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.  “I’ve found other clothes down here as well,” he assured her, “but nowhere near as many — but that makes sense.  After all,” he asked, while burying his head down deep into an old sack of stuff, “when you graduate, how many of your old uniforms are you going to be taking back home with you?”

“None of them, I’m certain,” Roselyn assured him, before adding with a laugh, “but I might end up burning them all knowing what I know now!  The way things exist now, who knows what type of pervert might show up and sniff them!”

“Snnnuuurrrrrkkkkk!”  Shoving his nose indelicately into the crotch of a pair of pink lace panties, Thorn shamelessly snorkeled like a pig sniffing for truffles, in response to her comment.  “Smellz like ah Rose,” he told them, when he finally pulled his nose back away from temptation.

“That’s *your* brother,” Roselyn told Alex, rolling her eyes disapprovingly in his direction.

“Yep.  That’s my brother,” Alex admitted, shrugging his shoulders nonchalantly.

“Men!”  A single word is all it took for Roselyn to perfectly convey her level of complete disgust.

“Hey now,” Alex replied defensively, “you shouldn’t look down on us men so badly.  Thorn was, in fact, being nice and trying to give you a secret about this place.”

“Ah wuz?”  Scratching his head with the panties he was still holding, Thorn tried to ponder on what secret it was.

“Oh really?”  Looking up from her search, Roselyn quirked an eyebrow up as she glanced over in Alex’s direction.  “What secret,” she asked?

“Thorn was trying to hint to us that we’re probably standing atop one large magic array,” Alex answered, proudly holding a thumbs up out towards Thorn.

“Ah wuz,” Thorn asked, puzzled?

“See,” Alex chuckled lightly.  “Right there, he just admitted that’s what he was doing!  By pointing out that the clothes here still maintained even their odors, Thorn deduced that there’s probably a rune of preservation or an array of some sort which is keeping everything from aging.”

“Ah did?”  Thorn blinked several times, obviously wondering when he did such a thing.

“Yeah, I guess you must’ve,” Roselyn giggled lightly.  “After all, you just said you did!”  Smirking mirthfully, she winked over conspiratorially at Alex.

“Ah guess ah did,” Thorn admitted, puffing his chest out proudly, causing both Alex and Roselyn to laugh lightly.

“Well there’s one sad thing I’m noticing, which I’ve got to share and point out before Thorn does,” Alex sighed, smirking back at Roselyn lightly.  “There’s no small treasures in here.  I haven’t found a single ring, earring, necklace, or copper coin one in any of the boxes I’ve dug through.”

“Makes sense,” Roselyn chuckled lightly.  “Something tiny like wouldn’t be left behind very often, and even if it was, it’d be much too easy for the cleaners to pick up and sneak off with.  I haven’t found anything of value much smaller than a dagger so far.”

“Even if there isn’t any small valuables in here,” Alex shrugged, “there’s still plenty of treasures to dig out.  I’m expecting to have a whole new wardrobe worth of clothes for me and Thorn by the time we leave here, and we’ll probably bring out enough common weapons to equip an army!  I never would’ve imagined the students would leave so many behind!”

“I would,” Roselyn snorted disdainfully.  “There’s a lot of students who buy various weapons like candy.  They start with a plain sword, for example.  Then they start to grow somewhat skilled, so they replace it.  They couldn’t ever bare to sell their *old partner*, ohhh nooo!”  Rolling her eyes, Roselyn was obviously mocking the warrior students.

“Then they get a higher rank, so they need yet another weapon…”  From the tone of her voice, it was obvious that she held all the warrior students in contempt — which was completely surprising to Alex, since she came from a diehard warrior family.  “Then a trainer might mention, ‘Hey, you should pick up a second weapon for different battle situations,’ and the whole process repeats again!”

“There’s an idiot girl in the room across from me,” Roselyn snorted disgusted, “who probably has fifty weapons and ten suits of armor which she’d NEVER get rid of, as they’re her ‘precious babies’.”  Sticking a finger down her throat, Roselyn imitated gagging several times in mockery.  “I imagine when she leaves, 48 weapons and nine suits of armor will end up down here.”

“And then they’ll just rot away, completely forgotten, for several hundred years until some poor smucks like us finally come collect them,” Alex chuckled lightly.

“But what are you even going to do with all the stuff we salvage out of here?”  Frowning heavily, Roselyn glanced back over to the ever-growing pile of stuff near Thorn.  “We’ve already collected more than we could ever use,” she reminded Alex blankly.

“If I had a trustworthy contact with a merchant’s license and a traveling wagon,” Alex chuckled, greedily imagining the possibility, “then I’d pass everything in here to them one crate at a time, and I’d let them ship it all across the land and sell it for pure profit.”

“But,” sighing heavily, all Alex could do is shrug his shoulders helplessly and admit, “I don’t know ANY traveling merchants — much less any trustworthy ones.  The best we can manage is to currently gather all the weapons we can today, and then go on a selling spree tomorrow.  Each of us hit every shop, smithy, auction house, guardhouse, and any other place we can imagine to hit, and sell hundreds of weapons all in a single day.”

“We’ll completely flood the market, and the price of weapons in the city will probably bottom out for several months,” Alex shrugged nonchalantly.  “Chances are, we’ll end up making more than a few enemies from the small-class merchants and little shops, but as soon as we finish selling tomorrow, we’re going to be leaving town for a few weeks.  That’ll give those guys time to calm down and forget about us.”

“Most importantly, however,” Alex’s eyes light up and he smiled brightly in anticipation, “is that when we do come back to town, the larger merchants and traders should remember us.  They’ll be interested in our supply chain, and at that point, we’ll be poised to help us find a worthy backer where we can both profit outrageously with together.”

“Sounds like you have something large planned overall,” Roselyn commented, hoping to prod Alex into revealing more details.

“Oh, I do,” Alex assured her.  Whistling happily, he never bothered to elaborate anymore however.


Alex was awake and whistling merrily well before the sun came up the next morning.  “First time I’ve been able to wear anything like this for ages!”  Laughing happily, Alex turned several times to view his reflection in the full length mirror in front of him.

“Wheeet whille!!”  Wolf whistling (https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7CCRdS-8i9g — link to the sound, for those curious) at himself, Alex couldn’t help but admit he looked damn fine in pants!  Glossy high-heeled black boots highlighted the delicate curves of his small feet and ankles, while the skin-tight dark blue leather pants emphasized and clung to the curves of his legs and squeezed his cushiony buttocks tightly.  Chest bare still, with large round bosoms in full view, and his long silky hair cascading wavelike down his back, Alex thought even an angel might have trouble comparing itself to his beauty this morning!

“I’d do me,” Alex chuckled happily, cupping his hands around his breasts, lifting and squeezing them lightly. Fondling them gently, Alex slowly peeled his gaze away from the mirror and reluctantly forced himself over to his roommate Michael’s small dresser in the room.  Opening the top drawer, Alex shuffled around the clutter for several moments, before finally pulling out a small jar of ointment.

“Too bad you jerk asses aren’t here to see this,” Alex smirked, staring off into space, before going back to sit on the edge of Michael’s bed.  “You poor smucks wouldn’t ever be able to lose your hard ons, if you could just see me today,” Alex taunted his non-present roommates mercilessly as he slowly unscrewed the lid from the jar and liberally self applied the ointment inside all across and atop his nipples and areola. 

“Oohhhh…. Gods!  That tingles,” Alex moaned erotically as first one nipple, and then the other, slowly rose and stretched majestically towards the heavens.  Taking a long moment to catch his breath, and to adjust to the sensitive twitching of his perfectly perked cherries, Alex finally forced himself to wipe his fingers completely clean on the undersides of his breasts, before finally putting the lid back on the jar and sitting it on the bed.

Getting up and going back over to the mirror, Alex spent several moments admiring his reflection again, before reaching over and pulling a white, almost sheer piece of silk from off the top of the nearby dresser.  Tying one thin thread behind his back, and another thin string behind his neck, Alex whistled appreciably at the effect the bikini had on his appearance.

“I think this was a good choice,” Alex admitted, slowly turning several times to check the view from various angles.  “Enough cloth to fully cover everything,” Alex nodded approvingly, “but thin enough the peaks are perfectly highlighted, and I’m certain this thin white fabric will respond more than favorably once I start to sweet in the midday’s sun.”

“The next part here might suck a little though,” Alex frowned slightly, before picking up a thick black veil off of the table.  Holding one side up to his left ear, Alex grunted slightly as he pierced the top of his earlobe, fastening one end of a silver chain there.  Repeating the process with the right ear, a few tears slowly trickled from the corners of Alex’s eyes as he once again checked his reflection in the mirror.

“The silver highlights the deep black nicely,” Alex mused, as he stared into the mirror.  The tight silver chain cut an almost perfect arc as it laid from the tip of one ear, across the bridge of his nose, to the tip of the other ear, and the thick black velvet hung almost long enough to rest atop the swell of his breasts when he was looking straight ahead.

“Just a little last touchup, and I’ll be ready,” Alex chuckled merrily to himself, before pulling over one of the many makeup kits that they’d uncovered in the treasure hunt the day before.  “I wonder what color might suit me best?”  Pondering for several moments, Alex finally chose a pure white foundation, and began to rub it thickly around his eyes and across the top of his nose, until he finally formed a suitable ‘mask’ to fit his desires.

(Think eye paint like so: https://i.pinimg.com/originals/5d/39/14/5d3914517c67cebb36dfd8eb2bb6ab2d.jpg
Veil like so: https://i.pinimg.com/originals/d6/65/c6/d665c6d375820a03da0992645a62a96e.jpg

Though you’ll need to use your imagination to put the pieces together fully.)

“Perfect,” Alex admired.  “Highlights what’s normally hidden and hides what’s normally shown.  I’m damn sexy and mysterious, and I’d even do myself — TWICE — if I could.  This works perfectly for today.”

Brushing out his long wavy hair one last time, Alex finally turned and headed out of his room just as the sun was starting to break across the horizon.


Laughing almost as happily as Alex, Roselyn was up just as early, and was just as obsessed with her appearance.  “Nope!  Not slutty enough,” Roselyn laughed, as she tossed off the clothes she was wearing and unceremoniously pitched them atop the large pile that had already accumulated in the center of her room.  She was free!!

At first, Roselyn was trembling with an almost utter despair for her future, ever since she pledged herself to Alex — but all that changed when she had an epiphany yesterday.  Her parents — hell, her entire family, for that matter — had always been trying to build a closer relation with the main house and improve the status of their small branch family.  Yet, no matter what the rest of them might try in the future, they’d never be able to get half as close as she was to them!

“I’m the fucking soul-sworn of the heir of the Skyblades,” Roselyn laughed euphorically.  “The High Lady of the Diamondblades is going to be his wife,” she proudly proclaimed to the world, though no one was around to hear in the emptiness of her room.  “First sworn, at that,” Roselyn almost sang, half dancing naked in front of her mirror.

“My damn lord wants me to look damn sexy today,” Roselyn laughed merrily, “you can damn bet I’m going to look fucking smoking!  If my parents don’t like it, they can kiss my ass,” Roselyn cackled freely.  “The family doesn’t approve?  Fuck off!  I’m the Lord’s First Sworn!  The don’t have a single hold on me anymore.”

No more pressure from her parents to take up a blade.  No worries of them selling her off into some half-assed political marriage.  None of them could look down their nose disdainfully at her anymore, claiming she’d never make anything out of her life since she didn’t have any talent, or desire, to be a warrior.

“I’m free,” Roselyn repeated, eyes twinkling like diamonds in the moonlight.  “I’m the lord’s fucking first sworn,” she reminded no one in particular, “and he wants me to look fucking sexy today!”

Laughing happily, Roselyn turned and strutted over to her jewelry box, naked as the day she was born.  “Start with the glitter and the shine,” she told herself, “before moving on to anything else.”

Fastening several elaborate and exquisite necklaces around her neck, Roselyn’s eyes lit up with a sudden epiphany.  “Glitter and shine!  That’s it!”  Laughing freely, without a single weight on her heart anymore, she now knew exactly what to wear for today!


Yawning, Thorn groggily stretched and eased up out of his bed.  Picking up one pair of tattered pants, he wearily held them a few inches from his face and sniffed, before putting them down and doing the same with another pair.  “Ugghhh!”  Frowning his nose, Thorn tossed the second pair back onto the floor, before changing into the first set.  Turning and walking out his door, he never even thought about glancing back and looking at a single one of all the clothes which he’d dragged back to his room yesterday.  

“Ah iz alwayz sexy,” Thorn snorted, lumbering proudly along as he made his way back towards the entrance of the school.


The first to arrive at the schools gates, Thorn was completely ignored as he settled down and relaxed peacefully against the outer wall.  Yawning, he half went to sleep, until awoken by the sound of the guards’ raucous and boisterous laughter.

“So how is it, boys?”  One hand seductively placed on his hip, Alex’s hips swayed exaggeratedly from side to side to he pathed several times in front of the guards.  “Would you like to do me?”  Leaning forward to emphasize his vast cleavage, Alex winked seductively while blowing a kiss towards the oldest looking guard there.

“Baldy might not be able to handle you, miss,” one of the younger guys yelled back, “but I certainly can!  Come on back with me into the bunkhouse for a few minutes and I’ll show you!”

“A few minutes?”  Alex mocked, turning to exaggeratedly hold his hand against his veil and pouting.  “If you only need a few minutes, big boy, you’re at least an hour too short to hold my hand,” Alex sighed disappointedly.  “Best stick to exercising with your hand more, until you can build up your endurance a bit more than that,” he taunted mercilessly.

“Yeah!  Stick to your hand until you can do it right,” Baldy agreed, taunting the younger man, causing all the guards to hoot loudly with laughter.

“You should always listen to your elders,” Alex chuckled, as he swayed over and wrapped his arm lightly around Baldy’s waist.  “Someday,” he encouraged the younger guard passionately, “you might even become as much of a “Master of Bationing” as this grandmaster here, and then you can both graduate to holding a girl’s hands together.”

“Yeah,” Baldy agreed, sticking his tongue out at the younger man, before it suddenly wrinkled up in displeasure as he finally took in all of her words.   “Wait a minute!”

Laughing merrily, Alex quickly scampered away as all the guards laughed raucously at both Baldy and the young braggart.

“And all this loving for my lord,” came a soft, feminine voice poutingly from inside the school, “and yet there’s none for me?”  Stepping around the corner of the wall, and finally into view, Roselyn proudly strolled over to twirl once in front of where Alex was standing.

Dressed in dozens of gold and silver necklaces, bracelets, and anklets, Roselyn was an utterly exotic beauty who was hiding almost none of her skin!  A simple white scarf draped softly around her neck, its thin silken cloth dangling mere inches below  her breasts, hanging loosely down from the full curvature of her rounded swells.  From the front, it was enough to conceal the most important parts of her impressive assets — but from the sides, it left absolutely nothing to the imagination!

Low around Roselyn’s hips hung a single thin belt of interlocking silver and gold rings, and draped from the front and rear of it was what appeared to be nothing more than a set of white, matching silk scarves, which provided the smallest of possible loincloths.  Too short to even sway much as she proudly walked with her head held high and shameless, the cloth barely covered the absolute minimum of what needed to be covered, if a woman was going to pretend to have even the barest semblance of modesty to her name.

“Ugga ugga,” Alex nodded approvingly.  He’d thought he’d came up with the sexiest possible outfit a woman could wear.  Looked like he still had a lot of learning to do, however, he couldn’t help admitting to himself.

“Unn.”  Grunting his approval, Thorn eased up and strolled over where Roselyn was anxiously awaiting for Alex’s appraisal.  “Smooth,” he nodded happily, as he reached down and calmly lifted the front of the loincloth to stare unabashedly at Roselyn’s midsection.

“Ye…  Yes, I shaved this morning,” Roselyn admitted, turning bright red regardless of her convictions.  No matter how much she might tell herself that it didn’t matter, that only her lord could judge what was ‘proper behavior’ for her now, she still had a lifetime’s worth of her mother’s teachings on morality to overcome.

Sighing, knowing he was completely defeated, Alex turned and started to lead the way back into the school.  “Drop that, Thorn,” he commanded lightly over his shoulder.  “You can peek at Rose all you want later.  Today, we’ve got work to do.”

Leading the way back towards the Lost and Found, Alex unintentionally reflected heavily on his shortcomings as a woman, while the other two finally followed along quietly behind him.  It wasn’t until they were all back in the massive storage room, before Alex bothered to speak again.

“Thorn.  Rose,” Alex commanded, “take the lids off those crates for us.  We’ll need to quickly divide up who wants what, and decide where they want to sell their stuff.  We don’t want to waste time double visiting on shops, if we can help it.”

“Ah don’t care,” Thorn shrugged, picking up a thick sack to start filling up with whatever he could put his hands on first.

“Umm…”  Biting his lip lightly, Alex frowned for a moment lost in thought.  “I’d thought about me and you going together to sell today,” Alex admitted after a moment.  “But I don’t think that’d be such a good idea after all.  We don’t match at all today.”

“Wez match,” Thorn snorted in denial.  “Brudder Boobz be sexz.  Thorn ahwaz be sexz.  Dat match,” he insisted stubbornly, causing Rose to titter lightly.

“Maybe so,” Alex sighed, trying not to argue with him, “but I still think we might do better to split up today.  Why don’t you go get Granny Stone to walk with you today and sell at the shops down near the slums and the poor areas?  Me and Rose don’t fit in down there that well,” Alex reminded him, offering an olive branch.

“Dat true,” Thorn agreed.  “Brudder Boobz wud spend more time ah moan’n dan he’d spend ah sell’n!”

“I bet he would too,” Roselyn agreed, laughing freely.

“You would too,” Alex snorted in response.

“Really?”  Picking up the nearest crate which was still completely full of iron and steel weapons, Roselyn smirked back at Alex, her eyes twinkling merrily.  “Did you forget?  I’m already copper ranked.”

“Dammit…”  Sighing sadly, Alex couldn’t help but admit that she’d defeated him again, as he went back to sorting out the very best weapons for himself.  “Since you’re such a brute,” Alex chuckled, sticking his tongue out playfully at Roselyn, “you can visit all the merchants, smiths, and guilds in the common part of town today.”

“But that’s the vast majority of them,” Roselyn protested helplessly.

“Then you’d best walk, talk, and sell fast,” Alex told her, laughing lightly himself now.  “I’ll take care of selling the best wares to the high quality merchants up near the noble area,” Alex assured her, “since I can’t lug a lot around with my poor nobby muscles.  Thorn and Granny will take the rough part of town, and that just leaves you to handle what’s left in the commons.”

“I think I’m getting the worst end of this deal,” Roselyn sighed heavily, as she started to fill up a large sack with just whatever like Thorn did.

It was almost an hour later before all three of them were walking back out of the school and heading into the city.  Separating at the first intersection, Alex, Roselyn, and Thorn each went their own way to deal with their established tasks independently — two with large sacks draped heavily across their backs, and one with just a small satchel by her side.




“First stop,” Alex told himself, as he confidently worked his way up towards the wealthiest section of town, “is The Golden Pavillon.”  Heading past dozens of store fronts displaying the most elaborate of various goods, Alex went all the way to the furthermost northwestern section of town.

Finally stopping in front of an enormous four story mansion, that was more reminiscent of a castle than a normal shop, Alex finally worked up his courage and headed towards the entrance.  Truthfully, Alex was uncertain if he should even push open the doors and go inside, once he got up to them.  It was his grandest desire to form a lasting relationship with The Golden Pavilion.  He just wasn’t certain if *now* was the best time to forge it, or if he should wait until later, once his name was better known.

“Better to offer my name and respectful greetings now,” Alex assured himself, working up the courage to finally go inside, “rather than take a chance that they’d view not doing so as being disrespectful.  Arrogance can be forgiven, but disrespect is never forgotten.”

“Can I help you, milady?”  Before his eyes had even adjusted fully from the bright outdoor light to the warm lamplight of the room, a well dressed gentlemen respectfully walked up and bowed deeply in front of Alex.  “Are you looking to buy, or to sell today,” the gentleman asked respectfully?  “Or, are you perhaps here for some other reason?”

“I…  I’d actually like to spe.. speak to the person in charge,” Alex answered, stammering slightly.

“Does the lady have an appointment?”  Holding out a white gloved hand, the gentleman, who was dressed surprisingly like a butler in Alex’s opinion, motioned for Alex to follow him as he slowly led the way back into a plain, small office.

“No appointment,” Alex admitted, shaking his head from side to side, as the butler looking man gracefully sat at the far side of the desk in the room.

“Please, sit,” the man motioned amiably, indicating either of the chairs opposite him.  “Can I get the lady a drink?  We have a variety of options readily available for our guests.”

“No thanks,” Alex said, sitting down in one of the chairs and crossing his left leg over his right knee.  “I’m really just here to pay my respects to the management, and to see if we can open up a friendly dialog which could lead to future profitable interactions between us in the future.”

“Oh ho,” the butler chuckled, raising an eyebrow slightly.  “And may this one ask exactly what business interactions you’re interested in?”  Smiling lightly, it was almost impossible to read anything from his rigid posture and unblinking poker face.

“Not unless you’re one of the crowns of the business,” Alex answered dryly, wishing now that he’d accepted that drink when it’d been offered earlier.  Unannounced, unknown, and unwilling to state his business — Alex knew his actions were over the line, and, if he was being honest with himself, he truly was expecting to be tossed out on his head at any moment.

“Oh ho!  Interesting.  Interesting.”  Staring at him as if he was an unusual insect to be dissected on an alchemist’s table, the butler never blinked, changed his expression, or twitched in his posture in the slightest.  “Then let me ask this,” he stated, unblinkingly, “can you at least tell me if this is a personal or business matter?”

“Personal business?”  Alex answered, not sounding entirely certain himself.

“I see.  I see,” the butler repeated himself, before slowly sliding back his chair and standing.  “If the lady will forgive me then,” he bowed lightly, “this one will go and see if someone more worthy might be able to settle your needs.”

“That…  That’ll be fine,” Alex assured him, waving his hand slightly to show he didn’t mind.

Bowing once again, the man dressed as a butler slowly walked past the desk.  Opening the door, he silently stepped outside without saying another word, before quietly shutting it behind him.

“Not really much in here,” Alex muttered softly to himself, casually snooping around, trying to calm down as he waited.  “One desk and three chairs,” he sighed, taking inventory.  Since the vast majority of people couldn’t read, obviously there wasn’t any books or magazines for Alex to use to pass the time.  All he could do is basically just sit and twiddle his thumbs as he tried to wait patiently.

First five minutes passed.  Then ten more.  Another fifteen, and Alex was beginning to feel like he was completely forgotten about.  It wasn’t until almost an entire hour had passed, and Alex’s patience had reached the extreme of its breaking point, that the door finally opened and a young lady walked in.

“Oh!  I’m sorry,” she immediately apologized, curtsying lightly the moment she saw Alex sitting there.  “I didn’t realize this room was occupied.  If you’ll excuse me…”

“WAIT!!”  Almost flipping his chair over in his rush, Alex turned to quickly grab the girl’s wrist and hold onto it, before she could bow and walk back out the door.

“Wha.. Wha.. What ar… ar.. are you doing?”  Panic obvious on her face, the young lady stammered repeatedly, looking as if she was getting ready to scream bloody murder at any moment.

“Sorry!  Sorry!”  Quickly letting go of her wrist, Alex held both his hands up in front of his chest to show he meant no harm.  “I didn’t mean to frighten you,” he apologized sincerely.  “I’ve just been stuck in here so long, I figured everyone had already forgotten about me.  I was just hoping to speak to someone before I had to give up and go to another meeting soon.  My apologies for grabbing you.”

“Th.. That’s okay,” the young lady declared magnanimously, though she still stammered slightly as she used her hands to brush imaginary wrinkles out of her skirt.  “I.. I wasn’t scared,” she assured Alex, as she boldly walked past him to gracefully sit at the chair on the opposite side of the desk.

“I’m sorry you had to wait so long,” she apologized first and foremost, bowing her head lightly in a sign of admission of guilt.

“It’s no problem,” Alex assured her, before apologizing again in return.  “Are you okay though?  I didn’t bruise your wrist, or anything, when I grabbed it, did I?”

“I’m fine,” she assured him, waving her hand slightly in dismissal.  “I was merely startled when a man of your caliber suddenly reached out for me.  The fault is mine, for overreacting as I did.  Now,” straightening upright, the young lady tried hard to assume an “all-business” poker expression like the butler had earlier.  “Exactly what can I do for you today?”

Blinking several times, Alex looked up and down at himself repeated, utterly confounded by her words.  Big breasts?  Check.  Girly clothes?  Check.  Long hair?  Check.  All the right curves in all the right places?  Check.  Wondering if he’d heard her right, Alex had to ask, “A man of my caliber?”

“Yes?”  The young lady was now the one sounding confused.

Silence descended heavily in the room for several moments as Alex and the young woman simply stared at each other unblinkingly.

Looking about his age, or perhaps even a little younger, Alex didn’t see much about the young lady that stood out as overtly suspicious or unusual.  Sure, she was probably one of the top tier beauties that he’d ever seen in his life — but that was almost to be expected with her position.  Sex sells.  Beauty sells.  And she was one of the salespeople for the largest auction house on the continent.  Alex didn’t find it the least bit strange to think that alchemists would’ve been hired to alter and  enhance her beauty — especially since his roommates had already did much worse to him!

From her long golden-curled hair, to her well rounded breasts and cushiony hips, even to her slim and dainty feet, she appeared to be nothing more than a well pampered young lady from a noble house.  And yet…

“You can tell I’m a man?”  Unable to endure the awkward silence any longer, Alex had to ask.

“What else would you be?”  Looking completely puzzled, the young lady’s stoic attempt at a poker face collapsed instantly.  “I’ve never seen anyone else in my life, who’s more of a man than you,” the girl asserted firmly.  “You’re probably a thousand times more man than most of the idiot’s who work here are,” she proclaimed certainly; absolutely no sign of doubt or deception written on her face.

“Umm… Okay?”  Alex’s mind was completely addled.  If he was completely honest, there was even times nowadays when he doubted his own manliness.  *NOBODY* had been able to tell he was a man, for the longest time now.  And yet??  This young lady unhesitatingly called him a man amongst men?  He was utterly confused!

“Are.. Are you making fun of me?”  Pooching her lower lip out, the young lady looked almost as if she was about to cry, leaving Alex completely unable to guess her age.  When he’d first saw her, he’d assumed her to be older than him.  After she sat down opposite so he could get a better look, he’d assumed her to be about his age — perhaps a year younger.  Now, by her actions, she seemed almost childlike and innocent.

“I’m sorry,” Alex found himself apologizing again, gently.  “I’m not making fun of you.  Honest,” he declared, crossing his heart with his hands.  “I’m just honestly not used to people seeing me as a man,” he assured her, speaking softly and gently like he would to a small child.

“Oh!”  Face brightening up instantly, the young lady’s musical laughter echoed gently throughout the room.  “That’s just cause people are idiots,” she told him, beaming brightly, before struggling to try and get back into business mode.  “Now, what can I do for you, today?”

“Umm…  I’d actually like to sell this,” Alex told her, digging into the side pocket of his pants, and holding out a small clear vial of silver liquid.

“Silver Mercurial Extract.”  Taking the vial, the girl identified the contents almost immediately.  “Is it registered?”  With just a glance, she somehow cut to the heart of the problem perfectly.  The young child was gone again in Alex’s eyes — replaced under the sharp and unblinking gaze of what now looked like an ageless expert to him.

“It’s not,” Alex admitted, hesitantly.  “The one making it…”

“One hundred gold per vial,” the young lady cut him off, apparently not caring about hearing any explanation.

“Two hundred a vial,” Alex told her, “and my contact can produce more over the next few months.”  He wasn’t ready to admit he was the one who made it — after all, he didn’t even have a license to do the most basic alchemy!

“One fifty for this vial,” the girl replied after a moments consideration.  “Then two thousand for fifteen vials, to be delivered no later than two months from now.”

“One fifty now, and thirty-five hundred for twenty-five vials to be delivered no later than two months from now,” Alex countered.

Pausing to think a moment, the golden dressed girl finally nodded.  “Agreed.”

“And how about a ten percent bonus if we deliver in half that time?”  Grinning brightly, Alex couldn’t help but to press his luck.

“How about we make a bet instead,” the young girl looked over, blue eyes staring directly at Alex’s face.

“A bet?”  Alex asked, intrigued.  “What type of bet?”

“If you can produce twenty-five vials of the same quality as this, within a month, I’ll give you a five hundred gold bonus,” the girl smiled warmly.

“And if I fail,” Alex asked wearily?

“Then you’ll have to work as my personal assistant for a month,” she chuckled lightly, blue eyes twinkling.  “After you do manage to fulfill the contract that is,” she clarified unblinking.

Biting his lower lip almost hard enough to make it bleed, Alex finally nodded at her.  “Deal.”  Holding out his hand, she took it with her own, her soft fingers warm and gentle as she shook with him on it.

“Then I’ll be back in just a moment with your coin,” the young lady assured him, laughing lightly as she released her grip and slowly got up to walk out of the room, leaving poor Alex all alone to sort out his jumbled thoughts.


Leaving the Golden Pavillon, poor Alex was utterly confused and dejected.  Things had moved at a pace, and arrived in a direction that had utterly bewildered him.  Sure, his end goal for the pavilion was to garner a working relationship so that he could sell various items they might produce in the future — but that was a long term plan!

“How the hell did that girl know I was a man?  Why the hell did I show her the extract, first thing?  How did I end up making a bet that might end up with me in indentured servitude for a month if I fail?!”  The more he tried to sort things out in his head, the worse his confusion became.  Nothing made any sense!

“The plan, was just to sell the weapons left behind at the school,” Alex reminded himself, trying to get his mind back on track. “Just introduce myself at the Golden Pavilion to put myself on their radar, then take advantage of flooding the market to raise their awareness a bit more.  After that, I was going to try and do a few quality purchases next month to show I was reliable to them, and only after all that was I going to try and find someone in a position of authority to try to but and sell alchemy products with.”

“And yet, somehow I skipped all that and jumped all the way to the end point right of the bat with that girl!”  Staggering into one of the small alleyways between fancy shops, Alex slowly leaned against a wall and slid down it until he was completely sitting on the ground.  “And, worst of all,” he mumbled suspiciously, “I didn’t even get her name before I left.  We made a bet.  We shook on it.  But we never actually signed a contract, and, in fact, I don’t think I ever gave her my name either…”

“What the hell’s going on?”  Leaning to look back out of the alley, Alex glared suspiciously back at the Golden Pavilion.  “Businesses don’t operate like that!”  For the longest of times, Alex simply sat and stared back at the entrance of the building, tempted to go back in and confront the young lady one more time.

“Best not,” he finally decided, sighing deeply.  “Who knows what the hell I might agree to next time I see her again.”  Wrapping his arms around himself, Alex couldn’t help but shiver slightly in the shadows where he was resting between the buildings.  “I’m not going back in there ever again without a guard or someone present,” Alex swore to himself fervently, before finally getting up and dusting the dirt off the back of his britches.

“Nothing to do for now,” Alex sighed heavily, as he started walking slowly back down the street towards his next assigned shops — Damian’s Exquisite Artifacts and The Old Lady’s Footlocker.  Standing opposite across the street from each other, both shops had a reputation for attracting only the wealthiest of clientele.  

As long as Alex did his job well there, then perhaps his day wouldn’t end up being totally wasted!


“Phew!  I’m beat.”  Kicking first one of his high heeled boots off back in his room, and then the other, Alex sprawled out exhausted.  “I must’ve hit a dozen different shops this afternoon,” he griped lightly, “and most of those dirty old men thought my breasts were the ones negotiating prices with them, and not me!”

“Well, didn’t you tell us to dress like this just for that reason,” Roselyn reminded him, sprawling out atop one of his roommates beds.  “Besides, I probably visited hundreds of places today!  I sold almost three whole bags worth of weapons,” she bragged happily.  Even if her day was utterly exhausting, she’d earned over a thousand gold at the end of!

“Kahaha!  Haha!  Young ‘ens!”  Cackling merrily, like usual, Granny Stone shook her head dismissively.  “Me and the big boy here,” she pointed the tip of her cane out towards Thorn, “only went to a single place today.”

“Only one?”  Sitting up on his bed, Alex couldn’t help but look both worried and disappointed.  “What happened?  Trouble with the school?  Or the guards?  Or something else?”

“Nuh uh.  Nuffin like dat,” Thorn assured him, leaning up against the wall.

“Aye.  Wasn’t a bit of trouble,” Granny Stone verified.  “We were just too busy making deliveries to be bothered going back and forth to all the small shops down in the slums.”

“Deliveries?”  Sitting up herself, it was obvious that even Roselyn’s curiosity was beginning to overcome her exhaustion.  “What type of deliveries?  Did you guys take a different job while we were busting our butts out here trying to sell today?”  From the expression on her face, it was obvious she didn’t approve of the situation one bit.

“Kekekekekeke!”  Waving her cane dismissively, Granny Stone cackled wildly.  “Silly girl.  We were busy delivering crates from that fancy-pancy storeroom of yours all day!”

“Eleventy-two boxes,” Thorn agreed enthusiastically, opening and closing both his hands repeatedly to show the number.

“Wait!  What?!!  How many boxes did you guys carry out of the school today?”  A sinking feeling was beginning to appear deep in the depths of Alex’s stomach.  “And where exactly did you take them?  And for how much?”

“Eleventy-two boxes,” Thorn repeated enthusiastically, opening and closing both his hands once again to show the number.

“I don’t think anyone bothered to count the exact number, kehehehehe!  At least several dozen crates,” Granny Stone shrugged lightly.

“To WHERE??”  It was Roselyn’s turn to ask and look worried this time.

“Down to Blackie’s old place, of course,” Granny Stone said matter-of-factly.  “Best place to pawn off any sort of stuff which you don’t need anymore.”

“Granny!  That’s the Thieve’s Guild!  You just sold the school’s stuff to the blackmarket!”  Flopping back onto the bed, Alex felt almost as if he was going to faint!  As a student, he might have every right to take a few things out of the Lost and Lost area, but to remove dozens of crates all at once??  No way in hell that would be acceptable!  

There was a reason why they were picking and gathering stuff out of the various crates the other day — one thing here, another thing there, and nobody would notice what they’d done!  Even if someone did notice, they wouldn’t be able to actually prove what was removed exactly.  They’d been careful to keep their tracks clean, and now Granny had literally sold them out!

“Shit!  Shit!  Shit!”  Forcing his tired self to get up, Alex paced back and forth repeatedly in his room.  “Granny, you better head home for now,” he finally told her, as he started pushing her towards the exit.  “Thorn.  Rose.  Both of you follow me.  We’ve got to move crates from the deeper parts of the storeroom to the outside, so it won’t be so obvious what happened.”

“Uggghhhh…  More lugging heavy stuff around,” Roselyn griped softly, forcing herself up to follow.  Part of her was now starting to think that it was her destiny to follow the path of the brute like her parents, no matter what her desires might be.

“Me did gud,” Thorn bragged on himself, flexing his huge muscles as he lumbered along to bring up the rear.


Groaning like he’d just been beat, Alex struggled to force himself to get up early the next morning.  As a nobby, yesterday had been hell for him! First, there was all the oddness at the Gold Pavilion, which weighed heavily and wore on his mind.  Then he had a whole day’s worth of high pressure sales, and having to deal with various degrees of sexual harassment from dirty old men.  Then, just when he’d thought he’d finally be able to go back to his room and relax, Granny and Thorn’s sprung their surprise on him!

It was well after midnight when Alex finally managed to crawl into bed and pass out last night, and now, on what *should* be a day for rest and recovery, he was nevertheless forced to get up once again before the break of dawn!  “Life hates me,” Alex groaned pitifully, as he simply slid into one of the long white one-piece dresses which he’d saved from the Lost and Found storeroom for himself.

Like it or not, time waited for no Alex, and he now only had twenty-nine days to somehow produce twenty-five vials of Silver Mercurial Extract, or else end up as some unknown girl’s unpaid assistant.

Bending down to pick up a pair of his shoes, Alex didn’t even bother to try and put them on this morning.  Simply carry them in his hand, he headed out of his room and directly made a beeline to the girl’s dorm, heading to Roselyn’s room.


Thunk…  Thunk… Thunk… Banging his head softly against Roselyn’s door, Alex closed his eyes and half nodded off while waiting on her to open it.

“Yes?”  Finally cracking the door after a few moments, Roselyn’s eyes opened wide the moment she noticed Alex standing almost on top of her entrance.  “My lord?!  What brings you here so early this morning?”  Quickly jerking the door open in surprise from Alex’s unexpected appearance, Roselyn had to reflexively step forward and catch him before Alex exhaustedly fell on his face from trying to bang his head once more upon the door.

“Are you all right?”  Frowning with worry, Roselyn quickly slid an arm under Alex’s shoulder and helped tug him into her room so he could flop back and sprawl out on her bed.

“I’m fine,” Alex tried to assure her, yawning heavily as exhaustion weighed down bricklike upon his eyelids.  “You need to get dressed.  Like I mentioned before, we need to leave town quickly today, and we won’t be back for several weeks at the earliest.  We’re on a very tight timeline right now.”  

“Fine.  Give me a minute to change and pack a few things,” Roselyn agreed, not asking any questions.  Tugging her soft silken nighty off, she tossed it over into the corner of her room, near the chute which was used for her laundry.  Streaking naked about her room, she quickly gathered up several different dresses and unceremoniously tossed them into a single pillowcase, before pulling a plain blue sundress over her head and shoulders for the day.

“Is there anything in particular which I need to pack?”  She asked softly, as she hurried to stuff a few small, sheathed daggers and short-bladed swords into the same crammed pillowcase.  “Should I save room for food?  Water?  Medicine?  Do I need a tent, or sleeping blankets?”

When silence was her only answer, Roselyn turned and frowned slightly when she noticed Alex had already fallen back asleep atop her bed.

“I guess it’s just up to me to decide what the essentials are, for a multi-week excursion,” Roselyn sighed heavily to herself.  Digging in her closet, she had a tent already, and a personal sleeping bag.  There was even a few essential pots and pans which came with the camping set when she bought it, if she remembered correctly.

“Taking those into account, what’s left?”  Roselyn mused softly to herself, trying not to wake up Alex until she was certain she had as much of everything that she needed ready to go first.  “Food, water, and basic first aid supplies should do it, I suppose,” she tried to assure herself, as she quickly turned and hurried out her door to gather everything on her own.

Alex, dead to the world, never even noticed when she left.


“Whut de hell?”  Sounding a Lot like Thorn as he groggily slurred his speech, Alex blinked stupidly, forcing his eyes open to look around.

“Oh…  Sorry,” Roselyn laughed lightly, apologizing as she jostled Alex awake while carrying him princess-style down the steps in the girl’s dorm.  “I was going to let you sleep a few more minutes,” she told him smiling.  “I didn’t plan to wake you until we reached the gates and caught up to Thorn.”

“Thorn’s at the gates?”  Lazily rubbing his eyes, Alex was beginning to finally shake off the last vestiges of sleep.

“He’s been there ever since last night,” Roselyn snickered slightly.  “Apparently you never told him he could go home, so he’s been faithfully waiting to see what you might need him to do next.”

“I told him to go home last night,” Alex mumbled, as his face slowly stared to turn red.  “Umm…. Errr…. Ummm…  You can put me down anytime now,” he embarrassedly told Roselyn as his brain finally awoke enough to fully register the predicament he was in.  A fully grown man — and the heir of the Skyblade familyto boot — being carried princess-style by a woman!

Thank the gods that his roommates weren’t around to see him now!

“Certainly, my Lor-ady.  My Lady-ord?”  Laughing merrily, Roselyn stopped walking across the school’s courtyard and gently lowered Alex to his feet.  “I was just wondering before, my Lor-ady.  What do you prefer I call you when we’re alone?  When we’re out in public?”

“No disrespect intended,” Roselyn giggled slightly, “but you dress like a woman, and have all the natural curves and mannerisms of a lady.  People look a little strange at us, every time when Thorn refers to you as ‘Brother’, or I call you my ‘Lord’.”

“Umm…  Hell, I don’t really care,” Alex shrugged, after thinking about it for a moment.  “I know I’m still a guy in my heart, but,” he admitted freely, “I’ve already gotten used to being called a ‘Lady’ by everyone here at the school.”

“As long as you’re loyal to me,” Alex smiled brightly, staring Roselyn directly in the eyes, “just use your own judgement.  Call me whatever you want, or whatever you think best suits the current situation and environment we’re in.  Thorn’s too dense to read the room, but you’re not,” Alex told Roselyn, showing upmost confidence in her.
  
“Of course, Miss Chitty-Chitty-Bang-Bang.”  Eyes twinkling mischievously, Roselyn curtseyed lightly to Alex.

Sighing deeply, Alex said nothing in response, as he simply turned and hurried on towards the entrance to meet up with Thorn.  They had grass to harvest, and time was slowly slipping away from them moment by moment!

Giggling lightly, Roselyn followed respectfully several steps behind, carrying her packs and tent heavily across her back.


“We.. We’re not going to stay out here are we?”  Stammering slightly, Roselyn surveyed the area all around nervously.  “This is a rank S2BU zone, you know,” she whispered softly, acting as if she was afraid her voice might cause the weeds in the distance to jump up and attack them.

“S2BU zone?  What’re those?  I’ve never read of them before,” Alex admitted curiously, as he nonchalantly began to strip down to just his chastity belt.

“Sucks to be you zones,” Roselyn answered him, look all around paranoid.  “It’s not any sort of official designation, but it’s a slang term the students use for places nobody wants to be forced to go to, or for tasks which nobody wants to be forced to do.”

“This place is beyond deadly, you know,” she warned softly.

“Grass kick your ass,” Thorn told her, much like he’d stressed so vehemently to Alex before, nodding his head vigorously the whole time.

“I know the dangers,” Alex assured them.  “That’s why this place is so profitable for us right now.  Until I can sort out the problem with my cultivation, I’m utterly immune to the toxins on the grass.”  Flexing slightly, Alex tried to strike a heroic pose to show off how impressive he was, causing both Thorn and Roselyn to smirk in amusement with each other.

“Are you certain?”  Trying not to laugh at her Lor-ady’s antics, Roselyn was obviously skeptical.

“Yep,” Alex assured her.  “It’s already been tried and tested.”

“So what are we supposed to do during this time?”  Pointing to herself and Thorn, Roselyn couldn’t help asking.  “It’s not like we’re going to be able to help you with harvesting or collecting at all,” she pointed out honestly.

“Thorn smoosh rats!”  Flexing in a much more impressive manner, Thorn showed off his massive muscles as he waved a large metal mace in his hands.

“That’s a big part of it,” Alex agreed.  “I might can harvest the grass, but I’d have a hard time with the Silver Mercurial Rodents.  If they pop up, I’m going to need you guys to deal with them,” he informed Roselyn.

“On top of that,” Alex added, “you guys will need to take turns with the chores for us.  Hunting.  Cooking.  Guard duty.  Doing the dishes.  Since I’m going to be the one doing all the harvesting and gathering, you guys are going to have to deal with everything else,” Alex smirked lightly.

“I don’t think that’ll be a problem for us,” Roselyn assured him, as she started to set up the tent.  “I’ll happily do all the chores myself,” she volunteered, “just so long as you keep yourself and that grass far away from me.  That stuff can destroy cultivation, you know,” she warned him, wrapping her arms around herself and shivering from the very thought.

“I know,” Alex assured her.  “Which is why you guys will need to stay completely away from me for the next twenty days.  Make certain the food you fix for me is a fingerfood and leave it on a rock for me.  Keep all my clothes for me; I’m just going to be a streaker for this time.  

“Since we only have a single tent to sleep in,” Alex told them both firmly, “it’s mine.  Stay away from it and I’ll burn it before we leave.  You guys can practice your arts and dig out a cave in the hillside or the cliff wall for yourselves.  Just treat me like I’ve got the plague!”

“Brudder Boobz gotz da Grass-Ass sickness,” Thorn nodded sagely.  “Not getz near me!”

“I’m definitely not going to get anywhere near him either,” Roselyn promised, shivering slightly.

“Just don’t forget to keep me safe from any rodents that pop up,” Alex reminded them both firmly!

“We won’t,” Roselyn promised.  Glancing all about, she nodded happily to herself a few times before starting to walk around and collect all the rocks in sight.  “Come along Thorn,” she called out, laughing lightly.  “This seems like a perfect time to be practicing our throwing skills!”

Sighing slightly, all Alex could do is swallow his griping as he slowly got down and wormed his way carefully back to the edge of the field.  Honestly, he couldn’t blame Roselyn for her caution.  Most people would’ve abandoned him completely once he told them he was going to be staying for almost three whole weeks.  

Just by being here, Roselyn and Thorn was already doing more than enough to show their loyalty to him!


The next several days were a grueling hell for Alex, letting him know exactly what type of impossible bet he’d gotten himself into.  The days were long, lasting from first to last light possible, and the conditions were generally unbearable for his poor nobby self.  The sun cooked his bare back, turning it red and swollen quickly in the open air of the sky.  

The dry and harsh ground rubbed and irritated Alex’s soft, intimate skin, making his nipples feel as if they’d been dragged across sandpaper at the end of each day.  His fingers were crisscrossed with dozens of tiny little razor lacerations from where he kept accidentally brushing against the almost invisible stands of silversilk grass.  His lips were dried out and parched from the constant, unbearable amount of sweating he was doing from being exposed to both the raw sun and the extreme pressure of the working environment.

“One day was hard,” Alex croaked softly to himself, completely isolated from the others, “but I’d never imagined what type of hell they’d turn into one after another.  Working here isn’t just a simple case of one plus one equals two,” Alex muttered moodily to himself.  

“It’s one plus one equals three, and then times six more, thanks to those two every night!”  Glaring daggers back at where Thorn and Roselyn was laughing and joking freely together while carving out an ever deepening hole in the side of the nearby cliff, Alex couldn’t help but admit that *THEY* were one of his biggest problems!!

“OH!  OH!  OOOHHHH!  All night long,” Alex muttered moodily to himself.  “HARDER!  FASTER!  LIKE THAT!  OH GODS, YEEEAAHHH!!  Who the hell knew Rose was a screamer?!  Who the hell knew Thorn was such a damn stud either!  It’s not like he’s ever shown any attention to *me*!”

“Not like I’d want him to, or anything,” Alex quickly corrected himself.  “I’ve already got a beautiful, sexy, top-tier, grade-A++, princess waiting to be my brid…”

“YEOUCH!”  Jerking his hand back suddenly, Alex quickly rolled away from the field of grass and staggered upright.  Gripping his right wrist tightly with his left hand, Alex had no idea exactly what had happened, but he’d just sliced a gaping wound in his hand this time!  Staggering back as quick as possible towards his tent, Alex knew this wasn’t some little nick from the grass — this time, it was almost as if they grass had deliberately lurched forward to bite him!!

“RAT!!”  Yelling from the distance, Thorn pointed behind Alex.  Moving almost faster than Alex’s eyes could follow, Thorn quickly flung a rock from somewhere, shooting it like a meteor across the open flatlands.

“Azarath!  Metrion!  Zinthos!”  Yelling several words of power, Roselyn showed off her abilities as a copper ranked expert, causing a whirl of dark energy to gather in her hand.  Once the dark globe of whirling energy grew to the size of her fist, it launched lightning fast, zapping past Alex by no more than a few inches.

“SQUEEKKK!”  A harsh animal screech echoed from mere feet behind him, causing Alex to quicken his steps as much as nobbily possible away.  Seeing Thorn running to close the distance from his left, Alex instinctively turned and ran to the right to keep as much distance as possible between them.  A rat might be after him, but he was still completely toxic to his brother!

“NOOOO!  Thorn, stop!”  Screeching at Thorn, Roselyn blasted another bolt of black eldritch energy across the field.

“SQUUUU!” Another loud squeal pealed behind Alex, as Roselyn exorbitantly proclaimed, “Got it!”

Completely ignoring the pitiful squeaks as they slowly died down, Alex rushed into the tent he’d been using.  Quickly grabbing a the fancy dress which he’d wore out from the city, Alex unceremoniously ripped several inches from the hem of it, using the torn cloth as a makeshift tourniquet for his wrist.  It wasn’t until he poured water on his wound so he could see exactly how bad it was, before his heartbeat began to slow and he calmed down.

“It’s not as bad as I’d imagined,” Alex sighed with relief.  “A couple of stitches should fix me up!”  Heading back out of the tent, Alex couldn’t help but chuckle at the sight that awaited him.

Strutting around like a bantam rooster, Thorn was half dancing and poking at the corpse of what looked mostly like a silver-skinned, furless, giant mole.  Nearly the size of a small breed dog — comparable in size to a poodle or pekinese — the sight of a giant muscleman poking at the corpse and then jumping back from it in fright, was truly comical to behold!

“Are…  Are you okay, my lord?”  Panting exhaustedly, Roselyn had an obviously worried look as she stared over at Alex.  

“I’ll be fine,” Alex assured her, holding up his hand lightly.  “I’ll need you to toss me your first aid kit though.  I’m going to have to put a few stitches in it.”

“Can you stitch yourself,” Roselyn asked, biting her lip with worry.

“Is there anyone else to do it for me?”  Shrugging his shoulders helplessly, Alex knew that wasn’t an option.  After several days harvesting the silversilk grass, there wasn’t anyone who’d dare get near him without him taking a dozen baths first, or them wearing a full alchemy protection suit!

Frowning heavily, Roselyn ignored Thorn, who was still entertaining himself making certain the beast was truly dead and not playing possum.  Turning, she quickly hurried into the small cave they’d dug out, before coming back out with a small healer’s kit.  “Is there anything at all I can do to help?”  She asked softly, sitting the healer’s bag down near Alex, and then backing away.

“You’re going to have to head in town for us this evening,” Alex told her, as he eased over to sit and open the bag with his left hand.  “Take some of the coin you got from the weapon sales you did, and fetch me a whole jar of the high-grade healing paste.  I can’t afford to wait days for this to heal, and I’m right handed.  I can’t afford the loss of movement with an injured hand right now.”

“That’ll be simple enough,” Roselyn assured him.  “Anything else?”

“Some fresh food while you’re in there,” Alex told her, wincing heavily as he slowly eased the curved stitching needle close to the gash in his palm.

“Got it!”  Roselyn assured him, turning to go.

“And bring back a nice thick muzzle,” Alex yelled at her, causing Roselyn to stop and turn back to look at him curiously.

“A muzzle,” she asked, looking completely puzzled.  “For you?  In case you get bit and have to stitch yourself again?”

“No,” Alex grunted, forcing the needle through his skin, pulling the corner of the gash shut,  “It’s for you at night,” he told her, as sweat dripped down his head.  “So I can finally get some sleep for a change.”

Blushing brightly, Roselyn said nothing as she turned and hurriedly ran off into the distance.


Whistling lightly, Alex felt much better the next morning.  Having spent her own coin, Roselyn had purchased a low-grade healing elixir, which, while not powerful enough to completely heal the deep wound on Alex’s hand, was nevertheless more than sufficient to heal all the small nicks and cuts on his hand and clear up his massive sunburn.  A liberal application of the much stronger healing paste, along with a night’s rest, and Alex was feeling on top of the world again!

“Many thanks, guys,” Alex told Thorn and Roselyn cheerfully.  “I truly appreciate you keeping it down so I could rest last night.  That elixir put me on my ass, but I feel good as new now!”  Truly, he wasn’t certain if they’d deliberately keep their nocturnal activities quiet for him, or if Roselyn had actually brought back a muzzle for herself like he’d joked about to her.  Either way, he truly was grateful for a good night’s rest for a change!

“Umm…  No problem at all, my lord,” Roselyn assured him, squirming slightly as her cheeks shaded a bright hue of crimson.  “So… umm… Are you going back to gathering more samples today?”  Her clumsy attempt to change the subject was rather amusing in Alex’s eyes, though Thorn seemed too busy eating breakfast to notice either of them.

“I am,” Alex chuckled, deciding to let her off the hook and not tease her this morning.  “I just wish I knew how to detect their nests, or tunnels, or them, or whatever the hell it is I need to detect to keep from being bit by them again.  That one had sliced the crap out of my hand yesterday before I even knew it was there!”

“Well, I didn’t get too close to the creature,” Roselyn admitted, wrinkling her nose as she glanced in the direction of the corpse.  “But, from what I’ve saw of it, they seem to be mutated moles.  It probably digs tunnels and eats the grubs or whatever feeds off the roots.  Was the soil any softer, or pushed up, rutted or mounded, where the beast attacked you yesterday?”

“I honestly don’t know,” Alex admitted, shrugging slightly.  “It was hot.  I was tired and sore already.  I just wasn’t paying close attention to anything like that — but I’ll certainly watch for it from now on out,” he promised fervently, before easing up from his own meal and returning back to his harvesting.


As the next couple of weeks slowly passed, Alex’s dread and worries grew exponentially.  There was just so many things which he’d failed to take into consideration when he’d promised the young lady at the Golden Pavilion twenty vials of extract within thirty days.  Mistakenly, in his mind, he’d assumed that he’d be able to harvest at the same rate – or even faster with repeated practice – but that wasn’t holding up to be true at all!

Some days, when all went right, and it seemed that the fates were with them, Alex *could* harvest more than what he’d gathered that first time with just him and Thorn out alone.  On a very good day, he might be able to even harvest twice as much as that first time!  The problem, however, came from the fact that there were very few *good* days when it came to harvesting SilverSilk grass.

Rainy days seemed to stir up the rodents from their tunnels, increasing the chances of being attacked by them, slowing down progress.  Windy days turned the razor-sharp strands of spidersilk grass into potential meat grinders which could peel the flesh off his fingers – or any other body part they encountered – in mere moments of contact.  Even days that were just cloudy and overcast were hard to deal with – the lack of direct sunlight reflecting from the spider-thin silkgrass was enough to force him to slow work and increase caution to a much higher level.

The only “good days” were like the first time Alex and Thorn had come out to harvest on their own.  As much as he hated it then, Alex was now truly learning to appreciate those days when the sun stood proudly in the middle of the sky, scorching everything in its path, without the single slightest hint of a breeze to cool things out.  Sure, it was a miserable, scorching time to be out doing such tedious and dangerous work, but it was still the best time to do it!

“We’re not going to make it in time like this,” Alex warned Roselyn and Thorn, sighing heavily.  “We’ve spent about two-thirds of the time I’d allocated for harvesting already, and still only have about half the necessary harvest.  We’re going to end up short by several vials, at this rate.”

“Should I go in town and see if we can buy any materials?  Or even any of the finished product?  We’ll take a loss,” Roselyn sighed heavily, shrugging her shoulders slightly, “but at least we’d be able to fulfill the contract.  As a first time supplier, fulfilling our promise is more important than making money.  We’ll just have to lower expectations in the future and make up for it gradually over time.”

“I’d considered that,” Alex sighed, looking just as dejected as she did.  Only Thorn, in his simple innocence, wasn’t the least bit concerned about the situation – his job was just to guard his brother from the stupid rats, and since his brother was still alive and healthy, he was doing his part proper!  All that other stuff was somebody else’s responsibility; not his!

“I’m just hoping we don’t have to actually go that far,” Alex told her, trying to sound as hopeful as he possibly could.  “Rose, you’re going to need to make a trip back into town for us today.  Or tonight, when you can take Thorn with you,” Alex offered, “if you don’t feel comfortable going alone.  What I need you to do is to head up into Jacob’s room, box up some of his alchemy supplies quietly, and then bring them back out here for us.”

“He’s gone for the break and won’t be back for at least another month and a half,” Alex assured her, “so as long as you can avoid the cleaners and the other boys who might’ve stayed behind this break, and not let them see you, there shouldn’t be any problem.  I’ve… umm…  Let’s just say I managed to work things out once already with the school workers,” Alex blushed embarrassedly.  “His door’s already unlocked, and there’s a nice Do Not Disturb placard hung permanently on the handle right now.”

“If the door’s unlocked,” Roselyn told him, biting her lower lip slightly in thought, “then I shouldn’t have any issues getting in and grabbing a few things.  Exactly what would I be looking for?”  If the thought of breaking, entering, and stealing bothered her at all, she didn’t show any hint of it on her face.

“If that placard is still hanging on the door, everything should be set to go,” Alex assured her again.  “If it’s not, then come back and let me know as soon as possible.  If his door is locked, we’re basically screwed already.  I was counting on using his stuff to do the extractions when the time came,” Alex admitted, shamelessly.

“I’ll do that,” Roselyn promised.  “Just tell me what I’m grabbing and if there’s any special sort of precautions I need to take with anything.”

“None really,” Alex smiled warmly at Roselyn, enjoying the feeling of how dependable she’d became for him.  “I can’t cook the mixture, or do any of the extracting out here,” he admitted sadly, “but I’m hoping I can do a little bit of the preprocessing by the campfire at night, hopefully reducing the extraction time a bit.  If I can cut the processing and packaging time down from ten days to less than seven, then I might be able to finish harvesting enough materials with that extra time.”

“It’s definitely worth a shot,” Roselyn agreed, getting up to make yet another trip back into town.  “I’ll bring back a bunch of fresh food again from the cafeteria as well,” she promised.  “Is there anything in specific you two would like?”

“MEAT!!”  Thumping his chest like a caveman, Thorn wasn’t the least bit bashful when it came to sharing his desires.

“Some of the honey cakes,” Alex told her, chuckling lightly as Thorn loudly exclaimed, “MEAT,” once again.

“MEATTY MEATTY MEAT!”  Half dancing, Thorn was enthusiastically proclaiming his love for all things chicken, beef, fish, or pork.

“I’ll bring you back some meat,” Roselyn promised, laughing lightly as Alex slowly rattled off the list of supplies which he’d be needing for his work as well.

As soon as she turned to leave for her start back to town, Alex sighed heavily and punched Thorn lightly in the arm to get him to calm down.  “Keep watch dufus.  I’ve got to get back to work while I can.  We can’t just let daylight burn on us, you know.”  

No matter how tired and exhausted he became, he reminded himself, he had to do his best to see this thing to the end.  After all, it wasn’t just his ruined reputation as a half-man on the line anymore.  Roselyn, Thorn, and even to a lesser extent with Granny Stone, were all depending on him to finish the job properly for their futures as much as his own now!

Like it or not, Alex was slowly starting to come into his own as the young Lord SkyBlade.

     
Staggering though the lavish entrance of The Golden Pavilion, Alex looked more dead than alive.  Barefoot, and wearing nothing more than a simple oversized white tee-shirt which hung dangerously low down his shoulders, Alex was staggering drunkenly forward as the first well-dressed butler approached.

“Appointment with the Lady Blondie,” Alex yawned, struggling to stay upright and awake.  Large dark circles of pure exhaustion blacked thick rings around his eyes, causing Alex to barely be able to squint enough to keep them open, and the small black pocketbook he was carrying was enough to make him tilt slovenly to one side.

“Lady Blondie?  I’m afraid I don’t know anyone who works here with that name, young miss?”  Stopping a few feet before Alex, the well-dressed butler — Alex’s addled and sleep-deprived mind couldn’t tell if it was the same one he’d interacted with last time, or not — bowed lightly and apologized.

“Young.  Long gold hair.  Boobs out to here,” Alex emphasized, cupping his hands a foot in front of his chest exaggeratedly.  When the well dressed butler only stared at him quizzically raising a single eyebrow, Alex responded exasperatedly with, “The young old lady!  You know her,” he reminded the man groggily.  “She’s your boss for goodness sake!”

“Ah!  You have an appointment with Madam Goldenheart?  My apologies!”  Bowing deeply, the butler curtsied heavily in apology.  “I’m afraid I wasn’t made aware.  Please, if you’ll follow me this way.”  Turning, he slowly began to lead the way deeper into the huge auction house, purposely taking his time so that Alex could drunkenly stagger along and keep up.


Groaning lightly, Alex almost felt as if he was floating atop a sea of marshmallows as he lazily wiped drool from the corners of his mouth after waking up.

“Sleep well, my young lord?”  A soft, very feminine voice whispered gently into Alex’s right ear.

Turning his head in the direction of the voice, Alex forced his eyes opened and immediately stiffened up.  “Ummm…”  Completely at a loss for words, Alex could only ogle bewilderedly at the large bare bosom which shamelessly met his gaze.

“Now, now, my dear.  There’s no need to fight it,” the soft, feminine voice whispered tauntingly into his ear.  “Sleep until you’re rested.  Our business can wait as long as you like.”  A woman’s cool fingers gently stroked through Alex’s hair, softly tugging his head to rest back between the valley of her huge mounds.  “We have an eternity to do business after all,” the unknown voice promised him temptingly.

Try as he might, Alex just couldn’t force himself to keep his eyes open as sleep drifted like a gentle blanket under the warm motherly smell and temptation encompassing all around him.


Alex awoke to the sound of soft, gentle humming.  Feeling immensely refreshed and relaxed, Alex basked in the moment, refusing to move or open his eyes and accidentally disturb the bliss.  Snuggled warmly against the sweetly fragrant softness of a woman’s side, Alex felt safely mothered as the lady he was with gently rubbed her hands back and forth, playing softly with his hair.

“Feel better?”  Somehow realizing he was awake, even though Alex tried hard not to move or open his eyes, the lady liltingly whispered softly beside him.  “If you’re hungry, you can eat,” she promised warmly.  “It’ll do you good to fill your stomach with food.”

“I am hungry.”  Stretching lightly, Alex snuggled ever closer against the lady’s side, rubbing his cheeks back and forth against the soft marshmallow mountains on her chest.  Honestly, if it wasn’t for the feeling that there was a black hole gnawing hungrily away in the deepest depths of his stomach, Alex would’ve probably kept his eyes closed and basked in the moment all day.  “What’s to eat?”  Reluctantly forcing his eyes open, Alex tried to glance around the room in search of substance to fill his stomach .

Completely baffled as to how he got there, Alex realized he was in what was undoubtedly the most luxurious bedroom he’d ever seen in his life.  Thick plush pink carpet covered the floor like a layer of ankle-high grass.  The bed he was laying upon was large enough for at least a dozen people to sleep comfortably atop, and was trimmed and covered in the finest purple satin sheets that he’d ever imagined in his life.

Beside the bed, on the only side of the room he could see from the position he was lying in, there was a gold-trimmed and ornately engraved desk carved out of solid white marble.  Covering the whole wall, proudly prominent behind it, was a blue-silver mirror which his instincts was screaming to him could be nothing less than a pure mithril masterpiece.

And, perhaps the most startling sight of all to greet Alex’s eyes, was the beauty who rested so peacefully beside him.  Endowed with the most massive set of breasts he’d ever encountered in her life, Alex was absolutely certain that this woman was not the young lady he had came to see.  In fact, he was completely positive that he’d never seen this absolute goddess before in his life!!  And yet, here he was pressed up tightly against her naked side and using her arm and breast as a pillow!  

“Umm…”  Alex’s mind blanked as he struggled to find what to say.

“Hush,” the lady softly chided him, “and eat first.  We’ll speak after.”  Gently pulling Alex’s head back down, the mysterious beauty guided his lips lightly to her breasts, obviously intending for him to suckle from her large, ripe cherry.

Irresistibly compelled to nuzzle like a newborn, Alex was astonished when the warm taste of honey filled the inside of his mouth, rather than milk.  Sweeter than anything he’d ever tasted before, the thick viscid liquid in his mouth was more reminiscent of warm and gooey taffy than it was any sort of watery milk.

“It’s called Ambrosia by some,” the motherly woman assured him, gently pulling Alex’s head back down when he tried to pull away questingly.  “Hebenon by others,” she laughed melodiously, seeming amused by the name.  “Regardless, it won’t be of harm to one as great as you,” she assured Alex warmly.

“In fact, it may even help with your condition,” the lady whispered teasingly in Alex’s ear.

“You know of my condition?”  Sitting upright, Alex turned to stare directly into the beautiful golden eyes of the woman beside him.  “This….  Your milk,” he hesitated involuntarily as hope danced wildly in his eyes.  “It’ll help with my condition?”

“Undoubtedly,” the lady assured him, returning his intense gaze with her gentle one.

“NOM!!”  Without another word, Alex turned and wildly assaulted her breast, sucking and squeezing as if his very existence depended upon it!

Laughing melodiously, the lady simply smiled and gently caressed his hair and forehead, no matter how rough or intense Alex’s frenzied feeding became.


“Ugggghhhhhaaa….  I’m so full…”  Groaning lightly, Alex gently rubbed his bloated stomach while resting his head atop the lady’s marshmallow mounds.

“I imagine so,” she laughed melodiously, still gently rubbing her fingers through Alex’s hair.  “You ate enough there,” she giggled cheerfully, “to kill a dozen rank eight golden warriors.  Of course, even you would be bloated from that.”

“Kill golden ranked?  Even me?”  Forcing himself to tilt his head so he could stare directly at the flawless face of the goddess beside him, Alex couldn’t hide the doubts on his face.  “Do you truly know what’s wrong with me?”  

He’d been seeking answers for so long, the truth was Alex couldn’t bring himself to actually take that final step and give in to hope.  The library offered a possible solution to his issues, but he ran from it and chased wealth he truly didn’t care about instead.  Both the women he’d met in the Golden Pavilion seemed to know something about his unique physiology, and yet he was both hesitant to ask them about it, or to trust anything they told him.

The fear of failure weighed heavier on Alex’s heart than the hope of success.  It took all his effort to get out those words — *what’s wrong with me*.  What was he going to do if she told him there wasn’t any hope for him?  That he was always go…

“I don’t have a clue,” the lady laughed lightly, her melodious giggles interrupting Alex’s train of thought.  “Is there something wrong with you?  You seem quite perfect to me already,” she assured him.

“I…  I can’t cultivate,” Alex admitted grimly.  “I’m completely broken.  Not even pure Silvergrass Extract will affect me.”  Unnoticed, tears were beginning to trickle down the edges of his eyes.  “I’m a failure as a man.  I can’t….”

“Teehee he hehe hehehehe!”  The lady’s sudden bout of uncontrollable giggles instantly cut off Alex’s words.  “Tee he he!  HAHAHAHAHAHAHA!”  Patting him repeatedly across his head and shoulders, loud raucous laughter flowed uninterrupted from her delicate little mouth for several long minutes.

“Tee… Heee…  Hee…”  Struggling to catch her breath, the lady slowly wiped tears from the corner of her eyes, before tugging Alex up into her arms to squeeze him tightly.  “Dar…ling,” she stressed the word seductively.  “If you’re a failure as a man, there’s never been a success since the beginning of your species!!”  Smirking wildly, the lady’s eyes twinkled with endless mirth and amusement.

“What?  Not a failure?  My species?  I don’t understand,” Alex moaned pitifully.  “Why can’t I cultivate like others?”

“Because you’re not weak like others,” the lady assured him, tittering lightly.  “BUT…  If you want to continue this conversation,” she stressed, “shouldn’t you at least introduce yourself first?  After all,” she pouted, lightly pooching out her lower lip in disappointment.  “You’ve slept in my bed.  Laid naked and bare beside me.  Ravished my breasts and drank my nectar.  And yet, I still haven’t heard your name!”

“Umm…. Alex.  Alexander Skyblade,” Alex blushed heavily, finally remembering his manners.  “My… My apologies to the.. the beautiful lady,” he stammered, embarrassedly.  “Might..  Might I be given the honor of your name?”

Giggling lightly, the lady smiled benevolently down at Alex and gently nodded her head.  Pursing her lips slightly, the sound that came out of them sounded first like a gentle breeze in the forest, followed by the cackling blaze of a large bonfire, before being swallowed up by what could only be described as the sudden sharp sound of two lighting bolts crashing together, and then ending with a few seconds of low frequency silence that was felt rather than heard.  “And that’s my name,” she giggled lightly, “though I understand it’s a little difficult to pronounce in your language.”

“Yeah…. Just a little,” Alex admitted, feeling utterly lost and bewildered.

“Then why don’t you just call me Lily,” the lady suggested gently.  “I’ve been called Lilith before,” she shrugged indifferently, “but Lily just sounds much more intimate for us, don’t you think?”

“Sure… Lily is fine,” Alex agreed, just going along with the moment.  “Just what *are* you?”  Lost in his own bewilderment at how surreal the whole situation seemed, Alex couldn’t help blurting out his question before thinking about it.

Laughing merrily, if Lily was bothered at all by the audacity of his question, she didn’t show the slightest sign of it.  “Would you believe me,” she teased lightly, “if I told you I was an angel, sent down from the heavens?  Would you worship me and become mine?”  Whispering so softly as to barely be heard, she gently stroked Alex’s cheeks seductively.

“I…  I could probably believe that,” Alex told her, forcing himself to pull gently away from her mesmerizing touch.  “I just don’t think I could be yours,” he told her regretfully.  “I’m already promised to another,” he admitted, drawing strength from his own circumstances for the first time in a long time.

“A… pity.”  Sighing deeply, Lily stretched like a cat before rolling up out of the bed and going over to poor herself a drink of a thick white wine into a pure crystal goblet.  “It would’ve been fun to fight with you for dominance,” she chuckled regretfully, before turning the goblet up and drinking it down in a single gulp.

“Now,” she laughed lightly, sitting the goblet back atop the marble dresser, “let’s get down to business, shall we?  What brings such a fine a powerful lord of the Skyblade clan to my humble bedroom today?”


“I’m…  I’m sorry, Lady Lily,” Alex apologized deeply as he slowly side out of the bed himself.  “I really didn’t come for any business with you today,” he admitted abashedly, scanning the room for his missing dress.  Wearing just his chastity belt certainly wasn’t conductive to either his sense of confidence nor propriety while doing business.

“Oh ho?”  Gently gripping the edges of the marble dresser, Lily gracefully slid up to sit crosslegged atop it with a lithe little hop.  Grinning mischievously, it seemed as if she was completely aware of Alex’s discomfort with their current state of undress, and she was more than happy to tease him over it.  In many ways, she seemed like a cat looming predatorily over a mouse, as she smirked merrily while watching Alex squirm.  

“If you don’t have any business with me today,” Lily asked, arching an eyebrow inquiringly, “why did you ask the butler downstairs to bring you to me, claiming you had an appointment?  Is my nectar so well known that people are now sneaking in under false pretenses to sample it?”  Laughing lightly, Lily gently cupped both breasts under her hands, hiding them protectively, while pooching her lower lip out exaggeratedly.

“No. No. No.”  Waving his hands quickly back and forth in denial, Alex shook his head from side to side repeatedly.  “It’s nothing like that,” he rushed to assure her.  “I’m here on business with…”  Frowning slightly, Alex paused, realizing he still didn’t know the name of the young lady he was actually supposed to meet.

“Yes?”  Eyes twinkling mirthfully, Lily leaned forward playfully looking as if she was hanging onto his every word.

“… Your sister?”  Frowning heavily, Alex chewed his lip nervously, trying to guess at the connection between the two women.  Both outlandish beauties with large breasts, long golden hair, and otherworldly proportions, Alex could only conceive of them as being related somehow.

“My sister?”  Blinking several times, Lily’s face lit up in amusement and shock as she laughed melodiously for several long moments.  “I have thousands of sisters,” she assured Alex, grinning wildly, “but I don’t think you’ve ever met any of them.  Their home…,” she paused for a moment while thinking, “… is a dimension away from where we are now.”  

“Perhaps,” she offered, eyes twinkling mischievously, “you’re the new toy which my daughter has been waiting so anxiously to return to her?”

“Daughter?  Toy?”  Confusion imminent across his face, Alex frowned heavily.  Giving up on the hunt for his dress — there wasn’t a single stitch of any sort of clothing in the room at all — he finally settled for sitting upon the bed, resting his back against the headboard, facing the lady.  “I don’t think the lady I’m here to meet could be your daughter,” Alex told her uncertainty.  “You don’t seem old enough to have a child as grown as her.”

“Dar…ling,” moving her hands, Lily waved one dismissively, while leaning back to rest on the other one, fully displaying her goods shamelessly once again.  “I’ve had several dozen children over the years,” she assured him, eyes twinkling.  “It’s my daughter that you’re here to see, but your good fortune to come to me beforehand.”

“It seems we truly have quite a lot of business after all today,” Lily laughed happily.  Sitting upright atop the dresser, she crossed one leg over the other and straightened upright fully, assuming an obvious ‘full-business’ pose.  “I propose it’s time for us to get down to it, and cut back on the pleasantries for now.  Would a Covenant of Pure Truth be acceptable to the young lord?”

“Covenant of Pure Truth?”  Frowning heavily, Alex had no idea of what Lily was talking about, and he didn’t like it.  All his life, Alex had been weaker than others.  Bullied by others.  Lesser than others.  His only refuge had been in reading and learning, so he could hold his head proud and know he was at least more knowledgeable than others — and yet, these women of the Golden Pavilion always made him feel completely clueless.

“An ancient ritual,” Lily explained patiently, “and more than simple enough for those with our strength.  Our words and intent alone will be more than sufficient for the Keeper to hear us.”

“Ritual?  Keeper?”  Alex’s was so lost, he felt as if his head was going to explode.

“I’ll go first,” Lily chuckled lightly, holding her right hand out palm-open in front of her.  “By the Keeper of Oaths, I, using the common name Lily, pledge to speak only the absolute truth to the young lord Alex Skyblade, who sits before me, for as long as our paths do cross and neither declares this covenant broken, as long as he reciprocates in like, upon wrath of the destruction of my true essence.”

“There,” she laughed lightly.  “Now you only need to do the same.”

Frowning, Alex held open his right hand before him, imitating Lily’s action.  “By the Keeper of Oaths,” he questioned, raising an eyebrow doubtfully, causing Lily to nod and smile encouragingly.  “I, Alex Skyblade, pledge to speak only the truth…”

“…absolute truth,” Lily interrupted.

“Absolute truth,” Alex corrected instinctively.  “To the one using the common name Lily and sitting before me, for as long as we stay together and decide not to nullify our agreement, upon wrath of the destruction of my true essence?”

“Excellent!”  Laughing happily, Lily hopped up from the dresser and skipped over to tightly wrap Alex in an intimate embrace.  “The first Covenant of True Trust has been established quite nicely!”

“Covenant of True Trust?”  Somehow, Alex felt like he was being dragged right into her hands, but he really couldn’t see where they’d done anything that could be construed as harmful to him yet.  All they’d really done so far was agree to simply tell each other the truth.

“If you’re willing,” Lily laughed lightly, “I’d ask for two more Covenants between us.  The first would be a Covenant of Fidelity, to forever keep the truths of which we speak today safe from the world, and the other would be a Covenant of Pacifity where we simply agree to never do each other any willful harm.”

“An agreement to only tell truths, not betray those truths, and not harm each other?”  Wrinkling his brow in doubt, Alex couldn’t imagine any merchant ever agreeing to such a thing.  Merchants depended upon half-truths, exaggerations, and misdirection to achieve the best profit from unsuspecting suckers… err… customers.

“As long as you’re willing,” Lily told him, leaning forward until their noses were nearly touching as she stared directly into Alex’s eyes.

“Umm…  Sure?”  Gazing into the endless depths of her golden eyes, Alex finally shrugged and agreed to her proposal.  Honestly, he hadn’t came here to lie, betray, or harm the Golden Pavilion.  Alex only wanted to sell a product, fulfill his obligation, and turn a nice profit, and if a few odd promises were required to do that, he wasn’t going to argue about it!

“Then by the Keeper of Oaths…” Lily recited first one oath, which Alex repeated, and then the second.

“…upon wrath of the destruction of my true essence,” Alex finally finished, for the third and final time.

“Excellent, Dar…ling!”  Skipping backwards joyfully, Lily twirled happily once all three agreements were completed.  “Now we can truly relax, get to know each other, and do some serious business together!”  Grinning wildly, Lily laughed lightly, shaking her long hair as a pair of glossy black wings and a long black tail slowly extended themselves from behind her.

“De… De… Demon?!!”  Alex could barely choke the word out, as he held his breath and felt as if his eyes were going to burst from his face.

Lily was no angel, nor no goddess.  She was literally a demon!!


“Of course, Dar…ling.”  Laughing lightly, Lily skipped playfully across the room, hopping up onto the bed beside Alex.  “Earth born, earth slain,” she chuckled gently.  “Hell born, but it wasn’t my destiny to stay hell bound,” Lily smirked wistfully.

“So… You… You… You escaped from the hells?”  Heart pounding, Alex felt cold chills run across his body as she snuggled up and gently began to stroke his hair again.  “Wha… What do you want me with?”  Gulping heavily, Alex couldn’t even get his words out straight.

“Dar…ling, Dar…ling, Dar…ling.  You don’t have to be so nervous,” Lily whispered seductively into his ear.  “It’s not like I’m going to eat you.  Do we not have a Covenant of Pacifity between us?”  Gently pulling his head back down to her massive bosom, Lily rocked gently while humming a peaceful little lullaby.

Saying nothing, Alex went along with the moment, relaxing his body, as was the habit which his dorm mates had drilled into him.  Closing his eyes, he surrendered his flesh, while his mind was racing a mile a minute.  Finally forcing himself to calm down, Alex took several deep breaths before asking, “Then what does the fine lady demoness want with me?  You say we have business, but if so, I don’t know what it is.  It was your daughter with whom I’d agreed to bargain with.”  He didn’t try to get up, or pull away, as he slowly opened his eyes to look up at the winged beauty beneath him.

“We have lots of things to discuss,” Lily assured him, gently rubbing his long hair motherly.  “In good faith,” she laughed lightly, “allow me to start with the free sharing of truths by asking, ‘What does the young lord think is the difference between a demon and an angel?  If we are going to have a true relationship – of which I deeply hold the passionate wish that we may – then we must understand each other as fully as possible.”

“The difference between demons and angels?”  Convincing himself that he wasn’t in any immediate danger, Alex slowly forced himself to sit upright on the bed.  Crossing his legs underneath his body, he slowly leaned back against the headboard of the bed so he could look directly at Lily.  “Is it not an impossible question to ask,” he finally answered, frowning his face slightly.  “Would it not be like asking, ‘What is the difference between an apple and a potato.’? “

“There’s so much different between them, that it’s almost impossible to say they’re the same, unless one just wants to declare, ‘They’re both roundish and can fit within the palm of your hand usually.’  And, even then, many potatoes are more oval than round, so even that similarity is arguable at best.”

“Angels and demons are like apples and potatoes, you say?”  Laughing melodiously, Lily just smiled gently back at him, as if he if was some sort of ignorant simpleton, wounding Alex’s heart as a self-proclaimed scholar.

“Aren’t they?”  Alex snorted, staring back at her.  “If I’m wrong, will the knowledgeable lady before me do the kindness of correcting my misconception?”

“I shall,” Lily beamed back, magnanimously.  “But first,” she chuckled slightly, “can you tell me what you think the difference between Heaven and Hell might be?  Are they not destinations in which you humans find your souls being guided, after you pass from this mortal world?  What is the difference between the two realms in your human eyes?”

“I’ve never really gave much thought on the concept of either place,” Alex told her, after a few moments deep thinking.  “From my readings, people see them as two absolutes for which a person’s soul may ascend to.  One realm is the realm of eternal honey and paradise, while the other is an endless landscape of flames and torment.  Personally though,” Alex chuckled, “I’ve always preferred the idea of a soul being reincarnated and given a second chance upon the earth to further temper itself once more.”

Nodding slightly, Lily muttered, “I see.  I see,” several times before finally raising up a single finger and pointing it at Alex.  “Then, my final question for now, before I enlighten you, let me ask, ‘What happens to a soul that has been dragged into the Hells by accident?  Say such as when a demon may escape the summons of a foolish mortal, and then they drag the soul of that summoner back to the great darkness with them?  Should not the soul, if innocent or rightly – such as that of a knight who died fighting to banish the beast – righteously end up either reincarnated, or Heaven bound, by the logic of mortals?”

“I… I don’t know,” Alex admitted, frowning heavily.  “As I said, I’ve never truly pondered much upon such matters before.  I’ve always had other thoughts weighing heavily upon my mind.”

“Then let me share a simple, unadorned truth, with you,” Lily laughed mirthfully.  “A demon is an angel, just as an angel is a demon.  Unlike your apple and potato comparison, the truth is much more simple – they’re more comparable to the simple difference between breeds.  Much like comparing one breed of cattle against another, the only real difference is the color of their hides.  A Red Angus is the same as a Black Angus, with the only difference being as simple as the color of their hides and the environment upon which they exist.”

“So you’re trying to tell me you’re the same as an angel,” Alex frowned, staring directly at the glossy black wings which protruded so magnificently from Lily’s back.

“Fundamentally,” Lily nodded, laughing slightly.  “We’re both creatures born from the same basic process.  We both have wings.  We both have claws.  We both have fangs.  Fundamentally, there’s no true difference between us,” she assured him, before tauntingly adding, “Except one.”

“And what’s that fundamental difference?”  Alex couldn’t help but find himself becoming intrigued by her speech.  Even though he’d never had any real interest in angels and demons before, he was finding that meeting one in the flesh had changed his skepticism about their existence.

“It’s you humans,” Lily giggled, pointing her finger, and placing the blame upon him for some reason.  “As you, yourself, stated, ‘When a human dies, their soul goes to either one plane or the other.’  Righteous souls are sent to the Heavens, and the darkest of souls are sent to be tormented within the darkest hells.  Correct?”

“Correct,” Alex agreed, sounding uncertain now.  “At least, that’s what the stories always say, for those who believe in such things as the Heavens and Hells.”  Once again, his pride as a scholar forced him to emphasize that he wasn’t necessarily one who believed in such things himself – he was just repeating the opinion of what others say, who claimed to be knowledgeable of such things.  If he was wrong, it wasn’t his fault!

“No. No. No,” Lily smirked happily over at him.  “You don’t have to be so nervous about answering the question,” she assured him, gently.  “Essentially, you’re not wrong.  It’s just that things are a bit more complicated that what you humans assume to be the complete story.”

“Then please illuminate me with the truth,” Alex requested, respectfully placing his hands together and bowing his head in supplication.  As a self-proclaimed scholar, how could he pass up the chance to learn the truth of something so fundamental to the existence of humanity, when he was given the chance to do so?

“The truth,” Lily whispered conspiratorially, leaning in close towards Alex, “lies only between the core ‘heart’ of an angel and a demon.”

“Core heart?”  Frowning, Alex’s face showed that he didn’t have any idea of what she might be referencing.

“When a human soul enters the hells, for example,” Lily laughed lightly, waving her hands gently in front of his confused look, “they end up usually in one of the topmost levels of Hell.  Usually, there is nothing more there to confront – or comfort – them than fire, lava, brimstone, other dark souls, and implings who desire nothing less than to consume their existence.”

“If a single soul is strong, and if it’s lucky,” Lily chuckled, “then it may be able to defeat and overpower another soul.  Once that soul is defeated, then it can be absorbed – much like pouring one cup of water into a container which already held another cup.”

“Of course,” Lily warned Alex, playfully blowing him a kiss as she did so, “it’s not quite as simple as one cup of water simply joining another, as the two souls aren’t exactly the same.  It’s more like mixing a red wine with a white oil – both are liquids, and both are fluids, both neither perfectly combines such as when water mixes natively with more water.”

“Souls are like that,” Lily assured him, beaming innocently, in an attempt to show her sincerity.  “They combine into the same *puddle* of liquid – for lack of a better comparison – but they’re always fighting for dominance.  Two souls within only one body, of which only one can be in control of at a time.”

“That’s the eternal torment of the Hells,” Lily warned Alex, frowning heavily as she thought back upon the place where she was reborn for the second time.   “Eternal fighting.  Eternal battles.  From the moment a single soul arrives within the hells, it struggles and battles for its existence.  Either it beats down and dominates those that are weaker than it, or else it ends up absorbed and beaten down until it can be controlled by those stronger than it.”

“And, as for the only difference between angels and demons,” Lily sighed, sounding almost sad as she was talking, “it’s nothing more than the outward manifestation of the souls which comprise either of the two.”

“If a spirit vessel contains mostly dark souls, such as those destined to the hells, then that vessel grows black wings, dark claws, and a tail, earning it the human given title, ‘Devil’ or ‘Demon’.  If, on the other hand,” Lily reminded him, “the vessel is comprised of mainly bright souls, then it manifests as what humans call, ‘Angels’.”

“The only true difference between the two,” Lily assured Alex gently, as her eyes seemed to almost be pleading for him to believe her, “is that one vessel contains more *oil*, whereas the other contains more *wine*.  In the end, they’re still nothing more than containers which do nothing more than store the contents within them – in this case, various human souls rather than oil or wine.”

“And how does the ‘core heart’, as you called it, play into all this?”  Alex asked, not wanting to make a mistake with his line of thinking.

“The core heart is the central soul which controls the vessel,” Lily assured him, smiling brightly.  “It’s why innocent virgin sacrifices are so popular for angel or demon worshippers — they’re easily beaten down, corrupted, and absorbed with little risk to the core.  It’s also why knights and those of great will and conviction are simply slain by an angel or a demon, and not consumed.  No core wishes to eat another that may end up dominating it instead!”

“And I suppose you’re going to tell me you’re a pure spirit core, controlling a vessel of mostly evil souls?  A…  Hell’s Angel, I suppose,” Alex frowned, “for lack of a better word.”

“Oh no.  No.  No.  Dar…ling, there can only be truth between us now,” Lily laughed, gently waving her hand back and forth.  “I’m nothing like that.  I’m what you humans would call pure evil,” she assured him, smiling lightly.  “Only concerned with my own self interests, I utterly don’t give a damn about what happens to you mortal insects, nor how much your puny species suffers.”

“Wh… Why would you admit such a thing to me,” Alex asked, swallowing back a lump of fear in his throat, as cold sweat began to slowly form upon his body.

“Why so that you can trust me when I tell you I’m not interested in harming *you*, Dar…ling!”  Leaning forward, Lily gently placed a soft intimate kiss across Alex’s lips.  “*You* have nothing to fear from me,” she whispered breathlessly into his ear.  

“You’re much too interesting to kill,” Lily assured Alex lightly, as she leaned forward and stroked his cheeks gently.  “Much too strong to consume,” she assured him, bringing her face down for another gentle kiss upon the lips.  “The only true option,” she whispered teasingly, “is for there to be utter truth between us, so our relationship can blossom brilliantly in the future.”

His mind overwhelmed completely, Alex could only nod stupidly and stare ahead blankly as she proceeded to gently kiss and caress across his whole body.



Time passed, uncounted and ignored by both Alex and Lily as they snuggled peacefully together upon her gigantic bed.  Alex was too lost in thought, trying to process all he’d heard and learned so far, and Lily simply seemed more than content to wait and allow him however much time he needed.  After living for more centuries than she could remember, one thing Lily had truly mastered was the art of patience.  Her perception of time hadn’t distorted to the point where it could be compared to that of a dragon’s, or against a child of Earth’s, but it was more than sufficient to wait out the lull in a human’s thoughts!

“So what now,” Alex finally asked, breaking the peaceful silence between them.  “Surely you wouldn’t tell me such things,” he reasoned, “unless there was some reason to share such truths with me.  What do you want in return?”  Even trying with all his might, Alex couldn’t hide the heavy suspicion  in his heart.

“Dar…ling,” Lily stressed the name as usual, leaning in to whisper softly in Alex’s ear.  “I’ve already told you; I’m interested in *you*.  I simply want to get to know more about you.”

“Well, why me?!”  Pushing Lily away, Alex forced himself to get up off the bed and walk across the room.  “Of all the people, and of all the men, *WHY* are you interested in *me*??”  Try as he might, that was the one thing he absolutely couldn’t figure out about either Lily or her daughter.

“Do you really not know?”  Blinking several times, Lily’s black wings and tail retracted into her back, as a look of incredulous confusion crossed her face.  “Or are you merely playing with me?”  She asked suspiciously.

“I truly don’t know what you and your daughter see in me,” Alex told her, sighing heavily.  “Both of you act as if I’m some sort of super strong, super rare, super powerful and perfect man, and yet I’m completely broken!”  Tears staring to roll up in the corners of his eyes, Alex found himself unable to hold back the flood of emotions admitting such a statement had upon him.

“I’m not strong,” Alex muttered softly, slowly sinking down to sit dejectedly in the floor.  “I can’t cultivate.  I can’t use magic.  I’m too weak to fight.  Hell — I couldn’t even maintain my honor as a man, enough to stay a man…”  Hanging his head in shame, dark depression wrapped itself around Alex’s heart in a heavy blanket.

“DAR…LING!”  A harshly deep and male voice forced Alex out of his dark introspection.  Looking up, his eyes was greeted with an up close and personal view of the biggest cock he’d ever seen in his life.  At least eighteen inches long, and as thick as a man’s arm, the massive wang was fully erect and waving proudly back in forth inches away from his nose, as Lily playfully swayed her hips side to side in front of him.

“WANT TO TASTE TO SEE IF I’M A MAN NOW?”  Her manly voice booming almost like thunder, Lily crossed her arms under her large bosoms and laughed heartily.

“Not.. Not really,” Alex admitted, breathlessly staring at the enormous mass of manliness before him.  “You’d dislocate my jaw and completely destroy my throat,” he gasped incredulously.  “I’d never talk again!”

“HAHAHAHA..haha…teeheehee…” Starting with an almost ear-splitting male laughter, Lily’s voice slowly lowered and returned back to her melodious light tittering as the massive cock slowly shrunk and disappeared from her body.  “A dick does not make one a man,” Lily assured him, rubbing Alex’s face gently.  “Nor do these breasts make you a woman.”  Reaching down, she gently caressed his breasts with her hands, before playfully tugging sharp on his nipples.

“Then what does?”  Looking up with tears in his eyes, Alex pleaded for the answer.  “Because whatever it is,” he whispered forlornly, “I feel as if I’m slowly losing it.”

“You’re not losing it,” Lily assured him, licking her lips seductively as she slowly reached out to tilt Alex’s chin up so she could stare passionately into his eyes.  “I assure you,” she promised him fervently, “you’re nothing but man!  As odd as it is,” she admitted, frowning slightly, “I see absolutely nothing but man in your soul.”

“My soul?”  Wiping a few tears from the corner of his eyes, Alex frowned softly as he questioned her words.

“Yes,” Lily assured him, as she turned and moved back over to sit back on the bed again.  “Your soul — that ethereal object of humanity’s that goes to the heavens or hells when they die,” she reminded him gently.  “Yours is the strongest, most unique spirit I’ve ever had the pleasure to see in all my long ages,” she assured him softly.

“Though it’s a shame,” Lily sighed lightly, obviously disappointed.  “I was hoping that if you learned my secret first, then you’d be willing to trade me for yours later.”

“My secret?”  Confused, Alex asked, “What secret?”

“The secret of how you’ve strengthened your soul to such an extent already,” Lily laughed gaily.  “Why,” she gushed wondrously, “you’re almost a demon yourself, you know!  Given just a few hundred years, I imagine you’ll grow into a splendid Demon Prince!”

“ME?!!”  Alex’s eyes grew wide and he sputtered in disbelief.  “No way.  No how,” he denied.  “What the hell makes you claim something like that?!!”

“Because it’s the truth, my Prince.”  Laughing merrily, Lily’s eyes were twinkling at Alex’s disbelief and denial.

“Allow me to return to our previous topic, if you will,” Lily requested politely.  “As I mentioned before, Angels are those spirit containers which are comprised by a majority of *good* souls, with a *good* soul as the core.  Fallen Angels are nearly the same, except they’re good souls dominated by an evil core.  Hell’s Angels are dark souls controlled by a white core, and Devils are simply dark souls controlled by a dark core.”

“In all of these cases,” Lily explained patiently, “the strength of the being in question is determined by the total number of souls it contains.  One soul would just be a spirit.  Two souls would be a larval goo.  Somewhere around ten souls, those larval goos begin to evolve into implings.  And so on, and so on, to become imps, barbed demons, horned demons, develings, daemons, lesser devils, devils, greater devils, named devils, and then finally lords and princes.”

“All are nothing more than a collection of souls inside one spirit container, held together by the strength of its core,” Lily stressed lightly.  “And *YOU*,” she pointed her finger over at Alex, “already have a soul with the thickness and purity of dozens, or even perhaps hundreds, of souls.”

“Should you die today and have your soul be sent to the Hells,” Lily chuckled lightly even thinking about it.  “You’d end up becoming a tyrant and completely dominating the upper levels.  The strength in your soul would overpower and dominate thousands of others as you consumed it.  It wouldn’t be a case of mixing a cup of oil with a cup of wine — it’d be more like pouring a drop of wine into a barrel of oil!”

“What I wanted from you, if not today, then in the future perhaps, once you’ve unlocked the mysteries of your existence,” Lily admitted shamelessly, “is for you to tell me how you grew such a soul without leaving the mortal realm, nor consuming others, My Prince.”



























