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Elissa quivered slightly inside as the loud roar of the crowd echoed from outside the small tent she was in.  ‘I shouldn’t be here,’ she thought pitifully to herself, as she thought back on how the Fates had twisted her path to bring her to this junction in her life.
All children of wealth, status, or nobility knew to avoid the Festival of Chance which was held every year in honor of the God of Chaos, and like nearly every other child of influence, her family had prepared her for the occasion.  Only the most trusted of her family’s retainers had been chosen to escort her from the city and to the small private manor which had been reserved exclusively by her father for this occasion, and they had left the city and traveled in the midst of midnight darkness to escape without any knowing their destination.
If all would’ve went as planned, Elissa would’ve been safe in the privacy of her own family’s home, ready to be given off to one of her family’s most trusted protectors to serve and obey for the next week – for that’s what the Festival of Chance was all about: a turning of the rules of society completely upside down!  
Children of wealth, status, and noble blood, between the ages of thirteen and eighteen, had to place their names into a lottery which the priests and gods oversaw.  The more wealth one’s family had, the more times their name was entered into the lottery.  The higher status one’s family had obtained, the more times they were entered into the lottery.  And noble blood?  Should one be born with noble blood, their name was entered a thousand times more into the lottery.
Once all the names had been gathered, the priests would draw lots – the number of chosen to be determined by the overall population of the town, city, village, or temple one was in – and then the “lucky” chosen ones would become a “Maiden of Fate” or a “Lad of Luck”.  They’d be pampered and bathed.  Fed the finest of foods.  Dressed in what Elissa felt was one of the most embarrassing outfits she’d ever worn in her entire life.  And then, when the festival was in high swing, they’d be lotteried off to one of the people attending the festival, to serve them faithfully for the next week of their lives.
The priests claimed that this festival helped those of status connect and learn of the lives of the common folk of the kingdom.  It helped encourage kindness and largess between the wealthy and the poor – for one would never know if their own child might end up going to serve under someone whom they had slighted, mistreated, or angered.  
The festival was supposed to encourage a joining of the  rich and the poor, to help them reach out and find middle ground.  Instead, it was often a time of terrible dread for the children of prestige.  Servitude for a week to a complete stranger, with the backing of the gods behind them.  If they were beaten, worked nearly to death, or even wenched out in the taverns for that whole week, there was no legal recourse for them to avoid their fate.  
The order of the world turned itself upside down and the rich were trapped obeying the poor.  Even while trying not to think of all the terrible things that could happen to her, Elissa couldn’t help but feel her knees tremble and knock together.  In all her life, she’d never been this helpless.  This hopeless!  
‘I shouldn’t be here,’ she thought to herself again, for about the hundredth time.  
She’d packed up and left town on time.  She was surrounded by men and women her father trusted above all others – guards which had watched her be born and which had been there beside her for each step she took in her life.  She knew each and every one of them by name.  Knew their families.  Knew their hearts!
She would’ve been safe with them, and that was the plan all along – leave the city, travel to her family’s private manor, and take her “chance” with whichever of her family’s guardians might obtain her service for a week.  Instead, everything that could’ve possibly went wrong, did so.  They were ambushed by a large group of bandits several days from their destination and several of her guards were  gravely injured—even to the point where the healers were unable to cure them.
‘Whatever that poison was,’ Elissa thought to herself while chewing on the end of her thumbnail, ‘it wasn’t the least bit natural.   Some alchemist or wizard had to alter it to make it as dark and evil as it was.’  Even thinking back on what had happened made her stomach churn queasily.  Black blood slowly leaking from the eyes.  Skin turning gray and ashen.  Breathing  labored and ragged.
Shaking her head violently from side to side, Elissa tried to force the images out of her mind.  Those were her guards.  She’d grown up with them.  Surrounded by them.  They’d been there for her with each step that she learned to take in her life.  She couldn’t just abandon them and let them die for her sake.  Even if she somehow managed to spare her body some suffering at the hands of a poor bastard, it would’ve left a wound in her heart that could never heal.
‘There was only one real choice, and I made it,’ Elissa reassured herself.  Even if she was given to the roughest bastard in the city, she’d only have to suffer for a week.  No one was actually fool enough to kill one of the chosen and risk the wrath of the god of chaos.  The worst that she’d have to do is endure for seven days – and that’s only IF she was chosen in the lottery – compared to doing nothing and simply letting those who meant so much to her die a terrible death.  ‘No real choice at all,’ Elissa muttered softly to herself, as she slowly took a step forward to await her place in line to be lotteried off.
She’d made her choice.  Took her chance with lottery.  She knew the risks and knew there was a chance she might be one of the ones chosen – but she took it anyway.  ‘I had to,’ she reassured herself one final time, as a brightly dressed young man bounced back into the tent and skipped over to her.  Dressed in a robe painted all the colors of the rainbow, the young priest gently held out his hand for her.  His hair was dyed brilliant purple, and spiked wildly in all directions.  Bells attached to dozens of random places on his robes tinkled and chimed merrily with every step he took and glitter – or perhaps it was confetti – seemed to fall constantly from his clothing and color the ground all around him every shade of the rainbow.
“Let’s go!  Let’s go!  Let’s go!”  Without giving her time to even take his hand on her own, the young priest laughed merrily and grabbed her arm, turned, and began to half-skip, half-bounce towards the exit.  The cheers were nearly deafening as Elissa emerged out into the bright noontime sun and was led up onto the podium to await  her fate.


“Is this one the bitch we want?”  Concealed in a thick woolen cloak with a deep hood pulled low over his face, a man’s voice growled softly over to his companion – a greasy looking fat man who greedily was rubbing his hands together.
The fat merchant sighed deeply and glanced down once again to check the small crystal he held carefully in his hands.  “Not this one.  Not yet.  Be patient,” he repeated for what felt like the millionth time today.  
Every time a new young lady was brought out to be lotteried off, he had to go through the same thing.  Get pestered about if it was her – as if he wouldn’t say something if it was her!  Listen to several minutes of bitching from his partner about how he was wasting his precious time and needed to get back to his research.  Get threatened a few times if he didn’t hurry it up – as if HE had anything to do about what order the priests brought the chosen out – and then repeat the process once again.
As the last girl was being off in the direction of some old grandmother, the crowd went wild once again, and the fat merchant sighed deeply knowing it was time for another exchange of stupidity with the man at his side.  “Before you even ask…“ Glancing down at the crystal in his hand, he was going to try and cut off the questions before they even started, but he had to stop and blink several times to make certain he wasn’t seeing things.  The crystal was finally giving off a pale pink glow.   Had they finally found her??
“Is this the bitch we want?”  Once again, the rough voice half growled in the fat man’s direction.
“It is!  It is!”  Finally!  The fat merchant couldn’t help smiling as he thought about he could get soon out of here, be done with this business, and hopefully never have to deal with growl-voice once again!
“So how are you going to get her?”  He had to ask, just for his own curiosity, not that he really cared one way or another.  His job was just to identify her, then accept her when growl-voice  acquired her, and to just deliver her.  
“These games are simple to influence,” growl-voice told him with a snort, as he pointed one gloved finger up towards the podium.
The fat merchant had to admit, the young lady up on the stage right now certainly had all the right curves in all the right places.   Wearing a loose pink dress that was so sheer it didn’t hide anything, the girl had been bathed and dyed pure white from head to toe.  Some say the dying of skin and hair was to help give the young boys and girls a sense of anonymity, but the fat merchant had always held to the belief that it was just to help highlight the skin under those ridiculously thin outfits.  Lingerie was probably thicker and less sheer than what this young lass had on currently!
The round swelling of her full breasts was plainly visible, as was the risen peaks of her nipples.  ‘I wonder if the priests do something to make them perk up, or if that’s just natural from being nervous,’ the fat man wondered to himself.  Either way, he couldn’t help but grin at the two risen white peaks plainly visible under the gossamer pink dress.  Letting his eyes caress up and down the full length of her body, the fat man couldn’t help but find himself getting somewhat aroused.  High heels.  Long legs.  No bush.  Large, full breasts.  Soft curves.  Long, wavy white hair which seemed to dance across he shoulders and lick all the way down the back of her knees.  There wasn’t no doubt about it.  The girl before him was definitely a beauty.
And soon….
Soon she was going to be in his hands and he could do anything he wanted with her, before he finished his delivery.


Stone stood tall and unmoving near his brother’s side, never swaying, never even blinking, as the morning’s festival carried on all around them.  He never cheered.  Never waved.  Never even twitched.  He simply stood where his brother had told him to wait, and planted himself firmly and patiently there like a rock – thus why everyone who knew him always called him Stone.
Tall and massive, by any standards, Stone stood head and shoulders above all the rest in the crowd and had a perfect view of the morning’s proceedings.  His brother was laughing with the nearby boys and trying to flirt with any of the nearby girls who might give him the time of day, and he just stood there.  Several people jostled and bumped into him, but they might as well have been bouncing into a wall for all the effect it had on Stone.
Silently, unmoving and unaffected by the wild party all around, Stone stood and waited.  From  time to time, his right eyebrow would twitch slightly as he listened to the fat merchant and cloaked idiot standing directly in front of him.  At first, they’d whispered conspiratorially to each other, but as the morning moved on into the afternoon, they quickly dismissed him from their thoughts.  It seemed obvious to them, just like it did to everyone else who ever met him – Stone was a complete and utter imbecile!
As the morning advanced, Stone watched with a mild sense of amusement as Hoodman got more and more agitated and threatened Fatman.  Some of the things which the one threatened to do to the other sounded quite bizarre and rather impossible.  There wasn’t anyway you could pull someone’s ass out their nose and make them eat it.   Was there?
As Stone mulled over whether the last threat was even possible or not, the two men in front of him suddenly leaned together and began to whisper and point at a really pretty girl who’d just been led up onto the stage.   
“Friends!  Neighbors!  Countrymen and Visitors too!”  The rainbow dressed priest laughed and waved his hands wildly back and forth as the crowd cheered and yelled encouragement.  Fireworks burst in the sky and confetti rained down -- once again – over the crowd.  Laughing gaily, the priest yelled out to the masses, “Who’s going to be the lucky person to win this little beauty?”  
[bookmark: _Toc458162947]“ME!  ME!  ME!”  A thousand enthusiastic cheers echoed throughout the courtyard and the priest seemed to bounce even higher in response to the people’s excitement.
“Maybe!  Maybe,” the priest laughed, as he skipped over to a large circular wheel on the podium.  “Let’s find out!”  Giggling happily, he spun the wheel and laughed as color after color rotated once after the other for several moments.   When it finally stopped on red, the young priest hopped three feet into the air and waved his hands back and forth, causing a large ray of red light to burst forth from them and highlight the whole stage!   
“Our first color is red,” he screamed wildly out to the cheers of the crowd.
Frowning, Stone blinked a few times and thought about what he’d just witnessed.  Hoodman had just did something, and he’d made the wheel stop on red.  It’d been going fast enough that yellow should’ve been the color up top, but the wheel had stopped early on red.   Slowly, and for the first time that whole morning, Stone moved his hand and slowly rubbed his chin as he thought about what he’d just seen.
“Oh!  Oh!  It’s red again!”  Another rainbow flash of red light shone across the podium and Stone’s frown grew even larger.  Hoodman was doing something to make the wheel stop when he wanted it to, and that wasn’t right!  ‘Of course’, Stone thought to himself, ‘this is a festival of Chaos.  Is it really wrong to break the rules in a game dedicated to the God of Rule Breaking?’  Frowning, Stone tried to sort out his feelings as the priest continued to spin the wheel and Hoodman continued to cheat.  Green was chosen, then blue, followed by yellow, and then finished with black.  
As the last color was chosen, Fatman lifted up the small metal disk he’d been issued when the festival started that morning, but before he could say a word, he staggered and fell over – as did the cloaked fellow beside him.  Blood oozed from the corner of both men’s heads where they’d been banged together with enough force to instantly send them both into a deep state of unconsciousness.  Ignoring the two collapsed men laying at his feet, Stone slowly leaned down and picked up the small metal disk from the ground.  
“I won,” Stone exclaimed calmly, as he held it up for the world to see.


Chapter 1: Lost
 
“David…   David…”  Sarah pushed insistently back on the boy’s head who was leaned over and kissing repeatedly on her neck.  “David, quit that,” she demanded firmly.
“Huh…”  David leaned back and blinked several times while grinning up at her sheepishly.  “Why?  What’s wrong darling?  I thought we were just getting started,” he added wishfully.
“Maybe,” Sarah sighed, “but isn’t that your brother going up to the stage like an idiot?”  Using her hands, she turned his head to make him face in the direction of the podium where the lottery was being held.
“Stone?  Nah, It can’t be…”  Blinking a few times, David’s eyes widened as he tried to convince himself that it wasn’t his brother slowly stepping up to the stage and heading over to the priests.   “What the hell!  I told that idiot to stay put!”  Shoving himself back away from Sarah – her lithe form suddenly far from his thoughts – he began to push and shove his way though the crowd to try and get up to the stage.


The priest was halfway through the award speech by the time David elbowed and shoved his way through the densely packed crowd, his mind racing with worries and fears about how he was going to get his brother out of this mess that he’d gotten himself into.  He was so worried in fact, that he didn’t give more than a passing thought to the two men he’d had to step over who’d drank so much they’d passed out and collapsed in the middle of the crowd.  It was a shame their friends couldn’t be bothered to drag them out to rest it off in the shade somewhere – his friends would’ve at least did that for him if he’d drunken himself into a stupor – but they weren’t his worry and he didn’t have time to spare for them at the moment.  His only real thought was to stop his brother before it was too late and he got himself into some sort of irreversible trouble.   Idiot Stone!
“And so, unless someone has reason to object,” the young colorful priest announced loudly out over the cheers of the crowd, “I declare this chosen to belong t…”
“Wait!  Wait!  Wait a minute,” David demanded as he pushed out past the final line of people separating him from the stage.  “He didn’t know any better,” he half yelled, half pleaded, rushing up the steps to join his brother, the girl, and the priest on the podium.  Uncertain what new entertainment they were going to get to see, the crowd let out another loud wave of wild cheering and drunken shouting.
“That’s okay,” the young priest laughed gaily, waving his hands and spraying rainbow confetti out across the crowd once again.  “You don’t have to know anything to win at the Festival of Chance!”
“But… But… He can’t win,” David panted breathlessly as he finally stopped in front of the priest and stood beside his brother.  “Stone didn’t have a game token,” he confessed, smacking his much larger brother upside the back of the head, which only made his own hand ache, and Stone didn’t even seem to notice.  “He tends to lose things like these,” David explained, pulling two shiny metal disks out of his own pocket and holding them over towards the priest, “so I was holding onto his token for him.”
“Oh!   OH!  OHHH!”  The young priests eyes grew wide and he half hopped where he stood.  “It’s wonderful,” he exclaimed, suddenly and unexpectedly.  “If what you’re saying is true, we must have a cheater somewhere!”  Instead of looking the least bit offended, the priest’s eyes twinkled and happy laughter pealed out from between his lips as he half danced a crazy jog on the podium.
“Father!  Father!  Lookie!  Lookie!!”  Grabbing the colored disk from both Stone and the two disks from his brother David, the priest laughed wildly and held all three of them up towards the heavens.  “It’s funny!  It’s fishy!  It’s not right!”  Too excited to contain himself any longer, the young priest threw open this robe and then tossed it out across the crowd and danced a wild jig across the stage.  “Whatcha going do, Papa?  Huh?  Huh?  Whatcha going to do,” he laughed out gleefully, taunting the heavens.
“Wait!  Wait!   Wait a moment,” David pleaded, “before you do something, let me explain!  Stone didn’t mean to do anything wrong.  He’s just an idiot who doesn’t know any…”
Several terrified screams from out in the crowd interrupted David’s heartfelt explanation, and several people began to push and shove each other clearing a sudden hole in the mass of people, exposing two massive spotted cats, as large as any dog!   Hissing and growling, the two angry looking felines seemed almost as confused and frightened as the crowd around, and they slowly turned in circles as if eying who they wanted to attack first.
“Cheetahs!  Cheetahs,” the young priest laughed gaily, pointing out towards the massive cats.  “It’s funny!  Go get ‘em!  Go get em!”  The excitement was too much for the priest as he gyrated and contorted  wildly while bouncing from one end of the stage to the other.  
“Come on, dammit!”  David shoved at Stone’s back with all his might, but couldn’t budge his brother at all.  “Move you stupid ol’ ox!  Let’s get out of here while the getting’s good!”
Without paying any attention at all to his brother’s frantic attempts to move him, Stone slowly took two steps forward and then wrapped both his arms around the beautiful young woman who was up on the stage with them.  Without saying a word, he pulled her much smaller frame up tight to his chest and then gently began to stroke her hair, as if he was attempting to somehow comfort her.
“Damn it!  Leave her,” David pleaded.  Grabbing his brother’s massive arm, he nearly lifted himself off the ground trying to pull it down and away from the woman.  “Can’t you see you’re in trouble?  Listen to me Stone!  We’ve got to get you out of here.  That wasn’t your token, and you know it!”
A sudden collective gasp from the crowd, followed by soft murmurings and wild laughter from the priest made David’s heart sink and then leap up into the back of his throat.  Nervously, even though he didn’t want to, he forced himself to slowly turn his head and see what was going on out in the crowd.  It was too late.   Several heavily armed and armored men had already surrounded the two massive cats and sliced them almost in two.  Whatever chance they’d had to use the confusion caused by the great beasts to escape, had already passed them by.
“Look.”  David held both hands up pleadingly and firmly placed himself between the exhuberant priest and his brother.  “Stone’s not right in the head.  He didn’t intend any ill will.  You don’t have to do anything to him; we’ll find the true owner of that token someho…”, he started to promise, but was interrupted when the priest suddenly skipped over and then cartwheeled around him.
“Well big fella, that’s all done now.”  Giggling like a madman, the naked priest wrapped both arms tightly around both Stone and the young lady he was holding.  “Father says it’s all taken care of and that she’s yours now.  Now, go enjoy yourselves, both of you!”   With a quick wave of his hand, a large puff of rainbow smoke billowed out and fogged over everything on the stage.  When it finally cleared away, Stone and the young lady was gone – as was the young priest – leaving David standing alone, looking like an idiot with his mouth agape, feeling lost, and wondering just what the hell he was supposed to do now and how he was going to explain what’d just happened to his parents.


 Elissa had never been as nervous or embarrassed in her whole life as when the priest took her hand and energetically pulled her from the tent where she was waiting and up onto the podium to face the crowd.  ‘I’m just like a hunk of meat up on display,’ she thought to herself, cringing inwardly at the horde of people who were all whooping, hollering, and jeering up at her all but naked body.  ‘I’m just glad they painted me white for this,’ she tried to console herself somewhat.  ‘At least nobody can see how red I am!’   It was a small victory, but at this point, she felt like she should try and hold onto any victory she could claim, no matter how trivial it might be.
‘Power, Courage, Honesty, Loyalty, Generosity, Faith, Courtesy, and from these seven come Authority.’    Elissa closed her eyes and repeated her family’s motto to herself over and over to try and calm her frantic mind.  ‘Power, Courage, Honesty, Loyalty, Generosity, Faith, Courtesy, and from these seven come Authority.’
‘May I have the Power to endure this trial and tribulation, and the Courage to accept that this is a fate which is beyond my control,’ she prayed silently to herself, while working to control her breathing and settle her nerves.  ‘Give me the Honestly to admit to my fears, and the Generosity to accept that this will help me and my family draw closer to those less fortunate than ourselves.  Allow me to have Faith that the one who wins my freedom for the next week shall be a righteous and honorable person, all let me have the Courtesy to accept whomever I go to, no matter what their beliefs, home, or life may be like.’
After several more deep and calming breaths, she slowly repeated her family’s motto one last time.  ‘Power, Courage, Honesty, Loyalty, Generosity, Faith, Courtesy, and from these seven come Authority.’  Taking one final deep breath and holding it for several moments, she finally opened her eyes again and tried to take in the rest of the proceedings with a calmer heart and mind.
Apparently the priest had already finished the raffle, and the winner was making their way through the crowd to the podium.  Curiosity overcoming embarassement, she moved forward closer to the edge of the stage to see who was approaching, and then stopped; eyes opening wide in shock.  
‘MotherFatherSomeonesaveme!!’  Just one look at the beast of a man who was approaching the stage was enough to send all her work calming herself out the window.  ‘That’s not a man!  That’s an ogre,’ she screamed inwardly, as her eyes frantically darted left and right seeking for some path which would allow her to escape.
Whoever – or whatever it was – was steadily approaching and easily advanced through the horde of people that opened up frantically to clear a path as it to approached.   ‘It can’t be an ogre.  Even the Children of Chaos wouldn’t let an ogre into the town to participate in the festival.  Would they?’  She asked herself uncertainly.
‘It…’  Shaking her head left and right  slightly, Elissa clenched her fists hard enough that her fingernails threatened to dig the blood from palms.  ‘No,’ she chided herself.  ‘He.  He’s not an it.  He’s a HE.  He’s just the size of two HE’s, but that still doesn’t mean he’s not a HE.’  Refusing to let any tears trickle down the side of her face, Elissa bit her lip and took a long deep breath to try and resteady herself once again.
Obviously, now that he was stepping up onto the stage, he was certainly a he.  ‘May the Gods have mercy on me,’ Elissa thought, shivering slightly at the thought, ‘but he’s going to break me in half.  I’ll end up a cripple after he takes me to his bed!’
Never in her life, had Elissa ever seen such a large and daunting man.  She’d heard of people towering head and shoulders above another, but never before had she imagined that a person would stand head, shoulder, and half the torso above another fully grown man.  The poor little priest barely came up to this guys elbow!  He looked like a child of ten beside him, rather than a fully grown adult!
And wide!  Heaven’s forbid if she was going to be expected to wrap her legs around this guy – he was broader and wider than any of her father’s horses that she’d ever attempted to ride in the past.  He might be a he – a plain enough looking he, without any real redeeming features of beauty which stood out, except for his size – but he was every bit as large as any two normal he’s put together.
‘And I’m not some stupid, naive child of twelve,’ Elissa reminded herself.  ‘I know very well that almost none of the girls who get chosen in the festival, and end up with young men, come home with their virtue intact.  Once I was chosen in the raffle, I knew in my heart that my purity probably wouldn’t survive this week, but this…  This won’t just break my purity.  It’ll break me!’
“Wait!  Wait!  Wait a minute!” A handsome young man, of about sixteen years of age, suddenly pushed himself out of the crowd and rushed up onto the stage.  “He didn’t know any better,” the young gentleman yelled, rushing up the steps, before firmly planting himself between the giant-he and the wildly giggling priest.  
‘I’m saved!’  Elissa’s heart leaped up into the back of her throat and she felt like cheering with the rest of the crowd when they released another loud wave of wild cheering and drunken shouting.
“That’s okay,” the young priest laughed gaily, waving his hands and spraying rainbow confetti out across the crowd once again, and Elissa’s heart sunk back into her chest just as quickly as it had risen.  Whatever else the priest said, she didn’t hear it as her mind was reeling at being offered hope and then having it suddenly and ruthlessly snatched back away from her.  Blinking blankly for several moments, Elissa was completely lost for several moments as it was all just too much for her to take in and comprehend all at once.  It wasn’t until the priest yelled something about cheetahs and the giant-he stepped forward and wrapped his arms around her that she snapped out of it.
‘FatherMother, MotherFather, he’s even larger than I’d imagined!’  Elissa couldn’t help but tremble at how tiny and insignificant she felt while wrapped up in the much larger man’s arms.  ‘I’m not going to end up crippled.  I’m going to end up dead!’  It was finally too much for her to take any longer; Elissa slumped heavily and leaned up tight against the massive frame which was holding her, silent tears now rolling freely down both sides of her face.
““Can’t you see you’re in trouble?”  Her handsome savior pleaded beside her, but Elissa was in no state to truly listen to what he was saying.  No more than half his words were sinking though her addled mind and reaching her.  “We’ve got to get you out of here.”
‘I know I’m in trouble,’ Elissa moaned inwardly.  ‘I’m going to die and there’s nothing anyone can do about this.  I took a chance to save my family, and now I’m going to have to pay the price for that gamble.  The ultimate price,’ she thought pitifully.  ‘Oh, my charming hero, if only you could save me,” she lamented, “but it’s no use.  No one can save me from this fate!’
Wild, peeling laughter from the priest caused Elissa to snap out of her funk once again.  “Father says it’s all taken care of and that she’s yours now.”
“she’s yours now.”
“yours now…”
“she’s yours…”
The priests words echoed hollowly throughout Elissa’s skull for several moments, until the cool blackness of oblivion washed over her and she fainted dead away.


[bookmark: _Toc458162948]Chapter 2: 
[bookmark: _GoBack]The sun was low in the sky, painting the horizon  brilliant shades of orange and red when Elissa finally started to stretch and come around.  

