Once again, darkness and despair coiled tightly around Alexander’s heart.  This morning, like almost every morning, the taste of his roommates’ foul seed soured and rotted in his mouth.  Hips sore and bruised, as usual, he staggered over to his bed and quickly wiped the sticky cream from his face before it crusted and dried into a flaky mess.

‘Just a few more days,’ he promised himself, as he straightened his dress and swayed seductively out the door.  ‘Soon the season will end, and they’ll all be gone for the Winter.  I’ll finally have a break then,’ he reminded himself.

Dressed in a short, loose skirt that was barely as long as his hips, Alexander smiled warmly at every boy he passed as he sashayed his way through the apprentices’ dorm.  No matter how many times his bottom was pinched, squeezed, or slapped, he simply smiled invitingly in return.  He’d learned quite a long time ago not to do anything different — after all, he was “The Lady of Comfort” for whomever was willing to toss a few coppers to his roommates for his services.

Though he was born a full-fledged male, Alexander was anything but that now.  Life as a child had been bright and wonderful for him, and as a child of the Skyblade family, he was expected to quickly soar to unfathomable heights.  Unfortunately, once he’d arrived at The Blue Heaven Academy, everything had changed.

Tested, retested, and then tested again, Alexander was proven to have zero compatibility with any of the spirits.  Even as a Skyblade, not even the spirits of the air elementals would acknowledge him.  Even worse, he couldn’t even cultivate the simplest of mantras.  He was trash — he was beyond the lowest trash — and truly no one cared about anything that happened to him after that.

At first, the harassment started as just simple, verbal abuse.  As the other students realized that no one was going to step in and stop them, no matter how abusive they became, they gradually gravitated to greater depths of depravity.  His roommates stole his money.  Destroyed his books.  Slapped and kicked him around.  Eventually, one night when they were drunken, he was pushed down and ravished like a woman.

Things settled for a few weeks after that, as everyone waited to see what hellfire might rain down upon them for their actions.  When nothing at all happened, the boys took it as an implicit sign that the school silently approved, and then everything started to change.  Alexander’s pants were stolen and replaced with skirts.  His socks turned into hose.  Shoes into high heels.  Almost overnight, Alexander transformed into “Lady Alexandra” — and he was expected to play the part properly, or else be beaten almost to the point of death.

Now, the only part of him that remained a man, was the tiny, undeveloped manhood which was hidden away beneath a sliver chastity belt which he didn’t have the key for.  In all other ways, Alexander had been transformed into Lady Alexandra — even to the point of growing breasts!  

Between spirits, magics, alchemy, and artifacts, there wasn’t much that couldn’t be accomplished in the world of transformations.  Spirit beasts could change from animal to human form.  Creatures as small as mice could grow into a full sized person.  Even something as massive as a dragon could shrink and shape itself to become a completely different race.  One of the boys having an alchemist come up with a formula to grow two lumps of fat on Alexander’s chest wasn’t hard at all for them to unearth!  

In fact, Alexander was convinced that there was only one single thing that kept his roommates from making him completely a woman — he’d end up being transferred out of their room and sent to the girls’ dorm.  His manhood, as small and pitiful as it was, was the only thing that kept him in the boys’ dorm.  A necessary evil, in the others’ eyes, it was locked beneath a silver chastity belt, and then promptly pretended to have never existed.

Now, Lady Alexandra was the boys’ “Lady of Comfort”, and his roommates used him to earn coin for them to enjoy.  Of course, they were fair about splitting the profits with him — Alexandra earned one copper per boy, which was saved all week long in a box in the room, and then split four ways each weekend.  If he entertained twenty boys in a week, Alex got all of two coppers for his effort — the same amount that the cheapest, dirtiest wench in town would charge for a single customer.

Life was hell for Alex at the school, and he knew beyond any shadow of a doubt, he was unwanted there.  Unspiritual, with no means to grow or cultivate, he was wasted garbage in the eyes of the school.  No teacher wanted him in their classes.  No master would take him as a disciple or apprentice.  If it wasn’t for his family diligently paying the full exorbitant price of tuition, the school would’ve expelled him long ago.

But, Alex hung on.  No matter the humiliation, abuse, or number of times he was assaulted, he refused to leave.  Regardless if he had to lower his head and exist as a woman, to be pimped out by his roommates, he forced himself to endure.  After all, his only hope for the future was possibly in the library!

Books were a rare thing in the world, and collections of books were almost impossible to come across.  In a world that valued strength over all, knowledge was passed from master to student; not from book to reader.  Many of the strongest warriors and spiritualists could barely write their own names — a blooded thumbprint was the norm as a signature on documents — and books were an useless relic of worthless knowledge from the past.

After all, what was the point in trying to write down something like a sword style?  At best, one could only capture the essence of the style as it exists today.  Tomorrow, your enemy might develop a counter to the style of today.  The day after that, you’d be forced to evolve into something better, or else die.

Books were simply regarded as containers of outdated, and worthless, information by most.  Merchants might need to know them, along with the tax collectors or nobles, but for most folks they were just worthless garbage — just like Alex.  Finding a place that stored and preserved that worthless garbage was hard to do — and that was why Alex refused to leave the school, no matter what happened.

If the answers to why he couldn’t cultivate, and why the spirits all ignored him, wasn’t something that “modern knowledge” held the answers to, then he’d have to turn to ancient knowledge.  The library was his only hope.


‘This!  This might be it!’  Hands trembling, Alexander could barely turn the pages as he quickly skimmed the dusty worn-out book sitting on the table before him,  ‘From what I understand here,’ Alex told himself, trying to sort his wildly raging thoughts, ‘a lot of what everyone believes may be wrong!  We’ve always been taught that there are four elements that everything is descended from — fire, earth, air, and water — but this makes it sound as if there’s an even higher tier of authority above them!’

“If… If so,” he whispered softly to himself, “then their might be answers for my problem in the higher concept!”  Of course, he couldn’t be certain of anything yet. After all, he’d just found and began to study the books before him; and, as some of the oldest he’d found in the library so far, it was going to take a while for him to completely comprehend them.

But it was finally a start!  A tangible ray of hope, when he was just clutching at dreams and wishes before!  ‘If only I could take and keep notes,’ Alex sighed heavily, thinking  to himself, though he knew better.  Books couldn’t be taken from the archives, and his roommates would laugh and destroy any “frivolous junk” such as inks, quills, or papers of his.  They’d just tell him something like, “Don’t waste your coin on this worthless crap.  Go buy some make-up, or something, to make yourself prettier — then you can get more customers and make more money!  After all, that’s the only way you’re ever going to be able to keep going in this life with your talents.”

“Not like I couldn’t have found something else besides wenching to do,” Alex muttered softly to himself.  Even though the catacombs underneath the library were empty, except for him, Alex still couldn’t bring himself to raise a complaint over anything, above a soft whisper.  The last few years had shown him what would happen if he talked back, complained, or irritated the others.

Stuck in the now, Alex found it hard to try and concentrate on his studies.  His mind kept rolling back over the past, and then rushing forward into both  glorious daydreams and terrible nightmares about the future.  What if what he found could cure his problem?  What if it still couldn’t?  Part of him wanted to rush ahead and memorize the dozen books, or so, that he’d dug out of a cobweb filled corner.  Another part was truly afraid to keep reading — afraid that he might lose the last little hope that he’d been desperately clutching on to.

“There’s no need to try and study like this,” Alex finally told himself, before stretching and pushing the book back towards the center of the table.  Slowly sliding his chair out from behind the desk, Alex spent a moment straightening his clothes and slipping his feet back into his high heels, before slowly working his way back up out of the catacombs, towards the entrance of the library.

“Stupid skirts,” he sighed silently, once again adjusting his clothes before getting ready to step out into the light of day.  Everything had to be adjusted “just right”, if he didn’t want to be showing too much of his “goodies” to the world.  The miniature white skirt was pushed down low onto his hips, to help it cover as much of his rounded bottom as possible.   His top — which was really nothing more than a matching white skirt — was draped over his head like a shawl and hung limply across the top of his ample breasts.  Tugging it forward several inches, Alex revealed all his pale neck and ample cleavage, but let the cloth drape as low as possible to actually cover his bosoms as much as possible.

By all outward appearances, Alex was a woman — and a beautiful, barely-covered one at that!  Long hair.  Delicate features.  Full breasts.  Rounded hips.  Clad in high heels, hose, and loose fitting, barely-covering clothes.  By all appearances, he was definitely a she, and she was definitely a cheap tramp!

Sighing deeply, Alex glanced over his appearance one last time to make certain everything was as good as it possibly could be, and then he finally eased out of the entrance to the library.  Swaying seductively as he’d been taught, and as how had actually became second nature now, Alex slowly worked his way over to the student’s mess hall.

Since the end of year exams were currently ongoing, nobody bothered him at all as he walked from one building to the next, and the cafeteria itself was still empty at this time.  Being too late for breakfast, but still too early for lunch, all the workers were busy cooking in the back and no one was up front to serve any food, but Alex was accustomed to that.  Given the choice, he always tried to visit the cafeteria while it was empty like this — even if he did have to serve himself.

Gathering up one of the nearby picnic baskets, which were there for the students to use, Alex spent several moments placing various meats, cheeses, and vegetables between multiple thick slices of bread.  Forming a dozen sandwiches almost as big as his ample breasts, he carefully packed them all inside the basket until he couldn’t squeeze room for anymore inside.  

One of the few things which Alex was grateful about with the school — with the exception of the library — was that there was never a lack of food available!  Cultivation and cultivators, particularly in regards to those who followed the “ever hungry path of fire”, often ate many times more than what any “nobby” like Alex, could consume.  All varieties of food — from the sweetest sweets to the sourest sours; from the hottest spices to the mildest melons — was always available, at all times of night and day, inside the school.

Better to let a thousand pounds of food rot and waste, than to let a single cultivator starve their talent!  After all, who knows when one might have a breakthrough, or an accident, or overuse their talent, and suddenly need to replenish their vital energy?  The school was always ready to fill any students stomach, at any time — and Alex took full advantage of that fact.  He might not be able to eat everything himself, but that didn’t mean he didn’t have any use for it all.


Leaving the mess hall with a stuffed picnic basket in each hand, Alex sashayed his way throughout the long schoolyard and out the main entrance gates.  One of the guards whistled flirtatiously at him as he seductively swayed past the entrance, causing Alex to wink back and blow a slight kiss reflexively, but no one stopped him as he worked his way on into the city.

Drawing several appreciation stares from the many various men, and a few women,  along the roads he traveled, Alex smiled warmly and nodded his head lightly in return.  By all manners of behavior — walking, dress, smiling and flirting — Alex was a well-trained and well-experienced wench.  Chances are, he would’ve had countless propositions for a little fun, if it wasn’t for the very shoes and clothes which he hated so much!

Blue and white was the color of the school, and wasn’t something the vast majority of nobbies could afford.  Most of the common folks — the nobodies, or “nobbies” — didn’t waste hard earned coin buying dyes for their clothes.  Most of the common people in the city wore simple dingy-gray cottons.  

None of the nobbies ever wore heels, either.  Those were reserved for nobility, the wealthy, or for ladies of esteemed status.  Normal folks usually just wore plain sandals, soft leather shoes or boots, or else simply went barefoot.

The colors of the clothes, the quality of cloth, and the long stiletto heels all spoke together to the people, telling them that even though Alex might be a well-trained and inviting wench, he was still a claimed wench.  Alex wore the school colors.  Naturally, he belonged to the school — and no nobby wanted to risk the school’s wrath by using what was theirs without permission!

For all the appreciative eyes he drew while working his way through the town and down towards the slums, no one actually bothered Alex.  His wink, his smile, his flirtatious actions might give the impression that he wouldn’t mind a little tumble for fun, but Alex’s steady and determined gait showed that unfortunately he was apparently on a task for the school right now, and completely unavailable — and Alex knew that.

It wasn’t until he finally stopped in front of and old worn out door to a rickety and battered wooden shack, before he started to glance all around nervously.  “Come on, Thorn, be home,” Alex prayed quietly, which gently kicking the door with the tip of his toes.  “Come on…  Come on…”  Anxiously, Alex shifted weight from one foot to the other, while nervously glancing up and down the narrow, trash laden street he’d ended up at.

Not a stranger to this part of town, Alex knew the people here wouldn’t actually hurt him.  He might end up having to entertain a half dozen of them if he was unlucky, but in the end they’d let him go afterwards — and he’d already did that enough in the past that he could just shrug it off as a natural thing anymore.  Truth be told, Alex’s greatest worry wasn’t for himself; it was for the food he was carrying.

“Ho!  If it isn’t the Lady Alexandra!”  A young man’s voice calling out to him from down the street made Alex sigh and slump his shoulders in defeat, just as the door was beginning to crack open.

“Quick!  Take these and enjoy them!”  Shoving both baskets through the half opened door, Alex dropped them unceremoniously and then quickly turned in the direction of the voice.  “Sticks!  What a pleasure to see you,” Alex lied, flawlessly, while flashing a brilliantly white and inviting smile.  “And I see you have Snake and Knives with you as well, this morning.”  Swaying seductively, Alex turned and worked his way down the street to meet the three rough looking hoodlums.

“It’s always a pleasure to meet a Lady like you,” Sticks chuckled, as he sidled up and wrapped an arm around Alex’s neck and shoulders.  Freely squeezing Alex’s breasts, Sticks firmly helped guide everyone across the road to a slightly larger, but no less dingier, house across the street, while the other two men followed closely behind.

Alex just laughed lightly and smiled, when one of the guys behind them — he didn’t know which one it was — tugged his skirt down, completely over his hips, causing it to fall to the ground.  “Pick that up for me, will you darling?”  Alex asked, glancing over his shoulder, winking gently, and blowing a kiss back towards Snake.  Carefully stepping out of the skirt, Alex finished walking the rest of the way down the street and to the house with nothing but the silver chastity belt to cover the front side of his body.

After all, he wasn’t anywhere, or doing anything, that he hadn’t already did countless times before.


Coming out of the house about an hour later, Alex swayed his way up the road and to Thorn’s home, while wearing nothing but the solid silver chastity belt and his heels.  An old lady walking down the street simply cackled and whistled, before smacking him lightly across his ass as they crossed paths.  “Enjoy while you got it, sweetie,” the old lady chuckled!

Stopping in the middle of the narrow pathway, Alex smiled warmly back at her.  “I will, Granny Stone,” Alex promised, before asking, “And I hope you’re doing well, as well?” If Alex was the slightest bit concerned about his appearance, he didn’t show any sign of it, while standing at ease in the middle of the street.

“I’m good,” Granny Stone nodded.  “Just dealing with an ache in the old knees,” she grumbled moodily.

“Well that’s to be expected at your age,” Alex teased lightly.

“And it’s likely to happen soon at your age,” Granny Stone snorted, “as much as you keep yours bent and opened!”

“Hey!  Be nice!”  Shaking his head slightly from side to side, Alex waved lightly as he swayed on across the road.  “I’ll see if I can come up with something for those knees of yours, the next time I come down this way,” Alex promised, as he pushed open the door to Thorn’s house without knocking.

“Do that, but you better save some for yourself, sweetie,” Granny Stone cackled out in mirth, as Alex stepped inside and shut the door behind him.

“Poor young lass,” she sighed.  “Born with too much beauty, too much heart, and not any talent.”  Shaking her head, Granny Stone turned and slowly worked her way down towards Stick’s door.  “Hey meatheads!  You jerk wads in there need to return the Lady’s clothes!  Before I come in there and beat you all with my stick!”


“Hey, Thorn!”  Alex called out loudly as soon as he entered the dingy little hut, completely unaware of the scene Granny was making just a few houses down and across the street.  “You still in here, bro?”

“Yeeeep,” came the long, drawn out nasally response, as a large built brute of a man came out from the back room.  “I’ze still be ah here,” Thorn answered, speaking in a slow, exaggeratingly drawn-out, deep voice.  “I’ze saved ah bit ah food fer ya, if’n ya be hankering fer it.”

“Nah.  Knives gave me quite a bit of ‘dessert’ to snack on,” Alex told him, wrinkling his nose slightly.  “I’m not really in a mood to eat anything else right now.”

“You’ze gots ta eats,” Thorn insisted, lumbering over slowly to pull out a thick sandwich with his massive hands.

“I’ll eat back at the school,” Alex assured him, shaking his head side to side in denial.  “All that’s for you.  Just remind me to take back the empty baskets from the other day, when I go this time.  I can’t keep forgetting them all the time.”

“Okies dokies,” Thorn nodded slowly and solemnly, before taking a massive bite from the sandwich in his hand. 

“And, I’m actually here with some good news this time,” Alex chuckled, completely unfazed as he watched mayonnaise squirt out the backside of the sandwich and drip unceremoniously onto the top of Thorn’s dirt-encrusted foot.

“OHH??  I’b ew gobbin fel me ma brudder gunna fin’ly lube da boob?”  Trying to speak with his mouth crammed full of food, Thorn spewed and sputtered almost incoherently while trying to talk.

“Lube the boob?”  Quirking his right eye eyebrow upwards towards the heavens, Alex looked down and stared at his bare chest for several long moments.  “There’s no type of lube on my boob?”  Lifting his gaze back across the room, he quizzically stared at Thorn’s massive torso as well.  Buffed, rippling muscles, criss-crossed with hundreds of thin, randomly interwoven scars covered the darkly tanned body across from him, but there wasn’t any sign of any sort of oil, or lubricant, on it.

“Iz ya gunna luze da boobs,” Thorn repeated, after swallowing down the food in his mouth.

“No,” Alex laughed, finally understanding what he was saying.  “Your brother isn’t going to ‘lose the boobs’.  Even if I could afford to pay for some elixir to remove them, my stupid roommates would just force me to grow them back — and probably even bigger next time!  Nope.  Nope.  Nope,” Alex denied, crossing his arms in front of his chest to make an ‘X’ with them, “I’m not stupid enough to do that, until I’m certain I’m ready to leave the school.

 “And I’m definitely not leaving it now,” Alex exclaimed, vehemently, shaking his head back and forth again.

“Ohh kays…”  Nodding his head slowly, Thorn indicated his understanding, before shoving the remaining half of the sandwich which he was holding into his mouth.  “So whuts ah gud nudes?”

“The good news…”   Alex chuckled to himself for a moment, before trailing off to silence, and then leaning against the rickety boards which made up the wall. “Honestly, there’s a ton of good news,” he replied finally, beaming a brilliant smile over towards Thorn.

“First, it’s almost Winter break.  Most of the jackasses are going to be leaving the school, and won’t be bothering me for the next three months,” Alex laughed happily.  “I always look forward to the yearly break time,” Alex smiled, wistfully.

“Second,” Alex paused a moment for dramatic effect, before continuing, “I think I may have found the solution to why I can’t cultiva…”

“Herd dat a’fore,” Thorn snorted, interrupting Alex as he shook his head from side to side in disbelief.

“Maybe,” Alex admitted, reluctantly, “but I’m almost positive I’ve stumbled across something amazing this time.  So positive,” Alex smiled broadly and reassuring, “that I’m going to need your help, starting in three days.”  Holding up three fingers, he waited until Thorn nodded and repeated the gesture, before telling him, “This break, we’re going to work our asses off together, so I can prepare to take advantage of what I uncover next semester.”

“But I’ze like mah ass!”  Placing his hands protectively atop his backside, Thorn shook his head left and right in denial as he slowly backed away from Alex.


The next two days were both physically exhausting and mentally euphoric for Alex.  Like most end-of-semester periods, Alex’s evenings and nights were filled with constant mockery and calls for his “services” by all the boys in the dorm, who were overly stressed and worried over performance on their final exams.  Unlike the past few years, however, Alex wasn’t solely filled with  exhaustion— this year, he also was filled with boundless hope for what he’d recently uncovered in the library.

On the morning of the third day — the day after the last exam was over and the student break officially began — Alex got up early, like all three of his roommates, and quickly packed up to leave the school.  Leaving their room, the hallways of the boy’s dorms were already packed full of multiple students; all of whom were in a rush to be the first to leave.

“Don’t try and get in from of us, Lady,” Jeremiah ordered, grabbing Alex by the shoulder and pushing him back into the room.  “Real men go first,” he snorted, disgustedly.  “A woman like you should wait their turn.”

“Fine.”  Sighing disappointedly, Alex walked back over and flopped back across his bed to wait.  Every year, it seemed to him, as if things changed just a little more, bit by bit, to make his life a little more difficult.  ‘I guess I should’ve expected to get stuck in the room this year,’ he thought dejectedly.  ‘Hell.  If the pattern continues like this, I’ll probably end up tied naked and gagged to the bed next year, and forced to wait until the cleaners finally find me a few days later!’

All of it was, once again, the stupid school’s fault.  By claiming that the operating costs were too high, the school only activated the travel array for one single day after the exams.  And, in the spirit of ‘first come, first served’, the first students to line up at the travel courtyard were the first ones to be allowed to use it.  

This normally led to the elder students, being of higher rank and skills usually, being the first in line, while younger students were pushed to the back.  Duels and competitions were normal as well, with stronger students intimidating weaker ones to advance higher up the queue, and it was normally these events that would push Alex back to the end of the line — but not this year!  This year, he apparently wasn’t even going to be allowed out of the dorm as soon as the doors unlocked.  All he could do is just sit and wait.

And, wait, he did.

‘Which is utterly stupid this time,’ Alex sighed, resigning himself to twiddling his thumbs patiently.  ‘It’s not like I was even going to use the travel array this time.  I figured I’d just get pushed to the end, and then I could wander off and go catch up to Thorn.  I don’t guess a small doing it this way instead, will slow me down very much.’

As Alex was busy relaxing with his own thoughts, there was suddenly a loud cheer from the hallway outside the room.  Sounds of students scuffling, fighting, and cussing each other, echoed into the room for the next half hour, or so, until silence finally filled the dorm.

“Well, I guess even I can leave now,” Alex sighed to himself.  Easing up off the bed, he reflexively checked and adjusted his loose clothing, before heading out and starting to the exit of the dorm.


Heading outside, the school was just as hectic and chaotic as Alex had first imagined it to be.  Students — both the male and female students — were dashing about crazily from courtyard to courtyard and building to building.  Some were waving colored flags and frantically yelling like crazy, in an attempt to find the companions which they may have promised to travel with during the break, while some of the others — probably the first year students — were milling around aimlessly and looking lost.

Ignoring the hubbub as much as possible, and apologizing profusely and repeatedly, Alex slowly worked his way across to the practice fields.  Ignoring the various groups of people who were using the practice field as a gathering spot, Alex casually walked over to the opened-sided building where the trainers always stood to watch over the students training.  Cutting through it as a shortcut, Alex strolled to the small hut behind it, where the school normally kept all the wooden weapons used for practice, and waltzed inside as if he had every reason to be there.

‘It might technically be stealing,’ Alex told him, ‘but all I’m really doing is getting my share of the supplies my parents pay for with each year’s tuition.’  Justifying his actions to himself, Alex grabbed up one of the larger first aid kits and walked back out the door.  Keeping his head low, so he could hide his guilty eyes from everyone else’s gaze, he quickly hurried and rushed to the gates leading out to the city entrance.

“Phaaawwwhhh!!”  Letting out a breath of deeply held air, Alex took a moment to stand to the side of the road and sniff the air ecstatically.  “Freedom smells so great!”  Inspired by everyone else’s end-of-semester shenanigans, he couldn’t help but yell aloud and twirl happily in place, causing the nearby gate guards to chuckle lightly, and one to whistle appreciatively in his direction.

“Sorry!”  Blushing brightly at the sudden attention he’d brought upon himself, Alex quickly smoothed his skirt out with his free hand and hurriedly rushed on down the street and away from the school.

Going through the city itself, in many ways it almost seemed like today was a festival day in many places.  Everyone knew when the school was ending, or beginning, and all the merchants and workers were anxiously waiting and trying to attract the students attention before they left town for several months.  Drivers and carriages lined both sides of the street, vying to grab the attention of any students who might be traveling a short distance, where they wouldn’t need to use the travel array.

“Pretty lady!  Do you want a ride?  Only a gold per day’s travel — to and fro — to any destination within a week’s distance from here!”  One balding-headed fat man boldly stepped out from the front of a carriage and blocked his path, while sharing the largest, bightest, shit-eating grin he possibly could.

“No thanks.”  Waving his free hand daintily in front of his face, Alex smiled warmly and tried to go around the man.

“If you’re worried about your safety, little lady,” the driver persisted, “we can stop by the guildhall and you can hire yourself as many guards as might be needed.”

“It’s not that I don’t trust you,” Alex stopped and assured the man.  “I’m certain you’d be more than enough to carry me wherever I needed to go.  It’s just that I’m not leaving town right yet.  I’ve got to make a final check on one of my sick patients, before I can leave.”  Holding up the first aid kit so that the driver could see the healer’s emblem of several herbs tied together, Alex smiled brightly and lied loosely to the merchant.

‘I’m going to The Abyss when I die,’ Alex sighed deeply to himself.  ‘First theft, and now dishonest speech — both in one morning!  At this rate, I’m going to end up a rapist and a murderer by this afternoon!’

“Then next time,” the driver laughed, shrugging off the rejection good-naturedly, finally stepping back out of the way, to resume his previous position in from of his carriage.

“Absolutely,” Alex promised, smiling charmingly even though he really couldn’t ever picture himself hiring a driver to take him anywhere.  His feet worked just fine — and walking was much cheaper anyway!  Waving lightly, he hurried on down the street, anxious to try and make it to Thorn’s without any further interruptions.

He was late enough already!


“Brudder Boob!  Ya late!”  Calling out from down the street the moment he saw Alex, Thorn was sitting on the steps in front of his small shack, leaning back against the door, waiting.

“Sorry.  Sorry,” Alex waved apologetically, while seductively walking on past Thorn, almost as if the other didn’t exist.

“Sticks no home,” Thorn snorted, getting up to follow along.

“I’m not going to Stick’s place,” Alex laughed, in a lightly feminine and very merry voice.  “I’m heading down to Granny Stone’s place, before we head out to work this morning.”

“Unn,” Thorn nodded, content to simply lumber along and follow Alex wherever he might be going.

“Hey Old Hag!”  Going just a few houses down past Stick’s place, Alex pushed open the barely hanging door of a dilapidated, run down, old shack, and casually walked on in.  “You in here Hagatha?”  Yelling, he waved happily over at Granny Stone, who was hunched over and stirring up something in an old bowl.

“Ain’t no damn Hagatha in here,” Granny Stone snorted derivatively.  “Just an old Stone!”  Cackling happily, she pointed with the ladle she was holding over at Thorn, who was just starting to peak through the door.  “Out!  Out!  And stay out,” she demanded, at the top of her old voice.  “Your big ass will break my floor!”

“Dat okay,” Thorn sighed and simply sat down to wait in front of the open door, without going in.  “Brudder Boob be gunna work me ass off todey,” he sighed, sadly.  “Me like me ass, but me guess it’z gotta go, if’n it’z be ah break’n floors.  Bad ass,” he told his rump, as he looked down at himself.  Alex shook his head slightly and smiled sadly, while Granny Stone cackled uncontrollably, listening to Thorn.  

“This is for you, pretty lady,” Alex flirtatiously blew a kiss at Granny, while holding the stolen first aid kit out to her.

“Thank ye,” Granny smirked happily as she laid her ladle in the pot she was stirring up, before taking the wooden box from him.  “Now, sit down on that stool over there, and let me have a good look at your eyes,” Granny commanded, pointing to the single stool which sat in front of the broken down old crate which she normally used for her table.

“Oh?  Has the beauty of my eyes captivated the beautiful maiden?”  Fluttering his eyelashes furiously, Alex sat down and teasingly flirted outrageously at Granny Stone.

“Not one bit,” Granny snorted, sitting the first aid kit down near whatever she’d been stirring.  “I just figured somebody aught to check them for you, since there’s no pretty ladies, or beautiful maidens anywhere around here!”

“Brudder Boob be ah pretty lady,” Thorn corrected her seriously, from right outside the door.

“I’m no lady,” Alex denied, vehemently!  “I’ve already explained that to you before, Thorn!”  Snorting loudly, Alex got up and stomped over towards the old pile of straw and rags which made up the existence of Granny Stone’s bed.  Unceremoniously yanking off his top and skirt, Alex tossed those onto the center of the pile, before shuffling around in the mess of it to pull out an old, tattered, cotton dress.

“I’m borrowing this,” Alex snorted, wiggling into the thin and faded dress, ignoring the several dubious stains and tares in it.  ‘Even if it is thin enough to not hide anything,’ Alex sighed, thinking to himself, ‘at least it’s not the school’s colors.  I shouldn’t be bothered wearing this today.’

“Seems pretty obvious to me, kekeke,” Granny cackled tauntingly.  “Only thing I’m seeing when I look at you is a pretty little lady.”

“Oh stuff it you two.”  Trying to ignore Granny’s boisterous laughter, and Thorn’s head bobbing up and down idiotically in agreement with her words, Alex worked his way back around Thorn and outside.  “Come on Thorn.  Let’s go.  We’ve got stuff to do today.”

“Okies, Brudder Boobs,” Thorn agreed happily, easing up and wrapping an arm protectively around Alex’s soft, feminine shoulders.

“We’ll be back late this evening, or early tonight,” Alex called back into the house, promising Granny.  “I’ll return your dress to you then.”  He didn’t try to pull away from Thorn at all.  Even if Alex didn’t want to think of himself as a woman, he wasn’t an idiot.  He knew precisely how much his roommates had altered his appearance over the last few years, and he knew precisely where he was right now.  

Right now, he had to rely on Thorn to help protect him and keep him safe — particularly since he wasn’t wearing the school’s colors at the moment — but Alex swore that that was going to change shortly in the future.


Walking through the town, Alex continued to stay snuggled up tightly beside Thorn.  Instead of heading out of the slums, and back towards the more reputable areas of the city, Alex fearlessly led them ever deeper into the worst part of town.  Countless dirty eyes dangerously followed their every movement, but all the watchers respectfully kept their distance — and Alex knew this was all thanks to Thorn.

While Alex might still be a rank one nob, everyone down here knew that Thorn wasn’t.  Thorn had advanced to become a rank six nob, before being kicked in the head by a Thunderhoof stallion.  The lightning and force had shattered his meridians, as well as addling his thoughts and speech, which forever kept him from growing any stronger — but he was still as strong as any six normal men put together!

Rankings were something that were rather difficult to measure — especially at higher levels — but most people easily understood the lower rankings.  A “nob” was simply a normal human; a nobody in the world of spirits.  A rank two nob was somebody with twice the strength of most normal nobodies.  A rank six nob had six times the average power, and a rank twelve nob was twelve times greater than the average person.  This was basically considered to be the “body strengthening phase”.

Now, bronze rank came next, and it was already a little more difficult to gauge in terms of power.  Usually, sometime between nob rank eight and nob rank twelve, once their body was strong enough,  a cultivator would begin to sense the basic flows of energy in the world.   At this point, they were considered to be bronze rank, and starting the actual path of cultivation.  

Since most bronze rank cultivators never shared their nob ranking, it wasn’t difficult to find rank six bronze cultivators who were weaker than rank one bronze cultivators.  Just because their bodies were better at storing energy, that didn’t mean their bodies were better at lifting rocks or running faster speeds!

And, since the next ranking — copper — started at the point where one could retain the energy in their body, and not just sense and pull from it, it became even harder to judge.  A rank six copper might feel the energy less than a rank four bronze, and they might not be as strong as a rank five nob!  Without actually fighting, it was difficult to truly determine “power level” based solely off what one’s rank was.  That’s why the various contents and competitions were so important in the world of cultivation — they gave one the chance to truly prove their strength!

But, none of these subtle nuances really meant that much to the people of the slums.  Nearly everyone here was nothing more than normal nobbies, so *any* ranking, no matter what color or level it was, was something for them to watch out for.  Sure, the various gangs might be able to ambush Thorn and steal the pretty lady by his side — but at what price?  

The risk simply wasn’t worth the possible reward, and so, Alex and Thorn strolled unbothered freely through the slums.  They might be watched by every set of eyes as they passed, but as long as they didn’t start anything themselves, everyone else was quite content to live and let live.

“So whar we goinn, Brudder Boobs?”  Calmly letting himself be led around freely, Thorn nevertheless couldn’t help but ask.  Alex had never bothered to explain to him about what they were going to do, except to tease him about working his ass off.

“We’re going out the back gates of the city,” Alex told him, pointing past a few buildings in front and to the right of them.  “That way we can avoid all the hassle of everything in the main part of the city now.  Then we’re going to work our way around to the right, to the north side of the city, and head up towards the mountains.

“A couple hours travel up that way should put us near the base of Silver Ridge, and we’re going to work at the edgeline there today,” Alex explained patiently.  “I’m going to see about harvesting some Silver Mercurial Grass, and it’ll be your job to protect me from any Silver Rodents which might pop up.”

“Grass bad,” Thorn warned him, while frowning heavily.  “Grass kick yur ass,” he added, menacingly.

“I know.  I know,” Alex chuckled slightly, while waving his hands dismissively.  “That’s why I just want to go out and test everything today.  From what I’ve read up on, Silver Mercurial Grass is toxic to anyone who has even the slightest amount of spirit energy in them — and normally, anyone who’s got even a drop of life in them has at least some spirit energy.”

“Grass kick yur ass,” Thorn repeated, nodding his head knowingly.

“Yep, it sure does,” Alex agreed wholeheartedly once again.  “That’s why you’ve got to stay away from it and just deal with any of the rodents if we see them.  The trainers and all the spirit gauge tools at the school say that I don’t have a drop of spirit energy in me.  I want to test to see if I’m as utterly broken as they make me out to be, or not.”

“Grass kick yur ass,” Thorn repeated once again, while glaring hard over at Alex.  “Makez yah sick.  Makez yah dead,” he warned, ominously.

“It might,” Alex agreed, shivering slightly at the possibility.  “But that’s why I gave that healer’s kit to Granny this morning.  If I get sick today, you can carry me back to Granny tonight, and she can patch me right up.

“To be honest,” Alex whispered softly, “I’m kind of hoping that I do get sick.  At least then, that’ll prove the school and the trainers wrong.  It’ll mean I’ve got some spiritual power in me at least, and that I’m not as bad as some type of worthless animal like they all think I am.”

“Unn…”  Thorn grunted noncommittally but didn’t try to stop Alex as they headed out the small set of back gates and started following their way along the right wall.  For better, or worse, Thorn trusted his brother.


After a few hours of walking the small and dusty paths on the northern side of town, Alex pointed to the deep sea of silver weeds that were swaying softly in the wind of the canyon before them.  “That’s our target,” Alex warned Thorn quietly, “Don’t try to walk in there, no matter what might happen later.  Just keep your eyes open for anything living which might try and ambush us from out of the bush.  I don’t think it’s something that’ll actually happen while we just hover at the edge here, but it always pays to be cautious, just in case.”

“Okies,” Thorn nodded, amiably, as he slumbered off to lazily keep watch.

“And here goes nothing,” Alex told himself, biting his lip lightly to try and work his courage up.  For all that he’d acted like it wasn’t much of a big deal in front of Thorn, he was still frightened of the poisonous grass.  Death, loss of limbs, paralysis, organ failure, and even worse had occurred to people in the past who didn’t harvest the Silver Mercurial Grass properly — and he was basically going to try to do it naked!

“Hell, might as well be naked,” Alex told himself as he quickly took a moment to pull the tattered old dress which he’d borrowed from Granny Stone up and over his head.  “No need to ruin Granny’s poor outfit any more than it already is, and it’s not like it’d offer any sort of protection anyway.  Besides,” Alex sighed pensively, “if I’m not lucky – and I’ve never really felt like I have been, considering my life so far – I might end up dragging some of the poison back and affecting Granny with it.”

“Nope.  Better safe than sorry, as I told Thorn before,” Alex reminded himself, as he sat down and pulled both his high heeled boots off.  Carefully folding up granny’s dress, he sat both of them down on top of it, making certain the thin fabric of the worn-out dress didn’t just up and blow off in a strong breeze. 

“And with that, I guess there’s no more reason to delay…”  Sighing deeply, Alex slowly worked his naked body over to the ridgeline where the silver grass swayed softly in the wind.  Stopping when he was within arms-length of the swaying grass, Alex slowly laid down flat upon the ground and wiggled ever so slowly towards the first bundle he was targeting, like a snake slithering softly upon an unsuspecting mouse.

“Silver hair, beware,” he muttered to himself, repeating an oft-spoken warning very similar to the one Thorn was using earlier.  Silver Mercurial Grass, by itself was truly dangerous and poisonous, but it was only half of the problem.  Silver Haired Silkgrass tended to grow intermixed with the Mercurial Grass, and the combination of the two spelled an almost certain doom for anyone, or anything, which was exposed to the region which they’d claimed.

Silver Mercurial Grass was long, tall, and brittle, and many times resembled nothing more than common straw or broom sage, except for its silverish sheen.  Silver Haired Silkgrass grew intermittently amongst the taller weeds and looked like nothing more than fine silver strands of spiderwebbing or loose hair.  The sap of the first was toxic to almost any creature which could channel spirit energy, which was considered to be all people, spirit animals, monsters, and elementals.  Only the very weakest and most mundane of animals could endure the poison of the sap, without being affected – but even they weren’t safe from the horrors of the Silver Grass Fields.

Silver Haired Silkgrass was thin as a spiderweb, and yet as strong as any processed steel.  This thinness, as well as its strength, made it into a natural weapon as sharp as any razor, and being pricked or sliced by it would naturally cause one to jerk or jump back from it – which, in a field of poisonous weeds, wasn’t the reaction one wanted to have.  

One weed would peel the skin right off your body.  The other would poison and infect your blood.  “It’s no damn reason why nobody ever wants to harvest this crap,” Alex whispered softly to himself.  “But it’s this unwillingness to harvest it, that makes it so valuable,” he reminded himself, as he slowly inched closer and closer to the first clump of weeds.

Sweating profusely already, Alex slowly forced his fingers to slowly and carefully dig into the hard-baked dirt that the grass grew within.  “Wish I could just use a damn hand shovel for this,” Alex lamented softly, “but from what I’ve read, they won’t work if one wants the best, and most valuable, samples.”  

Sighing deeply, Alex spent the next quarter hour carefully rooting the dirt back from around the base of the cluster of weeds, slowly working until he could wiggle his whole hand under it.  Tugging softly, Alex gently pulled on the unrooted cluster with one hand, while stretching and reaching with his other hand to try and unravel the interlocking roots as much as possible, without breaking them.

“And that’s one bundle,” Alex assured himself, after spending about another quarter hour to cautiously extract the clump of roots from tangling together.  Sitting the harvested bundle of weeds off to the side, Alex wiped the sweat of his brow with the back of his hands and took several moments to calm down and catch his breath.

“I still feel fine,” Alex assured himself, taking a few minutes to try and inspect the state of his health.  He was sweaty, but that could be chalked up to nerves, pressure, and danger.  His backside was roasting, but that could be expected from laying exposed under the heat of the midday sun – tomorrow, he was probably going to have one heck of a sunburn on his bare back, but that wasn’t from any effect from the poison, at least.

“Two bundles an hour, if I can keep up this pace,” Alex counted in his mind, “for the next six hours will get us at least twelve bundles.  Unprocessed and raw like this, and that’d earn us at least ten gold selling it.  Since most nobbies only earn about a single gold a day, I’d say this is a decent income.  It’s just not sufficient yet to satisfy our end needs.”

“I guess I’ll have to think on what comes next,” Alex sighed, as he slowly wormed his way resolutely over to the next clump of stray weeds.


“Sorry, Granny.”  Alex’s first words were an apology as soon as he walked in her door that evening.  Dressed in nothing but pure strings and tattered rags, at the end of the day, Alex was completely disappointed with himself.  He’d thought he’d planned everything out perfectly for their day’s activity, but Alex had forgotten one of the most important things of all — something suitable to carry the harvested grass back in!

“I ruined your dress,” he half sobbed, feeling utterly terrible about it.  Alex knew as good as anyone what little Granny had to her name.

“Broke me sleepy-case too,” Thorn grumbled moodily from outside the door.

“Yes, I know we ruined your pillowcase, Thorn.”  Sighing deeply, Alex sat down crosslegged and hung his head.

“No worries.  No worries,” Granny Stone cackled happily.  “Kekeke!  It was worth losing that old thing just to see you like this, Ribbon-Woman!”  Freely teasing Alex, Granny was truly enjoying the moment.  “How’d you end up like that anyway?”

“Grass kick yer ass,” Thorn muttered, sagely, from outside the entrance.

“Yeah,” Alex agreed wholeheartedly.  “The grass kicked our ass.”

“I harvested it easily enough,” Alex explained to Granny, “and we collected a total of fifteen clumps of silver weeds by the end of the day.”

“Yeppers,” Thorn nodded in agreement.  “But grass still kick yer ass,” he added, chuckling lightly.

“Yes, the grass still kicked our ass,” Alex sighed, feeling both down from his failure and yet already tired of being picked on over it.  

“The problem came,” Alex added finally, “when I tried to pack up the bundles and carry them in Thorn’s pillowcase.  The silkgrass ended up ripping and slicing that poor pillowcase to shreds.”

“Kilt it dead,” Thorn added solemnly.

“And, since we were already getting to the more traveled roads, we tried to make due any way we could,” Alex added.

“Kilt me pants,” Thorn sighed sadly from outside the door.

“We didn’t kill your pants,” Alex snorted, moodily.  “We just tore the legs off and made them into a pair of shorts.  YOU killed Granny’s dress, though,” Alex reminded him, putting the blame squarely on Thorn.

“Oh!  Ho!  Ho!  So it was the big ox-boy who ruined my dress?  Kekekeke!  How’d you do that, boy,” Granny Stone asked.  “Do I need to get my cane to beat you with?”

“You sure do, Granny,” Alex nodded vehemently, shamelessly tossing all the blame on Thorn.  “I told the big lug to rip the dress in half; to tear it so there’d be enough to use for a wrap around both my top and bottom, and we’d use the rest to patch up the holes in the bundle we were carrying…”

“Me did dat,” Thorn snorted, crossing his arms in front of his chest stubbornly.

“You tore it in half from top to bottom,” Alex snorted.  “You didn’t tear it into a skirt and top!”

“Ya say’d, ‘Thorn, rip dis’n half.’  So me rip’d it ‘n half!  Not me fault ya ah dum-dum an’ not say which half,” Thorn growled back, grumbling outside the door.

“Kekekeke!  I can’t hardly breathe!”  Granny Stone was bent over, slapping her knees with her hands, and cackling like a mad woman, listening to the two blame each other so seriously.  She didn’t have the heart to tell either of them that the dress in question was one she’d found in the garbage heap a few weeks back.  The only reason she’d dug it out and kept it at all, is because she thought she could tear it up and use it for dingy old dust rags.  She just hadn’t gotten around to it yet!

“Well *Thorn* is going to buy you a new dress with his share of the profits we earned today,” Alex stressed.

“Wif Brudder Boobz coin,” Thorn corrected, instantly.

“No!  With your coin,” Alex demanded.  “You’ve already made me one step from a murderer today!”

“A murderer,” Granny Stone gasped.  “Do tell!  Kah!  Haha haha!  Kekekekekeh!”  Wobbling over, she slowly sat down on the one stool in the room, while trying to catch her breath.

“Well all thanks to Thorn shredding the last of the cloth that we could use,” Alex glared over at the entranceway where Thorn sat pouting.  “I had to end stealing some poor family’s washbasin to carry everything back home.  It’s *his* fault I’m a thief!”

“Wasn’t you already a thief, kehehee,” Granny asked, wiping water from the corner of her eyes?  “Didn’t you steal that healer’s kit this morning?”

“Uh huh,” Thorn agreed, nodding his head vigorously.  “Me gud.  Brudder Boobz bad,” he declared, innocently.

“That was that and this is this,” Alex proclaimed, shanking his head from side to side in denial.

“Kahaha!  Hahahah!  Kah kekekeke!”  Granny couldn’t help but rest her head on the crate she normally used for a table, as she listened to the two argue back and forth relentlessly.


Alex and Thorn continued arguing amongst each other all the way up the street, until they were completely out of sight of Granny’s.  “Ha!  I told you we’d make her evening, if we pretended to feud amongst ourselves,” Alex chuckled, nudging Thorn with his elbow, smiling brightly.

“Yeppers,” Thorn agreed, nodding his head vigorously up and down.  Arm wrapped around Alex’s shoulders, the two almost looked as if they were on a date as they walked down the road snuggled together and laughing freely with each other.

“Thanks for walking me back to the school,” Alex beamed brightly up at Thorn.  “Today’s a day where the school colors are more of a bane than they are a boon out on the streets.”  Since he’d changed back into his white and blue mini-skirts back at Granny’s house, Alex had once again drawn the eyes of every merchant and driver throughout the city as he’d worked his way back to the school.  It was only thanks to Thorn’s rough and scarred appearance that he was able to walk back without being pestered by all of them.

“No worries, Brudder Boobz,” Thorn reassures him, waving his hand dismissively.

“Now remember,” Alex told Thorn, “I’m not going to be leaving the school for several days, again.  Instead, I want you to come and meet me up at the school entrance in three days time.  Got it?”

“Thorn go wait at school gate in three daze,” Thorn repeated, showing that he understood.

“Good,” Alex praised him, smiling brightly as they stopped in front of the entrance to the school.  “Now wait here, out of the way,” Alex pointed to one of the alleyways between the schools wall and the closest building, “and I’ll be back in just a little bit.”

“Ah’ll waitz,” Thorn promised, moving back to sit against the wall.

“Good!”  Turning and rushing into the school, Alex hurried past the empty courtyards and to the boy’s dorm first.  Going up and into his room, he simply tossed the washbasin he was carrying onto his bed, before turning and heading back out.  For a change, he wasn’t worried about anyone stealing his stuff — since it was already late evening, the vast majority of students would’ve already left the school for the break.  There really wasn’t anyone left to steal from him!

Getting outside the dorm again, Alex turned and made a beeline for the cafeteria.  Barren and empty, the place resembled a ghost town as Alex took his time to stuff four whole picnic baskets as full of various foods and deserts as possible.  Smiling happily afterwards, Alex whistled a merry little tune as he worked his way back to Thorn with the handles of two baskets in each hand.

“Miss me, sweetie?”  Blowing a kiss in Thorn’s direction, Alex swayed and flirted outrageously in front of the guards’ eyes.

“Nope,” Thorn answered truthfully.  “Ah almost went ta sleep.”

“Fine!  You big bully!  All you want me for is my snacks,” Alex pouted pitifully, causing one of the nearby school guards to snicker slightly.

“Yep.  Dat’s all,” Thorn agreed, taking the baskets from Alex.  Without saying a word of goodbye, he turned and began to casually slumber on off, ignoring him completely.

“Awww!  Pretty Lady, it seems your boyfriend doesn’t really want your company tonight,” that same guard chuckled lightly.  “I get off work in about a candle’s mark, if you want a real man to keep you company tonight,” he offered.

“No thanks,” Alex pretended to fume, as he stomped off and headed back into the school proper to make a quick trip to the cafeteria for his own supper, and then back to his room for the night.


Shoving the washbasin full of weeds under his bed, Alex laid down and went to sleep early that night.  Waking up and getting out of bed the next morning, he was rather disappointed to find himself in tip top shape.  “No swelling of the fingers, tongue, or throat,” he sighed regretfully.  “No fever, irritable bowels, or loss of appetite either.  I guess I really don’t have a drop of spiritual power at the moment,” he sighed, sadly.

Truth was, in the deepest recesses of his heart, Alex had actually been hoping to have some sort of reaction to the silver grass.  “I didn’t want to just be some sort of worthless animal,” Alex sighed deeply to himself.

Truly, his only hope now, laid in the books that he’d uncovered before the semester’s end.  “Maybe I should just give up on trying to earn money for now and take the opportunity to freely study those books,” Alex worried to himself, biting his lower lip unconsciously.

After sitting and seriously pondering on the subject for a good half hour, Alex finally shook his head from side to side.  “Nope,” he told himself determinedly.  “Even if I can sort out the problem with my cultivation, I’m still going to need a large sum of money to turn my life around.  First thing first, I’ll need to fully change back to a man and quit being a ‘Brudder Boobz’ all the time.  And, before I can do that, I might need to be prepared to fully pay for a private room somewhere and get out of this dorm.  

“After I’m all man again, and after I fix my spirit problem, *then* things are going to get REALLY expensive!  That’s when I’m going to need a fortune’s worth of pills, elixirs, and tonics to help me catch up with everyone else already,” Alex sighed deeply.

“I can always study the books in the archives,” Alex sternly reminded himself, “but the Jackass Three will steal all my coin when they come back after the break.  I have to take this opportunity to earn and invest, so I can have enough finances and be prepared to step forward and turn my life around when the chance actually comes.”

Having made his decision— even if part of him still doubted if it was the right one — Alex quickly got up, slipped into his normal outfit, and hurried down to eat breakfast.  Woofing down the food, before he could change his mind, Alex quickly hurried back to his room afterwards, and grabbed the old washbasin from under his bed with the silver grass in it.

“Sell these, as there are,” Alex muttered to himself as he headed towards the door, “I could probably sell them for upwards of fifteen gold.”  Turning and going down the hall, he headed upstairs towards the private rooms, rather than to the exit.  “Let’s see if I can’t do a little better than that,” he chuckled lightly to himself.

Going all the way up to the eighth floor of the dorm, Alex strolled down the hall until he reached the second door to the left.  Trying the handle, it turned easily, and Alex waltzed on in as if he owned the place.  “Just like I thought,” he chuckled sneakily to himself.  “The cleaners have unlocked all these rooms, and they haven’t gotten down to this floor yet.  They usually end up locking them up once they’re finished with them.”

Whistling happily, Alex kicked of his high heels and casually eased over and slid into a long white robe that was hanging on a rack at the wall.  Slipping a glossy pair of goggles around his face, Alex strolled over and opened one of the back doors in the room.  Walking on in, he laughed happily while staring at everything before him.

An alchemy room!  That’s where he was right now — in the Lord Jacob Northfire’s personal alchemy room!

“Rich bastard,” Alex snorted, glaring all around.  It was Jacob who had concocted the elixir his roommates had forced him to drink, and which grew out his breasts as they were now.  “Asshole, you ought to be happy I’m just going to use your shit, rather than steal it all and sell it on the blackmarket,” Alex snorted, trying to fight back the feelings of deep anger in his heart.

Placing the washbasin on top of one of the granite countertops, Alex spent the next half hour or so familiarizing himself with all the equipment in the room.  Even though he’d read countless books on alchemy, and various formulas, down in the archives of the school library, Alex had never actually practiced before.  After all, since none of the teachers would accept his talentless self as a disciple, or allow him to take classes, all of Alex’s knowledge was theoretical at best!

“This should produce the flame I need,” Alex mused, as he slowly rubbed his hand across the top of a blood-red crystal embedded on one of the tables.  Almost instantly, a small circular array pattern glowed blue in response to the touch, causing a small yellow-red flame to flicker in the center of it.

“A little more than that, if I remember right,” Alex muttered softly.  Tapping the stone a second time caused the flame to turn pure red.  Another tap of the stone caused the red flame to form a white center.  Another tap created a pure white flame, and one more turned it blueish-white.

“That should do it,” Alex nodded happily, content that he was matching the requirements just as he’d read about them.  Whistling merrily, Alex slid one of the metal stands centered around the flame, and then placed a large empty flask in the stand.

“Water.  Water.  Where’s the water stones hiding in this room?”  Sliding out one of the drawers that he’d snooped through before, Alex continued his whistling as he picked up a blue small glass bead in his fingers.  “Ha!  I knew I saw it here,” he bragged to himself.

Walking back to the flask and the flame, Alex held the stone above the opening of the flask and softly commanded, “Drizzle!”  As soon as the words were out of his mouth, a tiny drizzle of water began to leak out of the stone and into the flask.

“Ker…reerrr…rackk!”  A small puff of steam billowed up out of the flask, causing Alex to jerk his hands back before he burnt himself, as a spiderweb of cracks suddenly appeared in the bottom of the flask, and quickly grew ever larger up both sides.

“Chhh…inkka…. Chiinka… Kachunkk!”  A few small fragments flaked off the flask and tinked upon the table at first, followed by the whole thing shattering and dropping glass shards all over the place a moment later.

“Oh shit!!”  Panicking, Alex quickly slapped the black stone on the table, turning off the flame.  Stepping back several feet away from the mess he’d just created, Alex stared wide-eyed at the broken shards scattered across the tabletop and floor.

Who knew pouring cold water into a molten hot glass would break it?!!


“Oh!  I’m sorry.  I didn’t realize anyone was in here,” a soft, feminine voice apologized, startling Alex as he was busy bent over, trying to clean up all the broken of glass.  “Here, let me get that for you,” the unknown girl told Alex, as she briskly stepped forward with a broom and began sweeping.

All Alex could see from his position was a long set of shapely, tanned legs and bare feet, before he quickly turned his back, stood up, and pretended to be messing in a nearby cabinet.  “Thank for that,” he told the girl, trying to make his voice sound gruffer and harsher than usual.  “And you and the other’s don’t have to worry about cleaning my room this break.  I’m going to stay here in the dorm this semester break to try and finish up the new formula I’m working on,” Alex lied nervously, trying had not to twitch uncontrollably from his nerves.  If he got busted here, he could be kicked out of the school and lose his chance at a new life, forever!

“I… I’ll clean my room myself,” Alex stuttered, almost biting his own tongue, “and I’d prefer if all the cleaners would just stay out for me.  I really don’t want to be disturbed with my research.”

“Of course, milord,” the girl responded respectfully.  “I’ll make certain to let the others know.”  Sweeping the broken glass into a dustpan, she bowed once and then quickly turned and walked back out of the room.

It wasn’t until hearing the outer door to the room close, before Alex’s knees started knocking together and he slowly sank down to sit in the floor.  “Gods, that was close!”  Letting out a deep breath of air, Alex couldn’t help but admit that she’d almost scared him to death, to himself.

He’d known they’d be coming in to clean and check the room, of course, but Alex had thought that he’d hear whoever enter into the other room first.  He was just going to yell at them and tell them they weren’t needed, and never actually see them in person — after all, he was too well known as the “girly toy in the boy’s dorm” already!  If that girl had recognized him, there’s no way she wouldn’t have known he was in the wrong room!

“Let me take that, and the last few days as a lesson,” Alex told himself sternly, slapping himself hard upside his face.  “I’m too inexperienced and overlooking too many common things!  I knew silver silkhair cut.  Why didn’t I think about it cutting through old cloth?  I should’ve thought to fill the flask before heating it, and I shouldn’t have been surprised that the nobby cleaner was barefoot!  

“Just because I’m wearing heels, and all the boys here normally wear boots, that doesn’t mean the cleaners do!  I *knew* all of these things already,” Alex berated himself.  “I just didn’t think about them enough and overlooked them.”

“I’ve got to do better,” he promised himself firmly.



The next several hours were spent with Alex carefully attempting to reproduce all the steps that he’d read about in various alchemical texts, but never performed before.  Carefully, he used tongs, pinchers, and uniquely made scalpels to gingerly pick out all the strands of Silver Haired Silkgrass from amongst the rest of the gathered clumps of dirt and grass.  A few strands of ordinary grass and weeds were separated to the side, and the Silver Mercurial Grass was divided into two piles – one for the stems of the grass, and the other for the roots.

The roots of the Silver Mercurial Grass were carefully placed inside another flask, and then set to boil and cook under the heat of a blue-white flame.  At this point, Alex went out of the room to make certain that the outer door was locked, and then dragged a chair from the private kitchen/dining area over to wedge beneath the handle.  Just as the sap of the Silver Mercurial Grass was poisonous and deadly to anyone with spirit capability, so was the fumes from the extraction process!  If one of the school’s cleaners were to accidently walk into the room while the grass was being processed, chances are they’d end up deathly sick – or even dead!

“I still don’t trust it,” Alex muttered softly to himself, staring at the blocked off door.  Frowning heavily, he walked over to the bed, tugged the top sheet off it, and then used it to shove around the bottom of the door, in an attempt to seal any crack at the bottom.  “That’ll have to do, I hope,” he prayed fervently, before going back over to the bed and pulling the bottom sheet off it as well.

Going back into the alchemy room where he was processing the silver grass, Alex made certain to shut that door firmly as well, before stuffing the bedsheet he was carrying around the bottom of it as well.  “That’s all I can do for an extra little layer of safety measures,” Alex reassured himself.  “Let’s hope it’s not needed.”  Biting his lip with worry, he walked back over to the countertop he was using and rubbed his hands several times back and forth on a pure white stone.

In the school, many of the tools used for the practice of alchemy and elixir making were quite standardized.  Most work areas had several important arrays installed which were vital to the practice of alchemy, and various colored stones controlled those arrays.  Generally speaking, red stones produced fire, or enhanced fire to make it hotter or larger.  Dark Blue stones were for creating water, Green stones for growing plants, and Sky Blue stones created air. 

Yellow stones, normally placed directly beside another base stone, worked to dampen the associated array, or to reduce it.  For example, a yellow stone, placed beside a red stone, was used to reduce the heat, or cut down on the size of the flame, that a red stone array might produce.

Black stones were always placed beside other stones, and they basically were used to simply turn off whatever array they were associated with. 

White stones, on the other hand, were a little different as they weren’t one of the ‘elemental control’ stones, nor were they one of the ‘modification control’ stones.  White stones were generally used to control and activate a purification array, which could be used to remove impurities for anything placed within it.  

By rubbing his hands across the white stone several times, Alex caused a small shimmering globe of flickering energy to appear and float over the center of one of the countertops.  If he had need to attempt to purify stale water, for example, so that it’d be suitable for drinking, he could place a pot of it inside that globe and let it sit, in an attempt to purify it.  

“What I’m hoping,” Alex muttered to himself, biting his lip with worry, “is that the purification array will cleanse the air in here, since I’m not actually putting anything else in it instead.”  Theoretically, it *should* work, but Alex had already learned from the earlier flask how reliable theoretical knowledge was.

“It’s the best I can do for now, anyway,” Alex shrugged, reminding himself again.  Sometimes one just had to take a chance if they ever wanted to move forward in life.
   

The rest of the day was basically a long, drawn-out thumb-whittling experience for Alex.  Once the Silver Mercurial Grass roots started boiling inside the flask, all that was left to be done at the moment was to watch so it didn’t boil dry.  Under such intense heat, and with so little present, Alex had to keep water boiling in a separate kettle, and then constantly use it to refill the flask every few minutes.

It was never ending work, but it was completely mindless work as well.  Fill up the pot.  Boil the water.  Check the flask.  Fill the flask.  Refill the pot.  Repeat and repeat over and over.

Utterly mind numbing and yet utterly essential work to the extraction process!

At first glance at the process, Alex thought the whole process was vastly overrated.  As long as one was immune to the toxins from the grass, or if one took the proper precautions against the toxins, and since it grew so abundantly in the wild, why was it so dang expensive to produce?

He’d thought he’d stumbled upon a simple cash cow, but the reality was turning out to be anything but that!  The job was dull and mind numbing, which made it ever so easy to lose focus, and yet, it required constant maintenance and vigilance.  Too much heat, it ruined the extract.  Too little did the same.  Not enough water?  That over-scorched and burnt the roots, which, you guessed it, ruined the extract! Too little water?  That overly cooled the mixture, which also ruined the extract!

“And to think,” Alex sighed, exhaustedly twelve hours later, “I’ve got a natural advantage — the poison doesn’t affect me!  Just how the hell can the other alchemists produce this stuff while fully covered and wearing a face mask?  One cut, rip, or pinprick in whatever protective suit they’re wearing and Kkkaaaxxxxtt!  It’s all over but the crying!”

And the absolute worst part?  No sleep that night either!  The whole extraction process took twenty-four uninterrupted hours from start to finish.  Alex still had another twelve hours to go!

“There’s got to be an easier way to make money than this!”  Alex lamented to himself, almost crying.


A little over a dozen exhausting hours later, Alex finally held the finished product in his hands — a small vial with all of about three ounces of Silver Mercurial Extract in it.  Hands trembling, Alex carefully stoppered the vial and placed it within one of the many empty racks nearby.

“Nighty nite,” he muttered sleepily.  Laying down uncaringly in the floor, Alex curled up into a small ball, used his own arm for a pillow, and drifted off almost instantly into an exhausted and fitful slumber.


By the time Alex awoke again, the sun had already made its journey completely across the sky, and the moon was already sitting high up in its place.  Yawning heavily, Alex stretched catlike several times before finally getting back up and starting to clean everything up.

By the time he’d washed the flask (which was surprisingly hard to do with such a small hole up top and wide bottom below), and disposed of the remnants of the grass and roots, and cleaned everything else back to how it was before he came into the room; the moon was already starting its descent back down from its apex and was heading towards the horizon.

“Time for a quick snack, a nice long soak in the bath, and then I’ll have to meet Thorn this morning once again,” Alex reminded himself, as he picked up and pocketed the extract he’d worked so hard to make.  Moving the bedsheet from the door, before opening it,  he went out into the other room and picked up the other bedsheet as well.

“Screw me trying to clean these,” Alex laughed, as he strolled over and tossed them both down the room’s garbage chute.  “The school can just buy new ones,” he shrugged, nonchalantly.

Picking up his high heels, Alex strolled back into the alchemy room and sat them down inside the washbasin he’d used to haul the grass earlier, before picking it up.  Tilting the small tub, Alex leaned it tight against the edge of the table and then carefully slid the thin strands of Silver Haired Silkgrass over into it.

Whistling merrily at his success, Alex swayed seductively and proudly strolled out of Jacob’s room and headed down the steps to his on.  Going in, Alex only stayed long enough to drop off the washbasin with his shoes and the silkgrass onto his bed.  With twenty-four hours of tedious alchemy extraction added to an almost twelve hour nap after, and then taking time to clean up his mess, Alex’s stomach was grumbling and complaining relentlessly about being empty!  Rubbing it lightly, he quickly turned and hurried on towards the cafeteria and dining hall.


“Oh gods, it’s soooo good,” Alex moaned, catching a long string of rich honey that slowly dribbled off his chin with his fingers.  Already on his third plate of steaming hot buns, Alex completely ignored the light giggles of the serving girls who were working behind the counter of the cafeteria.

Normally, Alex always visited the cafeteria later than everyone else, so that the boys wouldn’t be around to bother him as he eat.  At that time, usually there wasn’t any serving girls available— they were all busy in the back, washing dishes and cleaning up — and the only food available was the already cold leftovers.  A steaming hot meal, fresh from the oven like this, was almost Heaven in Alex’s eyes!

Sticking his fingers in his mouth, and sucking on them, caused Alex to let out a small, almost orgasmic moan, which resulted in another round of light tittering and sighing from the serving girls who watched him almost religiously.  “Today’s one of those days when I almost wish I was Thorn,” Alex sighed, rubbing his already overly-full stomach gently.

Ever since a little over a year and a half ago, Alex hadn’t been able to eat as much as he used to — and he knew he could thank his roommates, and probably Jacob, for that unintended “benefit”.  After all, it was around two years ago, when his roommates first decided to start renting him out to help “entertain” the other boys.  About six months after that, Alex started having “accidents” and leaving brown stains everywhere he went, thanks to the ruined state of the muscles in his ass.

And, rather than try and pay to have him properly healed, Alex’s roommates instead forced him to drink some unknown and odd-smelling alchemical elixir.  Alex didn’t know, for a certain fact, who made it, but he always assumed it was another creation of Jacob’s, since him and Joshua were such big buddies!

Regardless of where they’d gotten the elixir, the end result was one which solved the basic problem that annoyed his roommates — it caused Alex to quit leaving nasty stains everywhere he sat!  Unfortunately (or perhaps fortunately, depending on how one looked at it), it did this by altering Alex’s stomach and greatly enhancing the acid in it, allowing him to fully digest whatever he ate.  Food went in, it all got digested completely, ergo there was no waste left to come out.

A side “benefit” to this process was the fact that Alex now fully extracted all the nutrients from whatever he ate, resulting in him not needing to eat even half as much as normal.  Less food went in, took longer to digest, gave higher nutritional values, and nothing was left to come back out.  

All-in-all, it wasn’t a bad alteration at all, in Alex’s opinion.  His poor wallet definitely appreciated the greatly reduced cost whenever he ate out.  The only problem, however, in Alex’s opinion, was days like today!  “Stupid fatso Thorn would probably be able to eat a hundred of these,” Alex pouted, pitifully using his fingers to scoop the rest of the think honey glaze out of his plate.  “I’d probably burst, if I tried to shove down another.”

Sadly, and full of reluctance, Alex slowly pushed himself up from the table he was sitting at.  Licking the last vestiges of sticky sweats from between his fingers, Alex slowly wobbled out the cafeteria and headed towards the girl’s dorms.

Countless little giggles from the girls working the early morning shift followed lightly in his wake.


Still pouting and rubbing his bloated stomach, Alex nevertheless carefully checked all his surroundings as soon as he entered into the girl’s bathing area.  “Empty,” he assured himself, smiling slightly as he quickly stripped out of his skirt and top.  Kicking them together to form a pile out of the way in the corner of the room, Alex snatched up one of the readily available utility trays, before easing himself down slowly into the gigantic steaming pool that covered most of the room.

“Heavenly,” Alex sighed, happily letting himself soak and float in the hot pool.  If the school’s hot food was enough to make Alex wish he was Thorn, the pool in the girl’s dorm was almost enough to make him wish he was truly, fully, a woman!

“It’s not fair,” Alex pouted, regretting the fact that normally he’d be stuck bathing in the boy’s dorm, with the rest of those idiots!  “Stupid, stupid, horny jerks!”  Grumbling moodily, Alex ducked his head under the water, letting his long hair float out and cascade freely all around him.

Several years back — even before Alex first joined the school — the Blue Heaven Academy received a large grant from the kingdom to help renovate and enrich the learning experience.  One of the provisions for them to accept the grant was that a portion of it had to be spent on improvements based upon the student’s specifications.  The girls, in their infinite wisdom, asked for their baths to be expanded and improved upon, whereas the boys, being the idiots that are boys, simply asked for more training dummies to be placed upon the practice field and for it to be expanded!

“Idiots!  All men are stupid, jackass, idiotically horny dumbasses.”  Not bothering with the fact that he, himself, was born a man, still identified himself as a man, and absolutely had every intent to remove all vestiges of femininity and forever stay a complete and utter man, Alex still felt that they were a gender comprised of total idiots.  “They’d have to be,” Alex muttered moodily, as he let the steaming warmth slowly soak all throughout his body, “if they couldn’t tell that the kingdom’s intention was to give them a personal reward!  Instead, they were stupid enough to turn around and give their gift back to the school, to spend on something which should’ve been part of the required teaching and learning expenditures already!” 

And the worst part of it, in Alex’s opinion, was simply the fact that normally, he’d be stuck over on the other side where they only had showers to quickly use to wash and rinse off under.  It was only thanks to the time of morning that it was, and the fact that it was currently the school break and the vast majority of people were gone, that gave Alex the courage to sneak in and indulge in the girl’s baths.

And indulge he did!

Floating and soaking in the water was heavenly.  The vastly superior assortments of soaps, shampoos, conditioners, and creams was utterly shocking.  Brushes, combs, razors, and every sort of grooming tool imaginable were readily available – and even sorted for use!  The steaming pool covered a good half of the room, but one whole wall was nothing more than pure silvery mirror with a long bench placed strategically in front of it so one could sit and see themselves as they performed their grooming routines.

Even though he was supposed to meet up with Thorn early this morning, Alex ended up losing himself to the luxuriousness of the room.  He soaked for the longest time in the pool.  Tried multiple different shampoos and conditioners in his hair, to see which he might like the best.  Brushed his long hair a dozen different times, starting with the coarsest brush he could fine, and then gradually working his way down to the finest one available.  

“Woah ho ho!  I didn’t think I’d be finding the great and mighty Lady Alexandra in here this time of morning.”  Just when Alex was starting to play with some of the various creams and lotions which were available, a girl’s voice and laughter interrupted his pamperings and caused his heart to quiver and tense uncontrollably.


“Sor…  Sorry!”  Blushing slightly at getting caught, Alex instantly covered his breasts with one arm, while hopping up and splashing to get out of the pool to run away.

“Haaaaahhhh…”  Letting out a long contented breath as she eased down into the other side of the pool, the girl waved her hands dismissively as she began to soak and relax.  “Don’t worry about it,” she sighed, magnanimously, as she slowly let her bare body float and soak in the warmth much like Alex had when he’d first entered the bath.

“Are…  Are you certain you don’t mind?”  Stopping his abrupt exit, Alex slowly eased back down into the water, sinking down all the way to his neck before he stopped.

Looking over at the girl, Alex couldn’t help but frown and bite his lip lightly.  Pure pale white skin.  Big, soft, round breasts.  Long legs and soft, full and curvaceous buttocks.  With long, fiery red hair floating out and cascading around her gorgeous nude body, Alex was certain he knew this girl from somewhere.

“Lady Diamondcrest,” Alex asked, questioningly?

“Yeeesss?”  Sounding almost as if she was half hissing as she soaked in the warmth of the water, the Lady Diamondcrest seemed to be trying to completely tune Alex’s existence out of her awareness.

“Is that really you,” Alex asked doubtfully?  “If so, you’ve truly changed a lot since the last time I saw you!”  Honestly, he had his doubts that she was who she claimed to be.  Alex knew the Diamondcrest family more than a little, and every woman of their family that he’d ever met was thin, tanned, muscular, and flat-chested.  They were a family of warriors, through and through, and this woman didn’t look anything like that!

“Can *you* really say that to me?”  Sputtering contemptuously, the Lady Diamondcrest stood up and waded through the waist-deep water to boldly look him up and down, from top to bottom.  “I’d always heard the Skyblade’s had their son attending school here,” she snorted, glaring down derisively at the chastity belt fastened tightly at his midsection.  “Is there even the tiniest hint of a manhood there, or have you finally surrendered completely to the other side?”

“I’m still a man,” Alex replied softly, holding back his anger as he slowly looked away from the disgusted gaze she was giving him.

“Really,” she laughed mockingly?  “There’s some small sliver of manhood left under there?  Does it even still work?  Has it *ever* worked?”  Smirking widely, Lady Diamondcrest reached down and playfully tapped on the front of his silver chastity belt.

“That… That’s really none of your business,” Alex replied coldly, feeling his temper rising more and more by the moment.

“Perhaps,” Lady Diamondcrest leaned forward and whispered softly and threateningly into his ear, “I should let the Lady Diamondblade know what a worthless man you are.  You’re so far gone,” she added derisively, “nobody even notices, nor would they care even if they noticed, when you sneak in and join the real women for a bath!  You’re such a…”

Snarling his nose up in anger, Alex suddenly shoved his hand down under the water and grabbed Lady Diamondcrest low at her crotch, surprising her and instantly cutting off her words.  Forcing his middle finger up into the center of her womanhood, Alex lifted upwards, pulling her onto her toes and face to face with him.  Glaring directly into her eyes, with their faces only inches apart, he coldly asked, “Do you even dare?”

“I…  You???”  Face flushed with confusion and discomfort, Lady Diamondcrest blinked stupidly several times, obviously not knowing how to react at all.

“You might mock me,” Alex whispered softly, reaching down with his other hand to cup it firmly around her soft buttocks.  “You might mock my manliness,” Alex glared dangerously, as several fingers forced themselves deep up into the inner reachers of her anus, as he forcefully lifted her up completely onto her tippy toes. “But one thing you’re *not* going to do,” he stressed softly, leaning forward to whisper back into her ear, “is you’re *not* going to bring my family into it.”

“I… I… I’m not afraid of you,” Lady Diamondcrest stuttered, forcing herself to keep staring directly back at his cold gaze.  “I’m a rank two bronze now, and you’re just a worthless nobby,” she spat back at him coldly.

“That’s true,” Alex agreed, unblinking as he never took his eyes off hers.  “Today, I am a nobby,” he admitted, shrugging his shoulders sightly.  “Tomorrow, I may not be.  Regardless, however,” he reminded her coldly, “I’m still a Skyblade and Lady Diamondcrest is my wife to be.”

“Sure, you might be able to fill her ears with countless rumors and gossip,” Alex hissed coldly, “but at the end of the day it’ll never change the fact that she’s still going to be mine.  Do you think *your* words could ever make her go against her grandfather’s wishes?”  Alex couldn’t help but laugh mockingly in Lady Diamondcrest’s face.

“Prob…  Probably not,” she stammered reluctantly.

“It’s good that you can admit that,” Alex snorted softly, as he began to work the fingers of his right hand in and out of her most private place.  “Then perhaps you can also honestly answer to what would happen to your family if I told my Grandfather-in-law that you dared to offend me and attempted to destroy the marriage agreement which he’d forged with my grandfather?”

“I…  I…  I’m sorry.”  Trembling uncontrollably, Lady Diamondcrest’s arms slumped defeated down by her sides, and she lowered her head meekly in total submission.  All hints of arrogance and resistance were completely gone in an instant, as tears slowly leaked from the corners of her eyes.  The Diamondcrest family was nothing more than an offshoot of the Diamondblades, and was barely a speck in their eyes.  If she dared to bring the wrath of their patriarch upon her head, her whole family would probably end up at the whorehouse to pay for her mistake!

“Sorry?”  Quirking and eyebrow, Alex snorted with disgust.  “Sorry, you say?  Do you think your words will make up for your disrespect?”

“No.”  Shaking her head side to side slightly, Lady Diamondcrest whispered softly.  “What…  What do I need to do to atone for my sin?”  She asked barely whispering, without lifting her head at all.

“Be mine,” Alex demanded, finally pulling his fingers out from her.  Reach up and placing his hand under her chin, he firmly tilted it up until she was staring directly into his eyes again.  “Swear by your spirit to obey me fully, and never to betray me, and be mine,” Alex repeated, firmly.

“I…  I don’t have a spirit yet,” Lady Diamondcrest reminded him, softly.  Trembling uncontrollably from head to toe, she looked almost as if she was ready to pass out at any moment.

“Swear upon any hope of your future spirit then,” Alex commanded coldly.

“I…  I swear it,” Lady Diamondcrest whispered softly as her knees gave out and she sank back down into the water.  “On my honor, and the hope of my future spirit, I swear to give myself fully to the Lord Alexander Skyblade.  I’ll obey his commands, whatever those may be, and never betray him.”

“Good.”  Sighing with relief as the tension suddenly faded out of him, Alex sank back down into the water again to relax.  “Since you’re mine now,” Alex chuckled lightly, “can the lady do me a favor?”

“What’s that milord?”  

“Can you at least tell me your name now?  I’m afraid I don’t remember it at all,” Alex admitted shamelessly.  He might know her family name, but he couldn’t recall her name at all!

“Roselyn.  Roselyn Diamondcrest,” she answered simply.


Silence filled the bathing area as neither Alex nor Roselyn made a single sound for the next half hour or so.  Each was too lost in their own thoughts and worries to even try to communicate with the other.

“I went too far,” Roselyn couldn’t help thinking to herself.  “I knew he was a Skyblade.  I knew he was engaged to the Lady Diamondblade.  Why the hell didI get all cocky and put my foot up my own ass?  Now I’m screwed!  I just hope my family doesn’t get screwed over as well.”

Alex, on the other hand, was — as was his custom — writhing in mental self-crimination.  “I can’t believe I went that far,” he told himself, ready to cry in his own mind.  “I know she said a few hateful things and she looked down her nose at me, but that really wasn’t any reason for me to basically strip all her freedom from her and enslave her for the rest of her life!”

“What exactly did I make her promise to do, again,” Alex asked himself.  “To *give herself fully to me*?  Doesn’t that make her my personal pleasure toy?  To *obey, no matter what order*?  Doesn’t that strip away her very humanity and right to life completely?  If I told her to kill herself, then she’d have no recourse but to obey!”

“And for what,” Alex lamented mentally.  “Asking about my manhood?  Threatening to tell my fiancé the truth?”  The more he thought on the whole situation, now that he had calmed down again, the more he felt like a complete and utter ass, and the heavier his heart felt.  He should’ve just gotten out and left while she was silent and soaking, and none of this ever would’ve happened!

“Are those real?”  Pointing over at her breasts, Alex said the first thing that came to mind, in an attempt to quiet his own inner thoughts.

“Realer than yours,” Roselyn answered moodily.

“No…  I mean…”  Alex couldn’t help but shake his head and sigh deeply.  Once again, his words were just stirring up trouble.  “I just wanted to know if you altered your breasts with alchemy, or if they grew that size on their own after you started cultivating.”

For the briefest of moments, Roselyn glared at him as if she could kill him, before slowly hanging her head and admitting, “They’re enhanced.”

“Who helped you with that?”  Alex pressed on, trying to cover up his gaff by making it seem as if he was interested in the alchemist rather than just the sizeof her breasts.  “It wasn’t Jacob or Joshua, was it?”

“No,” Roselyn assured him, frowning slightly.  “It was a girl up on the third floor — Heather Freeman.  Why?  Are you looking to see if she can help you change yours back?”

“Maybe later,” Alex lied, feeling as if he was clutching onto a lifeline!  Truthfully, he was just checking to see why a Diamondcrest had such big knockers — from what he recalled when he met the family last, her mother had *chosen* to shrink hers to stop them from interfering with her weapon style — but if Roselyn thought it was for that reason, he certainly wasn’t going to tell her differently!  “Right now, there’s not much point to getting rid of them.  At least, not until I make arrangements to start living elsewhere.”

“I… I understand,” Roselyn assured him, before tactfully changing the subject.  “I noticed you checking out the various lotions and such when I came in.  Should I help you apply them and tell you what each is, and is for?”

“Umm… Sure,” Alex agreed, accepting the olive branch, and easing out of the pool to go sit over on the bench near the mirrors.  

Smiling feebly, Roselyn stood and followed, picking up the tray with all the lotions in it and carrying it over to kneel behind him.  “Lay back on the bench,” she commanded quietly, “and I’ll help rub you down.”

Too embarrassed to refuse, Alex silently obeyed her orders, while letting his mind wander guiltily once again.


“Let’s get on out of here,” Alex groaned, as he finally forced himself back up off from the bench.  “I think we’re probably already late again,” Alex sighed regretfully as he slowly worked his way over towards the entrance Roselyn had used when she came into the bath.

“Late?  Late for what,” Roselyn asked, as she hurriedly tried to brush out her long red hair in front of the mirror.

“We’ve got to go meet my brother,” Alex informed her, as a small smirk twitched across the corners of his mouth as he gathered up Roselyn’s clothes that she’d worn into the changing room.  “Then we’ve got a lot of stuff to do today, while we still can.”

“Umm…  That’s mine,” Roselyn asserted quietly, as Alex slid into the long silken blue and white dress that she had been wearing.  “And what stuff,” she asked, softly.

“I’m going to wear this today,” Alex chuckled lightly, obviously amused by her reaction.  “We’re about the same size, so you can wear my old clothes today.  They’re over in that corner,” Alex offered helpfully, pointing back to the other side of the room.

“Umm…  Sure,” Roselyn answered hesitantly, as Alex casually sat down and started lacing her sandals up, fully intent to wear them as well.  With no other choice, Roselyn slowly walked over and got dressed in Alex’s tiny old skirt and top.

Smiling guiltily behind her back, Alex couldn’t help but regret enslaving her earlier — but, regret or not, he still knew that setting a precedence for the order of command was of highest priority at the moment.  

If he didn’t step in and firmly take control *now*, then there’d always be a problem between their statuses later.


Heading outside the school, Alex couldn’t help but chuckle finding Thorn leaned back against the wall, snoring heavily.  

“He’s not your brother,” Roselyn stated, quirking an eyebrow up slightly in confusion.  Just as Alex knew her family somewhat, she also knew his, and the Skyblade’s definitely didn’t have any children which looked anything like *that*!

“He’s my sworn blood brother,” Alex clarified simply, while leaning down to soundly thump Thorn several times across the top of his head.

“Whu?”  Yawning heavily, Thorn stretched and looked around sleepily.  “I’ze be awake,” he grumbled grouchily, frowning as he turned his head to look back and forth between Alex and Roselyn.  “Whut’z up wif yah dis morn’n Brudder Boobz?  Which one be youz?  Is youz da one ah wearing yah normal clothes, or iz yah da one wearing ya normal skin?”

“I’m me,” Alex assured him, chuckling lightly, before making certain to clarify with his name as well, “Alex.”

“Yah be Brudder Boobz?”  Looking puzzled, Thorn stretched heavily again, before easing his massive frame fully upright.  Pointing over at Roselyn, he frowned heavily while asking, “Den whoze dat?”

“That’s the Lady Roselyn,” Alex turned, waving his hands back at her.  “You can call her Rose if you want.  And Rose,” Alex added, almost as an afterthought, “this is my sworn brother Thorn.  You can consider his words and orders to carry the same weight as mine.  Obey him just like you’d obey me.”

“A pleasure,” Roselyn said, lifting the hem of her skirt just the minutest amount possible, as she tried to perform a graceful curtsey without revealing all her most private womanly parts to the whole world.

“Yep.  Yep.”  Nodding his head up and down foolishly, Thorn showed he agreed – it was a pleasure for him to meet her as well!  “So whut wez be ah do’n today, Brudder Boobz?”  Turning to look back at Alex, Thorn scratched his head, not having a single clue what they had planned to do today, or why he had to come and wait to meet so early at the school’s entrance.
“We’re going treasure hunting!”  Laughing merrily, Alex walked up beside Thorn and interlocked his right arm with Thorn’s left.  “You two just follow me!  Today is going to be a busy day!

“Okies,” Thorn agreed, amiably nodding his head up and down repeatedly, as he genially let Alex tug him along freely.  Roselyn didn’t say as word, or ask a single question, as she followed helplessly along several steps behind them.


“So, what are we doing down here?  What exactly is this place?”  Looking all around curiously, Roselyn honestly had no idea what the heck they were doing.  Alex had led them both into the large building which was used to house the school’s storage and library, but they’d ended up going down several different winding and twisting passages, and she had no idea where the heck they might be at now.  From the way all the various boxes and crates lined up, filling nearly every space available in the tightly packed room they were in, they must be in some sort of storeroom by the best of her calculations.

“Every year,” Alex chuckled, “the students are always in a rush to hurry out of the school and be the first to take advantage of the teleporters out of here.  Right?”

“Yeah?”  Roselyn agreed, wrinkling her nose up cutely in confusion.  She didn’t see what that had to do with anything, or where they might be right now.

“And every year, there’s students who either drop out, graduate, or transfer schools.  Right?”  Beaming brightly, Alex’s eyes were sparking as he watched Roselyn’s face to see when she’d make the connection.  Thorn, he simply ignored and held firmly onto his arm for now.  Thorn probably wouldn’t figure it out, even if he drew him a picture and spelled everything out for him.  

Alex knew his brother better than anyone – Thorn was strong, brave, loyal, and true to a fault.  Unfortunately, he was also as dumb as a brick!  When he’d scrambled his meridians and scarred his body from top to bottom, he’d also fried his brain somewhat.  Without some serious healing – which Alex had every intention of getting for him in the future – Thorn would always be more than a little slow on the uptake.

“Yeah, people leave every year without coming back,” Roselyn agreed, biting her lip lightly as she tried to piece what that had to do with where they were.

“Then last question,” Alex promised, chuckling lightly.  “How much stuff have those students acquired after being students for several years here, and how much do you think they can take with them when they leave through the teleport array?”

“A lot of crap,” Roselyn admitted, “but I doubt they can carry all of it.”  Blinking twice, her eyes suddenly lit up with a conclusion.  “This place must be…”

“Where the school stores all the stuff that the students leave behind,” Alex interrupted, as a brilliant smile filled his face.  “This room is basically the school’s ‘Lost and Found’ area.  All the crap that everyone leaves behind is brought here, basically packed up into storage, and forgotten about.”

“And we’re just allowed to take it?” Roselyn asked, frowning slightly once again.  “What happens if someone comes back and wants to pick up their stuff.”

“If it’s in this area, it’s tough shit,” Alex told her confidently, shrugging his shoulders to show he wasn’t concerned the slightly about it.  “Technically,” he explained, patiently waving his hand left to right to showcase the whole room, “this area is what is referred to as the ‘Lost and Lost’ section.  There’s another area for the true ‘Lost and Found’, but the school only stores stuff in it for a single semester.  After that semester is over, whatever is in Lost and Found is moved into this room and just packed up and forgotten about.”

“And that’s why you said this was some form of *treasure hunting* earlier.  Correct?”  Grinning slightly herself, Roselyn was trying to imagine exactly what the other students might have left behind.  After all, who knew what some of the truly wealthy children of the mega rich and the nobility might deign to just discard and leave behind!

“Yep,” Alex agreed, nodding his head up and down and grinning stupidly, unconsciously imitating one of Thorn’s bad habits.  “It’s also why we waited until today to come in here.  The cleaners would’ve spent the last couple of days cleaning out all the student dorms first, but they should’ve had time to move everything that last semester’s students left behind in here by now!”

“And,” Alex lustfully rubbed his hands together in anticipation, “we should be the first people to pick and look through everything here.  From what I know, asking one of the workers I saw down here before, none of them are allowed to take anything from here – it’d look bad if the school’s employees were ending up keeping the student’s stuff after all.  

“This place is *technically* supposed to be open to the public,” Alex gleefully told Roselyn and Thorn, “but nobody ever advertises it.  Personally,” Alex whispered conspiratorially, “I think some of the older teachers sneak down here and collect things for themselves from time to time during the school year, even they aren’t supposed to.  A sort of bonus to their paychecks if you want to look it at like that.”

“But they haven’t been down here yet,” Roselyn laughed.  Her eyes were starting to twinkle just as brightly as Alex’s.

“Nope,” Alex agreed, laughing happily along with her.  “But who knows when one of them might show up down here.  We should see what we can find as quickly as possible before someone comes!”

“Then what are we waiting for?”  Laughing merrily, Roselyn quickly skipped over and pulled the lid up off one of the closest crates to where she had been standing.  Digging contentedly through everything, she was already on the hunt for treasure!


After skipping lunch and spending hours digging through all the various chests, crates, boxes, packs, sacks, and other piles of accumulated stuff discarded by the multitude of students since the founding of the school three hundred years ago, Alex became absolutely certain about several different things.

First, there was absolutely no way in hell that all the crap they were digging through was from a single semester.  In fact, ten years accumulation wouldn’t have been enough to fill the storage area they were in!  What had, at first, looked like a small, cramped room filled to the brim with hundreds of boxes, was instead dozens of times larger than they’d initially expected!  

Every so often, various rows of boxes would have narrow gaps between them, allowing one to navigate an almost maze-like path into a deeper row of storage.  And, every so often, those deeper rows might randomly branch off into multiple gaps, leading ever deeper into the depths of the storage area.

“I’m going to call this damn place ‘The Blue Haven Labyrinth of the Lost’,” Alex told the others, after squirming and working his small frame past the fourth or fifth layer of endless crates.

“Hummppth!”  Annoyed because he couldn’t follow with his large frame — he couldn’t squeeze through several of the narrow gaps that Alex and Roselyn wiggled past no matter how much he might try or wish otherwise — Thorn just snorted unhappily and kept his search to the outermost layer of the student’s abandoned property.

“It really is a Labyrinth of the Lost,” Roselyn agreed, laughing happily as she rummaged freely in a layer somewhere about half-way between Alex and Thorn.  “One thing is definitely for certain,” she giggled, pausing slightly as she smirked heavily while holding up a white negligee that was almost as thin as a sheet of paper.  “There’s every type os clothing imaginable down here, if you like white or blue!”

“That’s cause they’re the school colors,” Alex reminded her, laughing lightly himself.













