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1.

"Every night it's the same dream. I'm alone on the streets. It's dark, foggy. The cool wind makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. I wrap myself in my lace shawl. The sound of my high heels clicking against the cobblestones seem to echo out in front of me in all directions. I feel this panic set over me, but I don't know why. I turn around, but the light from the gaslight betrays nothing. No figure lurking in the shadows, no lone maniac clutching a knife under his coat. At least, not that I can see. But I know that he's there. He's stalking me. He sees me somehow, but I can't see where he could be hiding."

“And in this dream, you’re her?”

“Yes. I don’t know how to tell how I know for sure. I’m a woman, that much I can tell by the way that I feel to myself. But I – she doesn't look in a mirror so there’s no way that I can check her reflection. But I feel certain that I’m Margaret McCloud. I sense it somehow.”

“You’re the Whitechapel Butcher’s last victim?”

“Yes. I turn away from the street and quicken my pace. Ahead of me, there’s laughter coming from an upstairs window. It’s raucous and loud, people drinking. I want to call out, but the sound gets caught in my throat. I pick up the hem of my dress to go faster, but it's ornate and flowing. The cut is meant to flatter the shape of my body, so it’s not the best for fleeing a deranged killer. I look behind me again, my eyes wild with terror. Still, there’s nothing there. But instead of calming down, I’m only more afraid. The fact that I can’t see him means that he could be anywhere…”

“Go on.”

"I'm having trouble breathing. My chest heaves in my petticoat, and I start to feel faint. There's a loose cobblestone. I don't see it. I trip and tumble to the ground. I hold out my hand to try to stop myself from falling, but I only succeed in bending back my finger and clobbering my knee. Now I'm hurt, vulnerable. I scramble to my feet, but my shoe has come off. I leave it. Stumbling, I slip out of the other one as well. The slick cobblestones feel cold and wet against my bare feet. My hairpin has come out and my hair tostles behind me as I run with wild abandon, the hem of my dress in both hands. I turn onto Back Church Lane. There's a man there. He's got on a page boy cap and a handlebar mustache. He watches me in astonishment as I run. I only meet his eye for a moment. He's standing there, taking in the night air with another woman and smoking a pipe. I don't stop. I can't stop. I'm sprinting as fast as I can, but the road is hard against my feet. I stub my big left toe on a stone. But I still have to keep running. If I look behind me, I'll see him. I know I will."

“How do you know?”

“I just do. There’s a flash in my mind that the Constable’s Office isn’t far. Maybe two or three more blocks. I don’t know how I know, but I have a feeling that if I can just hold out long enough, maybe I can make it. But it’s so dark. The nearest lamp post is at the end of the street. I see an overturned cart in the road. There’s bits of detritus and debris everywhere, bricks and broken glass and I know that if I try to run over it I’ll cut my feet. I’m afraid. So, I run down a blind alley, hoping that it will lead me back to the High Street.”

“And then?”

“There’s a sign. I can’t make out the lettering, but there’s a picture of a brown leather boot on the sign.”

“A tannery?”

“Yes, that’s what it must be. Between the tannery and the High Street there’s a small alley. And out of it, a shadow seems to leap out.”

“A shadow?”

"It's him! With a shudder, I know immediately that it's him. His cowl is raised and he's wearing a top hat. I can't make out his whole face. Just a few features. His ruddy cheeks, round and covered with several days' growth. He's got a sinister grin, a gleam in his eye as he raises the knife. He plunges it into me, right here."

Donald Reed points to a spot just above his left pec, just where his breast would be.

“That’s it,” Donald says. “The dream is over. I wake up.”

“How many times have you had this dream?”

“Last night was the fifth time. Each time, it’s exactly the same. I’ve had it every night since I arrived in London.”

Donald makes no mention of the fact that each time he’s awoken to find himself completely naked, his pajamas in a pile at the end of the bed; his sheets slick with ejaculate. He’s hard and it’s clear that he’s had a wet dream. Nor does Donald mention that even though she’s completely terrified, Margaret McCloud is also incredibly aroused. Or maybe that’s Donald. 

“Spooky,” Byron says with a whistle.

“That’s it? That’s all you have to say?” Donald asks. After all that, Donald was hoping for something more. An explanation, or at least a theory.

“What do you want me to say, Don? It’s weird. I guess you could have reconstructed all that in your mind but–”

“But how could I have done that when I haven’t been to Whitechapel in my life?”

“You still haven’t been over there?”

“I’ve been too afraid. I had meant to on the first day, to walk around the old neighborhood where the murders happened. But after the first dream in the hotel, I couldn’t bring myself to do it.”

“Okay, so, what have you been doing?”

“Sticking to libraries. And it’s been paying off too. Look at this.”

Donald reaches into his leather messenger bag and pulls out an academic tome from the London Public Library. He hands the book to Byron, who takes his reading glasses out of his pocket to inspect the page that Donald has dogeared. There’s an illustration of a London street circa late 19th century. The tannery sign that Donald described is etched above a doorway.

“You see that? It’s the exact sign that I see in my dream every night. So, what does that tell you?”

Byron doesn’t respond right away.

“Okay, yes. It’s not exactly proof,” Donald says, anticipating his friend’s objections. “But it has to mean something.”

“What do you want to do, Donald? Do you want to get out of London?”

"I want to understand what the hell is happening to me, Byron. I come to London to work on a book on the Whitechapel Butcher, and for some reason, I have a recurring fantasy– I can't even call it that. Vision, I guess – that I'm the Butcher's last victim. Why?"

“You’re obviously very attached to your subject,” Byron offers. “Who knows more about Margaret McCloud than you?”

“Yes, but this goes beyond being attached to your subject. I’ve felt close to my subjects before, but I’ve never become any of them. This is beyond sympathy for a historical character. This is–”

“Magic?”

“Or something like it, yeah. You could say that.”

“You want my advice?”

“Of course. It’s why I asked to meet you.”

“Go to Whitechapel. Seriously. Walk around and you’ll see things that don’t fit with the way you remember it in your dreams.”

“And if the dreams come back? What then? What if I do leave the city and it doesn’t go away?”

"Don, I think you're asking the wrong guy here. I'm a professor of 19th-century studies, not a psychologist. I can't interpret your dreams for you, or chase away your nightmares."

“Please, Byron. As a friend. What would you do if you were me?”

“Margaret McCloud, you mean?”

“Be serious.”

“Okay, okay. Seriously? I would do what I could to try and get control of the situation. Have you ever heard of lucid dreaming?”

“No.”

“The whole idea is that you take control of the dream by reminding yourself that you’re dreaming. If you can do that, you can flip the script. Make the dream the way you want it. Change the Butcher’s knife into one with a rubber point, or whatever. Anything you want.”

“Yeah,” Donald mutters to himself. “That’s good. I can do that. Thanks, Byron.”

Byron offers Donald the book. He takes it and slips it back into the messenger bag.

“Hey, let me know when you finish it,” Byron says.

Don’s face must betray that he doesn’t know what he means.

“The book, Don. If it’s half as good as the story you just told me, you may have a bestseller on your hands. Keep me informed, okay?”


2.

Donald Reed has been craving a cigarette since he got off the tube. Stupid London and its strict no-smoking laws. He thinks about stopping in for a stiff coffee, but he hasn’t eaten all day and thinks better of it. He doesn’t want to be overstimulated for this. Byron may have been right. Walking around, none of this feels familiar. It’s all brand new to him, and yet at the same time Whitechapel doesn’t really seem that different from the parts of London he’s already seen. Pakistani restaurants, little electronics stores. And, of course, there’s a Pizza Hut and a Starbucks. He secretly hates how Americanized the world is becoming, how everywhere seems to be turning into everywhere else.

He thinks about what he knows about Margie McCloud. She worked as a seamstress in a tailor's shop above Damien Street. She lived in a crowded tenement house with five other seamstresses and sent most of her earnings to her parents back home. She was never photographed, so the only likeness of her was the sketch that John Dalton of Scotland Yard made of her after she was killed. She was found with a slash in her left breast, her stomach split open. In the sketch, her eyes were closed. But Donald imagines them staring up, grey and unblinking, at the cloudy London sky. She was only twenty-four when she was murdered.

A stone edifice catches Donald's attention, and he pulls out his moleskin notebook to take the address. 134 Raven Row. In a flash, he can see the place in his mind. It was a blur in his memory, but now he sees it clearly. This was the place he turned and ran after he'd lost his shoe when he had been Margie. In an instant, he feels what it was like to be in Margie McCloud's body again. He feels her nipples standing on end, the warm wetness in between her legs. Donald feels himself getting an erection. His stomach tenses. He turns onto a small side street, afraid that someone might notice the bulge in his crotch.

What the hell is happening to me?

Donald feels ashamed but confused too. How can it be so vivid? Not only the feeling of being in a woman's body, of wearing her clothes, of feeling what she feels but why should Margie feel horny on a dark street at night being stalked by a killer? The emotions are strange, confused. Arousal and fear competing, crowding each other out in Donald's mind. He wishes that he'd never even heard of the Whitechapel Butcher, or started on this book in the first place. The story had fascinated him for years. He used to stay up nights reading everything he could find about the unsolved murders. But now that he was actually pursuing the case, he was afraid of where it was leading him.

“I’ve got to get my mind off this,” Donald says to himself. I’m not going to spend tonight alone. Confident that his erection has subsided, he decides to duck into a Starbucks and order that coffee that will keep him away from smoking a cigarette. Determined to think no more of the Butcher, he uses the complimentary wifi to search for prostitutes. He’s never done anything like this. Well, once. He was in Las Vegas with a bunch of friends and he’d spent the night with a hooker then, though the experience was less than gratifying and he wasn’t eager to repeat it. Now, though, he knows that more than anything he wanted to get laid. He wants to spend the night with someone, a woman who could take his mind off his nightmares and maybe keep them from coming entirely.

He scrolls through the profiles until he lands on one that catches his eye. She's Black with long, straight black hair and wearing a pink bra and panties. Her profile says her name is Lucy. Her 'suggested donation' is seven hundred pounds for the night. Donald sends her a message giving a few details of his appearance and what he's interested in and asks whether she'll meet him at his hotel. After about twenty minutes, Donald receives a message back telling him that she'd be happy to meet him and that she'll see him at 10 pm. Donald wonders how he's going to kill the rest of the afternoon and decides to find a pub to get lost in. He wants to sleep, needs to sleep, but he's afraid of what sleep will bring. So, instead, he'll drink.

Donald leaves the pub around six-thirty and takes the tube back to his hotel. He manages to pass out for a few hours. When he wakes up, it’s almost ten. He’s got a headache, but mercifully he hasn’t had any dreams. He takes a shower and shaves. When he checks his phone, he finds a text from ‘Lucy’ letting him know that she’s downstairs. He gives her his room number and she tells him she’ll be up in a moment.


3.

“‘Ello, ‘ello,” says Lucy in a heavy cockney accent which Donald suspects might be a put-on for out-of-towners. She strolls in the room in a pair of short-cut jean shorts and a pink t-shirt with sequins spelling the words ‘Devil’s Angel.’ She blows a bubble with her chewing gum. She’s got pink highlights in her hair, something she didn’t have in her profile picture and they make her look even more juvenile, as do the red Chuck Taylors.

“Hi,” says Donald, wondering whether this was a good idea. He supposes that her outfit is better than the negligee that he was imagining she would come in wearing. Less conspicuous by comparison. But this outfit is perhaps meant to attract men who want, but cannot have, fifteen-year-old girls.

Lucy takes a seat on the bed and swings one leg over the other.

“Fix me a drink then, love?”

“Will that be a cuppa?” Donald says in his bad imitation of her cockney accent. Lucy is not amused.

“Gin and tonic, if you have it.”

Donald goes over to the hotel mini-fridge and pulls out a tiny bottle of gin.

“No tonic, I’m afraid.”

“Gin’s close enough, thanks.”

Donald takes the little paper dust cover off the glass and pours the small bottle's meager contents inside. He hands it to her and she accepts it. He notices that he's got French-tipped fingernails.

"You in town for business or pleasure?" she asks.

“I’m not really sure anymore,” Donald says absently.

“Well, maybe we can make it a little of both,” Lucy says, taking a big gulp from her glass. Donald thinks about how trusting this young woman has to be to come to his hotel room without knowing a thing about him. And to do it as a matter of routine. He thinks of Agnes McCreedy, the Butcher’s third victim, a prostitute from the East End who was found with her throat cut and her entrails splayed out.

“You’re shiverin’” Lucy says.

“Am I?” Donald says.

“What are you lookin’ for tonight, Guvna?”

Donald takes a tequila bottle from the mini-fridge, uncaps it.

“I just don’t want to be alone tonight. I can’t be.”

"Come over and sit next to me," Lucy says, patting the bed beside her. Donald does as he's told. He feels the weight of something heavy on his shoulders and he wishes he could identify why it's there. Those deaths took place more than a hundred years ago. They belong to another time. So, why does he have dreams where he's being chased by the killer? How he asks himself, do I get free of this torment?

“You alright?” Lucy asks, touching his shoulder. He takes a deep pull from the tiny tequila bottle, practically draining it in one gulp.

“Yeah,” he says. “Don’t worry. I’m not a psycho or anything.”

“You don’t do this a lot, do you?”

“How could you tell?” Donald says, giving a weak smile.

"Not to worry, love. I specialize in first-timers."

“It’s not my first time,” he says.

“Doesn’t matter. You’re with me now, and I’m gonna do it all for ya. Alright?”

Before Donald can answer, she is climbing on top of him. Fingers pressed against his chest let him know it’s time to lie down. He lets himself fall against the bed. She’s undoing his belt and unzipping his pants. He can feel his erection coming on strong and he’s relieved. 

She strips in front of him, taking off the shoes first. They were a ridiculous choice, he decides now. It takes her far too long for her to get them off. But it doesn’t matter, because it gives him enough to strip himself down to his underwear. Soon they’re off and she’s standing in just her bra and panties and he’s fully erect and ready to fuck his thoughts away.

“Turn off the light,” he tells her. She goes over to the wall and does so. He can feel her in the dark, feel her warmth. They meet on the bed and kiss. Not on the lips, but he kisses her neck while she touches him.

“What do you want?”

“Blow me,” he says. And she does it. He feels his cock being engulfed in that warmth and after a few minutes he finishes. She climbs off him, and he can hear the sound of her spitting his cum into something.

“Do you want another go ‘round?”

“No,” he says. “Just please stay the night with me. Please.”

“Alright, love,” she says, and her voice is as comforting and soft as his mother’s. He feels her warm shoulder against his arm and wraps the other around her waist. He smells her hair. He feels safe. There’s no thought of the Butcher or the cold London night in his mind. After a few minutes, he drifts off to sleep.


4.

Oh, God! Margie tries to think as her mind emerges out of the hazy. She’s on the street again. She looks down to confirm that she is wearing a woman’s flowing, silky dress and little black shoes. She whips his head around to peer down the dark street. Her heart pounds. It’s all happening again!

She turns and runs, making her way to safety, the Constable’s Office. Anything. She can feel her chest compressed by the corset, choking the breath out of her. Why? Why did women have to wear these stupid things? She huffs on, hearing the sound of people laughing upstairs.

“Help me!” she shrieks in a feminine voice, “I need help!”

But her panicked cries go unheard, and she can't stop, can't wait. She turns to run again, nearly tripping on the hem of her dress. She takes the long flowing skirt in both hands as she flees. Margie hears the sound of footsteps on the cobblestones behind him and a feeling of terror creeps up her spine and to the hairs on the back of his neck.

Wait! The cobblestone! I remember the cobblestone! She looks down, sees the loose cobblestone in the road, and manages to step around it. She didn't trip this time! She pumps his slender, hairless legs harder, emboldened with the realization that she can do this. She can change it this time. It won't happen again, not like before. She turns onto Back Church Street and–

Falls, hard. She tumbles to the ground whimpering at the pain in her leg. Her shoe has come off. Stupid! She forgot about the cart in the road. She tries to lift herself up, but he’s there. The Whitechapel Butcher! He’s standing over her, leering at her.

“Get away!” she yells, kicking him in the shin with her one heeled shoe. He groans, leaning down to slash at her with his knife.

She tries to scoot herself out of the range of his knife, but the fabric of the dress is hard to maneuver in. She struggles in the unwieldy dress, kicking off the heel so that she can stand up and run. She manages to get to her feet, but he grabs her leg and pulls her to the ground. She falls hard, her chin landing against the street with a terrible thud. Get up. You have to get up!

He jerks her arm around, pulling her to face him. He looks into her eyes, wants him to see his face as he plunges the knife into her.


5.

“Ahhhhhhhh!!!” Donald yells as he thrashes in the bed.

“Wake up! Jesus, it’s okay. It’s okay. It’s just a dream!”

Donald opens his eyes, sits up in bed. He’s in a cold sweat.

“Oh, god!” he says, panting. It happened again. Christ. It happened again. He’s aware that he’s lying chest-down on the bed. Lucy is standing over him, looking at him.

“You know that you scream like a girl in your dreams, right?”

Donald’s cock twitches in his shorts.

“Money’s on the table,” he barks.

“Yeah, all right. Be that way,” Lucy says. “You know, you kick in your sleep too. Just about kicked me out of bed.”

“I’m sorry. Goodbye.”

She snatches the cash off the table and presses the bills together in a little wave.

“Cheerio,” she says. She slams the door behind her. He can hear her laughter carrying down the hall.

Fuck! He punches the headboard and hurts his hand. He clutches his knuckle, letting the fingers relax. It wasn’t supposed to happen again. He lies there, letting his erection subside. Then, a thought occurs. He was able to change something this time. It didn’t play exactly the same way as the nights before. True, it was pretty much the same outcome. But the sequence of events was different. That has to count for something. It has to, doesn’t it?

He goes to the bathroom, strips down and takes a long hot shower. The street is still buzzing in his head. He remembers the feeling of being Margie, the feeling of her breasts; of being inside that soft feminine body. Something takes over. He grabs his stiffening cock in his hands, imagining that he's plunging lithe fingers into a slick pussy. He rubs his chest with the other hand, letting the warm water run over the skin. He imagines that there are two breasts there, soft and firm. He rubs his nipples, frustrated with the way that they refuse to stand on end. But in his mind, Donald is Margie again. She's safe now, away from the street. She's all alone, masturbating and enjoying her body. Her fingers plunge deeper into her wet pussy. She gently circles her clit with a finger, the tiny head awash with sensations. Donald fingers the tip of his cock like it's a clit and cums hard, ejaculate spilling on the porcelain. He pants there, letting the water clean him off. He feels guilty, strange. But he also feels the relief, the relief that he's been craving. He twists the showerhead to send the globs of cum down the drain. He shuts off the shower, steps out, and grabs a towel.

Donald admires himself in the mirror. He looks like himself, his body feels like his own again. It was just an erotic fantasy, nothing more. He’s a man, Donald Reed. His desire to be a woman was nothing more than an urge, and it’s passed now. It was the dreams, they put some thoughts in his head that he had to exercise. But now that he has, he feels better. He feels calm and at peace.

After shaving and putting on some fresh clothes, Donald decides that what he needs to do is to investigate further. Maybe there's something that he's missed. The more he knows, the better off he'll be when it happens again, right? And it will happen again. He's sure of that now. There's no escaping these dreams he's having. Not until he changes something more until he can beat the Butcher and change the outcome.

“That has to be the solution,” Donald says aloud to an empty room. “If I can stop the Butcher from killing Margie, then I’ll be free of this thing for good.”

He’ll go to the London Public Library and go over the details of the case again. Getting his bearings, he grabs his phone and pulls up walking directions to the tube station.


6.

The first few hours yield nothing. Donald furrows his brow as he peers into the microfiche reader machine. His eyes are starting to tire. He’s read it all before. The police reports from the period, commentaries from other scholars, they all give up the same details. The body was found in the street by a boy named Willie, the son of a clerk. Father and son reported finding the body and then Scotland Yard was summoned. A sketch was produced, the only likeness of Margie in existence. It’s a rough sketch, and Donald’s looked at it half a dozen times before. But this time it fills him with a dread that he hasn’t felt before. When he sees Margie’s face, dark circles under her eyes, blood dripping from her lip, he can feel a sharp pain pierce his chest as if he felt the wound himself.

He skims the report again, but nothing much of interest comes up. He searches the library database for the names of all the principal characters. The father and son don’t appear anywhere else in the record. But then Donald gets a lead. Egbert Walthorpe, one of the officers who attended to Margie’s body, appears in another report. Three weeks after Margie was found dead, there was another man arrested on a drunk and disorderly charge. The man’s name was Daniel Fry, and he claimed that he saw the woman on the night that she was killed.

Donald leans forward in his chair as he reads the report. Walthorpe ignored Fry, insisting that his testimony was insubstantial. He couldn’t prove that he was on the street on the night in question, and he couldn’t offer any relevant details of note except that he saw a woman running past him. There’s no picture, but Donald still feels sure that somehow Fry was the man he saw.

After a few hours digging, there’s not much that Donald can find about Fry is his date of birth and his death. He lived a good long life, the record shows that he lived to be 71. Practically ancient by late-Victorian standards. There is one other thing. Daniel Fry was employed as a butcher’s apprentice. This new revelation makes Fry’s blood run cold. What if this guy wasn’t the bystander at all? What if he was the Whitechapel Butcher himself?

True, ‘The Whitechapel Butcher’ is just a name that the papers came up with, and there’s no evidence he actually worked in the meat trade. But the killer did get the name because of the meat cleaver that he used to hack his victims, and a meat cleaver would have been available to a butcher’s apprentice. Or just about anyone else in London.

Donald rubs his forehead, looking up at the window that tells him that he’s been in the library all day. He pulls out his phone to confirm that it’s past 6 pm GMT. He decides that there’s nothing more that he can learn and packs up his notepads and laptop. It’s more than nothing, but the Daniel Fry lead isn’t worth much either. Donald decides that his best bet is to find a pub and have a couple of pints of dark Guinness to wash his thoughts away.

The Dog's Breakfast is exactly the kitschy kind of pub that's sprung up all over London, although Donald is pretty confident that it's about as authentic as a TGI Fridays. But still, the ambiance isn't bad. Brass railings on the bars, old Guinness adverts framed on the walls, and the booths are red pleather. The people in the crowd seem to be enjoying themselves. There's a group of chaps playing snooker in the corner and a young Pakistani couple sitting next to him on a date. Donald thinks of the fact that all of this hasn't really changed much since the late 19th century. Cosmetically, yes. But deep down there's a kind of charm to England that remains unchanged.

Was Margie in a place like this before she was stalked and murdered? He pays for the drinks and stumbles and takes a walk in the direction of Whitechapel. It’s almost fall now, and the nights are starting to turn chilly. He thinks about Daniel Fry. Could he have really been the murder? He tries to reach back in his mind to the face that he saw in the dream. It’s faint now, impossible to conjure completely the way that things in dreams always are once they’ve faded. He tries to pull that image back into his mind. Donald closes his eyes, still walking. He tries to shut out everything from his mind except that face and the feelings that it brings.

Then, like a dark curtain being drawn back, the figure emerges. The pageboy cap, the handlebar mustache; he's right in front of Donald. Donald sighs, a feeling of warmth and relief washing over him as he sees the man's face. He stops walking, feeling a strange sensation of floating.

He feels a tug from all directions, almost like he’s being pulled at my invisible fingers all at once. Donald can feel his body changing. He bites his lip, feeling like warm water flowing all around him. He’s suspended, the magic taking over.  His chest expands, two round lumps forming and filling. His hips narrow, becoming slender. He touches his breasts, surprised to find them now covered by a flowing fabric. A dress. He reaches down to his crotch just in time to feel his penis and testicles receding, replaced by a warm wetness between his legs.

Margie, Donald says in his mind. He’s Margie again.

She forces her eyes open and finds that she’s back on the street in Whitechapel. The same cold night air, the same fear piercing her suddenly.

“Oh, god!” Margie exclaims, turning to look for the pursuer she knows is behind her. Margie picks up the hem of her dress and makes a mad dash. I know the way, she tells herself. I’m not going to get killed by him this time. She pumps her legs, not daring to look back.

Daniel Fry. She feels certain that the man she saw, the man who gave her that warm feeling in her stomach, can rescue her. She feels her breasts heaving as she breathes hard, the sensation creating a warm dampness between her legs. She's getting turned on just from being in this body again, but the thrill of being pursued makes the feeling that much more engrossing.

He’s after me, she thinks. But he’ll never catch me. But Margie’s exhilaration turns to terror when she trips on the cobblestone in the road. She forgot to look out for it. She tumbles to the ground. Terrified, she looks up to see the killer. He’s not standing right over her the way he did. He’s a figure in the distance, stalking her like a lion stalks a gazelle. He’s watching, but his face is invisible. He’s yards away.

Margie picks herself up, begins to run again. Back Church Lane. She’s got to reach it. She runs harder, desperate to reach him. Fry. Safety. The stinging pain in her knee protests the exertion, but Margie presses on anyway. She has to make it. She has to. He’s getting closer now. She can hear the sound of his feet on the cobblestones behind her.

She turns onto Back Church Lane. She’s only a few hundred feet from Fry. The flame from his pipe is like a beacon in the night.

“Help!” Margie screams. “Help me, please!”

Fry turns away from the woman he’s speaking to. He looks dashing, Margie thinks. He sees the state she’s in, the pure terror in her eyes. As she rushes toward him, long hair liberated from the tight bun on her head by a loose hairpin, she feels like a damsel about to be rescued.

Fry drops the pipe from his hand in time for Margie to throw herself into his arms. She’s amazed to find tears streaming down her cheeks as she buries her face in his chest. She sobs.

“What’s wrong, Love?” he coos gently. “What’s he done to ya, eh?”

Fry places a tentative palm on Margie’s back. She feels grateful for the warmth of his kindness.

"Oy!" cries the woman at Margie's back. At first, Margie thinks this bark might be commanded at her, but when she pulls herself away from Fry, she sees that the woman has called out at the figure in the dark. The Butcher. He's turned and went away. She's safe now.

“That man...he was after me,” Margie manages to say.

“Well, he’s gone now,” says the frumpy woman.

“Thank you,” Margie says.

“Twasn’t nothing at all,” says Fry, giving her a reassuring grin. “Have you got someplace to stay tonight?”

“I– I’m not sure,” Margie admits. Every time the dream terminates before this point. Donald doesn’t know what happens next, which means that Margie doesn’t either.

"I know of a boarding-house down the way," Fry says. "I could take you there. It's half a quid for the night."

“Half a quid?” Margie asks in amazement.

“If you haven’t got it now, I’ll spot ‘cha.”

“Now you do behave yourself, Daniel Fry,” the woman says. Her cockney accent betrays a sense of humor at the idea that she should warn anyone about being a gentleman. “Don’t be givin’ her the old rub and tickle after the night she’s had. You give her the sausage and the poor thing’s liable to pass away.”

“Oh, come off it, Dottie,” Fry says haughtily. “Don’t mind her, Misses. A right proper one she is.”

“That’s alright,” Margie says, head still swimming from the chase. “I think I’d like to find a calm place to lie down though.”

“Right. ‘Night Dottie,” says Fry, tipping his cap. Dottie gives a slightly mocking curtsy.

“Feel better, eh, Love?”

“Yes, thank you,” Margie says as Dottie departs. Fry offers his arm, and Margie is charmed to accept. She throws one last parting glance behind her, but her pursuer is nowhere in sight. Maybe she’ll go to bed and wake up as Donald Reed again. Maybe it’s all over and the spell has been broken. She’s alive. She survived the attack, and that was supposed to break the spell. But some part of her is wishing that it’s not over yet.


7.  

Margie bolts the door to her room tight. The place is dark, the bed narrow and smelling faintly of its previous occupants. But she’s too distracted to care about any of that. She’s overcome with lust and she’s horny in a way she’s never felt before. Without even bothering to untie her shoes, she collapses onto the bed and reaches under the folds of her dress to massage her smooth thighs.

She could hardly get to the room fast enough. All that sexual energy that had been built up from the chase just has to be released. Her cheeks went rosy when Fry offered his arm. Daniel Fry, she thinks. What a gentleman he is. She only wishes that she’d been more polite to him. She hardly spoke to him at all before accepting his kind offer of a place to sleep. She feels sure that if he’d offered her his own bed she’d have said ‘yes’ without any hesitation.

Margie suppresses a moan as her fingers move closer to her wet vagina. Her other hand cups her breast through her clothes. Wait, she thinks. This will feel so much better naked! As she awkwardly fumbles with her clothes, she thinks back to the shower, masturbating as Donald thinking about this exact thing. The underwear is flowing and unfamiliar. But once she’s gotten off her shoes she turns on her back and starts to fidget with the buttons on the back of the dress. After three or four agonizing minutes, Margie manages to undo them each. She slides her dress off of herself, enjoying the feeling of her bare back against the coolness of the sheet. The chill in the room makes her nipples stand at attention. She loves how puffy and soft they are. She licks her fingers and begins to rub them with the tips of her fingers and thumbs.

“Ooh,” she gasps, amazed at how the sensations travel throughout her body, sending little waves of electricity into her chest, down her spine, and between her legs. She can smell her wetness now. She parts her thighs and enjoys the soft warmth between her legs. Her thighs buck involuntarily as she rubs the lips of her pussy.

“Please,” she whispers into the dark as she prepares to plunge those fingers deeper inside of herself. “Please don’t let tonight be the only night I can do this.”

Margie moans loudly as she slides her finger into her wet folds, the feeling of pleasure overwhelming any sense of caution. She knows that she might be overheard, but the feeling only heightens her arousal. She wants to have an audience. If she could, she would do this in front of a whole crowd of onlookers. She pictures their faces as they watch her, their leering eyes delighting in her performance. She sees Fry’s face, full of wonder and excitement. Then, she sees the Butcher in the crowd. He’s grinning his terrible grin. But instead of being frightened, seeing him only arouses her further. He holds out his blade, touching the tip of his tongue to the edge. Margie cums hard, hips bucking as she screams loud. She pants for breath as the waves of pleasure slowly begin to recede.

She feels guilty and vulnerable again. But she can’t shake the feelings of arousal that have her head buzzing. The smell of her cum, so different from a man's, makes her that much more aroused. She closes her legs and feels the cream between her thighs growing cold. She climbs under the top sheet.

There he was again. Why does this dangerous man turn her on? She can at least understand her attraction to Fry, her protector. Her woman's body is drawn to a man. But the killer? Why does the vision of his face make her cum like a faucet? Almost as if they have a mind of their own, her fingers find their way between her legs again. She finds it impossible to keep herself from masturbating. Even when she pulls her hand from between her thighs, she finds it back there a moment later. Never has she felt this space, this abscess in her body that cries out to be filled. Her fingers massage the mound of soft, curly hairs just above her pussy. She uses two fingers to spread herself all over again, and soon she's touching her chest too. Images of an erect penis fill her thoughts. She thinks first of her own, the way she used to look at in the mirror, admiring it. Donald, she thinks. That used to be me. She thinks of his penis and she yearns for that hard member to be inside of her. She wants it there, pressing itself into her. She wants to feel it rooting around, forcing her tight folds to expand as it goes deeper. Even two fingers aren't enough to simulate the sensations. She wants it harder, deeper, and faster all at once. She fingers her engorged clit now, amazed at how swollen it's gotten. She touches it gingerly, groaning involuntarily every time she does. The feminine grunts arise from somewhere inside of her body and she has no control. She massages herself, letting her fingers go deeper inside. But the orgasm is harder to achieve this time, and the excitement fades after a few moments. So different from the way that a man jerks off, she thinks. I’m a lot more complicated down there.

But though she's not managed to achieve multiple orgasms, Margie is satisfied. She lies there in the dark and wonders if this is still a dream. If it is, then why does it feel like she could drift off to sleep. You can't dream within a dream. That transformation on the streets of London. That was no dream. She wonders what the next day will bring if there even is one. Will it all be over when she wakes up? And if it is, then what does that mean?

Margie manages to drift off even with all of these answerless thoughts swirling in her mind.


8.

Sunlight seeping from the grimey window rouses Margie from sleep. She puts a hand to her chest, feeling the soft pillows of flesh resting there. It's all real. She wasn't dreaming last night. She really has been sent back in time, and she really is a woman now. Margie expects fear or apprehension to grip her, knowing now that it's all true. But instead, she feels waves of relief. She stands, admiring her new body with its gentle curves and the tuft of pubic hair between her legs. She stretches in the small space. There's a sink in the corner of the room, and she washes as best she can with a washcloth. But the water is bitter cold, and she has no other clothes to change into, so she dresses as quickly as possible.

Downstairs she’s greeted by the smell of tea and the sounds of the other boarders chatting as they eat their breakfast. In the dining room, she sees Fry buttering his bread in the corner. Their eyes meet and he smiles. She wants to sit beside him, but both seats are occupied by other lodgers. So she takes a seat at the opposite corner of the table. The food is simple, pastries and toast with jam, but Margie eats voraciously. She looks up and notices that Fry has gone. Disappointed, she rises from the table and gives a quick thanks to the landlady.

As she makes her way towards the front door, she realizes that she has absolutely no idea what Margie does on her day off. It’s Sunday and the tailor shop on Damien Street will be closed. Too bad. It would be a good place to pilfer a new set of clothes. She’s got no money and she wonders how she’s supposed to make it in Whitechapel on her own.

“Miss McCloud?” says a husky male voice. She turns, startled. But it’s just Fry. He’s been waiting for her on the stairs. Hoping, perhaps, for a chance encounter.

“Mr. Fry,” Margie says, “I’m very pleased to see you again on this fine morning.”

She’s surprised at how easily she manages to slip into the polite conversational style of an English lady. Lots of British movies, she assumes.

“You had quite a scare last night,” Fry says.

“Indeed I did. I am most grateful for your generosity and your care.”

“Not at all, Ma’am. Have you any plans for the day?”

Margie considers the question for a moment. She knows that the historical Margie, the one whose body she now inhabits, has an apartment somewhere in Whitechapel, though she doesn’t know quite where.

“I don’t quite know what I’ll do. I can’t stay here again on your dime.”

“Dime?”

“Coppers, or whatever,” Margie mutters. Maybe being a lady in the 19th century will be harder than she thought.

“Have you any relatives in London?” Fry asks.

“Sadly, no,” she says. “But I do have an employer I can call upon.”

“Well, that’s very well,” Fry says. He looks like he’s about to end the conversation, but Margie stops him.

“Tell me, Mr. Fry. Would you care for a walk through the park this morning?”

“I would be delighted.”

The walk is pleasant and the day is fine. Unlike the London which Donald left, the city which Margie finds herself strolling through is turning into spring. They walk arm and arm, delighting in the sights and sounds of the city. Margie is dismayed at the presence of so much manure on the cobblestoned streets. She enjoys the way that she feels dainty when she steps around it. She’s surprised at how fun it is being a lady. Donald Reed had never felt the urge to be feminine. But now that he’s switched genders, the change is a welcome one. So much so that when Fry offers to buy her a new set of clothes, she happily accepts. The shop isn’t a posh one, and the fabric is simple. But Margie is so relieved to have a change of clothes, and she very much enjoys the feeling of being doted on. When the shop girl compliments Margie on her smart-looking husband, she blushes crimson.

The sun begins to set and Margie thinks that the day is the most enjoyable she’s had.

“What are you thinking about?” she asks Fry.

“I’m thinking about what it would be like to spend a day like this every week,” Fry answers.

“We could, you know,” Margie says.

“Margaret, I want you to know about the purity of my intentions,” Fry says. “And I would be remiss if I did not tell you that my thoughts now turn to marriage.”

Margie almost croaks.

“Marriage! We hardly know each other!”

“That’s not true at all. I’ve known you for the entire day.”

“That’s not enough time to get to know someone.”

“You’re a rather queer sort, you know,” Fry says.

“Oh, you’re too right, Mr. Fry. You have no idea.”

Margie giggles, then something stops her in her tracks. It’s the alleyway from the night before. Without thinking about it, the two of them have come to the same spot again.

“The Butcher!” Margie exclaims.

“Which butcher?” Fry says.

“The Whitechapel Butcher,” Margie says.

“Who?”

"Oh, no. Of course, you wouldn't know him by that name. He was only given the moniker after he killed–"

Margie nearly said ‘me’ but stopped herself.

“He’s a killer, Daniel. He’s the man who was stalking me last night.”

“That blighter from the alley?”

“Yes. I got away, but he’s still out there somewhere. He’ll kill again unless he’s stopped.”

“My dear, how can you know that?”

“Trust me, darling. I know what I’m talking about. The Butcher will strike again.”

“Can’t we call on the constable?”

“No, no. They’ll never respond quickly enough. They aren’t much for efficiency, I’m afraid.”

“So, what shall we do then?”

“We’ll lie in wait for him.”

“Are you barking mad? This man’s a killer. If he’s as bad as you say, how can we possibly risk our own lives to stop him?”

“Daniel, don’t you see? I can’t go strolling around London knowing that some other girl might be his victim tonight. Besides, he chose me. It wasn’t random. There’s no telling whether I might still be in danger.”

“So, what shall we do then?”


9.  

Wrapped in a shawl, Margie walks the streets of London alone. She misses the warmth of her companion and the bright, sunny day they enjoyed together. But there’s no other way to draw out the Butcher than to leave herself vulnerable to his attack. She looks for him everywhere, but he’s nowhere in sight. She reminds herself that the old pattern won’t necessarily hold true. Maybe the killer won’t be out tonight. Even the busiest serial killer can’t hunt every night. But then, he was foiled the night before. That means that he’ll surely require some kind of satisfaction. He’s got to be out, she tells herself. He’ll come.

She looks over her shoulder to confirm that Fry is still behind her, following at a safe distance. She doesn't want the two of them to drift too far apart from each other. It's a comfort to catch a glimpse of him, even if it's several hundred yards away. She chooses her route at random, heading one way and then the next without any particular sense of direction. Her only concern is not to venture too far from Whitechapel. There were some slayings in the neighboring hamlets, but he never ventured far. He must live in the area. Ahead of her, a conservatively-dressed and dour couple walk arm in arm towards her. The woman looks Margie up and down and scowls. No surprise why. The shawl she wears scarcely conceals her voluptuous breasts. She made sure to wear an outfit that would show off her body to entice her would-be murderer.

Margie feels a little proud of looking like a harlot, and she lets her backside wiggle a little as she walks. A carriage passing in front of her at the intersection makes her decide to turn onto another smaller street. Where would he go if he weren't stalking around? And wouldn't he be noticed if he spent his whole night wandering the streets? As the clip-clop of the carriage recedes, Margie hears the metal soles of a man's shoe behind her. She turns behind her, content that Fry is keeping up with her.

Then she hears Fry calling her–

“Margie! Look out, Margie!’    

When she turns again, she realizes that the cloaked figure behind her isn't Fry at all. A man has placed himself between them, a man whose quickening pace tells her that she has to run. The Whitechapel Butcher!

Margie screams, kicking hard against the cobblestones with each frantic lunge in her heels. Again, she's managed to get herself chased by him. Again! She can hear Fry's footsteps as he chases after the Butcher, but he's too far behind. Where can she run to where he can't pursue her? There's nowhere she can get to where he can't follow. He must have known she'd be out again. There's no this is another chance encounter. Worst of all is the wetness she feels once again between her legs, the rawness of her sensitive nipples as the fabric chafes them. She's horny, turned on by the prospect of being sliced open.

Then, like a flash, Margie realizes what she has to do. Less than ten yards away from him, Margie turns stock still.

“What are you doing, Margie?” Fry calls, evidently close enough to see her under the glow of the gaslight though she cannot see him in the gloom. All she can see is the man between them: The Whitechapel Butcher.

He draws nearer, slowly and carefully. She opens her arms to him.

“Come to me, my love,” she coos.

“Margie! Don’t do it, Margie!” Fry yells.

She can see the glint of the meat cleaver reflected on the street light as he draws nearer.

She can see his face. It’s not the ugly face she’d seen in her dreams. Instead, he’s actually a rather handsome man. Very handsome. He draws closer, smiling with crooked teeth.

"Ello, Love," he says. Margie moves closer, drawing near him for a kiss. As she does, Fry approaches from the rear, beaming the Butcher in the back of his head with his fist. Seeing her chance, Margie grabs for the meat cleaver. The killer smacks her hard with his free hand and swings wildly at Fry with the blade. But he misses by a mile, and Fry returns with a Haymaker. The stunned killer drops the knife and Margie dives for it, covering it with her body. She looks up to find the two duking it out in the street. Seizing the moment, Margie wraps her fingers around the hilt of the blade and stumbles to her feet. The knife is in her hand.

The Butcher breaks Fry’s nose with his fist. But with his back turned, he doesn’t see it coming when Margie plunges the cleaver deep into his back. He howls, then falls to the street stone dead.

Margie and Fry stare at each other, panting from the exertion of what they’ve just done.

“Are you alright, Daniel?” Margie asks.

Fry nods, clutching his bloody nose. They step away from the corpse with the bloody knife still sunk in its back.

They embrace and Margie leans up for a kiss. Fry tries to stop her, the blood still gushing from his nose. But she licks the tip of his nose, tasting the blood triggering her arousal. As she wraps herself around him, Fry takes his cue and carries her into an alley away from prying eyes.

There, in the filth of the narrow alley, Fry penetrates Margie McCloud. Each thrust is ecstasy for her. It’s quick and rough, but the thrill of what they’ve just done is such a turn-on that Margie never wants it to end. Fry cums hard, filling her with his seed. When he’s finished, they redress and steal off in the night.


10.

Margie Fry lived to a ripe old age, even older than her husband Daniel. They had three children together. She loved them all, but she never told them her secret. And as for The Butcher, that was a secret that she and Daniel kept only to themselves. The constables were baffled by the appearance of the body in the streets, but they had stopped finding the bodies of dead women. Margie was satisfied.

She and Daniel recreated the scene in their sex play together, using the experience to turn each other on. Occasionally, Margie thought about the man that she’d been, and the future that she could anticipate. Sometimes she wished that she could walk around as Donald again, to be a man again for a night. But mostly she was satisfied to be a wife and mother, and later a grandmother. She’d done things that most of the women in her adopted time would never have dreamed of doing, and she was proud. She’d faced her fears and defeated a monster. It still wasn’t clear exactly what had happened that had delivered her into this place and time, but she certainly wouldn’t have slipped back through that rip in time even if she could have.


The End


Changing Partners

On the other side of town, Richard is waking up to an unfamiliar sensation of his own. Still on the edge of consciousness, Richard finds a pillow pressed between his legs. He finds it pleasurable to press the pillow between his thighs, the slight pressure giving him a sensation he’s never felt before. That pleasure radiates up to his chest and makes his nipples stand on end. Richard opens his eyes. A curtain of red hair is in front of them. Confused, Richard reaches down and tugs the pillow from between his legs. He finds the side of the pillow sticky and wet. It has a faint odor that’s slightly fishy but also fragrant. It’s the smell of his pussy. Richard clasps his chest. His fingers touched a pair of succulent breasts. He’s completely naked, and he’s no longer a ‘he’. He shrieks in a woman’s voice. Climbing off the bed, the sheet trailing behind him, he goes to the mirror and discovers the face of Megan Connelly staring back at him. He shrieks again. He touches his face, finding it smooth. His lips tingle as he runs his fingers across them.

“Oh, god!” Richard cries. He looked down in amazement at the woman’s body that he now possesses, his hands again touching his breasts and then running down to his hips and thighs. He touches his round pert ass. “Holy shit!”

The phone rings. Richard stumbled over to the phone, finding his movements unfamiliar with a woman’s breasts and thighs.

“Hello?”

“Richard?” comes his own voice on the other end of the line.

“Yes, it’s me,” Richard confirms in a girlish voice. “Megan, what happened to us?”

"I don't know," she squeals. "I woke up with a hard-on, Richard. How the hell did this happen?"

“I have no idea,” Richard says, trying to collect himself.

“Are you at home?” Megan asks.

“No,” says Richard reflexively.

“I meant my house,” says Megan.

“Oh.”

Richard looks around. The same underwear that he’d watched Megan put on the night before has been tossed casually on the floor.

“Yeah,” he said. “I guess I am.”

“Don’t do anything,” Megan said. “I’m coming over.”

“Hurry,” says Richard. The phone clicks off. Richard feels exposed. The air conditioner was on and the temperature in the room is causing Richard’s nipples to stand erect again. He goes over to the closet and opens it. Inside are dozens, maybe hundreds of women’s outfits. He frowns, not sure what to do with any of them. It’s all an explosion of different fabrics. He spies a terry cloth robe and pulls it on.

He feels the urge to pee. He flees to the bathroom. Lifting the terry cloth robe like a skirt, he sits down. The toilet seat feels cold on his ass. Releasing, Richard pees. The whole procedure fills him with embarrassment, but curiosity gets the better of him. He looks down at his vagina. It’s perfectly smooth and hairless, a fact that he admired about Megan every time they’d had sex. She must wax it regularly to keep it that way. He waits for the last few drops to subside, then he grabs a sheet of toilet paper and dabbed his vagina. The paper feels rough against his soft parts, but it arouses him too. He has a sudden urge to touch himself, but he resists. Flushing, he returns to the bedroom to wait for Megan.

He lays on the bed, trying to figure out what’s happening to him. How had he and Megan switched bodies? What was he going to do now that they had?

Continue reading by downloading Changing Partners, available for free through Kindle Unlimited. Follow the link in the Books by this author section.
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Changing Partners

Julia suspects that her husband Richard is cheating on her. Of course, she's doing the same thing with a studly Latino named Renaldo. Looks like their marriage needs a serious intervention. So when both sets of couples wake up in each other's bodies, they'll all get a better understanding of what a marriage takes. Julia becomes Renaldo while Richard becomes a sexy redhead named Megan. How will these four adapt to their new roles?

Suddenly Girl: An MTF Transgender Anthology

Lexi Twist has got a brand new bundle, and things are about to get girly! 10 stories of gender-bender fun featuring trans girls, men who become beautiful ladies, gender-swapping couples, and a whole lot more. Enjoy these great titles:

Second (Kind of) Wife
The Freshwoman
First Time with a Ladyboy
Bride to Be
Miss Taken Identity
Mistressed
Stuck Inside
Making Partner
The Casting Couch

10 super-steamy titles of guys who become girls and love it!

Changed by Magic

Shaping Up:
What do you do with a roommate who is impossible to live with? Mitch has a plan, and it’s a little twisted. He’s going to turn his roommate Kyle into a sissy for his own enjoyment. The plan is full-proof. All he needs to do is slip a little magic potion into Kyle’s protein shake and the magic will take care of the rest. What Mitch doesn’t notice is that his own body is feminizing. So, who’s the sissy in this relationship? And will Mitch care when he realizes the trick that Kyle is playing on him?

Nebula:
Two men trapped alone on a ship on a mission to seed a distant planet with new life is torture. But a mysterious nebula has the solution. Terance watches in amazement as his engineer starts to develop breasts, long hair, round hips and a pert little ass. What’s more, Cailin seems eager for the changes– and the new feminine urges that come with them.

The Sissy Sickness (previously published as Transmission):
Simon is an American down and out in Budapest when a strange sexual encounter leaves him feeling not quite himself. In fact, he seems to be coming down with something major. As the virus transforms both his body and mind, Simon searches for answers when he finds himself changing into a woman ravenous for sex! What he discovers shocks him. If he gives in to his new feminine urges, then the virus will attack his newly-minted body and he’s history. But how long can ‘she’ hold out when the virus inside demands to be transmitted to another host? Is there a cure? And which is worse, death or celibacy?

Rescued:
What would you do if you woke up to discover yourself on a desert island, perfect beaches, lush jungle waterfalls, and perfectly pristine skies? What if you found yourself in the body of a curvy blonde with great tits? And what if you weren’t alone? A desert island is no paradise for a middle-aged man who dies in a plane crash and is mysteriously thrust into the body of the same gorgeous woman he was ogling before the crash. The only other survivor is a musclebound Australian who starts to activate the poor man’s feminine urges. Can ‘Sheela’ keep herself from this he-man hero, or has she actually fallen straight into paradise without knowing it?

Bride to Be:
Dalton’s best friend Kevin reveals a secret that changes everything between them. Kevin prayed to be transformed into Dalton’s bride Kendra, and it looks like that wish is coming true! Can Dalton step up and accept his friend for who ‘she’ really is and go through with the wedding anyway, or will he be forced to call the whole thing off and leave this new Kendra at the altar?

Lexi's Best

Lexi's best is her thickest ever collection. A mix of crossdressing and magical gender swap stories, this bundle's got sissies, femboys, trans women and tgirls something for everyone. Ten tantalizing tale to twist off to!

Wild Fruit
Shaping Up
Bride to Be
Girl IRL
Mistressed
Nebula
Instagirl
Making Partner
The Babysitter
Passing Phase
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