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book is Dedicated to my son Henry. He was a long time in coming but
he was so worth the wait. To Henry whose life has infinite
possibilities and to his mother Maryuri who went through hell to
get him here. Love you both today, tomorrow and all the days there are left to us
as a family.
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Chapter One

Black isn’t only for
funerals

 


 


 


MS
Moody blocked the stairs. Arms crossed she evaluated my appearance.
She raised one
eyebrow in rampant disapproval of my attire. But then, she had been
raising that particular brow in my general direction since I
knocked on her door three years ago evincing interest in the attic
room that was now my place of residence.

“Strange folk have been coming around asking about you” she told me in a
tone that was almost an accusation.

“Really, strange huh, exactly how strange would that be MS
Moody?”

“Well one fellow is rather tall with a longish neck and the largest
Adams apple I have ever seen. He practically pops you in the eye
with it when he talks. There has also been an older woman with
white streak in her hair, which I don’t believe is real. She has
two rather large gentlemen with her of the bad sort. Leg breakers
if you know what I mean and some slip of a girl has been about but
we haven’t talked as yet. She just pokes around outside watching.
It is all a little odd if you ask me. You know that I don’t like
things to be unruly. It is as I always say.”

After almost five years I could complete her side of the conversation as well as
she could and so I silently raddled off Rachel Moody saying number
six while she recited it orally. A disorderly house leads to a
disorderly mind and life was chaotic enough without bringing it
home.

“Yes MS Moody”
I agreed “and I will keep that in mind” I affirmed easing my way
past her and on up the stairs.

“You see, that you do” she told his retreating back.

Things were getting distinctly peculiar since my uncle Zephyr
died. Grandma named
him for the wind that blew down the barn the day of his birth and
he had not stopped moving since he popped out of her womb. He had
gone everywhere and seen things those of us that are stuck where we
are never get to see outside of a two-year-old travel magazine in
our dentist’s office.

He
had money of that
everyone in the family was sure although no one knew where he had
gotten it, just that he had it. It was the one reason so many of
them bothered to show up at the funeral. They were hoping some of
that dough would be coming their way. But it wasn’t. No will or
testament not even a bank account or a tin can stuffed with cash,
just a nice simple funeral and a hole in the ground in which they
buried his favorite Uncle.

Vic
was sorry that he
couldn’t have come up with a little green to maybe get the old
fellow a better casket but the money just wasn’t there. Working as
a janitor to pay for college left only enough for some flowers from
a street vendor. Blue Bells, Zephyr had told him once that he liked
them because he had known a woman once with eyes that were the
purest form of the color. They were he said, the essence of it in
the same way gold defined its’ hue.

He
put them on the plain pine box at the graveside. He was the only
one to go when the
rest of his relatives learned there would be no food and defiantly
no money, they had other places to be.

If
she had been alive his mother would have been there. She loved her
brother even after the rest of the family turned away from him. He
was damaged goods,
no job, and no wife, nothing that made a man legitimate in their
eyes. He spent his life just gallivanting about the world and what
does that get you? A wooden box and a small patch of dirt to drop
it in the same as everyone else Vick ruminated as they lowered his
uncle into the ground.

Vic
lingered a bit to
watch the gravediggers perform their task before wondering off
toward the bus stop and home. He would miss Zephyr. The old fellow
always had some great stories to tell most of which Vic was sure
were pure fantasy or at least wide exaggeration.

His
favorite was the story about Orange women and Blue men supposed to
inhabit some Island lost on an endless sea. It was great tale and
there was also the one about the air pirates that flew
city sized kites
across a purple sky. They would waylay travelers to take who and
what they wanted. Vic told him more than once that he should write
them down. Make a good collection of short stories or even a novel,
autobiographical fiction an entirely new genre at least for anyone
outside of politics.

“Sure, boy
sure” Zephyr would tell him “someday I will write it all down or
maybe you could do it for me.”

But someday was gone and all those stories were lost to dirt
and decay.

He
opened the door to his room a flicker of white caught his eye. It was card placed
neatly along the jam so that it would fall across his line of sight
when he opened the door. He picked it up and read the name Octavius
Wren neatly printed on the white linen card stock without any other
accompanying information, turning it over Vic saw something written
in small precise handwriting. He couldn’t make it out in the
half-light of the stair so he took it inside closing and locking
the door out of habit to prevent MS Moody from just breezing her
way into his room.

He crossed the
space and turned the light on the side table on. He held the card
under the lamp and bent down to examine the script. It was single
word in an unfamiliar language and while he was scrutinizing it the
text slowly wafted away as if it were made out of dust caught in a
sudden breeze.

He
turned it over and
back again to see if it were a trick of the light but the lettering
was gone. He was going to toss the card on the table and get a
sandwich and a beer but when he turned around a tall man with a
decidedly overlarge Adams apple was standing in the room by the
door.

“Good evening, my name is Octavius Wren.”

“How did you get in” Vic demanded of the intruder?

“You invited me” he answered offering his hand.

“Uh
I’m pretty sure
that I did no such thing” Vic told him refusing the offered
appendage.

“Oh well it’s
no matter, I am here and I wish to make a deal.”

“A
deal” Vic asked puzzled? “What kind of a deal?”

“I
wish to make a purchase?”

“Let me get this straight you broke into my room to buy
something from me?
In case you missed it on your way through my door this is not a
store and I am not selling anything” Vic finished a little louder
than he had intended as a thumping noise came from the floor? “All
right”, he called down.

When he looked up the man was gone and there was a white card stuck to the
door. He pulled it loose noting that there was no glue, pins or
tape holding it place. Written in plain script was a short message
stating that he was offering $100,000 dollars for anything that his
late Uncle might have left him. The words faded as he read them
leaving behind a plain white unused card with just the name
Octavius Wren on the opposite side, strange people
indeed.

 


The
next day she made her appearance in the company of what MS Moody
had termed
disreputable men. She introduced herself as Charlotte Rey. He was
sure from the way she said it that it was not her real name. She
smiled and said, hello flirting with all the sincerity of a snake
courting a chicken’s egg. He felt that if he were not really
careful, he would lose a few fingers or maybe an entire
arm.

“I
am so sorry for your loss” she told him taking the seat opposite
him without being asked. Her two shadows drifted to right angles
from her each he was sure was ready to do anything this
woman asked. They were
both dressed in perfect suits tailored to hide their bulging
muscles and whatever else they carried. Each wore a cap pulled down
tightly about their ears shielding most of their head and face from
view. There was something odd about their eyes but he couldn’t
really see them clearly because both men stood obliquely to
him.

“You knew my Uncle” Vic asked?

“Oh, he was a darling man. I miss him so” she
answered.

“Really, he never mentioned you” Vic said.

“Oh
well everyone has their little secrets.”

“Uh
huh” Vic
mumbled.

“Listen” she said, “If he gave you anything or left you some little worthless
trinket or bauble that you might want to unload, believe me I know
how hard it is to put yourself through school a little cash will
make things easier. I’d be doing it you understand, out of the
respect I had for your Uncle. I know that he would have wanted me
to help you and well I would also like something of his, a memento
of a lost friend.”

There was one thing certain she had never been a
friend of his Uncles. She
was probably just after the same thing as the man from last
night.

“Well I have to go, but here is my card” she offered. He didn’t
reach for it so she put it on the table in front of him. “Give me a
call if you need anything or if you find anything of your Uncle’s you want to
sell.”

“Sure” he answered telling her what she wanted to hear.

The
odd thing about all was that only thing his Uncle left him was a
bunch of great memories and fantastic stories. As to what these
people were looking
for Vic could only guess.

Life sort of got back to normal after Charlotte’s visit. Of Mister Wren he saw
neither hide nor hair but he did notice that no matter how hard he
tried he could not get rid of the man’s card. He threw it in the
wastebasket he found it on the desk in the morning. He took it down
to the dumpster marking the corner so that he would know if it were
a different card and again it was back on the desk mark clearly
present despite the stains and coffee grounds. He gave up and put
it in a draw and that seemed to satisfy it because it did not
reappear on the desk.

Classes and finals held his attention and the strange events
surrounding his Uncle’s death receded. There was also Carol Altman.
Carol was one of the prettiest girls in school and every guy wanted to date her and
of course none could. She was one of those rare women that made
friends with everyone but remained staunchly single waiting for the
right guy or girl he supposed.

If
Vic were asked to describe her, he would have said that she was a tall beautiful
brunette with an almost regal quality to her. She never had a crass
word to say to anyone and made friends easily. Even the women that
were jealous of her could not help but call her friend.

She
never however took any advantage of her popularity to run for class president or
head cheerleader it was enough to make friends and be one. There
was no shortage of young men that had soiled their sheets thinking
of her. He was among them. In a way he was worse than most he had
the pretension to love her despite the fact that she was as far
from him as the sun was from Pluto.

But
that all changed the day he came home to find a small package on
his bed. It had his address scrawled on the crinkled craft paper
that had been used to wrap it and even that would had come off if it were not for
the twine that held it forlornly in place as the tape in the
corners had long since given up. He cut the string and removed the
paper to find a small black rectangular brick. Knocking on its
surface returned only a dull thud as if it were just a
quadrilateral rock. After over an hour of looking it over and
finding not even a seam he put it on the desk and got out his books
to study for his chemistry final. After several more hours of
studying and then dinner he came back to the small black object.
What the hell could this be he mused.

Then the idea popped into his head. Could this be what Wren
and Ray were looking for just after his Uncle’s funeral? But why
would they want to pay him all that money for a black brick. There must be more to
this object than appeared but, what? He decided to let that go for
now and think on it after tomorrows test for now he would sleep
with it under his pillow to make sure that no one would steal it in
the night.

The night
passed fitfully. He had the oddest dreams. Carol Altman featured
prominently in them and they were the most lurid and erotic dreams
he had ever had.

He
woke early in the morning to find that he was not alone in his bed.
The first thing he noticed besides her weight on the mattress was her perfume.
It was the same scent that Carol wore and it was causing him to be
more than a little aroused. Pulling the covers back from her face
he was surprised to see Carol’s beautiful visage. How had she
gotten in he wondered? The door and windows were locked. He had
made sure because of the tall man’s apparent ability to get passed
locked doors. He had set the bars on the door and windows and
looking now he could see that the one on the door at least was
still in place.

He
played with the
idea of waking her but held off. Had they been intimate he
wondered. The question of whether to awaken her became mute when
she opened her eyes.

“Hi” she said in that perfect tone that he had come to
cherish.

“Wow” she said, sitting up and pulling the covers from her naked body. She
leaped from the bed and went into the bathroom. What are these she
asked indicting her ample breasts. Your mammary glands he told her
trying to stay clinical and soft.

“They are nice” she said.

She
then took up his
brush after staring at for a moment she smiled as if she figured
something out and began straightening out her hair.

It
began to dawn on him that while this looked like Carol it was not
then he remembered the black artifact. He reached
under the pillow
and confirmed that it was no longer there, which lead him to the
strange conclusion that somehow the woman combing her hair and the
strange object were one and the same. How it was possible that a
black rock could become a woman overnight was not something that he
could explain but it seemed the only explanation for what had
happened.

He
wanted to ask her or it if she remembered being a black brick when
she suddenly came back and leaped onto the mattress with such force
that he was bounced onto the floor revealing the erection he was trying to hide. She
immediately pounced.

“Oh, this is cool” she told him taking his organ in her hand.
She played with it a bit and then said oh I am… She put her hand
between her legs and felt her sex. I am wet she told him and then it dawned on her
why and what the organ she had in her hand was for and before he
could stop her, he was inside of her.

“Oh, this is nice she told him as she rose and fell over his
groin.”

He
thought about pushing her off but could not muster the resolve to stop this beautiful
copy of Carol from having her fun.

He would have
wanted it to last forever but it didn’t. They both reached peek
about the same time and it was over. She said something about him
making a mess and she left him on the floor while she reentered the
bathroom closing the door behind her perfect butt. The sound of the
shower came to him a few minutes later. He went over to the sink
and did something similar before hunting up his cloths. What the
hell had just happened? Had he had sex with a brick or Carol
Altman?

It
was while he was dressing that he noticed the inside of the packaging in the garbage
had writing on it. He retrieved it recognizing his Uncles
script.

Victor

This is the most valuable object that I have
ever owned. It goes by
many names I just called it the Omni-One. There are those that
would gladly kill you to possess it although I think that they
would first try to buy it figuring that you would be ignorant of
its true potential. If you are reading this then I am dead and
hopefully I have been for a while. When the certainty of situation
became apparent, I left it with a friend who was to deliver it to
you after my demise. He was to wait a little while after the
funeral to make it seem to those looking for it that you did not
have what they sought.

Now
as to what it is and who made it I can only answer one of those questions by saying it
can be whatever you want it to be but it can only be one thing at a
time and then if you want it bad enough or concentrate hard enough
it can return to its own form and then become something else you
wish it to be. As to who made it no one knows although I have read
some ancient texts that describe it and attribute it to the First
Ones. As to whether that is true, I cannot say.

Unfortunately,
the operation of the device varies from individual to individual so
you will have to find your own way to make it work. I used to
meditate with it to make it change form and on certain rare
occasions when my life was in danger. I was able to command it but
that does not always work so do not depend on it. Now to the last
for a I am out of time, it can only be given it cannot be taken
once you accept it, it is yours until you die which is why having
it puts you in danger and also why you must guard it from those
that would use it as a means to power.

It
is the only thing
of any worth that I have to give you and I am sorry that it also a
burden that you must carry. Be careful and above all while you are
learning to use it do not do anything big because that will bring
unwanted attention. They can track it, how I do not know. I do know
that whatever they use requires a substantial release of energy to
pinpoint the device. Oh, one last thing it can be used to travel
between worlds. I’ll leave it to you to figure out how because as I
have said it works differently for each person.

 


Good Luck, see you on the other side.

Zephyr


The
note explained a lot but by no means all. He had somehow triggered
the change probably from his dreams then the thought came to him what if he had just
gotten her pregnant. Could he get her or it pregnant and what would
the baby be like? It was all too confusing and if she turned back
into a block after having the child what would he do. Then he
thought about Wren and Ray. They would kill him to possess the
device. They might be coming right this minute. He went to the
window and looked out nothing but a quiet weekend morning on a
peaceful street just like thousands of other college towns across
the country.

That he knew,
was likely to change soon. They had better get out of here. He
gathered his things and got ready to go. She came out of the
bathroom just then.

“Are we going somewhere she asked?”

“Yes,” he told her handing her some of his cloths. They
wouldn’t fit well but they would have to do until they could get
her something more suitable. He quickly got her into them and
instead of going out the front door he took her into the closet and
pulled up the boards revealing a ladder that he used to sneak women
into his room from the basement.

He
had discovered it the month after he had moved in.
Some former tenant had
undoubtedly built it. He was glad right now that whoever he was had
gone to the trouble because today it would save his
life.

Octavius Wren was half way across the universe when the detector went off.
He immediately called up the location realizing the minute he saw
it his mistake. Charlotte was on another world. She screamed
furiously and stabbed one of her retainers with a sword. She
immediately made arrangements to return to earth and claim the
prize.

The
girl who looked like Carol and Vic were miles from his room when by chance the woman
that called herself Charlotte and Octavius Wren happen to arrive
within minutes of each other. Each upon discovering the presence of
the other attacked with all the force they could muster. Octavius
managed to incinerate one of her imps before she struck back with
enough force to level the building, which it promptly did. MS Moody
ran outside at the sound of the first attack and watched in horror
as her house collapsed in upon itself.

“I
never should have
rented to that boy she fumed. Dam all disorderly people” she
screamed.

Vic
was buying simulated Carol clothes when he heard the explosion.
Given the situation that he was now in he assumed that it had something to do with
the former black brick that was just then admiring herself in the
mirror.

“I
look nice” she said “don’t you think I look nice” she
asked?

“Very nice” he told her, it “let’s go.”

“Okay” she agreed.

He paid for
the garments and then he led her to the back of the store and out
into the Alley. They would have to avoid the open streets and stick
to back ways. If that explosion was his old room going up then they
were really pissed at not finding the object. He could only imagine
how irritated the man with the bobbing Adams apple and the woman
calling herself Charlotte would be if they figured out, he had
inadvertently turned their prize into a young woman.

“I
don’t like this place” she told him “I want to go someplace warm and
pretty.”

“That sounds nice he told her but since I do not have an airplane stuck down the
back of my pants, we will just have to keep going this way and hope
we find a way to a better place.”

She
didn’t like it but she seemed to get the drift of what he was trying to tell
her so she allowed him to drag her along behind him as they made
their way along the maze of alleys that connected the businesses in
this part of town.

They were almost to the street on which his friend Jake had his loft when
they were spotted by Charlotte and one of her goons. He turned to
go the other way only to find it blocked by the on-rushing Octavius
Wren. He looked around hastily for a door or window they could
force but there was only unyielding brick on either side of them.
It appeared that the Monroe luck was running true to form let you
run for daylight and just before you reach it turn off the
sun.

“Dam” he mumbled “now what?”

“I
don’t like those people mock Carol said let’s get out of here.”

“I’d love to”
he agreed “but we are out of road.”

He
watched them come calculating in his head where he might have the
best chance of slipping through when suddenly she tugged him
towards the brick wall on his left.

“Where are you
going” he asked, figuring that like all creatures she was trying to
find a place to hide so he went along coming to the conclusion that
it couldn’t get any worse, then for a second it seemed that it
did?

There was cold and fiery pain and then there was warm water on his feet and for
instant he entertained the notion that his bladder had released
upon death but then there was sound. The resonance of waves
crashing on a shore. He opened his eyes and looked about. They were
no longer in the alley but on a beach in the moonlight standing in
the surf and she was looking at him with a big wide smile and
something else in her eyes. She pulled him up the beach to a soft
spit of sand and he surrendered.

 


 




 Chapter Two

Paradise

 


This was the kind of place they meant when whoever it was
coined the word Paradise. There were beaches that went on forever
with water the temperature of a nice warm bath and food everywhere
for the picking or grabbing in the case of the delicious fish and
little crabs that inhabited the tidal pools and the shallows. How
he had gotten here was still a little fuzzy. He was sure that she
had somehow transported them but she could not remember how and so
far, she had not been able to repeat it.

They spent several days chasing each other through the surf and catching and
cooking their food and of course making love. She was a woman or
female intoxicated with the pleasure of her body and how she could
get even more pleasure with the use of his. He had tried to put her
off a couple times but like most women the word no was not
something they wanted to hear when it was their needs that required
slacking.

He
had tried to start a fire the first day with middling success when
she just touched his little pile of kindling and it came immediately to light.
After that he let her start all the fires. It was a pleasant little
holiday but he needed to get back to his life. There was next
quarter to register for and maybe he could get a chance to retake
that chemistry final or more probably retake the class. His life
was waiting and he was stuck here.

The
only thing he was certain of was that this was not Earth. This
world had two moons and a decidedly orange and over large sun.
While many of the creatures he had seen were similar to those one might find in the
same habitat on his home world there were differences. These crabs
had blue strips and orange spots. He had not wanted to eat them but
she had so he figured they probably wouldn’t kill him and if they
did it would be quicker than starving to death.

So,
they had played and hunted and lay out in the sun letting their skin turn bronze.
He noticed that her hair had started to change. At first her black
locks became streaked and then it faded to brown and then one
morning she was a blond. He couldn’t figure out if she had done it
herself or this was normal for her.

She
watched him sleep off their most recent bought of sex as he called
it. She had no memory for such things or for much at all from a
previous life or even if she’d had one.

What she remembered was waking up in his room and having sex with him and the
feel of warm water on her skin and his seed running down her leg.
It was seed she knew. Although how she knew she couldn’t have said.
She remembered the mechanics of life but nothing of who she was or
who she had been. The only thing even close to a memory came to her
while she was bathing. She let the water of the fall wash over her.
Her mind was blank just the feel of the cool water on her sun
bronzed skin. Then she was there on a wide dark plan with a blood
red sun in the distance. Herds of large eight-legged creatures ran
across it and she could hear the sound of someone calling or
singing she couldn’t be sure if it were a memory or a half
remembered crazy dream.

She
understood that sex lead to babies and wondered what that would be like. She didn’t
want to have it here though as nice as this place was it was not a
home. Home was something she felt she needed to find or have but
for now, she was with him and that was enough. She felt a
connection to him that was beyond just the connection of their
bodies. She wanted to stay with him. She would have to wait and see
if she could remember how she brought them here. Maybe if she could
recall that she could figure out who or what she was.

On
the morning of the fifth day they saw sails on the horizon. He thought of
making a signal fire but decided against it because he had no way
of knowing if they were friend or foe. They had just finished
making love when he rolled over and saw them. The next day they
were closer. He was certain now that they were headed here. They
would have to find a place to hide until they could ascertain if
the new arrivals were going to be hostile. She followed him inland.
He was looking for a cave or outcrop that would give them a view of
the bay but would also afford them concealment and if it came to it
defense. Although he doubted that a fire-hardened stick would be
much use against any sort of real armament.

Two
days later three ships sailed into the bay. He and Carol watched
from the ridge.
There was a small hollow on the crest of the hill and they had
hunkered down to watch. They were unlike any ships that he had ever
seen. Instead of sails each had three rotating cylinders sprouting
from their decks. The one on the center was half again as high as
the two that flanked it. The ships themselves were narrow streamed
lined vessels. They were many times larger than any of the sailing
ships that had plied earth’s oceans when using the wind was the
only way to get from here to there.

All
three ships came to
a stop within feet of each other. Long boats were lowered and
crewmen climbed down to man them. The little skiffs moved the short
distance to the beach without emitting a sound. No oar broke the
surface of the lagoon and no motor echoed through the still air.
Whatever propelled them did so without producing the usual
racket.

Once they reached the beach the crews set out into the jungle.
It was time to hide. He led Carol into the little cave that he
decided gave them the best chance of concealment. He held the small tree back until
they both got inside and then let it go. It would be almost
impossible for anyone to see the cave from lower on the slope. They
would have to actually have to know that the cave was there to find
or at least fall into like he did when he discovered it.

The
day before he had climbed up here looking for a place to hide and
he tripped and fell through the small tree that covered the
entrance. He hadn’t even seen the grotto before he was in it so he
figured no one else would either.

The
sun was starting to
fade when he heard them. He had expected the gruff voices of men
but he was surprised to hear the laughter of women. Looking out
through the foliage he spied one of them at the bottom of their
little hill. She was garishly dressed in a patchwork of greens and
blues with a floppy hat and some sort of feathers but what was
really odd about her was the fact that she was Orange. She pointed
up the hill right at them and shouted something. Well so much for
concealment he thought.

“Let’s go” he told her.

After he had fallen in to the little cave, he had fashioned a
torch and explored beyond the entrance in doing so he found that
there was another entrance lower on the far ridge. It wasn’t easy
to get to and they would have to wiggle their way through some spots but that would
also make their pursuers do the same. How they had found them was
mystery but that would have to wait until after they escaped.
Twenty minutes later they crawled free of the cave and came face to
face with a band of Orange woman with very nasty looking weapons,
surrender was their only option.

They were bound and lead back to the boats. They were
instructed mostly by the prodding of a weapon muzzle in the back to
take seats in opposite dinghies but when Carol wouldn’t be separated from him, they
relented and sat both of them at the bow of one of the boats. The
trip was fast and bouncy and in no time, they were being handed up
to the rest of the crew on deck of the largest of the three ships.
They were taken to a large cabin and secured to two chairs and it
was there they were left to wait.

He
looked over at her worried that she might be in total terror but
instead she smiled back at him like this was the most fun she’d
ever had. It occurred to him that she was really only five days old and like any other
five days old in the universe she really had no understanding of
fear or danger.

He
wasn’t sure how long they had been there before what he took for
the captain came in. Unlike her crew she was not
orange. She was
tall and pretty in a hard way and her long blond hair flowed freely
down her back restrained only by one black ribbon. A cutlass
dangled at her hip and she regarded the two of them with a slight
sneer.

She
sat at the desk took out a long thin knife. She produced a small piece of wood and
began to whittle. She spoke but it sounded like gibberish. She
raised her voice as if they were deaf. Then grunting in
frustration, she went to one of the cupboards built into the
bulkhead and retrieved a black pouch. She angrily fiddled with the
drawstring until it opened. Then she dumped the contents out onto
the desk. She retrieved a silver chain inset with a crystal. She
held it out in front of her and began mouthing something in the
same unintelligible language. The crystal began to shine then it
got brighter and brighter until he could no longer look at it. He
closed his eyes but somehow, he could still see it and just when he
could feel the onset of a splitting headache from its radiance or
at least go blind it stopped.

“Can you understand me now” the captain asked after he
recovered?

When he again opened his eyes, she was back at her desk
putting the crystal and the silver chain back into the
pouch.

“I
guess you can” she answered for them. “What were the two
of you doing on my
island?”

He
looked over at Carol and she shrugged. He had known idea what to
say either but he had to say something so he looked at their captor
as straight in the eye as was possible and bull shitted to the best
of his ability.

“We
honestly did not
know that it belonged to anyone and we are really sorry to have
trespassed. But you see our ship sank and it was only luck that we
ended up here. It was in no way planned.”

“Ship sunk huh, well that’s a lie” she informed him “no ship
has sunk in a
hundred years. So, unless you are going to tell me next that you
are time travelers you better come up with another story or I will
throw you to the crew and sell the girl in Havens Port.”

“Um, I don’t think you will believe the truth” he
started.

“He’s mine”
Carol suddenly said and “they can’t have him.”

“What did you say you little tart” their captor
demanded.

“I
said he is mine and you can’t throw him to the crew. I simply will
not allow it” and just like that Vic was no longer in the
conversation he was
now the subject of it.

“You my little dear have no say in what happens to him or to
you for that matter you are both my property and if you cannot give
me a reason not to sell you and let my crew get their needs seen
too by him then I
will take a profit where I can” she told them.

I
don’t care one wit for you or your crew and I am no one’s
possession but he is mine and you will not touch him. You will
release us now and take us were we want to go” Carol
demanded.

“If
I don’t” she asked “what will you do about it? You are in chains?”

“This”, Carol answered as the chains fell to the floor and
she rose to confront the captain who found she could not
move.

“You are now my prisoner and if I like I might sell you or your
crew. Now you can stay like that or you can order your crew to take us to the nearest
large port, give us a cabin and leave us alone until we get there
and if you are really nice to us maybe I won’t burn your ship to
the water line” she told the captain igniting the small pile of
slivers on her desk with the tip of her finger.

The
captain was much more accommodating after her little stint of
suspended animation. Mock Carol removed his chains
and taking his hand
lightly in hers led him to the cabin that the captain gave them out
of fear.

“This is much
better Carol told her now scat until I call you. Tell your cook to
make us something to eat only the best will do.” The captain nodded
because speaking at that moment would have been so much
harder.

After the she left Carol looked around examining the cupboards and the closets
finding some things to her liking, she pulled a red dress from one
the armoires.

“This is nice she told him help me into it.”

She
had to repeat herself twice he was still dealing with her sudden
change from almost
childlike simplicity to threatening and manipulating their captor.
He thought the fire was over the top and the captain’s expression
turned from a smirk to outright fear when she saw her light the
pile of slivers with her finger. Vic was sure she was seeing her
wooden ship go up in flames. It was a battle she could not win. The
only choice was surrender.

He
still did not know how these people had found them on the island
but he did have theory. In his last letter to Vic on the inside of
the wrapper his Uncle had mentioned that the device could be
tracked. He wondered if now that it was human if her use of magic
left a trail that could be followed? If that was the case then he
was in trouble because if these women could find her so could
others. It made things a good deal more dangerous.

Help me with this she asked him yet again as she held the
dress up to herself
for his appraisal. It was not the sort of dress he was used to
seeing on women. On his world women wore light fabrics that were
easily gotten into and out of this was made of heavy brocaded silk
and would cover every bit of her not to mention it was
red.

“I
don’t like the color” he told her.

“Help me” she commanded. It took them almost an hour by his
reckoning to get her into it. There were so many hooks and petticoats to the thing
that he never thought he would see an end to it. But finally, there
was and he stood back to examine what they had wrought and he was
pleasantly surprised. It fit her like it were made for her and he
suspected that she had worked her magic to make it so. It covered
her completely and in doing so revealed her femininity in a way
that the looser and skimpier dress that women wore in his world
somehow missed. You are a queen he told her and she smiled, and
then she kissed him saying “let’s see what’s possible.”

This new understanding of the world had come as a surprise to
Carol. One moment
she was like a child and the next she was a woman grown. If she
were to attribute a cause to her new-found sentients it would have
to be when the captain threatened to throw Vic to her crew. Vic was
hers and no other woman had a right to him unless of course she
decided she did. It didn’t matter to her if Vic had sex with
another woman if it were her choice.

Two
weeks later the ship made Harbor town. They took the dress and the rest of the
cloths she had scrounged from the ship and bid the captain and her
crew of orange women adieu. Whether from fear of insulting her
powerful passenger or curiosity the captain had invited them to
share her table that first evening
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On the run
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