrive. She would be imprisoned, held in a cell, fucked daily, and not allowed the refuge of the house. 
 
    Refuge. She would never have thought that of that terrible place in such a term, but with these horny men seeking to put their pricks in her…it was refuge. 
 
    Horny, her pussy pulsing with want and desire, she was about to fuck back, and become slave to the situation once again. 
 
    That was the nasty secret of Gnameta. To enslave through sex. 
 
    And poor Cindy would be fastened to the cross in the basement for all time. If he starved, the nightly dream would replenish him. If the rats ate at his flesh the dream would rebuild him daily, and the days and nights would roll on endlessly. 
 
    What had she done to poor Cindy? 
 
    And her hand found the grip of the pistol. 
 
    It was thoughts of poor Cindy that enabled her to move. She was conflicted about Cindy, poor, mindless Cindy, but she had imprisoned her, and she must release her, and it was this thought that enabled her to move the pistol down, aim it, and overcome her horniness. 
 
    The man with the mustache looked up into the barrel of the pistol, and his mouth opened. His eyes revealed his panic, and Jacqueline pulled the trigger. 
 
    A bright flash and a cloud of bitter smoke. The man’s face disappeared under the terrible impact of the big, lead ball. His body fell back and so did the bodies of those others, trying to crawl over him to put their own dicks in her. 
 
    She scrambled back, aghast at the red mist in the air, the red streamers that had been blown out the back of the man’s head. 
 
    Then she shrugged. The dream would fix him. He would once again be raping helpless, young females before 24 hours had passed. 
 
    She scrambled to her feet. 
 
    The men looked up at her, then virtually howled in victory. She had shot her one shot and she was theirs! 
 
    She opened the door and stepped through, slammed the door, and ran for the entrance. 
 
    The door behind her opened, slammed against the wall, and a pack of naked, horny men, dicks waggling stiffly, erupted from the depths of the basement. 
 
    Where had so many naked rapists come from? 
 
    From the imagination of Gnameta. She was dreaming them up in the basement and sending them after her. A mob of weenie waggling rapists intent only on catching her. 
 
    Jacqueline ran, lifting her skirts and trying to make time in her heels. 
 
    It was hopeless, as in the long hallway at the mansion, time seemed to stretch. The front doors receded in the distance. She ran, awkwardly, and the men ran like greyhounds, intent on capturing, fucking her. 
 
    In the slowed down time, the extended distance of the courthouse, they were mere inches behind her. She felt the hands scrabbling at her flesh, then she was tripped, somebody did a full body tackle and she sprawled. She slid through the elongated distance and came to a stop in front of the doors. 
 
    And the doors opened. 
 
    Tgaro stood in the doorway. The doors were over-sized so the full length of him was revealed. 
 
    The men, already placing hands on her white flesh, looked up. 
 
    Tgaro grinned, and growled. 
 
    No, he was laughing. 
 
    “You call those little peeners dicks?” 
 
    He pulled down his pants and the length of him was revealed. 
 
    He was a monster. His cock was a bat that hung near to his knees, and his thighs were long. 
 
    The men shrank back. 
 
    Tgaro stepped forward, one foot on each side of Jacquline. “You want dick? You want this big, black dick?” 
 
    The men scrambled back. 
 
    “Go Missy,” he whispered. She scrambled to all fours and crawled between his mighty legs. To the men he yelled, “You come! Me show you what fuck really is! Come! You silly, little white men. Tgaro show you what Gnameta like.” 
 
    Now the men were backed up to the stairs, they snarled and snapped like a pack of dogs. Dogs denied their rightful prey. 
 
    Jacqueline stood up on the porch and limped down the steps. She was almost to the bottom when Tgaro’s big arm picked her up. Two long steps and he placed her in the buggy. 
 
    The men in the courthouse rushed to the door, flooded out as Tgaro, holding his pants but unable to cover his penis, stepped on the buggy and cracked the whip. 
 
    For a moment it was close. The maddened pack of naked men, dicks stiff and seeking, ran behind the buggy, reaching out, trying to grab it, to find purchase and pull themselves up, then the buggy pulled away. 
 
    Jacqueline turned and watched the men recede, watched them fall and flail, still wanting her. 
 
    Jacqueline felt tears on her cheeks. She was not crying because of the whip now, she was crying because of the close call, at how close she had come to failing. 
 
    “It be okay, Missy. It be good. Tgaro gots you now.” 
 
    She leaned against him, felt his hot, black skin, and sobbed. 
 
    The town dwindled behind them, then Tgaro pulled over beneath some willows. He helped Jacqueline out of the buggy and just held her. She was like a little doll in his grasp, yet he was so gentle. 
 
    “Shhh. Shhh. It be okay, Missy.” 
 
    He was tall, and she was short, and she became aware of the massive club hanging between his legs. 
 
    A moment of mutual realization. 
 
    She was still horny from the almost rape, from the closure of the insidious trap that Gnameta had set in place. 
 
    “Oh, ho!” Tgaro whispered, and his cock began to grow. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Jacqueline stepped back. At arm’s length the dick reached out to her, and she realized that as big as his dick was, she had only seen it in a flaccid state. 
 
    “Sorry, Missy. Now you see why Gnameta want only me.” 
 
    “It’s too big,” she spoke softly, feeling the heat surge within, feeling a sudden splash of moisture between her legs. 
 
    “You no have to do this…” 
 
    “Oh, yes I do.” Jacqueline reached for his meat, wrapped both hands around it. It was almost at eye level, he was so tall, and she realized a truth: all women want to experience foreign cock. They wondered what that size was like, what that shape would do to their innards. 
 
    True to their husbands, women could yet be seduced simply by the size and oddity of a prick. 
 
    What will that feel inside me? Jacqueline, like ever woman before her, wondered. Can I take that thing? Will it break me in two? 
 
    She stood, her hands around his meat, and began to move her hands over his beast.  
 
    She gripped it, yet to his length and strength her hands were as if soft. 
 
    There was no thought of sucking him, of taking that big tennis ball sized head inside her mouth. That was impossible. 
 
    Yet she kissed it, tasted a bit of musk in the slit, perhaps the remains of semen from the last woman he had taken. 
 
    She was horny. The night of beating and being beaten, the men clutching at her clothes, ripping them off, she was horny. She needed this. 
 
    “How…how?” she asked, looking up at him. 
 
    “Easy way,” he answered. 
 
    He picked her up, his hands under her armpits. He brought her body to his mouth and sucked on a tit. His mouth, with its full lips, had half her big tit in his mouth. His pink tongue ran roughly over her nipple and she moaned at how good it felt. 
 
    She could feel his penis between her knees, throbbing, a giant of satisfaction if she could but get him into her. 
 
    He lifted her higher. “Spread legs, Missy.” 
 
    She did, stared at him, breathless, and she felt his monster cock rise up and touch her cooch. It was so big, and he lowered her gently. 
 
    She tried to open her legs further, to wrap her legs around him. 
 
    It opened her up. A flaring of pain, but within the pain was the promise of pleasure she had never known. 
 
    He kissed her, his big lips swallowing her smaller but full lips in the most sensual manner. 
 
    His head popped into her and she groaned. He smiled and it was like he ate her groan, absorbed it for his pleasure. 
 
    “Here it come, Missy.” He slid his dick into here. 
 
    She fainted a thousand times as that big monster explored her, ravaged her, fucked her. 
 
    He raised her up and lowered her, again and again, and she began to cum. 
 
    How could she not cum? That monster dick was so big…she had to cum! 
 
    She tried to hold to him, but he was so large she couldn’t reach around him. Her hands merely touched his biceps, and he lifted and lowered, lifted and lowered. 
 
    The big cock…she couldn’t breath…her head soared as if in the most wonderful headache in history. 
 
    Tgaro began to grunt. He was excited now, and he began to pummel her with his giant cock. 
 
    She hung, a ragdoll, and felt her insides expanding, contracting, fucking…fucking. 
 
    “I go cum now, Missy.” 
 
    She was lost in a haze of her own orgasms, but she managed to nod. 
 
    “AH…AH…AHHHHH!” 
 
    She felt the pulse of him as the big prick unloaded in her. She felt the splash of white fluid painting her inner walls. She felt the stiffening of him, and he had his arms around her, and she felt like she was being embraced by the world’s largest teddy bear. A teddy bear with the cock of an elephant. 
 
    For a long minute he spent himself in her, then he was done. 
 
    He held her, still on his cock, and gasped for breath. 
 
    “You good, Missy. You good.” 
 
    She smiled, rested her head on his chest, then he lifted her up and removed her from his shaft. 
 
    He placed her on the ground and she sank down, too weakened by their exertions to do anything but just sprawl upon the ground. 
 
    For her it was the fuck of a lifetime. For him…she wondered what it would be like to fuck Gnameta. To fuck a Goddess. How would she compare to such an event?” 
 
    Tgaro sank down next to her. He lay back and sighed. 
 
    She rolled over and lay against his side. She ha dbeen fucked like never before, and the warmth she felt for him, the desire. Did she love him? Already? in this short time? 
 
    He dwarfed her, but she reached down and felt his meat with her hand. 
 
    “How did I ever take this thing inside me?” 
 
    Tgaro grinned. “That me talent. Me fuck, and somehow always get in. 
 
    And Jacqueline sighed. Of course. It was a dream cock. It would adapt.  
 
    “So you became small enough that I could take you?” 
 
    He laughed. “Or you become big enough.” 
 
    “Oh, my God! Did my pussy stay big after that?” 
 
    “No, no, Missy.” 
 
    They lay like that for long minutes. Replenishing their strength. Enjoying the heat of the day. 
 
    And she asked, “Tgaro?” 
 
    “Yes, Missy?” 
 
    “How can you manage to fuck Gnameta?” 
 
    He looked at her quizzically. 
 
    “How could you want to make love to somebody so cruel?” 
 
    Now he went up on his elbow, and his face showed consternation. 
 
    “Missy, she not do this,” he waved at reality.  
 
    “What do you mean? Of course she does! The whippings, the beatings, being changed into the opposite sex…that’s terrible!” 
 
    “She not do all that. She love. She not hate.” 
 
    “But all the whippings, the way people rape and hurt each other…” 
 
    “That not her. That man.” 
 
    “Man? No, wait. I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Missy, you need know truth.” 
 
    He sat all the way up, cross legged, his big dick laying on the ground, and he began to tell a story. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SIX 
 
      
 
    The expedition had started in Lagos. The slaves were being collected by the first mate, the captain didn’t care, so Virginia Smithfield, and her lover, Thomas Ridgeway, went up the river Ogun. They passed Alagbado, their steam driven barge leaving clouds of smelly smoke behind. 
 
    The village of Orudu-Olokan slumbered by the way. 
 
    Dammy Rich had an ominous air, even though children played in the rivers. Laughing and splashing and running out of the waters when a crocodile was spotted. 
 
    The crocodiles looked like logs, and Thomas shot one out of the notion that he was protecting the natives. Really, he just wanted to see if his musket ball would penetrate the thick hide. It did and the croc rolled and squirmed. 
 
    “Good shot, Tommy!” enthused Virginia. 
 
    Thomas smiled. “Makes a man fair erect, doing something like that.” 
 
    Virginia laughed and slapped his arm. They had spent half the voyage in the small cabin, fucking their brains out. 
 
    “Now tell me about this map thing again?” 
 
    “I bought it from a grizzled old gent. He had no teeth and I really felt sorry for him. But it’s a real map, drawn on some kind of hide, and tales in the marketplace credit it with being the source of untold riches.” 
 
    “And what’s the name of this place again?” 
 
    “Gnameta.” 
 
    “Gnameta, eh? Silly sounding name.” 
 
    “Look, Tommy! Another croc!” 
 
    Thomas loaded his musket and took aim, then stopped. “Your turn, love.” 
 
    “Oh, Tommy. That bruises my shoulder so.” 
 
    “The thrill will be worth it. You shoot one of these big fellows and you’ll get an erection.” 
 
    She laughed. “You want me to have an erection?” 
 
    “It would be better than that dildo thing you bought in Jerusalem.” 
 
    She smiled at the memory. Taking him had been so powerful. Talk about erections! 
 
    She took the big musket and braced it to her shoulder. Thomas placed his arms around her, helped her hold the weighty thing up and aim. 
 
    BOOM! 
 
    The croc snapped at its tail. 
 
    “Bloody good!” Thomas cheered. “You shot the bugger in its ass!” 
 
    And he was right. Shooting that big gun, taking down those massive creatures, it would have given her an erection, had she had a dick. 
 
    She relinquished the weapon and turned to him. “Tommy.” 
 
    He grinned. “Told ya, love.” 
 
    She pulled him towards the cabin, coquettish, hungry for his cock. 
 
    And he was hungry for her cunt. 
 
    It was hot inside the cabin, sweltering, but ridding themselves of clothes helped that. 
 
    Then he kissed her body. All of it. Tickling her so they laughed. And he wound up with his face deep in her junction. 
 
    “Oh, Love,” he murmured, drawing back, his face slick with her juices. 
 
    She flipped over, onto all fours. “Do my asshole, Thomas.” 
 
    She did that, called him by his Christian name when she took him up her heinie. 
 
    Of course he called her Virginia, and not Love, or Lovey, when he wanted her to take his bum. 
 
    “I’ll do you if you do me, Virginia.” 
 
    “Deal. Now stick me with your bloody cock!” 
 
    He rammed it in. No lube, for pain felt good. 
 
    She yelped, then shoved back. 
 
    He fucked her, and she hurt, and she loved the hurt. The way her asshole felt afterwards. It made it all worthwhile. It was the fuck that kept on fucking. 
 
    “Don’t cum, you son of a bitch!” 
 
    “All right, you stinky cunt!” 
 
    Outside the cabin the crew grinned and listened as the two degraded themselves. They had seen the Englishman pissing off the bow, and they knew he wasn’t well endowed. Maybe that was why he liked it up the ass. 
 
    Virginia managed to eke an orgasm off his small penis, and she shoved him aside, slapped him in the face. “You’re a tiny cock, Thomas Ridgeway. I don’t know why I love you.” 
 
    “You love me because you get to be the man.” He gripped her nipple and twisted until she howled, then he let go, turned himself around and presented his ass. He looked over his shoulder, waggled his ass, and grinned at her. 
 
    Virginia loved buggering him more than anything. She liked it better than her own cummies. She loved to stick that wooden cock up his butt and wiggle it around, the sounds he made…he was out of control when she did that, and sometimes his cock leaked out a tremendous mess of sperm. 
 
    She laughed at him, felt the heat of her desire, and reached into a trunk and extracted the source of his pleasure. 
 
    It was eight inches long, a bit thick, and had a handle on the end, like the handle of a rolling pin. 
 
    Now she had to grease him. He liked the pain, but men, they didn’t know how to take penises into their bodies. They needed help. 
 
    Thomas groaned and pushed his ass back on her fingers as she reamed him. Then she placed the cock at his bunghole and pushed it in. 
 
    Thomas yelped with pleasure. His back arched, and she could feel all his muscles tightening, then letting go. 
 
    “There you go, Tommy. Now you’re a fucking cunt, just like me.” 
 
    He groaned happily and wiggled his butt. “Give it to me, Love. Make me feel it.” 
 
    Virginia was a strong woman, and she did as he asked. She pounded that dildo into him until he fell forward, gasping, then she pulled his cock down between his legs and started stroking it. Finally, she slapped his balls, hard, and that was what made him cum. 
 
    Happy, satisfied, they lay on the narrow bunk and slept. 
 
    They slithered past Onigbongbo, and listened to the native drums pounding behind them, threatening the white man. 
 
    Then to the Apo village. A place where weapons were put aside for trade. Except for the occasional foray of Arab raiders. 
 
    But what were raiders doing this far south? 
 
    Raiders went where the raiding was good, and a peaceful village was always ripe pickings. 
 
    Then the river narrowed, and the barge was hard put to traverse the winding curves. And they came to Abeokuta, and that was the hopping off point. 
 
      
 
    “These are the native bearers?” asked Thomas, unconcerned, for he had hired the best guide in the territory. 
 
    Jake Spellings nodded. He was a brute of a man. five foot nine with a surplus of muscles. He was unshaven, had a faint odor about him, and a whip coiled around his shoulder. 
 
    “They’ll do, guvner.” 
 
    Forty black boys, outfitted with packs, machete’s at their hips. They looked about as evil as Jake. 
 
    “Now let’s see this map yer quiff has been hauling around.” 
 
    Thomas glared at Jake, “A little respect, Mr. Spelling.” He turned to where Virginia was inspecting the bearers. He didn’t like that gleam in her eye, and he didn’t like the way she was patting that one boy, the big one, on the breast. 
 
    Black bastard. 
 
    “Virginia!” 
 
    She turned, her eyes excited. He swore, the woman acted like she had a dick sometimes. 
 
    Virginia approached the two men and held out the map. 
 
    For a long minute Jake inspected the thing, traced his thick thumb along the lines and sworls. “Ain’t never been up these parts. There’ rumors.” 
 
    “We’re not about to be put off by wive’s tales, Mr. Spelling.” 
 
    Jake grinned, showed crooked teeth, “Not saying ya should be. Just…should be an interesting, little jaunt.” 
 
    The next morning the ‘jaunt’ began, and it was not a picnic. Aside from lions, leopards, hyenas, African elephants, rhinoceroses, giraffes, warthogs, hippopotamuses, monkeys, baboons, gorillas, chimpanzees and so on, there were the worst animals of all…the mosquitos. 
 
    Big, buzz bombs with proboscises they wielded like Samurai swords. 
 
    The sound of hands swatting bare flesh was constant, until the ‘tourists’ learned to wear netting, slap gallons of repellant on, and pulled their clothes tight. 
 
    It was worse around water holes, and they frequently had to creep past the dreaded places. 
 
    “The animals come here to hunt and eat,” explained Jack with a grin. “That draws the bigger animals.” He gave a gusty laugh. 
 
    Virginia carried a rifle with her at all times, and a pistol in a holster, and a knife in a scabbard. She grew tougher with each day’s march, and Thomas grew weaker. 
 
    To Jake and his murderous crew it was all the same. Some people could hack it, and others couldn’t. So what? 
 
    Through dense jungle, over vast savannah, and into the mountains. Nigeria has over 2,000 mountains, and the little safari wound their way between the towering peaks. 
 
    Jake would study maps every night. He was a brute, but he knew his business. He would station his men around the camp, he allowed no drinking. And he beat the black boys whenever they didn’t please him. 
 
    Oddly, the native bearers seemed to accept this. They took their beatings, and the next day would be filled with innocent laughter. 
 
    “Are you okay, Tommy?” 
 
    Tommy was struggling. He was wasting away. He wanted to be back in London, sipping champagne and cursing the French. But Virginia had talked him into this adventure, and he did his best to get along. 
 
    The bad thing, to him, however, was how Virginia kept looking at the natives, talking to them, even touching them. 
 
    There are touches and there are touches. One can be friendly in the contact of skin. And one can be lascivious. 
 
    Virginia was lascivious. He was unable to feed her, and she was becoming hungrier. 
 
    As they passed the great herds, watched a million birds rise up to the sky, he observed the light in her eyes. 
 
    Jake saw it, but he just laughed. He liked dark meat, so why shouldn’t a white bitch? 
 
    But nothing came of it. At first. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, we go through this canyon right here.” Jake pressed a digit against the paper. 
 
    “But there’s nothing there,” murmured Thomas, wiping his forehead with a rag, then clamping his helmet back on swiftly, before the mosquitos could make a meal of him. 
 
    “There’s something there. There’s trails that lead back there, and those trails were made by people.” 
 
    “When do you think we’ll reach Gnameta?” 
 
    “If there’s no problem getting through the canyon, a couple of days.” 
 
    “And if there is a problem?” 
 
    “Six months of tracking around to the backside of these buggers, and possibly finding the same problem.” 
 
    It was a dour consideration. 
 
    They were up at the crack of dawn, making a line of boys with packs, holding their hunting rifles at the ready. 
 
    “Let’s go,” shouted Jake, and the long line of bearers began making their way up the sinuous trail. 
 
    They arrived in the canyon at noon, stopped for a quick bite, and Jake and Virginia walked around the edge of the canyon. They climbed over slopes of talus, cut their way through jungle, and finally came upon a trail that, if they had seen before they started their exploration, they could have just walked up. But it was hidden by boulder and slope and large tufts of vegetation. 
 
    “Your man isn’t looking too good.” 
 
    They stood in front of the slot, a tall separation between two cliff faces. 
 
    “I know,” Virginia bit her lip. 
 
    “We go in here, if it gets rough, he might not make it.” 
 
    Virginia was at a cross roads. If she had asked Thomas he would have begged to give up the expedition, to return to civilization and his good health. 
 
    But Virginia wanted to move on. She spent nights, while he slept an uneasy sleep on a cot, searching through maps and small journals based on native word of mouth. 
 
    “There is a village up there,” she announced. “And it is rich.” 
 
    Jake nodded. “Likely.” 
 
    She made the decision to continue. Thomas might recover, they only had a little way to go. Jake just rippled his lip in a grin. White women were the bitches, it was true. 
 
    They entered the slot canyon and were shortly walking through cooler temperatures and without the eternal drone of mosquitos. 
 
    The natives followed along, their shoulders brushing the sides of the canyon, and everybody turning sideways at points. 
 
    The elevation changed. The ground, a soft dirt bordering on sand, began to rise. They were ascending the tall mountains by going through them, and up. 
 
    Thomas struggled. A native boy gave him a stick with a brace for his armpit. It hurt, but he managed to keep going. 
 
    “How far?” he queried in whisper. “When does it end.” 
 
    They came to a series of boulders. They could be surmounted, but it would be arduous. Jake went first, and Virginia sent Thomas ahead in the grip of four bearers. He was so weak now they had to do his walking for him. 
 
    If there were any more obstacles then she had made a mistake, and they would have to turn back. If it wasn’t too late. 
 
    But if they were close to the top, which Jake estimated they were, then it was okay. 
 
    Virginia sat at the bottom of the series of boulders, in a wide spot around the corner from the ascent. Ten bearers were still with her. Then the bearers started clambering over the boulders. 
 
    Virginia turned to the last bearer. By all rights she should have been the first to go, before the ten bearers, but she had demanded everybody else move ahead. 
 
    She turned to the last man. He was a large buck, and she was hungry. Without Thomas’s constant attentions she was hurting for sex. She needed sex. Jake and his men weren’t interested, and she had actually noticed them going into the bush with black women. 
 
    Disgusting, but so intriguing. 
 
    She stepped up to the man, didn’t know his name, and reached into his loin clothe. 
 
    He was hung, thank God. 
 
    She undid her pants and took them off. “We don’t have much time,” she whispered. 
 
    Did he even speak English? 
 
    But, whether he spoke English or not, he knew what to do. 
 
    He pounced on her, jammed his cock into her, and Virginia thrilled at the idea of having her first black man. 
 
    She gloried at the feel of his hot meat deep inside her. She bit his shoulder and he grinned and clawed her breasts. 
 
    It only took a moment, then she came, and he came, and they were dressing. He didn’t have much to put on, just straighten his loin clothe. He looked at his shoulder, she had bitten him good, and frowned. 
 
    “Virginia?” came the holler from above. 
 
    “Coming!” she yelled back. 
 
    She mounted the boulders, the black man she had just fucked behind her. He placed his hands on her buttocks in the most familiar way, and she wished they had had more time. That one fuck had been but an appetizer. Her voracious appetite demanded more…more. 
 
    She climbed the last boulder, Jake took her hand and pulled her up, and smiled. 
 
    She had a gism stain in her pants, and the boy had a bite mark on his shoulder. 
 
    “Ya shoulda asked me,” he whispered into her ear. 
 
    She ignored him. She wanted black boys, not disgusting, smelly bully boys. 
 
    Thomas was just ahead, head slumped, leaning against a large rock. 
 
    “Are you all right? Tommy?” 
 
    He nodded, but his eyes were glazed and a light bit of blood bubbled at his nose. 
 
    “We’re almost there,” Jake had his map out. “Another mile…maybe two. We’re there.” 
 
    Thomas forced himself to his feet. He was weak, but he was game. He wanted Virginia to make it. He didn’t know if he would, but…he collapsed. 
 
    They carried Thomas through the jungle on a cot adapted for a stretcher. He lay, white and sickly, and didn’t breath much, except to gasp once in a while. 
 
    The natives of Gnameta, of course, knew they were coming. They had heard whispers on the winds coming up the slot canyon. They had seen the smoke of fires coming over the land towards their village. 
 
    Jake led the way into the cluster of huts. Beyond the huts was a sharp knife of a mountain, the huts were of the grass variety, and there were only a couple of hundred people in the village. 
 
    “There’s gold here?” asked Jake of no one. 
 
    “There’s something of great value,” answered Virginia. 
 
    “Is it gold?” 
 
    She ignored him and turned back to Tommy. 
 
    “Hold on, Thomas. I shouldn’t have brought you all this way.” 
 
    He smiled, and was delirious. He loved her, but did he even have a mind any more? 
 
    Three old people came out of the village. Old, like with no teeth, skin wrinkled, eyes rheumy. But there was a happiness about them. An ambience of joy. 
 
    How could anybody, living in this God forsaken place, be happy?” 
 
    They spoke an unfamiliar dialect, but they were kind. Two women came and looked at Thomas. They shook their heads, rattled gourds over him, and had him carried away. 
 
    “Where are they taking him?” Virginia was half panicked. 
 
    “Probably the witch doctor.” 
 
    Then they were invited into the village. 
 
    Children scampered under foot, big white grins creasing their small, ebony faces. 
 
    There were a lot of old people in the village. A few children, and a lot of women. There were very few warriors, and the warriors were desiccated, tired looking. They sat against the walls of grass huts and stared at the newcomers. 
 
    There was no gold. 
 
    Jake and his men looked everywhere. They turned the huts inside out, and ignored the upset faces of the natives. They walked through the jungles looking for hiding places. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    And they fucked the black women at night. 
 
    And the black women didn’t seem to mind. 
 
    Indeed, they gestured for the men to follow them into huts, where they coupled with abandon. 
 
    No men came to complain. The oldsters, of which there were so many, just watched, and commented. And it sounded like they were betting on which man had the biggest dick. 
 
    Thomas died. just like that. One night he smiled wanly, said he was sorry he was such a bother, and the next morning he breathed no more. 
 
    They took him into the jungle and buried him, and Virginia said a few words over him, and felt sad, and then moved on with her life. 
 
      
 
    “You talk to the old biddy. You find out where the gold is.” 
 
    Virginia looked at Jake. “I don’t think there is any.” 
 
    “Look, we been here months, you’re all pally with them guys. Find out where they hide their loot.” 
 
    Virginia, without Thomas to care for, and without the attentions of men, had taken to learning the language of the Gnametans. It was an easy language, void of double meanings, but filled with sexual references. 
 
    She tried to eke out the golden secret of the Gnametans, but they merely shook their heads. And there was laughter on their lips as the white men screwed their daughters. 
 
    And the daughters were getting pregnant. And losing interest in the white men. 
 
    “You got to make these old biddies talk,” demanded Jake. “If we don’t hurry up and find the gold…my men will end up running away so they don’t have to be fathers to a bunch of black bastards.” 
 
    Virginia agreed. She could see the end of this idyl coming. 
 
    Then He came to town. 
 
    Virginia arose and washed her face, put on her ragged clothes, and headed for the communal building where breakfasts were made. She walked into the room and stopped and stared. 
 
    He was eight feet tall. He had muscles on his muscles; he was a giant, and in more ways than one. 
 
    She could see his mammoth cock hanging down below his loincloth. 
 
    It was down to his knees, and he had long thighs. The head was bigger than a cricket ball. 
 
    The women of the village, old and wasted, yet gathered around him. They oohed and ahhed and touched him, and he smiled indulgently. 
 
    And when the man gazed upon Virginia he was smitten. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “Tgaro,” he touched his broad chest. 
 
    Virginia touched her own chest, “Virginia.” 
 
    He nodded and smiled, and it was like the sun had come out from behind a cloudburst. 
 
    “Virginia. Virginia. Good.” 
 
    She wanted to lift his loin cloth and gaze upon his magnificence. instead, she asked him what he did. As if he could answer as easily as a carpenter or gardener. 
 
    He spent the day in the village, and it was obvious that he was gathering supplies. He paid in gold, and he gathered several packs together. 
 
    Jake and his men stared at the gold hungrily. Then they looked at the big man and were daunted. Tgaro just smiled, as if he had seen it all before. 
 
    Tgaro stayed in the village overnight, and Virginia wanted him. A woman, she was fascinated by his meat. All woman are curious as to the feel of different cocks, but she had never seen one so big. She wanted to feel it up close and personal, like between thighs. 
 
    Tgaro ignored all. He talked to the oldsters, but briefly. He laughed at the kids, but there were only a few of them. 
 
    And he slept next to the pile of supplies he had gathered. 
 
    Jake scratched at the doorpost of the hut in which Virginia slept. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    And he knew she had a knife out. This was a gutsy bitch if ever he had met one. 
 
    He entered the hut, but didn’t approach her. He whispered. “Distract that big buck.” 
 
    “So you can steal his supplies?” 
 
    “Nah. So we can see if he’s got any gold in them.” 
 
    Virginia believed this, and she let herself be persuaded. 
 
    She approached the sleeping giant, scuffed her feet in the dust to wake him, but she needn’t have bothered. His eyes were white in the night, and he was staring at her. 
 
    “Come with me,” she whispered. 
 
    Jake wanted a distraction. Would sex be a distraction? 
 
    She thought so. 
 
    No other women in the tribe interested Tgaro. There was nobody for this man to spend his semen on, he rose and followed her. 
 
    She held his hand and led him into her hut. 
 
    She lay on her pallet, and he lay next to her. His eyes drinking her in. He had not had a woman in so long, and with that ball bat between his legs that was a shame. 
 
    She kissed him, wondering if black would taste different, but it didn’t. 
 
    His skin was hotter, it gave off a rich heat, but…she reached down for his cock. She held it in both hands, stroked it. She felt his balls, they were big, massive, and felt very full. 
 
    He kissed her, his lips warm and moist, and it felt like she was being elevated, that her very soul was being expanded. 
 
    She swiveled upon him, into a 69. She hugged his cock and squeezed first one ball, then the other. 
 
    He gasped, and dove his head into her crotch. His lips mashed against her labia, he pushed a thick finger up her hole and she gasped and swooned. 
 
    Then they were back face to face, and he was finger banging her, and each of his fingers was the size of a normal sized man’s cock. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered, and he understood this word. 
 
    He spread her legs and knelt between her. He was careful not to let his weight down upon her, and he pushed his cock head against her slit. 
 
    She gave way slowly, subjecting herself to the pain, knowing that the reward, when she finally managed to take him inside her pussy, would be commensurate. 
 
    Then he was in her, his shaft sliding through her membranes, his veins rippling and scoring her insides. 
 
    She could hardly breath, it felt like he was all the way up inside her womb, and it felt like she was being pressed apart from the inside. 
 
    Then he drew out, a long slither of intense sensation that made her shiver. 
 
    He said something, she was not sure what, and drove into her again. 
 
    She felt like she was being compacted, then pulled inside out. The golden feeling began to whelm inside her, lifted her up. She clung to him, wanted him, and…she began to cum. 
 
    She jerked and twitched. Her legs tried to close, to get him out of her, but he stayed there, giving her more and more white heat. 
 
    He began to cum, and she was astounded by the amount of sperm he shot into her. 
 
    Then they lay, her trying to breath normally. He just smiled at the roof of her hut and said, “They done?” 
 
    It was an English phrase, yet he couldn’t speak English. 
 
    “Done?” 
 
    “Men who search gold.” 
 
    “But you can’t speak English!” 
 
    And he said something she didn’t understand, but would come to realize was the turning point of everything. 
 
    “You in dream now.” 
 
    But she didn’t understand. She had brought her man to death, enjoyed cruelties visited upon her body, and which she inflicted on others. She didn’t have the kind of personality that appreciated such things as dreams. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “Tgaro.” 
 
    “But…where do you live? You only visit this village…why are you here?” 
 
    “I live Gnameta. I need food.” 
 
    “This isn’t Gnameta?” 
 
    Why he told her she would never know. He shouldn’t have, that she knew from the get go. But he did. 
 
    “Gnameta above village. In rock face. I care for Gnameta. I fuck Gnameta.” 
 
    “You fuck this…village?” 
 
    “Gnameta fall from stars, never go home. I care for her, and she bless me.” He lifted up his cock and grinned. It was like he was lifting up a deadly python. 
 
    Virginia asked him more questions, but he just wanted to sleep. He had fucked her, and some men go to sleep after sex. 
 
    So he slumbered, giving forth snores like the growls of jungle cats, and Virginia lay in his arms and dreamed. And had no idea of the differences between dreams and nightmares. 
 
      
 
    Tgaro left the next morning, and Jake wasted no time in cornering Virginia. 
 
    “What’d ya find out?” 
 
    “Did he have gold in his packs?” 
 
    “No. You were with him all night. What’d ya find out?” 
 
    Virginia told him. She told him that Gnameta was above the village. They had been in the wrong place the whole time. 
 
    Jake wasted no time in gathering his men. Virginia pulled on her boots, grabbed her rifle. She had no idea why she was tagging along, this was going to be a fight between men, but she was. 
 
    And she wondered if it was because of Tgaro’s giant cock. 
 
    Had it been that good that she wanted it again? 
 
    The answer, of course, was yes. 
 
    They followed Tgaro through the jungle. It wasn’t difficult, there was a sort of path, and he made no secret of his passing. 
 
    The path led around the village, and they came to a path carved into the mountain. It was not visible from below, but every once in a while they could see Tgaro’s head over a lip of rock. 
 
    They climbed the path, it wend back and forth across the face of the cliff. Sometimes mere inches separated the cliff face from a fall. Sometimes they came to ropes, and had to hold to them as they traversed across broken parts of the path. 
 
    The sun rose and the heat swept up the side of the mountain. 
 
    Hours and hours of climbing, and they finally came to a slot in the wall.  
 
    The slot opened up on a small jungle. Brightly colored birds flitted amongst the branches. They came upon warm springs, and the men waited for a moment, washed their feet, then picked up their rifles and followed the path of the giant man.               
 
    A bush provided large fruits, and they ate while they tramped. 
 
    It should have been cold, this high up, but it was warm, a little paradise in the mountains. A Shangrila of a sort. 
 
    They came out in a clearing. Across the clearing was a cave entrance. 
 
    Tgaro was sitting just inside the cave, in front of a fire, eating something. He saw the white men and stood up. His face was fierce. His lips pulled back to show his sharp teeth. 
 
    “Go,” he said. “This home Gnameta. Go.” He lifted up a large piece of wood, flames flickering on the end of it. 
 
    Jake and his men didn’t even hesitate. They knew that all of them together couldn’t bring down the giant. They lifted their rifles and pulled the triggers. 
 
    BOOM! And, BANG, BOOM, BOOM! 
 
    Tgaro stepped back, looked down at his body, and was confused. It was like bee bites, but they had gone all the way through him. 
 
    “Take that, ya black bastard,” snarled Jake. 
 
    Virginia screamed. She didn’t want this. She had feelings for the big guardian. She ran across the clearing and knelt by his body. 
 
    He was still breathing, but just barely. 
 
    “Leave that bastard,” chuckled Jake, and he and his men entered the cave. 
 
    Tgaro looked up at Virginia. He didn’t blame her for the invasion, for his death. He said, “I enter the dream. I wait for you. Gnameta waits for us.” 
 
    Then he died. A simple exhalation of breath, and his body was just meat. No spirit left. The soul had traveled on. 
 
    And she didn’t understand that it had just traveled into a dream. For such was the essence of Gnameta that he couldn’t go anywhere else. 
 
    The truth, Gnameta was dead, and had been for eons, but her essence remained, and it held life for any who believed in her. 
 
    And the dream would grow. 
 
    Virginia gave a half a sob, then, being a strong woman, she stood up, looked into the cave, and followed Jake and his men. 
 
    There was gold in the cave. Gold coins from ancient civilizations. Sacks made of leather filled to bursting with the shiny disks. 
 
    “You didn’t have to shoot him!” She spun Jake around and he pushed her so she fell to the ground. 
 
    “Of course I did, ‘Lovey!’ He imitated Thomas’s way of addressing her. “He had the gold, right?” 
 
    She lay on the ground and looked up at him. 
 
    He had no soul. He had no cock to love mankind, he only had a wallet for a heart and a disdain for anybody who saw the softer side of life. 
 
    She crawled to a wall and leaned against it. The packs Tgaro had brought up the side of the mountain were piled there. 
 
    Jake and his men picked up the gold and swaggered out. They boasted as to who was richest, and how many whores they would buy for all the gold they had. 
 
    Then it was quiet. 
 
    Virginia stood up. She would follow the men, maybe she would even walk with them. She couldn’t stay here. 
 
    Before she left, however, she walked around the cave, and in the very back of the cave, hidden by shadow, was a niche. And in the niche was a gleam of darkness. Two points that were darker than the shadows, than the night, than even the blackness of a man’s heart. 
 
    She went to the front of the cave and took a branch out of the fire. She walked back and looked inside the cranny. 
 
    It was about the size of a pineapple. It was black with a sloped nose. It had a pregnant belly. Most important, it had two holes where the eyes were, and she looked into those holes, and emptiness looked back at her. 
 
    People think white is good and black is bad. This was black, but it was not bad, it was just different.  
 
    A wind of black that touched the soul. Commanded the soul. Caused the expansion of the dream. 
 
    Virginia reached into the alcove and pulled out the little statuette. 
 
    It was made of some kind of black rock, and it was…warm. 
 
    Warm like a heart, but not beating. 
 
    Virginia felt her soul stirring. She understood things. 
 
    She knew why there were no women in the village, except old ones. 
 
    Because Gnameta change the women into men, and the men into women, and the women so changed couldn’t have babies, so they depended on visitors to impregnante the women. And the men couldn’t have babies, and they saw no future, so they left the village. And all that was left were old people, a scattering of new children before they changed, and…and that was the legacy, the dream of Gnameta. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Because that was the way it was in the stars. Where babies were born in test tubes and people fucked hopelessly, driven to it by desperation for offspring they were no longer strong enough to beget. 
 
    Virginia put the statuette into one of the packs. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Because there was, to this alien being, a core of love. And that love, contrary to an earthling’s love, touched her. And though there was danger, there was also a dream, and the cold hard soul of her wanted that dream. 
 
    She walked down the mountains, followed the men to the slave vessel Dembia, and made her way to America. 
 
    And Gnameta sorrowed, for she had been stolen from her home, and now her dream was in the black pit of mankind. And the dreams were converted through the avarice and murderous rages of man. 
 
    So she hid. And was hidden. And the dream of Gnameta were drowned in the cesspool of humanity, and she waited for someone to bring her home. 
 
      
 
    Jacqueline was frozen. Tgaro’s words had shattered illusion, and now she understood what the dream was. She knew how she had been trapped. She knew that Tgaro was only alive in the dream, kept alive by gnameta, and his flesh was rotting hundreds of years before. 
 
    And Tgaro had followed the Goddess, in the hands of Virginia, who was Jacqueline’s great aunt, to America. 
 
    He followed, and was obsessed by a love stolen, a love hidden away, a love that he yearned for endlessly, and could not find. 
 
    And the bad things that had happened, they were not of Gnameta, they were engendered by the rot in the soul of men.  
 
    Men wanting to rape Jacqueline. 
 
    Cindy and she whipping each other. 
 
    All the bad things… 
 
    Tgaro had stopped talking. He stared at the earth. Saddened beyond belief by his own knowledge. 
 
    “We’ve got to find her, Tgaro. We’ve got to find her. We’ve got to take her home!” 
 
    He looked at her, and now the bright eyes were bitter. 
 
    “Virginia hid her, and she told no one. How we find her?” 
 
    And Jack heard the voice again, as in the visitation. 
 
      
 
    Find the answer Jack.  
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “What answer?” 
 
    It’s here. find it. 
 
      
 
    But how would he find the answer? How would he find a Goddess who had been hidden away for hundreds of year? Hidden by her own power? 
 
    Feeling the disappointment and the despair, Jacqueline stood up. “Take me home Tgaro.” 
 
    He rose and they walked towards the buggy. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    PART SEVEN 
 
    WHEN LOVE DREAMS! 
 
      
 
    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 EIGHT 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    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 reversed 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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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy. 
 
    Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.  
 
    “What do you have to say for yourself, young man?” 
 
    “Uh…” Danny replied. 
 
    Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well. 
 
    His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house. 
 
    “Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games. 
 
    “Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.” 
 
    Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end. 
 
    “What am I going to do with you?” 
 
    Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize. 
 
    Danny and his mother both turned their heads. 
 
    “What did you say?” 
 
    Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.” 
 
    “And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?” 
 
    “You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother. 
 
    Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.” 
 
    “Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused. 
 
    “Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.  
 
    “I don’t—“ 
 
    Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize. 
 
    Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“ 
 
    “What?” asked Danny? 
 
    “Obstinate!” snapped his mother. 
 
    Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided. 
 
    “Go on, Elize.” 
 
    Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.  
 
    Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling. 
 
    Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes. 
 
    Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats. 
 
    Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.” 
 
    “What’s a hooligan.” 
 
    Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary. 
 
    “Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room. 
 
    “Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.” 
 
    “Oh, crap.” 
 
    “Language,” Elize stated haughtily. 
 
    They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things. 
 
    “I cook, you wash.” 
 
    Danny growled at her. 
 
    “Okay, give Mom more ammunition.” 
 
    “What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged. 
 
    “You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room. 
 
    Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell? 
 
    He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom. 
 
    “Danny?” 
 
    Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’” 
 
    “Whatever.” 
 
    Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.” 
 
    “I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?” 
 
    “When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.” 
 
    “What are petticoats.” 
 
    “Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.” 
 
    “Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head. 
 
    “That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him. 
 
    “I…I think I should go to my room.” 
 
    He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses. 
 
    Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought— 
 
    “Ahem.” 
 
    He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face. 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.” 
 
    “It was your idea. How could you do this to me.” 
 
    “Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.” 
 
    “Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming. 
 
    “You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.” 
 
    “What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty. 
 
    “Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.” 
 
    “Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left. 
 
    Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class. 
 
    Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued. 
 
    “What’s going on, man?” 
 
    “My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided. 
 
    “Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.” 
 
    Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.  
 
    “You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?” 
 
    “I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.” 
 
    “Oh, man. That’s crazy.” 
 
    “You’re telling me.” 
 
    Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man. 
 
    Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.” 
 
    Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up. 
 
    She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression. 
 
    Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head. 
 
    “Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways. 
 
    Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that! 
 
    “I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.” 
 
      
 
    Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t. 
 
    “I’m not going to school anymore.” 
 
    Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined. 
 
    Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity. 
 
    Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up. 
 
    “I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.” 
 
    Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.” 
 
    Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings. 
 
    “You can’t do that.” 
 
    Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition. 
 
    “Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.” 
 
    Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.” 
 
    “Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house. 
 
    Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long. 
 
    He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer. 
 
    “You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.” 
 
    “Now? Can’t you do it later?” 
 
    She turned on the machine for an answer. 
 
    “Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now? 
 
      
 
    Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor. 
 
    The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew. 
 
    His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed. 
 
    She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door. 
 
    The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades. 
 
    Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League. 
 
    Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags. 
 
    She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing. 
 
    And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job. 
 
    She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb. 
 
    Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room. 
 
    She put bras and panties into the top drawer. 
 
    Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them. 
 
     She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl. 
 
    She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts. 
 
    She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful. 
 
    Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions. 
 
    Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up. 
 
      
 
    Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year. 
 
    She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength. 
 
     
 
    Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her. 
 
    “Daughter, sit.” 
 
    Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her. 
 
    Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.” 
 
    “Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?” 
 
    Elizabeth smiled and told her. 
 
    Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling. 
 
    “So I need your help.” 
 
    “It’s liable to get rough.” 
 
    “I know, but it’s got to be done.” 
 
    Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned. 
 
    “He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room. 
 
    Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front. 
 
    Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch. 
 
    Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side. 
 
    “Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him. 
 
    Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them. 
 
    Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work. 
 
    “Hey! Stop!” 
 
    “Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.” 
 
    Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits. 
 
    “Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed. 
 
    “Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.” 
 
    Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped. 
 
    Danny was getting an erection! 
 
    Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined. 
 
    Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard! 
 
    “Get off me!” 
 
    His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs. 
 
    His dick was getting harder. 
 
    “Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked. 
 
    “What’s he doing!” 
 
    She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize. 
 
    “He’s having a physical reaction.” 
 
    Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!” 
 
    Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that. 
 
    She sliced through his pants, then his underpants. 
 
    Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear. 
 
    Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked! 
 
    “I need to get his shirt.” 
 
    Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son? 
 
    “Let’s just rip it off.” 
 
    “No!” screamed Danny. 
 
    “We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed. 
 
    Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?” 
 
    Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled. 
 
    Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck. 
 
    Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing. 
 
    Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood. 
 
    “Teeny weeny,” said Elize. 
 
    “Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible. 
 
    “It’s not that small,” said his mother.” 
 
    “Yes, it is.” 
 
    Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion. 
 
    “Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed. 
 
    “Elize?” 
 
    “Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen. 
 
    Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple. 
 
    Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires. 
 
    Not for my son! she thought. 
 
    But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking. 
 
    She turned redder. 
 
    Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.  
 
    Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time! 
 
    She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing. 
 
    Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles. 
 
    The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it. 
 
    “Heysoos, Mother.” 
 
    “That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed. 
 
    Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.” 
 
    Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.” 
 
    Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk. 
 
    “FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!” 
 
    “I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize. 
 
    “I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded. 
 
    Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the balusters, as purple as his face. 
 
    “Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl. 
 
    “Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.” 
 
    “I’m not wearing that shit!” 
 
    Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up. 
 
    Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop. 
 
    Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.” 
 
    His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again. 
 
    “If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.” 
 
    “Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity. 
 
    Mother and daughter stared at his door. 
 
    “What’s for dinner, Mother?” 
 
    Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.” 
 
    So they did. 
 
      
 
    Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk. 
 
    This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police! 
 
    But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him. 
 
    He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away. 
 
    His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him. 
 
    Fuck! Who was left? 
 
    His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom. 
 
    He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans. 
 
      
 
    “Can you bring over some clothes?” 
 
    “I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.” 
 
    The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line. 
 
    “Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…” 
 
    “What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events. 
 
    “She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!” 
 
    “She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked! 
 
    “I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.” 
 
    Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now. 
 
    Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.  
 
    He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes! 
 
    He walked and walked, his mind going crazy. 
 
    He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed. 
 
    He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end. 
 
    His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath. 
 
    “I know you’re awake.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed. 
 
    “I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.” 
 
    “Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed. 
 
    “Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties. 
 
    “You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.” 
 
    “I’m going to live in my bed.” 
 
    “Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?” 
 
    “He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?” 
 
    “It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t,” he breathed. 
 
    “Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.” 
 
    Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!” 
 
    “Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room. 
 
    Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection. 
 
    Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like. 
 
    He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself. 
 
    Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room. 
 
    He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment. 
 
    He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed. 
 
    He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again. 
 
    He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly. 
 
    When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material. 
 
    “Hello, brother dear.” 
 
    “Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock. 
 
    She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.” 
 
    “Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!” 
 
    “Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.” 
 
    “You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection. 
 
    “Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.” 
 
    He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one. 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “About what?” he snarled. 
 
    “About wearing girly clothes and make up.” 
 
    He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.” 
 
    Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.” 
 
    “Neither am I.” 
 
    Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.” 
 
    “And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich. 
 
    Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.” 
 
    He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again. 
 
    “Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.” 
 
    “My penis,” he blurted. 
 
    “Yes. Your penis.” 
 
    For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?” 
 
    Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.” 
 
    That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed. 
 
    “You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.” 
 
    Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man? 
 
    “The true measure of a man is how kind he is.” 
 
    “No,” blurted Danny, instantly. 
 
    Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.” 
 
    He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened. 
 
    “Was Hitler a man?” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    “He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted. 
 
    “Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest. 
 
    Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “What about Dad?” 
 
    Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.” 
 
    She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.” 
 
    “How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?” 
 
    “Guy was cool.” 
 
    “You want to be like Chuck or Dad?” 
 
    Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them. 
 
    “Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.” 
 
    Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult. 
 
    “Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.” 
 
    He did know that. 
 
    “So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.” 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    She held up a hand to forestall his objection. 
 
    “You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.” 
 
    Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this. 
 
    “And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.” 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.               
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