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Part One: The Genesis of Jack

 



 


 The
Commandments of Light

 


Light every room in your home to keep the
dark at bay

Drive shadow out wherever you find it

Speak only with those you can see by
light

And do not listen to voices in the
night

Never walk in shadow while light still
remains

 


Pray that the sun and the moon never
fail

Trust the stars in the night sky to watch
over you

Honour the rainbow as the sun's
daughter

Walk only in light even though darkness
falls about you

Do not let darkness make a home in your
heart

 


 


 Genesis:
Threefold Demon

 


What follows here is the original
transcript of an interview with the hybrid creature and anarchist
known as Jack of Shades. The Grey Recorder, Sister Dove has known
Jack for three years and this is the first time she has been able
to get him to open up about his origins. She says he is a creature
of contradiction. One of his favourite titles is ‘the lie in the
service of truth’. As he has said to Sister Dove, his lies will
never compromise the truth. Dove is certain that there is more than
an element of truth in such statements. The Jack of Shades is the
consummate showman, both brutal and kind, both gentle and
rough.

 


Sister Dove intends to edit this into a
style more consistent with that used in the volume “Lessons from
Shadow” once she has confirmed the veracity of the statements.
After the interview was terminated, Sister Dove said she was
strangely moved by the honesty and openness of the shadow creature.
The interview was peppered by asides and interruptions from the
three identities inhabiting the one body. Before she went into
retreat she said what impressed her most was the unity of the three
not the conflict displayed:

 


 


Ben’s story

 


I wish I could be standing here in front
of you in my own body. I was so handsome, beautiful even some would
say. So young and so full of life but that was before, when I had a
body all of my own. I don’t want you to think I do not appreciate
this body I now share.

 


What was that? Of course I’m sure. OK, I’m
certain I was fairly good looking. Maybe nothing out of the
ordinary. Unremarkable if I’m honest but it suited my career choice
after all I did not need to attract undue attention. But see me
naked and you would have to stop and stare if you know what I mean.
You don’t? Well when we encounter some guy of a similar standing
I’ll let you know. What you? You’re OK, I suppose. OK, OK, you are
beautiful and under different circumstances I couldn’t help but
stare at you and couldn’t wait to get my hands on you one way or
another. Sadly as we share the same body that is not going to
happen in quite the same way. Satisfied? Right.

 


What’s that? Yes, I see, Sister Dove. I am
getting ahead of myself. Let me start at the beginning.

 


My name is or was Ben Southey. I was a
freelance investigative reporter. I’d just had an article published
concerning unaccountable changes in government policies and, more
worrying, character changes of those in power. It was titled “A
Quiet Invasion” and I was really proud of it. I could see awards
and work coming my way. None of that means anything now. Still I
should keep to the events that brought me here.

 


It was a hot summer, like this one but
without the rain. Every day there were warnings about the heat and
the possibility of wildfires but that did not concern me. I was
living in the city with air conditioning switched fully on. I was
on the underground returning home after a busy day working. I was
in an end carriage having just managed to catch the train before
the doors closed. It was not my favorite location but that was not
going to spoil my mood. Tomorrow I was on vacation, trekking in the
Welsh mountains with a bunch of people I did not know, visiting
places I have not been to. I was looking forward to getting away
from everyone I knew and all their demands on me. Walking through
cool valleys and playiung around under waterfalls. I would be far
away from all the tech that filled all my waking hours. Just to
breathe clean air and drink from a mountain stream, not forgetting
the promise of rain. I knew it could not live up to the advertising
hype but if it delivered on just a quarter of the promise it would
suit me fine. There was always the chance of a good time with
someone looking for a little no-strings attached shagging. A pretty
someone of course of whatever gender they happened to identifying
with. When I say pretty I’m very inclusive. If you can make me
smile or if you are basically a kind soul then the wrapping has no
bearing whatsoever. I’m no prude, I love people and the less
clothes there are between me and them the better.

 


Was this likely to happen? That someone
would take a fancy to me and act on it? It’s been known. Not that
often? True. You really want to know? If I was between articles,
anything from between two or three times a month to every other day
but that can be exhausting. Does that make me a whore? Not in my
book, no! What else is in my book? Shut up, Jack. It’s just a
figure of speech. What? Yes, alright, I’ll write something nice
about you in my book. OK, OK, something nice about the both of you.
No, not who I’d have a shag with first. I shag you both at
the same time.

 


The facts, Sister Dove? How many women
and men? No? You sure? I can remember every one of them. Everything
about each encounter. I remember them well. No? The facts leading
to my current status? Right. Back to the story.

 


Something happened that never happens to
me. I fell asleep or at least I think I fell asleep. One second we
were pulling out of Charing Cross tube station and the next I was
seated in an empty carriage pulling into a poorly lit station.

 


A crackle came from the tanoy and then an
announcement was made. “This service will terminate here. All
passengers must disembark here. Please ensure you take all your
possessions when you leave the carriage. This service terminates
here.”

 


I got up from my seat and walked to the
exit door and reached out to press the open button. The door slid
open before I touched it. I looked out and peered along the
platform. Where was I? I could not see the station name or any
other indications of the location.

 


I stepped out of the carriage. Where was
everyone else? “Any one here? Can you help me?” I called out. As I
did so the carriage doors closed and the train was suddenly moving
off silently. That’s not possible, I knew that was not right. What
was going on!

 


The lights above my end of platform
started to flicker and then go out. I started to walk and then run
as all the lights behind me followed suit. An exit sign was just
ahead, above an opening, and I made it into it’s well lit security
before the platform was plunged into darkness.

 


My heart was pounding. Calm down, take a
breath. Stop and think. OK. I missed my stop and this station is
closing for the night. Closing? What time is it? I looked at my
watch. The display was blank. Great, what else can go wrong? I need
to get out, find out where I am and call a taxi. Get home and
forget all this.

 


I made my way along the long tiled tunnel
away from the platform following the exit signs. The twists and
turns, the right turns and the left turns soon left me with the
feeling that this must be a nightmare. Finally I arrived at the
foot of the escalators and stairs leading up to the surface. The
escalators were not moving so the central stairs it was. As I
climbed them I noticed how dusty everything was. How many people
use these stairs or even the station? None by the look of this
undisturbed dust.

 


The lights began to dim. What the hell is
going on. I increased my pace. As I did I could hear a murmuring as
if a crowd of people was following me. I stopped and looked back.
Nothing. No one there. Suddenly I felt I was being jostled and
pushed up the stairs. I picked up my speed again and the jostling
diminished. The head of the stairway was close now.

 


As I approached the top the air ahead
began to shimmer. It was like looking into a mirror. There I was
coming back down the stairs followed by a crowd of people. I risked
a look back down the stairs. No one. I stopped but suddenly hands
grabbed me and lifted me up, thrusting me forward and upwards.

 


I smashed into the shimmering surface and
through it into darkness.

 


What else do I remember? Ah, yes.

 


Just before I collided with my reflection
I noticed the mirror image me was smiling broadly showing a set of
pointed teeth.

 


No, my own teeth were not pointed and I
was certainly not smiling at that moment.

 


Tom, you’d better take over here as I was
knocked out for quite a while.

 


 


****

 


 


Back then I was just Tom Brewerson. Tomus
Brewerson, in fact. I worked at the brew house for our area, like
my mother and hers before them. One way or another I ended up
condemned to death by night demon.

 


Why? Must I say? OK.

 


I was caught by the brother of the village
super in bed with his niece.

 


No, that wasn’t the main reason after
all we were to be wed. At least that was what I thought. The
wedding, that is. The main reason? Yes, the real reason. It was all
arranged between my supposed beloved and her uncle before I was
wooed by her. It was a wager to see who could bed me first. I was
the forfeit. The forfeit? I would lose all I had. That is
what they were after. No, it would not have mattered who bedded me,
I would be the loser either way. What? Come off it you two. You’ve
seen them both. Make your own minds up as to whether I made the
right choice seeming as there was no right choice.

 


The uncle sent her away and made me stand
there naked while he and his cronies admired me. They said I needed
breaking in. When I asked what they meant they said I needed
dishonouring.

 


Dishonouring? Surely you know what I mean.
No? OK! They would fuck me up the arse! You understand that? I know
you do. Very funny, Ben! You just wanted me to say fuck and arse.
You didn’t. Jack is that you? Jack, behave.

 


Dishonouring! What? You call that rape.
I would be a victim and not dishonoured. Well that goes to show you
are not from around here, Ben. What? Yes, I am glad of that
fact. I appreciate that very much that you are not from
around here and take a much more considerate view of such
things.

 


I refused and began to shout for help.
Sometimes I think I should have done what they suggested and gone
on with my life even if it meant being passed from one to the other
until they tired of me.

 


Why did I not get help when I called
out? Oh yeah. Did I not say her uncle was the magistrate and
village treasurer? No? Well he was. What? Were they ugly?
The cronies? What’s that got to do with anything? OK. They looked
fine but they were brutes and they would have made my life hell.
And I could never had wed anyone especially the super’s daughter.
Did it work out better than I thought? I suppose it did considering
it meant me almost dying and ending up some kind of demon. Sarcasm?
I suppose so.

 


To cut a long story short I was raped by
at least two of them while being held down and gagged. When they
had taken their pleasure I was bound up with rope and put onto a
covered wagon and taken off somewhere. It was just before sunset
when the wagon came to a stop and I was dragged from the wagon,
untied and thrown down a dry well far from the village with no food
or water. All I had was a stub of a candle and couple of matches to
prolong my contemplation of my folly.

 


Yes, Ben, it was you who interrupted my
contemplation. I’m getting to that part. What? My folly was to
refuse them as they dishonoured me anyway. Yes, after clubbing me
near-insensible. No, I guess I did not enjoy it. No, not because I
was dazed. You are a monster, Jack of Shades, and you know it!
What? Oh hah hah. No, it was not funny considering. I’m not
listening. Sorry, Sister Dove, it’s like living with unruly
teenagers sometimes. Teenagers? That’s one of those things from
Ben’s weird vocabulary. Yes, boys and girls on the verge of
adulthood. Yes, we’ve all been there.

 


Blood was trickling down my face. I must
have grazed my head on the well wall as I landed. The floor of the
well was covered in moss. Night moss it must have been. Bones
protruded here and there. This must be where they disposed of their
victims, I thought to myself. I would be joining them soon, I
realised.

 


I was very thirsty and it was getting
dark. I would have to light the candle soon if I was to keep the
demons at bay. The last of the light was moving steadily back up
the well wall when a darkness began to seep from a crack in the
brickwork opposite me. It formed a pool at the base of the well. I
pushed myself to my feet and watched it fearfully. Was it a demon?
Surely night had not fallen. After a while the seeping stopped and
the pool just lay there.

 


What did it look like? A shadow is the
best description. A shadow that was not thrown by anything I could
see. Yes, it was strange.

 


The last of the light was gone and I had
to light my candle. If I was to live I had no choice, even if it
was for only an hour or two. Something good might happen to
reprieve me and soon I hoped before whatever that was happening a
few feet away from me came to a conclusion.

 


I lowered myself down to the floor,
keeping a close watch on the pool of shadow. Nothing happened for
some time and then it began to draw itself up into a mound. It
seemed to be pulling the darkness into itself. Like it was sucking
up the shades that inhabited the space. Slowly it began to take on
the shape of a curled up figure, a male demon I guessed. It rolled
over onto its back and its chest began to rise and fall.

 


Was it clothed? No. It was naked and
definitely male.

 


It began to mutter profanities just as my
candle guttered and went out. Darkness fell.

 


I was frozen in terror. Ben, you need to
take over the retelling as I am not clear how things went on from
then.

 


****

 


I came to in complete darkness. “Oh fuck!”
I gasped. A male voice screamed interrupting the well practiced
sequence of swearing that was poised in my throat. My head throbbed
and I felt weak.

 


The screaming was cut off and a hoarse
voice began to question me. “Who are you? Where did you come from?
Are you a night demon? Have you come for me?”

 


“I’m me. Ben. My name is Ben. What do you
mean a night demon?”

 


“Don’t try to trick me. Everyone knows
what a night demon is.”

 


“What, even a night demon?” I said.

 


There was silence for a moment.

 


“Yes, even a night demon knows it is a
night demon. Just like we know they call us sun scum.”

 


“Look, my name is Ben. I know nothing of
demons and sun scum. What’s your name? And where am I?”

 


“I have no name. I have been dishonoured.
Thrown down this well into the dark by . . . never mind. I am lost.
We are both lost. Now we are just waiting for the creatures of the
night to rise up and feast on us. Unless you are trying to trick me
and you are the demon that’s come for me.”

 


“Look, I do not know what you are talking
about. How can I be down a well? I was on my way home on the
underground and ended up here somehow. Down a well you say?”

 


“You were underground? You must be a night
creature of some kind. End me!” There came a sound of fabric
tearing. “Here, my throat and chest are bared. Sink your teeth into
my flesh.Take my soul. Drink it down. Save me from endlessly
wandering the night. I cannot exist in the dark much longer.”

 


Underground? It is a transport system with
tunnels and rails down which trains travel station to station. A
train of carriages? Yes. No, not pulled by beasts of burdens. No,
pulled by an engine. A machine. Like a mechanical horse on wheels.
That’s no clearer is it? Shall we move on? Good.

 


“Come off it. I am a vegan. Besides I
cannot see a thing down here. I’d like to see who I am about to get
butch with,” I said even though any sort of intimacy was far from
my mind.

 


No, I’m not lying. I was not feeling horny
in the least. Leave it alone, Jack. OK, OK! I’m a horny bastard and
love sex. Just not then!

 


A vegan, Sister Dove? Someone who does not
eat flesh of a living creature. Yes, like a vegetarian, a very
strict one. like the ascetics amongst the Greys? Yes, as strict as
they are. We have nothing to do with another living creature. Sex?
Of course we have sex, as you know, with each other. I meant we do
not take advantage of other types of living creatures. As in eat or
farm or wear them as clothing.

 


“You would butcher me? You would torture
me first?” said the voice from across the way. “ So be it, Vegan.
Here come towards my voice. I am backed up against the well side. I
am stretching out my hands. Grasp them and take what you need but
promise me you will leave me dead.”

 


I must end this foolishness. “OK. Do not
move. I will do as you wish.” I put out a hand behind me and felt
damp brickwork. It felt less substantial than I would have liked. I
thought that if I pushed too hard my hand would sink into it. “I am
following the wall. I will be at your side in no time.”

 


I took a step. A wave of nausea hit me at
the same time as something hooked around my foot. I stumbled. I
fell to the ground. I sat up and groaned.

 


“Are you well, demon?”

 


“I feel so weak and I tripped over
something. It feels like . . . oh my god . . . its a bone . . . a
long one . . . a leg bone. Where in hell am I? This is a
nightmare.” I could no longer take this and began to sob. I am a
proud man but screw it.

 


“Demon, are you hurt?”

 


“I’m not a demon! I’m Ben and I’m not
going to eat you or kill you.”

 


“But you must. I can come to you, Ben. You
can do with me what you need.”

 


“I can? I don’t want to do anything with
you. Why would I?”

 


“But you must take my life and save me
from purgatory.”

 


“OK, if that is what you want. Come to me
if you must. I’m not going anywhere. Be careful.”

 


“I will crawl round by the wall.”

 


A few moments later a hand brushed my face
and then jerked back.

 


“I am kneeling before you, demon Ben.”

 


I heard some fumbling. “What are you
doing?”

 


“I’m removing my jerkin to make it easier
for you,” he replied.

 


Now that’s what I call obliging, I
thought, if I was a murdering demon. “OK. Let me check you over. I
do not eat just anyone’s soul.”

 


I sat up and reached out. My left hand
came in contact with a shoulder. It shuddered. “It’s OK. Relax. I
will not hurt you any more than is necessary.” I moved my hand to
his neck and travelled up it to his head. The ear felt normal
enough. I reached out with my right hand and found his hand. I
lifted it and placed it against the side of my face. “You should
know what type of demon I am,” I said. The hand remained where I
put it for a moment and then pulled away. “”If you choose to that
is.”

 


I moved my hand up to his brow. I felt a
slickness. “You are bleeding. You are injured.”

 


“They beat me and threw me down here. I
may have hit my head on the way down. No matter. It is not
important. If you do not take me I will die anyway.”

 


“You will? Why?”

 


“Do not be a fool. I am Day as you are
Night. Sun scum to you, night demon. My life is forfeit if I remain
any longer in darkness. Let it not be wasted. Take your fill.”

 


Day and night? Night demon? Never mind I
thought. If I am stuck down here with no escape I may just as well
play along. I placed both hands on either side of his head. He had
a nice shaped head. His hair was longish. I pulled his head close
and kissed him full on the lips. He gasped but did not pull away. I
put a hand on his chest. I could feel his heart racing.

 


“It’s OK. Try to relax. I am just going to
hold you close for a while. I may stroke your head and kiss you
some more.”

 


“Do what you will, demon,” he said. I
could hear the fear in his voice.

 


“Ben, call me Ben. Now try to breathe
slowly and relax.” I snuggled in closer to him and gently pulled
him closer still. I wrapped my arms around him so that his head
rested on my shoulder. I began to rock him gently as if he was a
child. This is ridiculous, I thought, but it seemed to work. His
tensed up muscles began to relax and his breathing slowed. “What do
I call you?” I asked again.

 


“Tomus, Tom,” he said quietly.

 


I kissed his cheek, turned his head
slightly and kissed him on his lips. He did not pull away so I
gently pushed my tongue against his lips and parted them. He
relaxed his mouth and my tongue slipped in. He groaned and pulled
away.

 


“It’s OK,” I said. “I’ll be gentle.” I
reached out and pulled him back. I nibbled at his ear. Tom gasped,
went rigid as a spasm passed through his body. It passed and he
clutched me to him. He rolled over on top of me.

 


“My life, my soul are yours, night thing,”
Tom said and kissed me, thrusting his tongue into my mouth. As I
responded he sagged and became a dead weight upon me.

 


“Oh no you don’t, not before you return
the favour.” I slid out from beneath him and hefted him onto his
back. I put my ear to his chest. I could only detect a faint slow
beating. “What’s wrong. You cannot be dying. No, don’t die on
me.”

 


Resuscitation! What do I know about
resuscitation. Nothing! I’m useless. Try something! Remember! I
tried to calm down. I’ve seen what to do many times online. Think!
Yes! I tipped his head back and lowered my mouth to his mouth and
began to push air into his lungs. Breathe, pause, breathe. On and
on.I kept this up for what felt like an age. I stopped and put my
head back to his chest. Why aren’t you breathing!

 


“Tom, I’m sorry, so sorry.” I was
distraught and began to weep. All I could think was to make his
heart beat. I thumped his chest once . . . . twice . . . . I cannot
remember how many times. I put my mouth back to his and was about
to blow when he drew in a mighty breath. Things become a little
unclear about then. I had the feeling that I came apart and was
sucked into Tom’s body. I must have passed out again.

 


 


****

 


 


We both had a vivid dream before we woke
up as Jack. The dreams were very similar, the two of us together in
a bedroom. The main difference being that I was in my bedroom and
Tomus was in his. Would you like to hear both dreams, Sister Dove?
It gets a bit heated. Are you OK with that? Yes? OK.

 


Ben’s Dream

 


In the dream I woke lying naked on my bed.
It was just as dawn was breaking. I turned over and found another
naked man next to me. I sat up, resting on my elbow and looked him
over. I could not remember who it was or how we came to be together
in my bedroom. He was well muscled and . . . let’s just say I’d
willingly make him breakfast but who was he? Where had I met him?
What was he doing in my bed?

 


Such thoughts soon vanished as I noticed
his dick begin to harden and raise itself from where it lay. I love
a bit of morning wood, I thought to myself as my own dick began to
follow suit. I was about to reach out and touch him when the
stranger woke and turned onto his side, facing me.

 


I froze. He looked vaguely familiar.
“Hello,” he said. “I’m Tomus.”

 


Tomus reached out, his hand hovering near
my erect dick. “May I?” he said.

 


You didn’t? In my dream you did. It does
not matter. It was my dream. Wait a moment. Was that you, Jack?
You’re not sure. That means it probably was you.

 


“Yes, feel free,” I said, “but let’s set a
few ground rules as I do not know you.”

 


“Ground rules? OK.”

 


“Number one: we can touch anything we can
see and by touch I include caress, stroke or rub but not too
vigorously.”

 


“Agreed.”

 


“Number two: we can kiss anything we can
see and use our tongues appropriately.”

 


“How do you mean appropriately?”

 


“You can lick, explore and probe anything
that your tongue encounters.”

 


“Really? Agreed. What about penises?”

 


“Hmm. Number tree: penises may be rubbed
over each other or other body parts. A penis may enter a mouth and
interact therein. As this is our first encounter a penis should
respect an individual’s anal restrictions which in my case are in
force.”

 


“That is quite a few things to take on
board. Just so I’ve got this right, I can put my prick in your
mouth but not your arse?” said Tomus.

 


“Correct, at least on this occasion. My
mouth can interact with your penis as I can assure you it will if
it is given the opportunity.”

 


“I agree with all the conditions, the
ground rules.”

 


“May I suggest we start with caressing and
kissing?”

 


“Yes, if we can then move onto the mouth
and penis thing as I am rather interested to feel your mouth around
my prick, my penis.”

 


“Aye. You can start where your hand
currently resides. I shall be kissing your neck and face.”

 


He smiled at me and began to move his
fingers over my dick. I nuzzled at his neck and then moved to his
lips. I gently kissed him and then pushed at his lips with my
tongue. His mouth opened sufficiently for my tongue to dart inside
his mouth. His tongue retracted momentarily and then slid forward
into contact with mine. They began to get familiar with each other
just as I like it.

 


I placed my free arm on his thigh and
stroked his leg before moving on to his crotch. I played with his
pubic hair for a moment and then went in for the prize. I curled my
fingers around his dick and began moving them along the shaft.

 


He pulled his head away and gasped.

 


“More?”

 


“Yes, more,” he said.

 


I moved down his body, kissing and tasting
his skin as I went. I ran my tongue over his abdomen, feeling the
muscles tense and relax in turn. As I did, I moved my hand to cup
his balls.

 


He placed his hand on my head and gently
moved it further down until the tip of my nose met the tip of his
penis. I directed his dick to my mouth and began kissing it,
running my tongue around the tip. I pushed his foreskin down with
my lips and then ran my tongue under the head. His breathing became
faster.

 


“Shall I continue?” I mumbled.

 


“Yes,” he hissed. With that I took his
cock into my mouth and began to slide my mouth down and up it.
Within a short time I felt a pulse and he came in shuddering gouts
in my mouth. I paused until he was finished and then withdrew,
swallowing the contents of my mouth. I looked up at him a smile on
my face.

 


“Well?” I said.

 


“Very well,” he replied as he gently
pulled me back up his body until we were facing each other
again.

 


“I did not know that was allowed,” he
said.

 


“Most things are allowed between two
people if it is what they both want.” I leaned in and he began to
kiss me passionately.

 


 


Tom’s Dream

 


In the dream I woke lying naked on my bed.
It was just as dawn was breaking. I turned over and found another
naked man next to me, lying on his side and looking at me. I
noticed, with a shock, his prick was hard. My hand went to my own.
I was embarrassed to find my own had followed suit. I looked around
for a sheet, a blanket, anything to cover my shame. There was
nothing! I turned on my side facing away from the stranger.

 


It was not to be. I felt a hand on my
shoulder and a gentle tug that pulled me back onto my back. The
hand became an arm resting across my chest. He leaned close.

 


“Hello,” he said. “I’m Ben.”

 


I was about to tell him to get out of my
bed when I froze. He looked very familiar.

 


This Ben reached out, took hold of my
prick and said, “May I help you with that?”

 


Yes, Ben, that was rather bold of you. You
like my version of the dream. Yes, I suppose you would. What? Yes I
quite like it now but at the time I was still . . . how do you put
it . . . still in the closet. What is a closet by the way? Oh, I
get it. I was hiding in the woodshed. What do you mean it must have
been a big woodshed? Big enough for a winter’s fuel. What do you
mean with lots of entrances, Jack? That’s a good thing, is it?
Fine. Yes, I do keep my chopper there. Very funny. It is quite big
enough and I keep it well sharpened. Yes, I rub it down with oil.
Now leave it, both of you.

 


I put my hand over his and was going to
lift it off my prick when he let go on his own volition.

 


“You are Tomus, are you not?” he asked
me.

 


“Yes, do I know you?”

 


“I do not know but I think I recognise
you. This is weird. I do not know where I am. It feels like a
dream. How does it strike you?”

 


“This is my bedroom or at least it looks
like it.”

 


“Should you be here in your bed at this
moment?” asked Ben.

 


I did not answer him straight away.
Something was wrong. I had aches and pains as if I had been beaten.
No! I was beaten and left for dead. I looked at the man next to me.
“Did you do this to me?”

 


“What do you mean?”

 


I turned over onto my stomach. “All these
bruises, these cuts on my back and my . . .”

 


“Your backside. Let me see. I will be
gentle.”

 


“OK, but if you try to dishonour me again
I will make you pay.”

 


I felt cool hands on my buttucks, gently
separating them. I heard a sharp intake of breath.

 


“That looks like a severe case of forced
entry to me, rape most like,” he said. “You do not think that was
me?”

 


I turned onto my side and looked him in
the eye. He had such a look of concern on his face that I shook my
head. “No, not you. I’m not sure that I can really be here. I must
be dreaming.”

 


“If I am a character in your dream then I
am surely something you need. Anything you do in a dream stays in
the dream.”

 


“But do you feel like someone I’ve dreamed
up?” I asked.

 


“Maybe not. You may be someone I’ve
dreamed up. Whichever is the case, I think you could do with a
little distraction from what fate has in store for you.”

 


He clearly was not a night demon seeming
as how it was morning and light was falling on his thigh and his
manhood.

 


“OK, Ben,” I said, “I can’t remember ever
dreaming about being in bed with a man before but you have my
permission to distract me.”

 


“I’ll do my best,” he said. With that he
began to caress my prick and kiss me. After awhile I followed suit,
kissing him I mean.

 


He looked into my eyes and said, “If you
are ready I will do something nice for you.”

 


“OK.”

 


He moved down my body and took my prick
into his mouth. He then began to slide his mouth down and up it.
Within a short time I felt a pulse and I came in shuddering gouts.
When I had finished he withdrew, swallowing the contents of his
mouth. I looked down at him a smile on my face.

 


“Well?” he said.

 


“Very well,” I replied as I gently pulled
him back up my body until we were facing each other again. “I did
not know that was possible,” I said.

 


“Most things are possible between two
people if it is what they both want.”

 


I leaned in and began to kiss him.

 


 


I think you get the gist of what was about
to take place next? Yes? OK, basically a lot more kissing cuddling
and sex with me, Ben that is, issuing instructions on how to
proceed. I’d like to point out that men on Day seem particularly
ignorant about sex in general. I think we would have swapped
positions if I, we that is, had not woken up for real, if this
whole thing is real. What? Jack wants me to own up to not entirely
believing the whole Day, Shadow and Night thing.

 


Alright, I have my doubts but I find the
amount of sex we get a fair compensation for the loss of . . . I
was going to list all the things I miss on my home world but you
know what I don’t miss any of that crap. I do worry about my world,
the people I worked with, everything that matters but . . . Still,
this here is all a bit too good to be true. Anyway back to what
came next.

 


 


I remember thinking I must have been
dreaming as I could hear lots of voices murmuring “Wake up!”.

 


I struggled awake and got to my feet. It
must have been early in the morning. I looked up and could see
light.

 


“Where am I?” Still down the well, you
fool, I answered myself. At least I think it was me.

 


Which me? Just me. Wait! Yes, me. Yes,
Jack of course. Not Tom or Ben. Yes, I suppose it was the first
time.

 


There was enough light for me to see the
surroundings. I rather wished I couldn’t. There were bones
everywhere.

 


What type of bones? Human bones. The bones
of those thrown down the well by the cronies of supervisor’s
brother. How many? I could see at least four skulls but there could
have been many more buried beneath those. Can we move on. This is
just reminding me of all I still have to do to redress the
balance.

 


I had the feeling that I was missing
someone. There should be someone else down here. Who was it? Ben!
Tom! There was no one but me. Who was I. I looked down at my
attire. My tunic was ripped open and my breeches were loose. I
hitched them up and did up my belt. I refastened my tunic as best I
could. These clothes? Were they mine? I could not be sure. They
were familiar but at the same time they were not. Tom’s! They were
Tom’s. Not Ben’s. What am I doing in Tom’s clothes? Where is he? Am
I Tom? Where’s Ben? This was making my headache. I have to get out.
They must have climbed out. If they could do it so could I.

 


I looked up. The circle of sky looked
small and far away. “Bugger!” I said out loud. “I could do with
help!”

 


I searched the brickwork above my head.
There was a brick protruding. I can reach that. I could haul myself
up and look for another handhold. I reached out and grabbed
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